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Chapter One

Donovan Morgan stared out at the panoramic view without really seeing the skyline of downtown St. Paul. His corner office was mostly glass, giving him an unimpeded view of the world he’d supposedly conquered. He’d just closed another million-dollar deal, yet he felt nothing. No joy, exhilaration, or the rush of competition he’d thrived on his entire life. It was like he’d been left outside in the frigid winter to freeze solid, just another ice sculpture in the wintry park.

Never mind it was full-blown summer in Minnesota and the winding river below was crammed with boaters enjoying the warmer temps.

His secretary buzzed him. “Mr. Morgan? Your ten o’clock appointment is here?”

Miss Wruthers never managed to sound very sure of herself, even when she knew damned well he was expecting this meeting. She’s only been here a week. He smothered a sigh. Hopefully she’ll gain more confidence. Assuming I don’t bark at her and terrify her to death. Without looking, he reached down and pressed the intercom. “Send him in.”

He heard the door open and shut, but he delayed turning around to greet his guest. He didn’t want to appear too eager. Or God forbid, desperate.

“I have the file you asked for, Mr. Morgan.”

He’d used Andy Wells many times in the past when he needed dirt on the competition in order to gain some leverage. The man was a pit bull when it came to tenacity and fight, with the nose of a bloodhound and the speed of a greyhound. If there was any secret to be uncovered, Andy would find it, carefully peeling back layer after layer until the ugly truth was bared, and if he couldn’t find it, no one else would either. Donovan kept him on his personal staff and paid the man extremely well. To ensure Andy never had cause to go digging into Donovan’s own secrets.

Without replying, he turned and accepted the manila file. It was disturbingly thin and light. If this was all the dirt Andy’d been able to dig up on this prospective…

What could he call her?

Client?

Date?

Trick? No. That would be me.

Sitting down, he laid the file open on his desk and let his gaze linger just a moment on the picture paper clipped to the inside of the file. Lilly Harrison wasn’t exactly a gorgeous woman but she was quite attractive. Long, coppery-brown hair fell in a curly tumble about her shoulders, pretty face, light blue-gray eyes, lush, curvy body. Perhaps a little too short for his personal tastes and certainly not the model-thin slip of a woman so popular in the media, but her curves suited him perfectly.

She had an easy, open smile and a light in her eyes he instinctively mistrusted, even while his instincts told him that spark was the key to hooking her interest. Light implied warmth and sweetness, even innocence, and if there was anything he’d learned about Lilly Harrison before he’d hired Andy to dig deeper, innocence was the last thing in her mind. But he could certainly use that spark of curiosity to his advantage.

The next page listed the basic overview of her background. Age twenty-nine, single, self-employed as a stained glass artist in Oakdale after bailing on her white-collar job five years ago. Doing well enough to purchase her own townhome, though she owed a considerable amount on the mortgage yet. She had a sick younger brother with a ton of medical bills. He could use that to his advantage. Her parents were still alive, living near the brother on the other side of Minneapolis. Comfortable but not well off, and from the suburb they lived in, conservative and possibly even Catholic. Even better leverage.

He turned the page and scanned the list of her male “acquaintances”. A.K.A. the men she hired herself out to. The johns.

Is that what I’ve come to? Just another john trying to hire a prostitute to get what I need? Like a junkie on the street?

He forced himself to read every single name, even though he didn’t recognize any of them. At least she wasn’t involved with high-up politicians. Andy had even taken a few pictures, although none of them were compromising. Lilly and her gentleman getting into a car, getting out of a car, going into a restaurant. Evidently she occasionally did couples too. They were dressed to the nines as if they’d been to the opera. She wore a gorgeous slim-fitting black gown that hugged every wicked, sweet curve and strappy bright red platforms adding four inches to her height. The stilettos made him drool. The red made him insane, tantalizing him like a bull in a ring.

Ridiculous. Some poor sap actually paid for her services and took her out to eat? Andy had also included the names of each hotel she’d gone to with her clients. All upper-class hotels, certainly not the scary, cheap one-night-stand sort of places he’d expect a woman like her to use.

A woman like her.

He ran a hand over his face, rubbed his eyes, and then gripped his head like he had a headache. What the hell am I doing? Am I actually this desperate?

“She’s real careful, Mr. Morgan. She always uses her name to check into the hotel and it’s always booked and paid for in advance. By her. She’s seen these men in public before, and there’s not a single trace of anything suspicious or scandalous. Two of them are married, all of them are pretty well off. I mean, they’re nothing like you, boss, but they’re wealthy enough to pay her a grand a night.”

“That’s all she charges them?”

“As far as I can tell. She doesn’t do random guys, either. She takes them out to dinner first. Only then do they get to go to the hotel with her. They never go to her house and she uses a different hotel for each man. I don’t have any idea how they hooked up with her. I couldn’t connect any kind of web presence to her name or credit cards at all. All of the men are regulars. I clocked Mr. Smith seeing her once a week. Mr. Hamilton even hit her twice last week.” Andy chuckled. “She must be damned good at what she does.”

Donovan pinned the man with a glare that made Andy gulp like a teenager caught smoking weed in the stairwell. He didn’t say a word, just kept a steady, critical eye contact until Andy dropped his gaze and rushed to fill the heavy silence.

“No criminal record. She got a bachelor’s degree from St. Cloud though she doesn’t use it. Accounting. She has a savings account but it’s not huge. Just twenty grand. Her brother’s bills are five times that. She’s been making regular payments to her parents to help them out. She has a small retirement account left over from her corporate job but no other investments.”

Donovan turned his attention back to the file. She’d never been married. No children. A single woman on the verge of suffering the strident call of her biological clock. Ordinarily he’d run like hell in the opposite direction, but Lilly wasn’t the typical woman. He wasn’t interested in dating or marrying her.

I’m interested in hiring her. That’s all.

He smothered a wry laugh and shut the file, though he couldn’t drag his gaze away. It sounded so simple. So clean. So basic. Nothing as dirty as what he really wanted from her.

“That’ll be all, Andy. Thanks.”

Andy stood, but didn’t rush toward the door. “Sir?”

Surprised, Donovan raised his gaze to the man’s face. “Yes?”

“She seems like a real nice lady. I mean, despite… She’s nice.” At the skeptical look that must be on his face, Andy hurried to explain. “I always like to run in to the person I’m investigating in some part of their everyday routine, just to see how they respond. She’s polite and well mannered. She spoke to me, she didn’t give me the brush off. She wasn’t rude. She has some kind of mutt she must love a great deal because she takes him for a long walk every single day. All her neighbors speak well of her.”

“What’s your point?”

Andy’s cheeks flushed and he stuttered but he didn’t drop his gaze. “I don’t know what your intentions are and, frankly, it’s none of my business. I just wanted you to know she’s not some skank looking to make a quick buck or a gold-digging bitch out to screw every lying bastard out of his money. She’s nice. I’d like to be her friend and I don’t say that about many people.”

Donovan wanted to ask if he qualified as someone Andy would want to have as a friend, but he already knew the answer. He was the boss man, the hard ass who made the money and paid the lawyers to screw everyone until they got the best deal. Even I wouldn’t want to be my friend.

He spun his office chair around to look out the window. Cold, so cold and numb and hard. He was tempted to strip out of his Armani suit and stretch out in the sunlight shining in through his window. Maybe he’d thaw out.

Nope, he’d tried that already. All it did was first give him a miserable sunburn in some unspeakable places, and then eventually tan him as dark as island native. He was still so numb he couldn’t feel a thing. “I don’t need a friend, but I’ll keep that in mind.”

Andy didn’t say anything else but took the opportunity to escape.

No, what I need…

Donovan used his reflection in the glass to straighten his already perfect tie. His next business meeting might actually be one of the most important of his life.

The reason Andy hadn’t been able to find anything to connect Lilly to the men is that he’d failed to make the connection to the local BDSM community, probably because she’d been out of “circulation” for a few years. That was actually good. Donovan didn’t want anyone to be able to connect her to the underworld of sexual deviants like him.

What I need is absolute secrecy. And Mistress L.

 

 

Standing outside the seventeen-story building on busy Kellogg Boulevard, Lilly almost changed her mind and went home. Sure, this was an old building and not one of those modernized shiny steel and concrete skyscrapers, but she still didn’t quite believe someone in downtown St. Paul would honestly be interested in a stained glass commission from a relative nobody like her. The building had once been the St. Paul Post Office and had sat vacant for years while sale after sale fell through. Then billionaire investor Donovan Morgan had swept in and bought the building at a bargain-bin price. Of course that was still millions of dollars, but he’d gotten a whole city block right next to the new light rail station for a few bucks per square foot.

A brass plate next to the old-fashioned art-deco doors proclaimed Morgan Industries. She’d done a little research before accepting the appointment, but for the life of her, she still didn’t know exactly what that meant. He wasn’t into a single business, but owned hundreds of different companies and franchises all across the globe. His interests and investments were as varied as his many charitable contributions. From what she could tell, he basically just bought and sold companies, usually at a fraction of their value, which suddenly skyrocketed after his purchase. It was like he had the Midas touch.

So what did a man like him want with a stained glass window?

Especially when he had the funds to hire a world-famous artist?

Sure, she’d finally built up enough business she could almost pay her mortgage on just commissions and classes, but she’d been busting her ass for years. A wealthy, important client like him could be the stepping stone to larger commercial contracts she hadn’t been able to tap yet. With his recommendation, she could maybe even open her own gallery. This one project could make her career.

The ground floor had been rented out to various fast-food joints, coffee shops and even a one-hour dry cleaner. Business must be good, because people were scurrying back and forth like ants, jostling her every which way. Of course it didn’t help that the appointment had been scheduled right before lunch. A woman with blonde hair pulled back in a sleek bun and dressed in a nice navy suit ruined by hot-pink tennis shoes practically knocked her into the wall on her way to the front door.

She remembered the claustrophobic feeling she’d gotten inside her day job’s cubicle. How even one less minute of fresh air and sunshine outside during her lunch break would have made her as vicious as a rabid dog the rest of the afternoon. She’d had to quit or else go postal on her innocent coworkers. Or start taking anxiety meds. Quitting her job and finding something she truly loved was better than numbing herself with medication the rest of her life, even if she’d had to struggle to make ends meet.

She had to wait while the elevator emptied like an endless clown car at the circus, but she had it alone for the ride up to the top floor. The higher she went, the more underdressed she felt. She’d worn the only suit she’d kept from the days of corporate slavery, but it was out of fashion and, frankly, a little too tight. She’d quit caring so much about always doing what was “right” and being perfect in all ways, instead simply living and loving her life. She’d never been happier and if some man didn’t like a little extra padding he could keep on walking because she felt sexy and she took damned good care of herself.

If I ever have to face a day without pie, I’ll just give up and stay in bed.

She stepped out of the elevator and put on her polite smile for the waiting receptionist. Maybe it was her imagination, but the secretary’s smile seemed more like a sneer than a professional greeting. Lilly glanced down at herself to make sure all buttons and zippers were appropriately closed. Check. Her silk blouse was a little low cut but she wore a lace cami underneath. She’d worn serviceable plain black heels and not her favorite fuck-me stilettos. With a mental shrug, Lilly followed the other woman into Mr. Morgan’s office. Screw it. If I have to come back to see him, I’m wearing the leather mini skirt and those shoes.

Since his picture was readily available in all the media stories covering his acquisitions and success, she’d known he was a gorgeous man of the tall, dark and handsome variety. She hadn’t expected to be affected by him. Pretty, svelte, arrogant men weren’t her type.

He was pretty, and yeah, he was damned svelte in that impeccable suit. He stood behind his desk, arms crossed, shoulders wide and feet planted, aggressively defiant and proud. It almost made her laugh. She couldn’t resist a wide smile, even if he didn’t know the cause. She hadn’t even opened her mouth yet and he was chomping for a fight. This’ll be fun.

“Miss Harrison.” He spoke in a clipped, hard voice echoing with disapproval. No wonder his secretary had looked at her with such disdain. She’d already picked up on the alpha’s opinion. “Do you have a portfolio?”

Not at all. The large leather thing she held in her hand was merely a strange saddle she’d used on the jackass she’d ridden into town. Of course she had a portfolio. What artist would ever go to a prospective client meeting without a single example of her work?

She didn’t bother answering, but simply stepped closer and opened the leather portfolio on his desk. Of course the pictures were upside down, but she didn’t change it. She wanted to see how he’d respond.

The obvious solution would have been turning it around to face him. Instead, he came around the massive desk to stand beside her. Too close, actually. He intruded on her personal space.

What an interesting situation. If she were at a BDSM club and a submissive dared to approach her so boldly, she’d be more than happy to accommodate him with a little punishment and discipline to teach him his place. In fact, a submissive would only behave such a way if he deliberately wanted to antagonize the Mistress. Could he have any idea…?

She didn’t see how he would know. More than likely he was just an arrogant, filthy-rich asshole who was used to using his physical strength and immense wealth to intimidate people.

Still, she had to teach him a lesson in some way. In a professional setting, though, her options were limited. She certainly couldn’t give him a quick, hard pop with a crop, more’s the pity. And if she wanted the commission…she couldn’t smart off in front of his subordinate.

There was more than one way to battle. It didn’t take words. It didn’t even take action. She closed her eyes a moment and centered herself. This kind of dominance involved her personal energy and will, where every ounce of her concentration, every muscle in her body, was focused on one thing. Releasing a deep breath, she opened her eyes. Like he’d done earlier, she widened her stance just by standing taller, easing her shoulders back, lifting from her core. She projected calm, assertive power. The will that he would step aside and out of her personal space. He would respect her will and her presence. There was no doubt in her mind. No hesitation. He will do as I ask. Or I’ll walk out of here without even entertaining his proposal. I don’t need this job that badly.

“This one’s nice.” He traced a finger over the sketch she’d done of one of her favorites. The glass was all clear, but with different etchings and bevels, she’d created a complex window that cast snowflakes over the entire room. “How big was it?”

Keeping her energy focused, she used her lower voice range that vibrated her body. “Three by three feet.”

She swore his hand trembled slightly as he turned to the next page, but he didn’t move out of her space. “That’s much smaller than what I intend. Could you accomplish the same kind of complexity in a larger scale?”

“Of course. Clear glass in a variety of finishes can be very striking, especially in a large space where color may be too distracting.” She leaned down, deliberately letting her shoulder bump his as a warning. She turned to the next page. Even with only clear glass, you could see three crosses and a rising sun, casting its rays out in all directions. “This one’s in a church down in Iowa, the focal point behind their altar. The final measurements were ten by twenty, though I had to frame the window into pieces to give it the appropriate stability.”

He didn’t back away from the shoulder bump. In fact, he bumped her back, nudging his way deeper into her personal space. He even slid his right foot in front of hers, like he was trying to block her out from her own portfolio.

Lilly cast a quick glance at the secretary. Rooted into place, she watched their interaction with wide eyes, rubbing her arms like she had goose bumps. Some people were sensitive to this kind of energy play, and between her calm assertiveness and his aggressive pissing-match attitude, the energy was definitely high in the spacious office. Maybe he didn’t even realize his secretary still watched. “What do you think, Miss…?”

“Wruthers,” the secretary spoke with a delicate breathy voice. “Isn’t stained glass rather…antiquated? If you were going to remodel the building…”

He let out a low growl, whether from irritation because his underling dared disagree with him or mere frustration that Lilly wasn’t intimidated, she couldn’t be sure. “That’ll be all, Miss Wruthers.”

Evidently the young woman hadn’t been in his employ very long, because she winced and paled, hurt by his callous reply. She scurried out and the door thumped behind her a little too loudly.

He stretched, arching his back even while he leaned down over her work, resting his elbow on the desk casually. For such a lean man, he exhibited quite the nicely rounded ass. It was all she could do not to give him a good, hard swat and see how high he’d jump. “Where were we?”

Lilly let her mouth quirk since he wasn’t looking at her. Silly boy. He really needs a good thrashing.

It’d be all too easy to press against him, letting her body weight urge him down against the desk. It’d be fun to have a big, powerful man like him beneath her, bristling with the urge to fight, but also strangely obedient. Knowing he was too strong, too big, that he could overpower her at any moment, but he chose not to… Instead, he chose to put himself into her hands, to let her do as she would. The ultimate power rush. That he was arrogant, gorgeous and used to being the alpha CEO in all aspects of his life only made it hotter.

Lost in such a tantalizing fantasy, it took her a moment to realize she was pressed against the back of his leg, hugging his thigh with both of hers. Practically riding him. Either he’d backed further into her space or she’d leaned into him. She couldn’t remember. Neither option was appropriate behavior in an office setting, certainly not when she didn’t even know what his inclinations were.

Embarrassed, she jerked backward. “Pardon me, Mr. Morgan. I must have lost my balance.”

He straightened and turned toward her, his dark eyes narrowed on her face. “Lost your balance?”

She gave him a bright smile and without blinking or looking away, said, “I’m not used to wearing heels.”

She had a feeling he knew she was lying but he decided not to call her on it. It wasn’t like he’d peeked into her closet and seen her glorious shoe collection. He settled on the edge of his desk, the epitome of casual male elegance. A wicked glint flickered in his eyes, a knowing smile on his lush lips warning he saw through her thinly veiled disguise that said “nothing to see, just an ordinary woman with boring, normal sexual desires”. Nothing dirty or naughty here. “I suppose you don’t get out very often.”

“Rarely. I’m such a homebody.” She gave him a tiny smile back that said “I know you know I’m lying and I don’t give a fuck”. “Why don’t you show me the space you’re thinking about filling with stained glass? I can take some measurements and give you some ideas of what might work best.”

“Of course.” He straightened, managing to make the movement a delicious, sinuous slide, drawing her gaze down all six-foot-plus length of him. He might have never really worked a day in his life, certainly not outside of an office setting, but his body coiled with sinew and lean muscle. There wouldn’t be much padding anywhere on him except that delectable backside. Nothing to stop the hard thud of a paddle. Or the cut of the crop.

She gave herself a little shake, forcing those thoughts to the back corner of her mind. Later, she’d pull them out and let the fantasy unwind. She’d wonder what kind of fancy underwear he wore. Whether he really had a model’s body beneath the expensive suit or office flab. Whether the rest of him was as darkly tanned as his face and hands. How he’d sound when she brought the crop down on his ass.

But only after I finish this commission. Until then, all business. Mistress L isn’t allowed to come out and play.


Chapter Two

God, she’s good. So good I’d pay a hundred thousand grand a month to have her at my beck and call.

Donovan was sweating enough that his crisp white shirt stuck to him beneath his coat despite the air conditioning blasting. In just a few minutes of casual interaction, she’d managed to thaw him. He wasn’t frozen any longer, but burning up. Raging out of control. It was all he could do not to lock his office door and demand they reach an agreement now before she had the chance to walk out.

Gathering her portfolio, Lilly continued the innocent yet saucy facade. She’d lied to his face without batting an eye. Such a skill would serve them both well if she were ever questioned by the media. The last thing he wanted was for any hint of his secret desire to get out. If it cost him a million dollars to ensure her secrecy, he’d do it. Hell, he was throbbing so hard he’d give her a blank check.

She gave him a look that said there was a time and a place, and this was neither. And yeah, her gaze lingered on his crotch, so she had to know how aroused he was. Just from having her press against his back for a few tantalizing seconds. He’d wanted to curse out loud when she pulled away, but he had to admire her effort to remain professional. At least for now.

I would have been face down on that desk in another few moments if she hadn’t pulled away.

He took her arm and drew her firmly to his side as he led the way out of his office. The corner of her mouth quirked and she gave him a knowing sideways wink that made his cock twitch in his pants. Yeah, he led the way. But only because she’s letting me.

Which was the crux of his issue. He wasn’t the kind of submissive who would whine and beg and crawl to his Mistress’s feet and kiss her toes. No. Donovan Morgan wasn’t going down without a fight. The difficulty was finding a Mistress who’d relish the fight as much as him. Someone who was strong enough mentally to bend him to her will, even when he hated every minute of it. Even if he swore he was never coming back. Never giving her what she wanted. She had to be strong enough to make him want to bend his pride to her will. He had to want to surrender.

Lilly Harrison might just be strong enough to make me beg.

The thought should have alarmed him. It certainly made him tighten his grip on her arm. He was probably hurting her, but he couldn’t let go. He was afraid she’d slip out of his office and out of his control before he could pin her into an agreement. He hustled her past Miss Wruthers’s desk without pausing, even when his secretary called after him waving the phone. As soon as the elevator doors whisked shut, he flattened his back against the wall and hauled Lilly against his chest.

The little minx laughed at him. “Mr. Morgan, I fear you’ve lost your balance too.”

“You have no idea.” His throat rasped painfully. “You must accept this commission.”

She tipped her head sideways and gazed up at him with a solemn weight in her eyes, chilling the fire in his blood. “I don’t believe that’s a very good idea, Mr. Morgan.”

“You must.”

She arched a brow at him. “I don’t believe I must at all.”

“I’ll make it worth your while.”

She laughed, a deep, husky chuckle that made him think of velvet and leather and silken sheets tangled around him. “No doubt you’re used to throwing money at everyone to get what you want, but I’m not that easy, Mr. Morgan.”

He shuddered and pulled her closer, deliberately arching his hips into her so she’d have no doubt of his reaction to her. It went against every stubborn arrogant bone in his body, but he forced the word out anyway. “Please.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Release me this instant, Mr. Morgan.”

Her voice was pleasant enough. She didn’t use her words like a whip to lash him into compliance. She didn’t even give him a stern look from those stunning eyes. He’d thought them more blue than gray, but this close, her eyes gleamed like polished silver.

“Now.”

Again, her voice remained level and almost sweet. Certainly feminine and far from mean and nasty. He didn’t want to obey. He wanted her to get angry and harsh with him, to wrestle him into sweaty submission, but again, this wasn’t the time and certainly not the place. Frustrated, he let go of her and made no objection when she straightened and put a polite distance between them. The elevator dinged and the doors slid open, allowing the noise of the plaza level to separate them even more. Running his hand through his hair, he fought to keep his mouth shut. His ridiculous, obstinate behavior certainly wouldn’t help convince her to accept his commission, let alone open her mind to pursuing a more private relationship with him. Good submissives obeyed the Mistress without question. They certainly didn’t manhandle the Mistress against her direct order.

Which is why I’m not a good submissive and I have no Mistress.

She turned her head slightly, whispered, “Good boy,” then stepped out of the elevator, leaving him to follow in her wake.

Stunned, he had to throw up a hand to keep the elevator doors from shutting and taking him back upstairs. People waited to get on, and here he stood with his mouth hanging open and his pants tented like a randy teenager. Lilly paused, looking back over her shoulder with a wicked little smile dimpling her cheek, all innocence and saucy attitude that made him crazy. He wanted to make her lose her calm amusement. He wanted to hear her voice crack with fury, her eyes sharp and cold as she punished him. Not winking, silently laughing at him for still standing on the elevator like a dumbfounded idiot.

Grinding his teeth, he pushed his way out of the elevator and stomped after her. His face was on fire, blazing with humiliation and yes, relief. He’d managed to please the Mistress, at least a little, despite his stubborn pride. Even though obeying a simple common-sense command made his spine bristle and his stomach churn. The whispered praise gave him hope she might consider his offer despite his numerous failings. And he had no doubt that his failings as a submissive would give her significant pause.

If I must trick her into accepting me at least for a while, I’ll do it. I’ll do whatever it takes. Even if I have to blackmail her into accepting my contract.

 

 

 

Somehow, Mr. Morgan knew exactly what kind of woman she was. Maybe he’d asked around at a club? Though she hadn’t done the club scene in years. She hadn’t needed to, not with her own steady clientele. Could one of her subs have broken her rules and told someone else about her? She’d been very careful in the contract she’d had each man sign. Referrals were allowed, but only if he spoke to her about the interested party first before ever giving her name to anyone else.

Lilly quickly ran the list of her acquaintances through her head, trying to see if any of them would be the type to go behind her back. She didn’t think so. She’d been with them all at least a year without issue, except for the Hamiltons, and trusted their loyalty without question. But if Mr. Morgan had waved enough money around…

Anyone would talk.

Sick to her stomach at the thought one of her trusted subs had betrayed her, she slowed and allowed Mr. Morgan to take the lead again. She had no idea where he wanted these windows, so charging around just to prove a point would be beyond stupid. She wanted to ask him who’d told him about her, but that would put her at a disadvantage. If he knew she wanted something, he’d have leverage. If I give him an inch, he’ll take a mile and keep right on steamrolling me into the ground.

The tips of his ears and his cheeks were red and he avoided making eye contact. Maybe she’d misjudged him. Maybe the little whisper of praise was too much for a man of his pride. Good. Problem solved. He might change his mind about this so-called commission, but it’d be worth it to avoid entangling herself with this kind of rich and powerful man. The kind of man who’d track down her clients and pay them to betray her. It wouldn’t surprise me if he’d stoop to blackmail too.

He led the way to the side exit providing access to the new light rail depot. Steady foot traffic passed between the buildings, though the frantic flood of workers heading to lunch had ebbed. “Since the building’s exterior is an art-deco style, I want something similar for these windows.”

Her stomach quivered like she’d just jumped off a cliff. Staring up at the soaring glass, she tried not to let her mouth hang open or her hands tremble. Two full stories of glass a city block wide, visible from both the ground and skyway levels, separated his building from thousands of potential viewers using the new trains. She spared a glance at his face to see if he was serious. “The whole wall?”

“Top to floor,” he replied levelly, a hint of challenge glinting in his chocolate eyes. “Is the job too big for you?”

“Honestly, yes, as much as it pains me to admit.” His eyes flickered with surprise. “Mr. Morgan, it would take a twenty-man crew months to complete such a massive job. Maybe years. I really don’t know. Single handedly, I don’t know if I could complete it in my lifetime, even if I had the design in my hands today.” By the way his brow furrowed, she could see he had no idea of the magnitude of the work involved. “One pane is easily a thousand individual pieces of glass which must be perfectly cut and smoothed. Not to mention the scope of the project overall. What kind of design are you looking for in this space?”

He shrugged. “You tell me. As long as it matches the building’s decor, I don’t care.”

“That’s not good enough for me, Mr. Morgan. I’m an artist, not Walmart. I don’t do cookie-cutter designs that anyone could find in a yard sale.”

“I know. That’s why I picked you.”

Is it? She bit her lip but didn’t say it aloud. Somehow she had the feeling he’d found her first by her secret profession. The stained glass commission was merely the bait to get her here. It wounded the artist in her, even though the challenge of such a massive project made her nerves tingle with excitement and dread. This kind of project was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. But the risk…

“I have an idea.” She looked back into his face and didn’t like what she saw. The shuttered look in his eyes told her he was up to something. “Why don’t you show me what kind of work we’re talking about here?”

“What do you mean?”

“I want to see your shop. Watch you work. Show me exactly what’s involved.”

Alarm bells started going off in her head. Her shop was in her garage. Basically, he wanted her to take him home. And by the smug curve of his lips, he knew it.

Bad idea, Lilly. Hugely bad. Remember the elevator? Do you really want to be alone with him, let alone in your house?

She never took clients home, her sacred space. Even if he had absolutely no idea his stained glass artist was also Mistress L, she’d have to be an idiot to allow a stranger into her home. “I don’t think that’s a very good idea, Mr. Morgan.”

Ignoring her concern, he pulled out his cell phone and made a call. “Miss Wruthers, I’m going to be out the rest of the afternoon. Miss Harrison is going to give me a tutorial in stained glass so I know exactly the amount of work involved.”

Lilly kept her expression neutral, even though his heavy-handed assumption that she’d so easily capitulate pissed her off. At least his secretary was a witness to his whereabouts, although as much as he probably paid her, she’d lie on a stack of Bibles if hard pressed. As soon as he hung up, Lilly smiled sweetly at him, even while she jabbed him in the chest with her finger. “Do you think I’m an utter moron?”

“What? Of course not.”

“I don’t ever take clients home with me, let alone complete strangers.”

His eyes narrowed and he gave her an ugly sneer. “I’m not your client.”

Lilly knew that tone of voice. She read his disdain and disgust in the twist of his lips, the flare of his nostrils. How does he know? “I don’t take orders from any man, let alone from assholes.”

Stiffly, she stepped into the flow of pedestrians headed to the next building.

“Miss Harrison!” Startled cries broke out and she glanced back to see him pushing people out of his way to barrel toward her. “Lilly, wait!”

“Go to hell, Mr. Morgan.”


Chapter Three

“What a douchebag.”

No wonder Marie was her best friend. Lilly gave her a hug and then flopped into her recliner, while her friend sat on the adjacent loveseat. “Thanks for coming over.”

“Anytime, hon. You’re not going to pick up his project, are you?”

“I told him to go to hell, so I doubt I’ll hear from him again.” She laughed wryly. “It would have been a magnificent, terrifyingly wonderful project too. The scope, the scale of it… I really don’t know if I could have pulled it off singlehandedly.”

“You could have. I don’t doubt that for a moment.” Marie took a sip from her wine glass. “So you think he knows about Mistress L?”

“He sure acted like it.” Lilly frowned, nibbling on her lip. “I just can’t believe one of my clients would have talked to him, though.”

Marie studied the red wine for several long moments before finally saying, “You trust them that much?”

“I do, but evidently that makes me a fool.” Lilly didn’t have any secrets from her best friend. Marie certainly didn’t judge her lifestyle, but she didn’t understand it, either. “It definitely makes me doubt, which is bad. I can’t pull off what they need if there’s any doubt in my mind.”

“I know we’ve talked about this before, but I still don’t get it.” Marie smiled at her apologetically. “I understand what they get from you, but what do you get from them?”

It was hard to explain. Mistress L had started out at the local BDSM club three years ago as Lilly tried to find what she’d been searching for her whole life. She’d dated. She’d had plenty of sex, some good, some not so good. She’d even been engaged. But there’d been an emptiness inside her the entire time, an aching, gnawing lack, even though she didn’t know what it was. She’d found it at the club once she’d taken a crop in her hand. “They test me. It’s like each time I give them an order, and they do it, then I’ve proved my strength and will again. If they don’t obey, then I have to prove I’m strong enough to punish them until they do. Regardless, I’m growing every single day and becoming even stronger.”

Marie winced. “It just sounds so…”

“Medieval?” They both giggled. “We do draw a lot of inspiration from torture chambers.”

“Take me to your dungeon,” Marie gasped out in between gales of laughter.

Lilly pretended to rise. “Really? Great! I’ve been dying to take you down there.”

Marie’s mouth fell open and her eyes went round. “You really do have a dungeon?”

“No, silly. Just a room full of goodies. I don’t even bring anyone here.”

“Why not?”

Lilly took a long sip of her wine, letting the robust red spark flavors on her tongue before she answered. “They’re not in my life. Does that make sense? Mistress L is who they need. Not me. They don’t even know the real me.”

“That sounds…sad.”

She winced and shrugged. “I’ve had someone for Lilly but he couldn’t satisfy the Mistress. I have plenty of men for the Mistress, but no one for Lilly. Eventually I’ll find someone who keeps both sides of me happy.”

The doorbell rang, causing Hank to set up a ruckus out in the back yard. Marie’s eyebrows shot up. “Are you expecting anyone?”

Lilly set the glass aside and went to peek outside. She groaned and dropped her forehead against the door. “It’s him.”

“Mr. Douchebag? How’d he know where you live?”

Lilly schooled her face into a hard mask and opened the door. “That’s what I’d like to know.”

Mr. Morgan gave her his most winning smile and held out a bouquet of roses so fragrant she could smell them without even taking them from his hand. “Miss Harrison.”

“Mr. Morgan.” She didn’t take the offered flowers, even though they were her favorite. He’d even gotten red ones, which was probably a safe bet for most women. He wouldn’t—couldn’t—know that red was her favorite color. Actually it was more than that. The color stimulated all her senses. It was like an aphrodisiac for her. “What are you doing here?”

“Humbly offering my most sincere apologies.”

Marie joined her in the doorway. “You’re not actually going to listen to him, are you? Though I see what you mean.”

“That depends on what he thinks he’s sorry for.” His thousand-watt smile ramped up another notch, moving from smug to downright preening at the thought she might have been gossiping about how good looking he was with her friend. Naturally, I ought to bring him down a notch. “I said he was pretty. But you know that’s the kiss of death for me.”

Marie snorted and his wide smile slipped a notch as Lilly had hoped.

“May I come in?”

Lilly hesitated. She didn’t want to give him a single tidbit of information about her. Not when he’d already tracked her down and somehow ferreted out her secret identity without even speaking to her first. This was her private domain. Literally and figuratively, the place she let her hair down. She was even barefoot, for God’s sake, dressed in her oldest, most comfortable threadbare jeans and T-shirt. Meanwhile he was still dressed to the nines in the suit that probably cost more than her car.

“I waited until I knew you had company so you wouldn’t have any reason to be afraid.”

“Oh, that’s not creepy at all,” Marie said, shaking her head. “No way, Lil. Don’t let this jerk in.”

“I always get my way,” Mr. Morgan replied, clearly a threat although he kept his voice even. “It’s how I clawed my way to the top. I assumed my reputation and position in the community would give Miss Harrison no qualms whatsoever about allowing me into her shop.”

She didn’t even try to keep the incredulity off her face. “Because fine, upstanding men in the community never take advantage of vulnerable women if they think they can get away with it?”

He inclined his head again. “And that’s why I offer my apologies. Secure in the status and privilege my wealth provides, I didn’t stop to think what it’d be like for a woman, alone, to have a stranger attempt to insert himself into her life so boldly.”

His words struck an odd chord in her. Did he really see it as inserting himself into her life? Not as a creative or business opportunity? She’d given him no indication whatsoever that she was interested in allowing him into her personal life. Silently, she stepped aside and pushed open the door.

“Are you kidding?” Marie stepped closer as Mr. Morgan passed inside, like she felt she needed to keep between them. “I don’t like this, hon.”

“It’s okay. You know he’s here. His secretary knows he’s here. Standard operating safety procedures, all right?”

Marie nodded. “Sure. Text me in thirty minutes that you’re okay, or I’m calling the police.”

“And then hourly.” Lilly noted the lingering concern in her friend’s eyes and gave her a tight hug. “I’ll be fine. Promise.”

Marie shot him a warning look as she gathered her purse and left. Lilly shut the door and turned to find him watching her intently. “What?”

“Standard operating safety procedures?”

“A single woman can’t be too careful.” She watched his face, weighing whether she ought to lay her cards all out on the table now or save something for later. What the hell. “Especially when she’s involved in BDSM.”

His shoulders relaxed a hair, revealing a subtle tension. Maybe he hadn’t been completely sure, even though his instincts had insisted on the truth. “Only smart. So am I forgiven?”

She held her hand out and accepted the flowers. Then he surprised her by offering a bottle of wine she hadn’t noticed. He must have had it behind his back.

“I drove around until I found a liquor store and hoped it was one you frequented. The clerk remembered you and was able to tell me your preferences so I could get something you’d actually like.”

“Creepy again.” Shaking her head, she went into the kitchen and found a vase for the flowers. “Don’t you understand that’s stalker behavior?”

He managed to look offended. “I’m merely using every resource at my disposal to ensure victory. It’s not stalking.”

“Of course not,” she said lightly. “You wouldn’t want to get me drunk so you could take advantage of me.”

Now he drew himself up, his jaw hard, his mouth flattening into a slash. “Absolutely not. A lot could be said about me, but I’d never take advantage of a woman like that.”

“I believe you. Mostly.” She smiled to take some of the sting out.

She started to open the new bottle, but he interrupted. “What you’ve already opened is fine for me.”

Keeping an eye on him, she reached up to the top shelf and pulled down a wine glass. “So what resources did you use to find out about me?”

“First, I scouted the local clubs to get the lay of the land.”

She poured him a healthy glass of merlot and led the way back into the living room. He waited until she chose a seat, but whether politeness or an attempt to be submissive, she couldn’t tell. He was very apologetic, but also intense. It wouldn’t surprise her if he’d already devised several plans of attack depending on how the first minute, five minutes, half hour went. Plan A: Apologize. Plan B: Work my way into her house. Plan C: If she refuses…pay off her mortgage? She wouldn’t put it past him.

“You don’t seem like the club sort to me.”

He smiled, and this time it seemed to be genuine. His eyes sparked with amusement instead of disdain, and for once, he wasn’t playing the part of Mr. Asshole determined to have everything his way. “I admit, it’s not my ideal scene. But I had to start somewhere. I asked around and eventually heard the name Mistress L.”

She kept her face smooth and didn’t press him for answers. She didn’t want him to know how much it would bother her if one of her clients had spoken to him.

“Even then, it wasn’t easy. Mistress L hadn’t been at the club in quite a while. I couldn’t get her real name. Finally one of the older Doms admitted to having worked with a Mistress L and eventually gave me your name.”

She let out the breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, and then sucked in a deeper one when he continued.

“I hired a private investigator to follow you. He identified your clients and tried to speak to them.” Mr. Morgan kept the smile, but his eyes narrowed, revealing lingering irritation. “However, none of them would cooperate.”

“You hired a PI to investigate me? That is super super SUPER creepy.” However, she was relieved none of her clients had betrayed her. “Do you really want to commission a stained glass project from me, or was that just a way to get me to talk to you?”

He leaned forward, radiating determination, intensity and absolutely nothing of submissive obedience. “At first, just to get you into my office so I could interview you myself. But now, I want the windows done as much as I want you, and I don’t want anyone but you to oversee it.”

“What if I say no?” She kept her voice light and soft, watching his reaction.

His eyes locked onto hers. “Then I’ll find a way to convince you to say yes. I might be submissive, but I’m not the kind of man who’s ever going to settle for no.”

 

He’d never ever dreamed of a Mistress like her. Dressed simply in jeans and some old ratty shirt not fit to use as a cleaning rag, she watched him with cool detachment. When she wanted to project her will, she definitely had presence, he’d give her that. But right now, she was just Lilly Harrison, a middle-class single woman living in a traditional townhome in a normal suburb. The interior of her home was boring beige and traditional. Completely disappointing after seeing the picture of the Mistress with the killer red heels. Where’s the personality in her home? Is she trying to hide from everyone…even herself?

Her feet were bare, her toe nails painted brilliant scarlet, and he found he couldn’t avert his gaze. Sitting in her chair with her knees pulled up before her and her hair all wild and tumbled about her shoulders, she looked vulnerable and unsure. It brought out all his protective instincts to war with the side of him wanting her orders and punishment.

He wanted to draw her into his arms and swear he’d never frighten her again. Because she was frightened of him, shaken at how he’d investigated and tracked her down. What would she think if he knelt down before her and drew her against him again? Not as he’d done in the elevator, out of control and hungry for her power. No, this time, he just wanted to comfort her.

The sub doesn’t comfort the Mistress.

She tipped her head to the side and smiled softly. “What makes you think Mistress L would be interested in taking you on?”

His hackles rose, pride rearing its ugly head again, but he kept his mouth shut until he could think of something to say that wasn’t offensive. Because I’ll pay whatever exorbitant sum you want? Because I’d take you anywhere you want, buy whatever trinkets you covet, just to have you press me down across my desk again? “I’ve been told I’m a challenge.”

“You could say that again,” she muttered, shaking her head. “I’m still not convinced you’re submissive, Mr. Morgan.”

He sat back, deliberately giving her a smoldering, arrogant smile, draping his left arm across the back of the loveseat. “Don’t you think it’s rather ridiculous for such formality while having this conversation?”

“Are you submissive…Donovan?”

So she’d done enough research to know what his given name was. He wasn’t prepared for the rush of warmth in his belly, just from hearing his name on her lips. He shifted slightly, fighting to keep the negligent pose. “Yes and no.”

“Explain.”

She gave him just a thread of power in her voice, but it was enough to make him dig his fingers into the padded cushion beneath his hand. “I don’t want to be led around on a leash. I don’t want to be a lap dog, Mama’s little baby, or even the whipping boy.”

Her eyes narrowed, her will concentrating on him again as she’d done in his office. Immediately, his groin stirred, the heat spreading through his body. No miserable ice could freeze him solid when he sparred with her. “Are you saying you’re not into discipline?”

“I didn’t say that.” His voice was thick and rough to his ears. “Far from it. I want to be conquered.”

“And you think I’m the Mistress for the job? How could you possibly know anything about me? What I do? What I offer?”

He fought to remain still, not to reveal his anxiety and desperation. “Like I said…”

“So your private investigator took a few pictures of me and gave you a list of my clients. He couldn’t possibly tell you what each of those clients has gone through before I agreed to take him on.”

He couldn’t help the curling lift of his lip, though he tried to make it a smile instead of a sneer. “For the right amount of money…”

“This isn’t about money, Mr. Morgan.”

He frowned at being relegated back to formality.

She pushed her feet down and straightened in her seat, no longer withdrawn and vulnerable. Her eyes snapped with rising irritation and she impatiently grabbed a handful of her hair and began to twist it into a loose braid down the side of her head. “If money was all I wanted, I’d have a hundred clients. A thousand. But I’m very particular in who I take on, Mr. Morgan. Each sub has been through an interview process and answered my questionnaire. We agree on a full contract first with specified dates, times and duration. This isn’t a game to me, or a job. If that’s all you think Mistress L can do for you, then you’re wasting both of our time.”

“Speaking of a contract—”

She stood brusquely and slipped on a pair of deck shoes. “This isn’t the time for contract negotiation.”

“Why not?” He mentally winced at the ringing challenge in his voice, but she seemed to find it amusing, if the glint in her eyes and the curve of her mouth were any indication.

“Didn’t you want a stained glass lesson?”

He stood too, more than a little disappointed. He’d liked the direction the conversation had been going. Every little glimpse of the impatient, powerful, harsh taskmistress beneath her calm and cool facade only intrigued him more. “Now?”

“Why not?” She led the way to the side door through her modest kitchen to the garage. “You’re here now. Might as well take advantage of the opportunity.”

He scanned everything quickly, taking note of the continued beige color scheme. The appliances were basic and functional but at least five to ten years old and well used. By her? Or had she not bothered to replace them when she bought the place? Did she cook? He couldn’t tell. No pots and pans hung from a rack or waited on the stove to indicate at least occasional usage. The only decoration was a glass bowl of fruit on the breakfast bar, and it, too, was functional.

He burned to learn her secrets. What does she do? What does she like? What will break her calm control and drive her as mad with need as I am every time I look at her?

In the garage, he began to see more personality. He’d wondered why her small gas-friendly car was parked in the driveway when she had a two-car garage. Now he knew why. It was filled with all her stained glass business.

Box shelves of varying sizes were built alongside one wall, allowing large pieces of glass to lie propped inside so she could easily flip through and examine the colors in each sheet. In the center of the garage bay, she’d set up a high table with a shop light hanging above it. Wheeled carts loaded with supplies were all within easy reach. Smart, practical and tidy.

“I usually have a couple of different projects going on the big table.” She held up a long rectangular piece of paper, a pattern, he realized. The rectangle was entirely divided into complex shapes. At a glance, he really couldn’t tell what the design was supposed to be. It all looked like random puzzle shapes to him that just happened to fit into a rectangle. “All year, I create a few like this to send to the local trade shows. They’re a nice size to hang in someone’s home, without being so expensive the average person can’t afford it. I do a mix of colors, usually. They tend to sell better than the all-clear glass. So it’s a good way to use up scraps from other projects too. Nothing ever really goes to waste.”

“So how do you go from a piece of paper to…that?” He pointed at the wall where she’d hung several different projects for display.

“I cut up the pattern. Then select the glass for each piece of the puzzle. Not just color is important in this stage—but also the pattern and design in the glass itself. Some of the carnival glass is very busy and uneven in thickness. It won’t fit in certain designs—but will absolutely make the piece sing if put in the right place. Like this.”

He walked closer and studied the pieces of glass on the table. It was like a kaleidoscope puked out its contents onto the table. Random shapes of glass, mixed up colors. Pretty, but no defined pattern that he could see.

“Each one of these is cut out by hand.” While he watched, she rearranged the shapes, lining them up to match the pattern. “Even after all these years, I still break glass unexpectedly, so I can’t rush it. The better each piece is cut, the less time I have to spend grinding down the edges, because it has to be perfect or even a fraction of an inch will cause it not to fit together.”

Then he could see it. A sunrise, with rays of light shooting through the sky. She’d used at least three different colors of blue, including one with a swirl of white that made it look like clouds scuttling across the sky. Below, greens and bright colors made up a patchwork of green hills and fields of flowers. The focal point was the burning sun rising above the hills. The glass with a bright mix of yellow, orange, red and white, the surface uneven as if it’d been made by hand.

“This pane is only 10x20 inches and takes sixty-three pieces of glass. Once each piece is cut and ground to the appropriate size, I have to wrap each one in lead.” She moved down the table to the opposite side, where a vise held long strips of lead. “Once I can assemble the pieces together and they’re fitting nicely, I can begin to solder them together. Then they still need to be cleaned, cemented and polished, all which can take a full weekend to prep. In the end, I’ll probably have at least fifty hours of work in this single piece, and that’s if everything comes together perfectly the first time.”

Fifty hours for such a small piece. At that rate… “You’re going to need a small army to finish my windows by Christmas, then.”

The look on her face was priceless. She opened her mouth, but she had to take a deep breath and swallow before she could reply. “Christmas? That’s only…”

“Six months.”

“If you want it done so quickly, then I’m not the best person for the job. I don’t work like that.”

“You are the best person for the job. I want you to oversee it, but hire as many workers as you need to finish it.”

She stared down at the worktable. Gnawing on her lip, she removed the rubber band and undid her braid, aimlessly combing her fingers through the thick mass of hair while she thought. “It might take weeks to finalize the design. I don’t even know what the theme is going to be, let alone the colors… Even then, I still have to pick out the glass for each individual pane. It’s a massive undertaking and if I rush it, neither of us will be pleased with it.”

He thought he had her hooked by the idea, and she wasn’t afraid of the scope of the project. It was the deadline overwhelming her. If he pushed too hard, he’d lose her. She wouldn’t risk failing on something—especially to a potential submissive. She had to be in control and confident every step of the way or she wouldn’t accept the job. “I don’t want it rushed, but once I set my mind on something, I want it done yesterday. If we don’t hit Christmas exactly, it won’t be the end of the world. I don’t have an event planned to announce the unveiling. Why don’t you write up a project plan for me? Then I’ll know how quickly you need answers on the theme, design and color, and then we can begin hiring enough workers to finish the windows as quickly as possible.”

He glanced around the garage once again, impressed with what she’d been able to do alone, but also realistic. “You’re going to need a lot more space.”

“Assuming I agree to take on the job.”

“You will.” He gave her a very rare thing indeed—a genuine smile. “You can’t resist a challenge.”

“Are you so sure?”

“For my sake, I hope so.”

She sighed ruefully. “That’s one hell of a good private investigator you hired, Mr. Morgan. How’d you figure out all of this about me from a few sneaky photographs?”

It was his turn to look away and run his hand through his hair. He wanted to take off his tie and loosen the neck of his shirt, but that might be too informal too quickly for her. “I have an instinct for people. That’s why I’ve been able to take a modest family business and turn it into an international billion-dollar company. The numbers are just columns on paper. In the end, it’s the people who make or break a deal.”

He spared a glance at her, not surprised to see her studying him as avidly as he’d done earlier. “You’re a surprising man, Donovan.”

To hell with it. He loosened his tie to relieve some of the pressure on his throat, hoping she wouldn’t sense what really troubled him. He didn’t want to think about it himself.

If I’m going to have something tight on my neck, I want it to be hers. Because she has me collared and bound.

“Very well,” she said. “How soon do you want to meet and go over contracts?”

He locked his knees to keep from sagging with relief. Contracts. Plural. So she’s at least willing to consider taking me on as a submissive in addition to the windows. He waited until he could reply without his voice breaking or cracking like a fool. “Tomorrow morning, nine.”

Her eyebrows rose. “So quickly?”

“I never approach a deal unless I’ve already run my numbers and decided what I want and what I’m willing to give.”

“Eleven. I’m not a morning person.”

No way in hell was he waiting until lunch to settle this. “Ten,” he countered. “And I took the liberty of writing up both contracts to make this deal as expedient as possible. They’re in my car.”

“Contracts?” A sliver of displeasure sharpened her voice. “You’re forgetting my contract. When it comes to Mistress L, my contract is the only one that counts.”

He had to laugh. He could read legal contracts in his sleep, though his corporate attorney always went over everything with a fine-toothed comb before letting him sign on the dotted line of a major deal. A homemade sexual contract would be nothing to worry about. “I doubt there’s much in your contract that will surprise me.”

She pressed the button to raise one of the garage doors. “I suspect you might be surprised in that regard, Mr. Morgan.”

His eyes narrowed. “Back to formality yet again, Miss Harrison?”

She followed him to his car, waiting patiently while he unlocked the door and retrieved his briefcase. “When you slip into Mr. Douchebag territory, I’m afraid so. If we agree on terms—and that’s a huge if—then I’m afraid I’ll have to resort to corporal punishment to break this insufferable arrogance.”

The thought of punishment made his hands tremble so badly it took him a second try to dial in the combination to the lock he’d done at least a million times. He managed to hand her the stack of papers without dropping them all over her driveway or accidentally touching her. “Insufferable arrogance? That’s rather harsh.”

“You assume you know everything about me just because you were able to discern that I like a challenge before we formally met.” She started scanning the top page. In his opinion, it contained the make-or-break stipulation of the most important contract of all. “That doesn’t mean you know anything else about me. In fact, I’d wager here and now you’ve made several critical errors in judgment when it comes to me.”

“Indeed?” He leaned back against the side of his Jag and crossed his arms. “I doubt that.”

Slowly, she raised her gaze from the paper and locked her eyes on him with such intensity he immediately stiffened. “You want me to break the contracts with my other submissives. That’s a pretty drastic error on your part.”

Stay calm and cool. Don’t let her know how much this means to you. “I’m sure you have escape clauses in their contracts. If not, I’ll simply buy them out.”

“It’s not that simple, Mr. Morgan. I care about these men. I’m not going to drop them like last week’s news just for you.”

She cares about them? He clenched his jaws, fighting to keep from retorting. The Mistress cares for the men paying her to take them in hand. Nice. “I’m not going to share your time. I’m not that kind of man.”

“Maybe it’s about time you learned how to share. You’re not a three-year-old toddler, Mr. Morgan, and I don’t have time—”

With a low growl, he pushed away from the car. “I won’t share you and that’s final.”

 

Donovan Morgan in his rich asshole role was an extremely handsome man. Something she’d admire in its case, like a gorgeous million-dollar diamond necklace, but never take home. It was just too fancy for her. It wouldn’t fit into her lifestyle. It wasn’t her taste. Even if some women would kill to have it.

Donovan Morgan in his stalking predator I’m-going-to-eat-you role was a shock-and-awe strike to her libido. It was all she could do not to seize him by the cock and jerk him around to bend over the hood of his car.

He thought he was being all alpha I’ll-get-my-way-or-else, but all it did was turn her on.

However, the wording in his contract would keep her from acting on her desire.

Keeping her voice pleasantly even, she held her ground, although she did cross her arms to keep her hands from roaming unexpectedly. “You’ll share me or I won’t accept your contract.”

As he’d done in his office, he marched right into her personal space, bumping up against her, his eyes glittering, his body heat rising off him in a wave of lust and anger she could feel through her own clothes. Oh, such a wild, handsome beast. It’d be such a challenge to tame him. So much delicious fun. She met his challenge, pushing back so that her arms braced against his chest. Another reason she’d crossed her arms. She didn’t think she’d be able to stand the temptation of having her breasts pressed against him.

“You honestly think I’m going to let you fuck other men while you’re fucking me?”

She took a staggering step back, her arms falling with shock. Pain banded her chest, squeezing her heart until she couldn’t breathe. She was used to people not understanding what she did. Like Marie. She’d never understand, even if she came to one of Lilly’s sessions to watch. But she hadn’t had someone so completely and wrongly jump to such an ugly conclusion, especially when he himself wanted to be a part of her private circle. He’d hunted her down and set her up with this whole commission, just so he could pay to have sex with her?

Gathering her composure, she took a deep, shaking breath. Another. She’d already made the mistake of letting him into her home. She’d made another mistake by reacting to his hurtful words and backing down from his threat. No more mistakes, Lil. You have to nip this in the bud here and now.

Deliberately, she kept her voice soft and broken, letting the hurt vibrate through each word. “That’s what you think I do? You think I’m a prostitute?”

Surprise flickered across his face and he hesitated. He looked at her, really looked at her.

She kept her body language small, shoulders slumped, arms hugging herself for protection and wrinkling his contracts into a hopeless mess, eyes big and hopefully shimmering with emotion, her lips wobbling. Feminine distress at its finest, and it worked. It knocked him off balance and he abandoned his aggressive attack.

“I didn’t say that,” he began. She sniffed loudly and his eyes widened with alarm. “I’m sorry, Miss Harrison, truly. I thought—”

“You thought I’m a prostitute. That’s the only kind of woman who’d be fucking ten men.” She repeated his own words and he flinched at the language. “Two of them are married. That’s the kind of woman you think I am. That’s the kind of woman you want to hire to be your Mistress. Or should I say mistress with a lowercase M? Because that’s all you’re really looking for. A fuck buddy. Casual sex. Pay me a couple of thousand dollars and then throw me in the trash on your way to your next business meeting.”

“No, not at all. I didn’t—”

“Oh, I know, Mr. Morgan would pay me considerably more, right? Nothing but the best for you. You’d pay me…how much was it? A hundred thousand dollars a month. That’s a lot of fucking, Mr. Morgan.”

“Well yes, but…”

She let out a shaking sob and he realized what he’d said. Horror washed the color from his face and he started to babble. “That’s not what I meant at all, Miss Harrison. Not at all. I’m sorry, please, forgive me.” He jerked at his tie until it hung askew and ran his other hand through his hair until he looked like he’d been mugged on a subway. “It seems I’ve made a terrible mistake.”

“Yes, yes you have.” She laughed softly. “Like I said, a critical error in judgment, Mr. Morgan.”

It took him a moment to realize it was laughter and not tears after all. His cheeks flushed scarlet and he stared at her, his jaw working like he was chewing on gravel. But he said nothing. Probably because he’s so furious he’s afraid he’d say something even more unforgivable than accusing me of being a prostitute.

“Good boy, Donovan.” She turned without glancing back to see how he reacted. “I’ll bring my contract in tomorrow morning and you can see how Mistress L handles her business. Good night.”

In the safety of her house away from his prying eyes, she let down the Mistress L facade. The way he’d jumped to such conclusions hurt. It said a lot about his needs, though. Some men could separate BDSM from the sex. It wasn’t intercourse they were after at all, but rather the release of control. They needed someone else—preferably a beautiful woman—to take them in hand. To take away their choice and all the pressures of their daily life. And for one hour a week, Mistress L gave them exactly what they wanted. She told them to strip, and they did. She told them to crawl, and they dropped to their knees. She told them to kiss her, and they pressed their mouths to her prettily painted toes. Not her lips.

It was the submission and yes, humiliation, they craved.

Some men wanted to be punished by a woman. They needed the release of pain, of being bound and forced to submit just for a while. Mistress L could give that to them too. And yeah, sometimes the men came in the midst of the pain because it was a release. If not, she was sure they jacked off in the privacy of the hotel room she’d left them in, but she was very clear about what she would and wouldn’t do.

Mistress L didn’t touch her submissives sexually. Ever.

So it said a lot about her own needs when it came to Donovan Morgan if the first thing she wanted to do was grab his cock and bend him over that sleek black Jaguar to see if she could make him roar like the powerful engine under the hood.

With a sigh, she texted Marie the all clear, even though her thoughts about the man were far from it. She wanted to accept his challenge. He was an incredibly complex man, and she suspected he was on the edge. He had to be pretty desperate to hire a private investigator to find him a Mistress. There had to be dozens of Mistresses in the Twin Cities area alone and they would have been at the clubs, easier to contact. Easier to negotiate exactly what he wanted. Yet he’d come after her with the single-minded purpose that had made him a billionaire.

Why me?

She knew. The same reason she wanted to accept even though it went against her carefully constructed rules.

He’d looked at those pictures and seen a Mistress he also wanted sexually. He saw the woman and the Mistress and he wanted them both.

She looked at him in all his arrogant pride and explosive temper, and saw a man she’d love to muss up. She wanted to knock him off balance and watch him stammer. She wanted to make him so furious he’d explode with lust. And then she wanted to bring him to his knees with the force of his need.

Only for me.

With a sigh, she flipped open her laptop and began going through her contacts, clients and colleagues on both sides of her professions. Donovan Morgan was right in one regard. If she was going to accept his BDSM contract, it was a one woman/one man job. On the other contract, though, she’d need every stained glass artist on call that she knew.

I’ll need all my focus on him if I’m going to survive both of his contracts.


Chapter Four

Just before ten the next morning, Donovan paced frantically back and forth in front of the windows of his office. He’d been up since five and hadn’t slept well the few hours he’d tried to rest. He’d jogged on the treadmill until he wanted to drop. He’d jacked off twice last night and again this morning, trying to take the edge off. To gain a little control. A little separation from the desperate aching need like a bowling ball in the pit of his stomach. But all it took was one thought of Lilly Harrison and he went rock hard again.

Damn it.

He reached down and adjusted himself. This is ridiculous. He glared at his eager dick pushing against the seam of his trousers. You’re not a randy teenager getting a woody every time a pretty girl walks by. You can control this.

The intercom buzzed and he sucked in a deep breath, his cock surging so hard he was afraid the material wouldn’t hold. He threw himself down into his chair and pressed the answer button. “Yes?”

His voice vibrated with what he hoped his secretary thought was fury.

“Mr. Morgan?” Miss Wruthers squeaked, if possible even higher and more irritating than normal. The way every one of her sentences seemed to end in a question put his teeth on edge, but he didn’t respond. Shouting at the poor woman to stop being so hesitant surely wouldn’t help. “Miss Harrison is here?”

“Thank you.” He forced himself to speak slowly and calmly. “Send her in.”

This time, he wouldn’t rise and greet her politely. I can’t. Or she’ll see the massive hard-on threatening to tear my pants. She’ll just have to assume I’m being my normal arrogant self.

When Lilly walked into his office, he frantically thanked every deity known to man that he’d remained seated. Because he would have thoroughly humiliated himself. As it was, he nearly came in his pants.

She wore a high-collared, low-cut red blouse the same color as her painted toes, a tight, black pencil skirt hugging every inch of her glorious hips, and those shoes. The ones from the pictures. So high he didn’t know how a woman could possibly walk in them. But she did, each step swaying her hips in a hypnotic dance that made his mouth go dry with lust. When she sat down and crossed her legs, the short black skirt rode up enough to show him the top of her stockings.

He gulped, sweat breaking out on his forehead. Real thigh-high stockings and a garter belt. A thin strip of bare thigh tantalized him above the silk. It made him think about sliding his hand up that skirt, seeking what else she might have on beneath the material. Or better yet, nothing at all.

“Good morning, Mr. Morgan.” She leaned down to set her portfolio beside her on the floor, giving him a good, long look down her shirt. No bra met his gaze, just plump breasts lifted by what looked like a black corset. “Did you sleep well last night?”

Dear God. A corset. Stockings. If she pulls a crop out of her bag I’m going to pass out when my dick explodes.

He jammed a finger at the intercom and barked, “Coffee,” at his secretary.

“Evidently not.” Lilly laughed softly, a deep velvety purr making him quiver in his chair. “Too bad. You’re going to need all your wits about you for this contract negotiation.”

Ah, so that’s her game. She deliberately wore this outrageously sexy outfit to make sure she gets what she wants.

With a glare, he retorted, “It’s not going to work.”

Her eyebrows rose and she looked at him innocently. “What’s not going to work?”

“This.” He waved a hand at her and averted his gaze, sure he blushed like a virgin. Which only made his cheeks burn hotter. “Some sexy clothes aren’t going to make me lose my head and give you what you want.”

The door opened and Miss Wruthers scurried in with a cup of coffee. Wide eyed, she froze at the corner of his desk, her gaze flickering between them both.

Lilly lounged in her chair in a sexy drape of negligent ease that made him want to leap up and pace frantically again. Or better yet, maybe he’d just bury his face in her cleavage. “You’re going to give me exactly what I want, Mr. Morgan, and it’s not going to be because of my clothes.”

Miss Wruthers made a low, desperate sound like a bleat and plopped the cup on the desk hard enough some of it sloshed out onto the cherry top. She let out another frantic cry and ran around the desk to the filing cabinet on the other side of the room, rummaging around loudly in search of something to mop up the stain.

Lilly bent down again, and he swore a button of her blouse must have popped open because he saw even more cleavage this time. The brown of her aureoles peeked above the corset. “Don’t worry, Miss Wruthers, I have a napkin right here. I’m such a slob I always carry around some wipes to clean up after myself.”

She rose up enough to blot the spilled coffee, giving him a wink that made him think about why she might have napkins and wipes stowed in her bag. Other messes she might find necessary to clean. He very nearly groaned out loud.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Morgan.” Miss Wruthers wrung her hands. “Let me get you another cup.”

He forced himself to turn his head and look at her. Anything to get his gaze off Lilly before he embarrassed himself. “It’s all right, Miss Wruthers.” He even managed a smile, though it was stiff and hurt his face. “This cup is fine, though I’m sure Miss Harrison would like a cup too.”

“Of course. How do you like your coffee, ma’am?”

Lilly handed her the wet napkin. “Strong and stout with just a splash of cream to soften the bite.”

Damn it, she even made coffee sound wicked.

“Right away.”

They waited in silence for the promised cup. Lilly watched him with a smile hovering on her luscious lips, while he was afraid he probably looked at her like a poisonous viper was ready to devour him. He drummed his fingers on the desk, which made her lips curve even more. So he picked up the cup and took a big drink, practically spluttering it all over himself when he burned all the taste buds off the top of his tongue. Great. Just what I needed. A sore tongue. If I was going to have a sore tongue, I thought it’d be because…

He slammed the door shut, locked it and mentally threw away the key.

“Here’s your cup, ma’am.” His secretary practically thrust the cup into Lilly’s hands and then fled to the door. “If you need anything else, just ring, sir.”

He waited until the door closed. Then he took another drink of the coffee, carefully this time so he didn’t fry his whole mouth. Another sip. Determined to let her speak first, he refused to even look at her. Even when she bent down to pull something out of her bag again.

“I took the liberty of making a few adjustments to both contracts after consulting with my personal attorney last night. I’ve written in my requirements and struck out a few clauses that I don’t agree to. Where should we start, Mr. Morgan?”

He cleared his throat and picked up his favorite pen. His father had given it to him upon his college graduation and he’d carried it ever since. The solid weight of the fountain pen helped him regain his sense of balance and purpose. “Let’s begin with the stained glass commission.” I’ll be on solid ground there.

She passed the papers to him and sipped her coffee while he scanned through her adjustments. For the most part, she’d accepted his contract, which was pretty standard industry wide promising payment for an art project. She would provide detailed designs within thirty days in writing, and he’d have to approve them, again in writing, before she would begin work to protect herself in the end if he decided he hated the artwork. He would cover the costs of materials and extra labor, including additional workshop space. He nodded, all smart adjustments now that he understood more about her shop’s small setup. She’d also modified the due date to clarify there’d be no penalties incurred but that she’d target the project completion for Christmas, assuming the design and material timetables were all approved on schedule.

After learning more about the amount of work involved, he was surprised she didn’t add a few additional zeroes to the flat sum of fifty thousand dollars he’d promised above and beyond the cost of materials and labor she’d have to hire out. But she knew her business, and if she was happy with the amount, so be it. She’d be making considerably more as his Mistress anyway.

He initialed each of the additions and then passed his favorite pen to her for her to add her signature.

With a flourish, she signed her name and then passed the pen back to him. Her fingers touched his and he felt the searing contact all the way down to his cock.

“And now the more private contract.” She reached down again and pulled out the smaller stack of papers. “Before I show you the changes I made to your contract, I thought I’d show you the contract I typically offer my clients.”

His palms were sweating enough that the paper stuck to his skin. He spread the two pages—only two!—out before him and began to read, determined to read the whole thing before he spared a glance at her. Fully aware she would be watching and judging his reaction, he schooled his face to the calm, detached businessman’s mask he typically wore every single moment, day in and day out, until he wanted to rip out his own eyes and roar at the top of his lungs.

 

The submissive will thoroughly answer the Mistress’s questionnaire to the best of his ability. The submissive is completely responsible for notifying the Mistress of any medical or personal issues that require Her attention.

A safeword will be selected prior to any scene. Once the safeword is given, the scene will stop immediately.

Scenes may trigger unexpected memories or powerful and uncontrolled reactions from the submissive. In this case, the submissive will not be held accountable for breaking the Mistress’s orders. Before another regularly scheduled scene will be held, the submissive and Mistress must meet to discuss his reaction. The questionnaire will be revisited as needed to discuss limits and allowed physical contact.

A scene will be one hour long, weekly or monthly in frequency, until either the Mistress or submissive requests the contract be terminated without penalty.

After the scene, the submissive will provide payment of one thousand dollars to the Mistress. She may refuse to accept the funds if displeased with the submissive. The submissive may refuse to provide the funds if he’s displeased with the scene. Contract at that time will be terminated without further penalty.

The submissive will not attempt to contact Mistress L in any way except through the specified email address and only to request a reschedule of a scene or termination of contract. Any attempt at contact outside of the scene will result in termination of the contract and cessation of all scheduled scenes.

Referrals are allowed, but only if a.) The sub knows the person in question personally and is willing to vouch for their character, and b.) The Mistress agrees to meet the referral prior to any information being shared with the potential sub. If the Mistress’s private email address or name is given to another without her express consent, all previously scheduled scenes will be canceled and this contract null and void.

The Mistress will provide only the physical contact agreed to after the questionnaire has been answered completely. SEXUAL CONTACT IN ANY FORM INCLUDING KISSING, TOUCHING OF GENITALS, ORAL SEX, INTERCOURSE, OR PENETRATION OF ANY KIND (INCLUDING TOYS) IS EXPRESSLY FORBIDDEN.

Even though no sexual contact is permitted, the submissive will provide a health screening to certify he’s clean of any communicable diseases including STDs and HIV. Mistress L’s certification is updated every six months and available at any time upon request. She will also provide a new health screening at any time at the client’s cost.

Absolutely no exceptions.

 

He took a deep, shaking breath and turned his head to the next page, the infamous questionnaire. This was simply a check-box list of various activities where the submissive could indicate interest, strong desire or strong aversion to the various BDSM activities Mistress L was willing to provide, such as various forms of punishment and humiliation. At the bottom, there were yes and no questions like, “I want to be completely nude for our scenes” or “I prefer to be bound for punishment”.

Furious—at himself for leaping to such ridiculous conclusions about the luscious Mistress L—he spun his chair around and stared out the window so he didn’t have to look at her. And she can’t see my reaction. “It’s all very neat and tidy, Mistress L.”

“Yes, it is,” she replied simply. “If there are services the submissive’s interested in which aren’t on my contract, then I’m not the appropriate Mistress for him to consider.”

His hand clenched on the pen so hard it leaked ink on his hand. Idiot. You’re going to destroy your father’s last gift to you, and for what? Your pride? Utter despair? Years and years of emptiness and shallow relationships, meaningless sex that never scratches the bone-deep need I carry.

“Given our discussion last night, I didn’t think this contract would be suitable for our…needs.”

He almost wheeled back around to see her face. Surely she was joking again. Leading him on to get what she wanted. She played to his arrogant conclusions oh so well, leading him on only to shut him down like the fool he was. I thought she was the One. The one woman who would be able to see that need in me and for the first time in my life, meet it completely. I thought…

Her hand came down on his right shoulder and he flinched so hard he almost fell out of his chair.

“Donovan. Aren’t you even going to look at me?”

He squeezed his eyes shut, even while his body lapped up such an insignificant touch like he’d just stumbled into a private harem of women dedicated to his every secret whim and desire. “I can’t.”

She laughed softly, the sound running over his skin like silk. Her scent filled his nose, something spicy that made his mouth water. Warm and rich and sweet yet not flowery. This was an earthy scent. Raw passion. Sex. Heat. “Why not?”

“Because if I look at you, I might very well drag you into my lap and ravish you.”

When she plopped down into his lap, his eyes flew open with alarm. “You’re welcome to try.”

 

Donovan swallowed so hard she could see his throat working beneath his tie and shirt. “Isn’t this kind of physical contact forbidden by your contract?”

She had to congratulate him on his forbearance. He managed to keep his hands off her, even though one hand was clenched on the pen and the other gripped the arm of his chair so hard his knuckles were white. “I guess you’ll have to read the new contract and see what’s forbidden and what’s allowed.”

She squirmed deeper in his lap until his erection pressed against her hip. Clenching his teeth, he tossed the pen on his desk and clamped both hands on her shoulders. “What are you doing to me?”

“Tormenting you.” She twisted her upper body toward him so she could prop one elbow on his chest. “Tormenting myself. Isn’t it fun?”

“No.” His breathing was so ragged he sounded like an asthmatic. “Not fun. Not when I can’t…”

“We haven’t come to any agreement yet, Donovan.” She loved the way his eyes dilated and his nostrils flared every time she said his name. It was almost as fun as watching his lips tighten into a firm slant when she punished him by returning to Mr. Morgan. “There aren’t any rules yet. I haven’t—”

As she hoped, he broke every one of the rules he’d just read in her standard contract by pressing his lips to hers. He inhaled her lips, pushing his tongue into her welcoming mouth on a long, deep groan of need. She threaded her fingers in his dark hair and gripped his head firmly, keeping him pinned while she kissed him back. She sucked on his tongue, pressing her teeth into him until he groaned harder. His right hand immediately landed on her thigh and began the slide up beneath her skirt.

Fisting her hand tighter in his hair, she pulled his head back to break the kiss. “Naughty, naughty boy. Let’s see… You’ve failed to answer the Mistress’s questionnaire, you’ve pressed your genitals against her, you’ve kissed her, and now you’re trying to find out what kind of panties she’s wearing.”

“I’m a rule breaker.” His voice was rough and thick, his eyes heavy lidded with desire. Ignoring the pull of his hair, he pushed his hand up the inside of her thigh.

And she let him. Because she wanted to see the way his eyes flared when he felt nothing but wet, hot flesh against his fingers.

Shuddering against her, he buried his face against her chest. “Mistress.”

She pressed her lips against his ear, holding him close. “Do you think I get this wet for my other clients, Donovan? Even if I did, they’d never be allowed to know it. And I promise you, I don’t. I’ve never been sexually attracted to any of my clients. Hence my very strict and clean contract.”

He didn’t try to get his fingers inside her, but merely cupped her flesh with his hand as though treasuring the intimacy and what it meant.

She wanted him. As a man and as a submissive. She was letting him touch her. As a man. With no contract in place.

Nipping his ear, she pulled back and waited for him to look into her face. “Are we clear on what kind of services I’ve offered in the past?”

He nodded, his dark gaze locked to hers. “Are we clear that I’m going to require more from you than punishment and orders?”

Arching her hips into his caress, she let her voice thicken with desire. “Crystal.”

“And you’ll be willing… I mean…” He couldn’t quite unbend his arrogance enough to say it. Yet.

She smiled and disentangled enough to stand and move back to her own chair. She walked slowly, basking in the way he devoured her every move, slowly turning in his chair until he faced her once more. “I assure you that I’m perfectly willing and able to give you exactly what you need, Donovan. In fact, I’d like nothing better than to indulge right this very moment, but I’m afraid Miss Wruthers might faint dead away if she came in and found you stretched out on top of your desk with your pants down around your ankles.”

His eyes fell shut and he dropped his head back against his chair, breathing deeply. She watched the struggle to bring himself back under control. Yet the arrogant rule breaker couldn’t resist pushing back. “Are you punishing me or…”

His words fell off and he cracked open an eye to see her reaction. His face stilled into the more guarded mask of privileged indifference, hiding the fragile glimpse of raw lust trying to burst into life in his eyes.

He’s protecting himself. If he sets his expectations too high, he’ll only be disappointed.

Moved by his vulnerability, even though he’d deny it vehemently if pressed, she busied herself pulling out the rest of the papers. “Some Mistresses don’t believe in giving any pleasure to the submissive. The sub exists for his Mistress’s pleasure, not the other way around. If he’s not on his knees worshiping her with his tongue, then he hasn’t learned his place and must be punished. I’m not that kind of Mistress.”

He accepted the new stack of papers and even dropped his gaze to them, but his eyes didn’t move across the page. He’s not reading them. Yet. “I won’t deny there’s a certain appeal to that image.”

“The sub on his knees or me punishing you on your desk?”

He smiled faintly but it didn’t quite reach his eyes and he didn’t meet her gaze. “Both.”

“But…?” When he shrugged and flipped the page, even though he couldn’t have read it yet, she said what he could not yet bring himself to admit. “You’re hoping for a Mistress who’s as eager to give pleasure as receive it.”

She’d never seen such a powerful and obnoxiously gorgeous man blush so prettily. Again, a shrug, without lifting his eyes from the page.

“If I had your pants down around your ankles, I’d have to give you a blow job you wouldn’t soon forget. While I punished you.”

There, his eyes met hers, all searing intensity and pulsing with rising desire. “You would do that?”

For me? He didn’t say the last two words, but she heard it and it broke her heart. She was beginning to believe his arrogant asshole role was just a mask he wore to protect the inside submissive who feared no one would ever be able to love him as he was, no matter how much wealth he possessed. “Absolutely.”

His gaze wandered to the door briefly, as though he was contemplating locking it so he could test her honesty. When he looked back into her face, she didn’t like the shield he wore once more. “How much is it going to cost me?”

It took all her will not to reveal how much it hurt. He’s only striking out to make sure I don’t hurt him first. It’s his natural survival instinct.

But it still sucked.

Keeping her voice light, she gave a nod to the papers he’d been pretending to read. “You tell me.”

His eyes tightened, narrowing on her face as if he sensed she was hiding something beneath the surface. Then he flipped back to the beginning of the contract where he’d originally offered Mistress L the sum of one hundred thousand dollars a month to be his. “You crossed out this entire clause.”

“Yes.”

He raised his head, suspicion grooved into deep lines between his eyes. “You didn’t write in an alternative amount.”

“No. I didn’t.”

“So what’s it going to cost me?”

She merely arched a brow and sat silently, gazing back at him evenly.

“I don’t understand. This is your profession. I know I misjudged you earlier, but I demanded you give up all your other clients.”

She nodded. “I emailed each of them last night and broke the news. They weren’t happy, to say the least.”

“So even if this doesn’t work out, you might lose some of them. You might hurt your business.”

It was her turn to shrug carelessly. “I’ve turned away business for years. I’ll find new clients if I must.”

“Let me get this straight. You’re going to accept my contract. You’re going to give up your existing clients, your very livelihood. And you’re not going to take a dime of my money?” He laughed, but it was hard and ugly. “Here I was prepared to blackmail you into agreement, and now I’m getting you for free.”

Her patience was unraveling very fast. “How exactly did you intend to blackmail me, Mr. Morgan?”

“I was going to threaten to tell everyone exactly what kind of business you’re running on the side.”

She nodded, her irritation rising. “So you were going to tell people like my parents and friends and professional clients that I’m a whore. Yeah, that’s a sure way to get a woman to agree to get into bed with you.”

He had the grace to squirm uncomfortably beneath her accusing glare. “I thought—”

“Yeah, we’ve already been over what a boneheaded idiot you are.” She stood up and snatched the contract off his desk. Most of it had been crossed out anyway. “This is what I think of you and your worthless contract, Mr. Morgan.” Then she tore the papers in half, threw them on his desk, and stalked toward the door.

“Miss Harrison, wait. Lilly!”

She heard him coming around his desk but she didn’t slow or turn to look at him. She started to open the door but he flung up an arm and slammed it shut, pressing his weight against it to keep her from opening it again.

“Mistress.”

Finally, he got her attention. She looked at him but didn’t soften her face or give him her words.

“I’m sorry. I’m an idiot. I was wrong.”

“Wrong to even thinking about blackmailing me? Or wrong to think I would actually accept money in exchange for having sex with you?”

“Shhh,” he lowered his voice. “I don’t know how soundproof this door is.”

Ha. She could only hope the simpering Miss Wruthers was pressed against the door on the other side listening avidly. It would serve him right. “That’s your problem, Mr. Morgan. Not mine. You’re the idiot who’s bewildered why I’m furious that you keep trying to shove money down my throat along with your cock.”

“Lilly, please!”

“Please what? Please forgive you yet again for trying to make me into your very own prostitute? Maybe you thought I’d charge by the lash. Drop your pants now and give me a grand. I’ll see how many cracks I can get in before your secretary comes charging in to see if I’m killing you.”

“I’m sorry,” he whispered furiously, his face so red it almost made her laugh despite her anger. “Please.”

She at least stopped hurling comments back, but she didn’t unbend her stiffness or withdrawal.

“I was wrong. Terribly wrong. You ought to punish me.”

She let her shoulders relax and he sagged against the door in relief. “I don’t know, Mr. Morgan. You haven’t even answered my questionnaire yet so I know what implements to use.”

“Anything. Anything you want.” She didn’t have to drop her gaze to his crotch to know he was aroused again. “Punish me any way you want. I deserve it for insulting you yet again with my ignorance.”

Pretending to think about it, she shifted her portfolio to her other hand and then finally nodded. “Meet me at Dmitri’s tonight at seven.”

“I can pick you up…” She narrowed a glare on him and he raised his hands. “Or not. I’ll just meet you there. But you will allow me to buy you dinner? It’s the least I can do.”

“Very well.”

“And after?” His voice deepened and he dared to touch her arm, just a light brush like he’d take her elbow and escort her to the elevator if she’d allow it.

She gave him a little nod, and he grasped her arm more confidently. He opened the door and she was half-surprised to see the secretary typing away furiously at her desk just feet away instead of hovering outside to eavesdrop. “And after…dessert.”

“Your place or mine?”

His voice was such a rough growl that Miss Wruthers looked up, wide-eyed with alarm. Lilly smiled and waved goodbye to her, but she did lower her voice to ensure his privacy as much as possible. “Yours.”

“Do I need to have any…equipment?”

The elevator dinged and the door slid open. Ignoring whoever might be stepping out as well as the watching secretary, she reached up and dragged his mouth to hers for a hearty kiss. “Just this, lover boy.”

Releasing him, she patted his cheek and stepped onto the elevator. Before the door could shut, he blocked it with his hand. Panting, he stared at her as if afraid to let her go. His hair was mussed up, his tie crooked, and those poor tortured trousers would never be the same. “Lilly?”

“Yes, Donovan?”

He cast his gaze down the length of her body to land on her favorite red heels. “Wear these shoes tonight.”

She normally didn’t like to take such blatant orders from a man, but for him… She smiled. “You got it.”


Chapter Five

Dmitri took one look at Lilly’s outfit and let out a soft whistle. “Wow, girl, I can’t wait to see the new man you’re wining and dining tonight.”

“Actually, he’s wining and dining me for a change. So make sure you charge him full price.” Grinning, she twirled around so he got the full impact. After leaving Morgan Industries, she’d gone shopping, determined to find something new that would live up to the billionaire’s social standing while indulging her taste for the erotic. She’d managed to find a retro-style white wiggle dress with big red polka dot cherries. The white wasn’t something she’d normally go for, which is why she liked it. It was surprising. Rather like Donovan Morgan. “You think he’ll like?”

“He’d have to be dead not to like it. So what do you know about this guy?”

She’d been bringing new clients to Dmitri’s ever since she’d gotten into the business, just in case one of her “dates” turned out to be a nutcase. “He’s not a client.”

Dmitri whistled again. “Aha. So Miss Lilly’s on a date tonight, not the Mistress. I’ll be extra vigilant tonight, then.”

He was of the mind that a man paying to have the Mistress’s company would be more respectful than any Joe Blow off the street for fear she’d decide he wasn’t worth the time. She couldn’t argue with his logic; her subs were always extremely respectful even when they weren’t playing a scene. “I’m curious to see what you think of him. He’s not my normal type.”

“Hmmm.” Dmitri winked. “I can’t wait to meet him then.”

A commotion drew her attention to the front of the restaurant. Some of the waitstaff had gathered at the windows and were whispering excitedly. She sighed. “He’s here.”

“How do you know?”

One of the young waitresses squealed. “A limo! Wow, I’ve never seen one so long. Who is it?”

Arching a brow, Dmitri started over to gawk too, but Lilly grabbed his arm and pulled him to the side. “Hold on a moment,” she whispered. “I want to see him in action.” At Dmitri’s confused look, she explained. “He’s used to being king of the hill. He’s certainly not used to coming in where everything has already been managed and decided for him. I just want to see what he does.”

“But he’s not a client.”

“Nope.” She smiled. “I’m working for him to do a magnificent stained glass commission, though.”

“Interesting. I hope he’s paying you a lot because I have a feeling you’re going to be banging your head against the wall if he’s used to bossing everyone around.”

She sighed ruefully. “You have no idea.”

They edged closer to the foyer while lingering out of sight. Mr. Morgan strode into the restaurant like the aforementioned king in a perfect black suit that managed to be both simple and sumptuous at the same time, the kind of tailoring that cost a mint. The only thing odd was he didn’t wear any sort of tie and he’d left the top of his shirt open. Strangely informal for such a very formal man.

One of the watching waitresses gasped and someone broke into applause.

He didn’t even spare them a glance.

“Good evening, sir,” the maitre d’ welcomed him. “How can we help you this evening?”

“Your best table in the house please.”

The maitre d’ looked like he was going to burst into tears. “I’m terribly sorry, sir, but our best table has already been reserved for the entire evening.”

Actually, Lilly had the table reserved every single Friday evening since Dmitri’s opened, and it wasn’t unusual for her to come in at least once midweek. Okay, maybe two or even three times. When faced with her own mediocre cooking, it was much more tempting to stop by her old friend’s for a delicious reprieve.

Mr. Morgan radiated displeasure, though he didn’t outright scowl. Luckily he didn’t attack the poor man, either, which raised him in both hers and Dmitri’s eyes. Neither one of them had much patience or respect for people who treated those lower than them like trash. “That’s…disappointing. I want this evening to be especially nice. I’m meeting a lady here and everything must be perfect.”

“We have several beautiful tables, sir, and I assure you everything will be perfect for your lady. Perhaps she’s already here? Might I have her name?”

She squeezed Dmitri’s arm and led him into the foyer. “I’m here, Mr. Morgan.”

He turned toward her, a smile beginning to curve his lips. She watched his gaze slide down her body to land on the shoes he’d asked her to wear and his eyes blazed with heat. Inch by inch, he worked his way back up. His face transformed from determined politeness to appreciation to heat to downright hunger. But then he noticed the man with her, and the reserved business mask slipped back into place.

“Miss Harrison, you’re early,” he chided, even while taking her hand and bowing over it to kiss her knuckles. One of the waitresses pretended to swoon. “I wanted to make all the arrangements for you.”

“All the arrangements have already been made, Mr. Morgan. This is the owner, Dmitri Graeme, and my very good friend. Dmitri, this is Donovan Morgan.”

The two men politely shook hands, but Donovan still held himself tightly in control. Jealousy? She couldn’t be sure. He didn’t glare at the other man or even threaten him.

“This way, Mr. Morgan, Miss Harrison.” Dmitri led them to her table and held out the chair for her. Donovan’s face tightened slightly but he seated himself without comment and allowed her friend to push her chair in. “I’ll be serving you personally tonight. If you’d like a different wine, Mr. Morgan, just let me know.”

The wine she’d picked out waited in a chilled bucket, the cork already removed. While Dmitri disappeared into the kitchen, she poured the crisp, sweet moscato into their glasses. “I eat here a lot, so Dmitri already has everything set up for me when I arrive.”

Their table was in a secluded corner near a large fireplace, with a bay window showing off the restaurant’s private garden terrace. Fairy lights hung from the trees and bushes outside. No fire burned in the hearth, not in July, but Dmitri kept an attractive fresh flower arrangement inside the stone. The rest of the restaurant was open and bright, but here, she could sit in the dimmed light and people watch to her heart’s desire.

Donovan took the glass but didn’t drink yet. Watching him, she tried to pinpoint his unease. Because he was uneasy, his fingers restless on the glass. His shoulders were tense beneath the expensive black material. “Dmitri’s very happily married with four kids of his own.”

Donovan’s lips curled but it was more sneer than smile. “Good for him.”

Not jealousy, then. At least not because of the other man. “If you don’t like moscato…”

He deliberately took a large drink of the wine and set his glass down a little too firmly on the table. “It’s fine.”

“I typically start with something light, but I prefer something a bit meatier with my dinner.”

He nodded, obviously trying to make an effort. He looked about the restaurant and fiddled with his salad fork. “I’ve never heard of this place before.”

“It’s the best kept secret in the Twin Cities.”

He gathered all the silverware up and rearranged it. He took another big gulp of wine without even tasting it. Then he started to put all the silverware back into its proper place.

Lilly dropped her hand on his, stilling his restless fingers. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

She lowered her voice but kept it whip-strong. “Don’t you dare lie to me, Donovan Morgan.”

Startled, he jerked his head up and met her gaze, his eyes wide with surprise but dilated. He liked the firmer side of her voice, even if she didn’t use it very often. “You brought them here. I recognize the restaurant from the pictures.”

She nodded. “I did. As I said, Dmitri’s my friend and I eat here a lot. I’d starve to death if it wasn’t for him.”

A smile hovered on Donovan’s lips and the tension slowly leaked from his shoulders. “You don’t cook?”

“Hardly. I mean, I can nuke something or scramble eggs. Sometimes I can make toast without burning it beyond recognition. I guess I probably wouldn’t starve on my own, but what he makes here is worlds better than anything I can do. Besides, it’s boring to eat alone. I’d rather come here and watch people.” Her explanation took some of the edge off him, but she thought he might appreciate the next part even more. “I have an ulterior motive for bringing new clients here. It’s standard operating safety procedures. I have my car in the employee parking out back. Dmitri’s a great judge of character, and if either of us gets a bad vibe, I head out the back door and make my escape.”

“That’s why you wouldn’t let me pick you up.” Donovan’s eyebrows arched and he turned his hand over to thread his fingers through hers. “Does it happen very often?”

“Only once, but I have to be careful. It’d be presumptuous and stupid of me to think that just because I’m a Mistress, a man wouldn’t try to get one over on me. Some men would love the idea of breaking a woman like me.”

He tightened his grip on her hand, instinctively leaning closer, as if offering his strength and protection. Something warm and sweet began to melt in the pit of her stomach like a rich, decadent chocolate. “Does he approve of me?”

“I do.” Dmitri smiled as he set the basket of bread still warm from the oven before them. “Enjoy.”

“Sorry.” She laughed softly at the disgruntled look on Donovan’s face. “He’s very good at what he does, so he tends to pop up when you least expect him. I swear he’s telepathic. If I even think about wanting…”

Dmitri set a small saucer of softened butter at her right hand. “Just like you like it, Miss Harrison.” And then he was gone back into the kitchen.

She gently removed her hand from Donovan’s because there was no way in hell she was going to sit here with fresh hot bread and butter without eating some. “See?” He watched her slather butter—a lot of butter—on her roll, a bemused smile on his face. “I should probably warn you that I like to eat. I mean, I really like to eat. I’m not going to sit here and pretend to eat like a bird just because I’m on a date.”

“I wondered why he brought so much butter.”

Settling back in her chair, she took a bite, savoring the rich yeasty roll. “Like I said, he knows what I like. Dmitri makes his own bread every single day and he only keeps real butter. FYI, the whipped cream on his desserts is also real. It never comes out of a can and it’s certainly not hydrogenated oil. I don’t come here to diet. I come here to eat.”

Donovan buttered his own roll but didn’t devour it like she did hers. “If he knows what you like…”

She nodded. “He knows what I am.” Waiting to see his reaction, she took another mouthful of roll.

Donovan set the roll down on his bread plate and picked up his wine glass. He didn’t drink immediately. His fingers started to turn white on the stem.

He doesn’t want people to know about him. About us. Not that way.

She couldn’t really blame him. In his world, he was a rich, powerful CEO of a billion-dollar company. The kind of man who barked out his orders and people jumped to obey his every whim. Not the kind of man who would go to his knees in his Mistress’s presence. Certainly not the kind of man who’d beg for Her whip and then thank Her for it.

Torn between comforting him and helping him face what he was, she waited to see what he’d say. If he’d ask her to keep their relationship secret. Maybe that’s why he wanted a prostitute. He thought he could buy my secrecy along with my body.

“Does he think I’m a client?”

“No. I made it clear that I work for you. I told him about the stained glass commission. As far as he’s concerned, we’re just on a date.”

He nodded but didn’t completely relax. Not like before. Because if the Mistress was on a date, then it would still imply he was a submissive.

“Are we on a date, Donovan?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to take me home with you after dinner?”

His head whipped up and he pinned her with the intensity of his desire. “Absolutely.”

“Then stop worrying about it. Besides, if you’d wanted to be inconspicuous, you shouldn’t have arrived in a boat of a limousine.”

His mouth quirked and he finally took a drink from his glass. “Very true. I only thought to impress you. I didn’t realize what a stir it would cause.”

“I can’t date you if you’re not going to be completely honest with me and I couldn’t care less about being impressed. I want you. Not Mr. Moneybags with the big shiny car.”

He grimaced at the nickname but didn’t withdraw again. “I’m not too keen about people knowing the truth. About me.”

“I have no intention of buying an advertisement in the Star Tribune anytime soon.”

She finally got a laugh out of him. “I thought the Enquirer was more your style.”

“You wish,” she retorted and even pouted playfully. “You didn’t even comment on my dress.”

He smiled lazily, his eyes heavy and dark with sensual heat. “That’s because I was too busy drooling over the shoes.”

“These old things?” She turned in her chair and lifted her foot so he could see the red platform stiletto. If the dress wasn’t so tight, she might have managed to put her foot in his lap. “I think I bought them at a yard sale.”

“That’s one hell of a yard sale. Your dress is sinfully wicked too. It makes me think about cherry pie. And whipped cream. Lots of whipped cream.” Taking a cue from their earlier discussion, he leaned closer and whispered, “The real stuff. No can. No Cool Whip.”

Letting out a sigh, she reached over and squeezed his thigh. “Like I said, dessert will be at your place.”

 

 

So far, the food and service were as impeccably good as she’d promised. After the main course was mostly consumed—Lilly was on her second basket of bread—Donovan had finally built up enough courage to reach into the inside pocket of his coat and remove his surprise for her. Without looking at her, he slid the folded pieces of paper closer to her plate. “Your questionnaire. Plus a little something extra I found on the Internet.”

He’d even gotten the health screening done and rushed the test results so he could provide proof he was disease free.

“You did your homework,” she replied with a pleased smile. “Very good, Donovan.”

He concentrated on his glass, though he watched her unfold the paper out of the corner of his eye. Just knowing she was reading all his dirty little secret desires made his cheeks flush and he had to fight not to squirm like an excited puppy. Irritated at his inability to remain cool and detached with even a simple praise from the Mistress, he scowled at the wine glass and fought not to curse out loud.

Her questionnaire had been easy enough to answer. There wasn’t much on the discipline scale that didn’t appeal to him, while the humiliation elements were easy enough to decline. It was the second questionnaire that worried him.

The sexual limits questions she hadn’t bothered to ask her other clients. Some of the things it’d asked he didn’t even know existed.

She glanced around to make sure the extremely expedient waiter was nowhere close. “Are you sure about bondage?”

Surprised, Donovan shrugged. Out of all the shockingly kinky things on those papers, that’s what she was worried about? “As sure as I am about anything. In my limited experience, it was…” He couldn’t finish the sentence but simply looked into her eyes, letting her see his reaction. The thought of having her tying him up, making him helpless…

“Even a collar?”

He nodded jerkily without looking away. He wanted her control. Whatever that meant. Especially on his throat.

“I see. It’s just… I noticed that your shirt isn’t buttoned around your neck. You also had to loosen your tie the other night. I thought you might have a problem with constriction around your throat.”

“No.” His voice was hoarse, so he took a drink of wine, even though his hand shook enough he almost sloshed wine on the linens. “Sorry. I know I’m rather informal for our first date.”

“I’m far from offended by the tantalizing glimpse of skin at your neck, Donovan. But I am concerned for your wellbeing.”

“It won’t be a problem,” he promised, despite the furious storm of need threatening to overwhelm his control.

“Ah,” she breathed out softly. “I see. You want it. Maybe too much.”

He nodded again and forced the words through his strangled throat. “As long as said collar hasn’t been used on anyone else.”

“I understand,” she said softly, with such honesty and acceptance that his eyes burned. He looked away, unwilling to let her see how close he was to falling apart. “Are you a leather man? Or would some kind of chain suit you better?” She kept her voice soft and gentle, as if she were musing aloud and he just happened to overhear, while she tucked the papers into her small red pocketbook. “A chain, I think. As gorgeous and elegant as you. Something you could wear all the time if you wanted and no one would bat an eye. Would you like that, Donovan? A beautiful collar you could wear tight around your throat beneath your shirt and tie all day?”

“Yes.” The shaking had expanded to his entire body. It was embarrassing how easily she affected him. How completely. Brought to the edge just by the thought of her slipping a necklace around his throat. Was she as affected by him? If he slipped his hand beneath the sexy tight dress, would he find her as bare and wet as she’d been in his office? Mistake. Huge. Because now he wanted her hot, wet bare pussy in his hand. While she put a collar on his throat. I’ll die on the spot. “Mistress.”

It came out more of a plea for help than he cared to admit. A warning, in case she didn’t realize how close he was. The last thing he wanted to do was come in public. The thought of having to excuse himself and rush to the bathroom to clean up mortified him. Not here. Not now. This is her world. Her friends. I don’t want to humiliate myself here!

He shouldn’t have underestimated her.

She squeezed his thigh hard beneath the table, digging her nails into him so that his breath rushed out on a gasp. “You will not come, Donovan.”

His thigh trembled beneath her hand, his muscles corded with effort. The waiter returned and she whispered something low to him. Hopefully to buy Donovan a little privacy. Sweat trickled down his back and his chest heaved with effort, but he didn’t come. He concentrated on breathing in and out, slow and deep. The Mistress’s hand remained firm on his thigh. She knew he could do it. There wasn’t an ounce of doubt in her voice.

So he did.

“That’s it, Donovan. You’re doing fine. Can you walk now?”

He blinked, surprised and ashamed that she felt the need to leave on account of him. “I’m all right. I don’t want you to miss dessert.”

She laughed softly and took his hand, drawing him up with her. “You’re my dessert tonight. Dmitri said there’s someone asking about you at the front door. He thinks it’s a reporter. He sent them away but they’re probably casing the building. Hopefully we can get out the back before they realize it.”

“A reporter? Here? How…” It hit him, then. “The limo. Of all the stupid, ostentatious…”

“Shhh.” She led him through the swinging kitchen doors. He managed to walk, albeit stiffly and uncomfortably. Hopefully no one looked too closely at his crotch. “Can you call your driver and tell him to draw them off the opposite direction?”

“Sure.” He did so, sending the limo back toward the airport. If they were lucky, the reporter was already racing down the road after it.

Unlike her drab, boring kitchen, these stoves gleamed polished steel. Everything was white or stainless steel, modern and top of the line. Dmitri’s must be doing well indeed.

The owner met them at the back door. “Don’t you worry about a thing, Mr. Morgan. They won’t get a word out of any of us.”

“The bill…” he began, but the man waved his hand.

“We can take care of it tomorrow. Not a problem. Here.” He handed Lilly a cardboard box with a built-in handle. “I was inspired by your dress. A little something to enjoy later,” he said with a wink.

For once, it didn’t embarrass Donovan that someone might have a clue about what he was into. Not when the man smiled so warmly with open affection for the lady in question.

Lilly kissed his cheek and they made their escape through the back door. The employee lot was small and tucked off Robert Street, the main thoroughfare through this part of town. Luckily an alley led through another parking area to a side street.

Her car beeped as she unlocked the doors, and he barely managed to snag the keys she tossed his direction without warning. Somehow he didn’t think a Mistress would ever let the sub drive. “You trust me to drive your car?”

In the darkness, her dress glowed like a beacon. Almost as bright as her smile. “For your safety, I think that’s best. I drive even worse than I cook.”

She waited for him to open her door, which meant he had to come in close. Close enough to smell the spice of her skin. He took the box from her hand and set it behind the passenger seat, and then her hand settled on his chest. Making him look at her.

“Do you need me to help you now? Or can you wait until we’re at your house?”

He could picture exactly what she’d do. She’d flatten him back against the door of her car, unzip his pants, and one touch of her magnificent, feminine hand and he’d explode. Over and done. Easy. It was dark and secluded enough no one would see, and he wouldn’t have to worry about walking through the restaurant with a load in his pants since they were already safely outside.

He shook his head despite the very loud and bitter complaints from his swollen cock. We’ve already had someone sniffing around. The last thing I need is someone coming out the back door for a cigarette and getting a shot of her jacking me off. “I’m good.”

She let her hand drop but didn’t slide into the waiting seat quite yet. “I don’t like the idea of you suffering, Donovan, at least if it’s not by my deliberate doing. Do you live close?”

Again, the Mistress surprised him. She didn’t want him to suffer. At least not until she was the one doing the punishment. It was twisted, in a way, and he loved it. Shaking his head, he helped her into her seat. “One of my homes is in downtown St. Paul. We’ll be there in a matter of minutes.”

“One of your homes,” she said flatly after he settled into the driver’s seat. “How many homes do you have?”

He adjusted all the mirrors and then backed out. Christ, her windshield was a mess of bug guts and pollen that looked like it’d been gathering gunk for years. “In the country, or out?”

She blew out a sigh. “I knew you were filthy rich but it didn’t dawn on me you’d have homes abroad.”

“I have a condo at Galtier Plaza. It makes it easy to work at my office when I’m in town. For the summer weekends, I like to go up to my lake house on Lake Minnetonka. I have apartments in Chicago and New York. A beach house in Miami and another in L.A. Most of an island in the Bahamas. A swanky Paris apartment when I really need to show off. And a villa in Rome. I think that’s it.”

“Are you sure? You didn’t forget a castle in England?”

“My bad.”

She frowned at him which slowly turned into incredulity. “You do?”

“More of a manor house, actually. The castle’s in Scotland.” The car ran unevenly. He couldn’t tell if it needed an alignment, or if the engine was skipping. “When’s the last time you had your tires aired up?”

“Um… When I bought the car? Two or three years ago. Maybe?”

“Oil change?”

“What does the sticker say?”

He had to rub at the glass with the heel of his hand to make out a date. “Good lord, Lilly. Your last oil change was nearly a year ago. You’re supposed to change it every three months.”

“I forget.” She shrugged. “I hardly ever get behind the wheel.”

“I’m beginning to think it’s a very good thing,” he muttered.

“You haven’t even seen me drive yet,” she teased. “I can’t do freeways. I don’t make left-hand turns across traffic. I’m terrified of messing up in a parking garage and getting stuck behind the bar with everyone shouting at me. And I avoid downtown Minneapolis like the plague. I can do St. Paul, though, so I ought to be able to find my way home in the morning.”

“How’d you make it to my office building, then? There’s no place to park in downtown unless you have a pass or use the parking ramps.”

“I took a bus.”

The thought horrified him. Sexy, curvy Lilly riding a stinky public bus. God forbid in those incredible heels. “You will not ride the bus again.” He put all his considerable power into his voice, making it vibrate low and mean. If he’d spoken to his secretary like that, Miss Wruthers would have fainted. Or screamed and then fainted.

Lilly snorted. “Are you going to come get me every time I need to see you?”

“Yes. If that’s what it takes to keep you off the bus. Good lord, woman, don’t you know what kind of perverts and sickos ride the public buses? What happened to standard operating safety procedures?”

“Of course I know. That’s how I practice my ultra-mean Mistress glare. Besides, I also carry pepper spray and I’ve taken every self-defense class offered at the community center.” She leaned over and pressed against him as much as the seatbelt would allow, rising up to whisper in his ear. “Believe it or not, I know a trick or two about how to take a man down. Even one who’s mean, crazy and outweighs me by a hundred pounds.”

He could only imagine the many ways she’d be able to bring him down. Clearing his throat, he concentrated on the road ahead. They were crossing the river now, so they’d be at his condo in less than five minutes. I can hold on that long. “Don’t ride the bus again.”

“Yes, dear,” she laughed softly. “If that will make you feel better.”

“Infinitely better. I’ll send a car to get you if I can’t come myself. And you’re not driving yourself home tomorrow. I’m going to have a tow truck haul this poor, neglected car to the mechanic’s and we’ll go up to Lake Minnetonka for the rest of the weekend.”

He thought she might bristle at his heavy-handed decision, but she simply snuggled against him. “That sounds nice.”

He pulled into the parking ramp and rolled down the window so the attendant could see his face. “Hi, Charlie. I need a spot to park my guest’s car tonight.”

“You got it, Mr. Morgan.” The attendant handed him a ticket to place in the window. “Take the spot next to yours.”

The bar raised and he drove through the lower level, circling around until he came to his Jaguar.

“You make it sound so easy,” Lilly said without lifting her head. She almost sounded sleepy. “The bar never goes up for me.”

He parked the car and turned off the engine, but he didn’t open the door. Not yet. He didn’t want to break the spell. He hadn’t seen this side of Lilly yet. The softer side that would allow him to take care of her for a change. Take her to his lake home. Do things for her she couldn’t or wouldn’t do for herself.

Would she let me whisk her off for a shopping spree in Paris? Sail around the world?

Carry her into my home?

“We’re here,” he whispered against her head, smelling the sweet vanilla scent of her hair.

“I know,” she whispered back.

Gently, he tipped her chin up to his and stared into her eyes. She looked up at him with desire and amusement, a teasing, honest light in her eyes. The light he’d distrusted before.

Before I knew she was real.

“May I carry you upstairs to my bed, Mistress?”

“Yes,” she answered simply, no demands in her eyes or her voice. “Donovan.”

He got out of the car, gathered her gift from Dmitri’s, and then swung her up into his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck and tucked her head up beneath his chin. “I hope I’m not too heavy for you.”

He laughed, even though he wanted to throw himself down on his knees and swear to follow her to the ends of the earth. “You did eat a lot for dinner. I might not make it up to the penthouse.” And then to himself, he made a solemn promise in his heart. The bar will always go up for you, Lilly. I’ll make sure of it.


Chapter Six

He was true to his word. He carried her to the elevator, shifting her slightly so he could press buttons and unlock doors, but then he carried her straight to his bed. She didn’t even try to look around at his home until he set her on the edge of his bed and stepped back to look at her. She curled up on her side, propping her head up on her elbow, and simply watched him. No orders. No expectation. No guide from her. She simply wanted him to act without thought, because that would be what he needed the most at this moment.

Breathing hard—and not from the exertion of carrying her, because all the way upstairs he’d been fine—he shrugged off his coat and laid it across an easy chair in the corner. He pulled the tails of his shirt out of his pants and unbuttoned it. She thought he was trying for a slow, meticulous strip tease, but by the time he got to the last button, his hands were shaking.

He paused a moment, dark eyes flickering toward her where she lay on his bed. “Aren’t you going to do the same? Mistress?”

She smiled, lazily kicking her foot back and forth off the edge of the bed. He tracked the movement like a dog chasing a tennis ball. “Eventually. I’m having too much fun watching you.”

He took off the shirt, revealing the darkly tanned, sculpted lines of his upper body. Somewhere, he went without his shirt a great deal, and he did enough exercise or physical work to cover every inch of him in lean slabs of muscle. Black hair curled across his chest, a nice mat she’d have fun with later.

His hands went to his trousers, but he closed his eyes and breathed deeply. Poor boy must be on the edge again. This is going to be a night he’ll never forget if he’s ready to come just from me watching him take off his clothes.

Relenting a little, she decided to ask him a few questions to distract him enough he could get his pants off. “You said you had limited experience. How many scenes have you done? How many Mistresses have you played with?”

“Casual stuff at a club, ten, maybe twenty times. I’m not too comfortable in a public setting, even the more private rooms at the club.”

Calmer, he managed to unbutton his trousers. The black material slid down his thighs, revealing skin as tanned as his upper body. He wore silk boxers, but she had a feeling he’d be tanned underneath too. Yum. Where did he do this deliciously naked tanning? The same dark hair sprinkled his long, powerful thighs. He kicked off his shoes and lifted each foot to pull off his socks. God, he even had sexy, gorgeous feet, well manicured and perfectly shaped, almost as elegant as his hands.

“A so-called Mistress who wanted to do a strip tease for me in pleather boots and latex while waving a fake crop around? Once. I learned my lesson. A real Mistress away from the club? You’re my first.”

Oh dear. No wonder he’s wound so tightly. As a submissive, Donovan Morgan was pretty much a virgin. “Have you ever been punished so hard you came?”

His cheeks flushed but he gave her a stiff nod. “Twice. Each time at a club. I never went back to either place.”

“Why not?” She rose up into a sitting position. “There’s no shame in the natural need of your body, Donovan.”

“I was afraid…” He dragged both hands through his hair until he looked like a wild man with a scrap of silk around his hips. “I was afraid people would remember me.”

“How quickly you came.”

He nodded again, averting his gaze. His cheeks darkened with shame to the point that his eyes looked bruised.

The male ego was a fragile thing, especially this male’s, her delightfully arrogant and bossy submissive. She didn’t dare laugh, his greatest fear, even though she thought it very sweet and naive that he’d been so embarrassed.

She turned her attention to her clothing. One of the things she’d loved about this dress was the line of buttons down to the waist. She undid a few to reveal the cherry-red corset she wore beneath, which immediately snagged his attention.

“Some men measure their virility by the size of their dick.” He flinched at the coarse language, even though his nostrils flared and the front of his boxers was nearly screaming with pressure. Evidently where he’d grown up, ladies didn’t curse. Boy is he in for a surprise. “How’s your size, Donovan? Are you going to measure up? Show me. Show me what you’ve got under those pretty undies.” His shaking hands immediately went to the silk, but she interrupted. “Come closer. Give me a good look.”

He did so, shoving the silk down as he halted in front of her.

“Nice, very nice, Donovan. You’ve passed the first test. When I let you fuck me, you’re going to fill me up good, aren’t you?” She leaned down like she was going to touch him and he sucked in a harsh, shaking breath. “I’d say you’re about nine inches. Very impressive. Nice and thick too. We’ll measure again when you’re fully erect. I think I can get more length and thickness in you after a little torment.”

“Ten,” he ground out. “Mistress.”

She smiled and looked up at him coyly. “Some men measure their virility by how long they can endure an erection without coming. What do you think, Donovan? How long can you last if I put my mouth on you?”

His breath whistled through his teeth, his chest heaving. “Not long at all, Mistress.”

“Some submissives have it in their head they have to take a lot of punishment before they come. They think it makes them more manly, more impressive.” She reached back and undid the rhinestone alligator clip she’d used to temporarily tame her hair. She shook the mass forward, deliberately dragging all that silky length against his aching cock.

His hips surged, his hands fisted, and he threw his head back, veins cording in his neck as he fought to restrain himself.

“What these submissives fail to realize is how exciting it can be as a woman, a Mistress, to know how powerful we are. That the submissive wants us so badly that he can’t control himself without our help and comes at the slightest touch. Not once but over and over at his Mistress’s command. Every time she turns around and asks if he’s ready, he can and will be erect for her pleasure. Is that you, Donovan? If I touch you now, will you come at my command?”

“It won’t take a touch,” he ground out, eyes still squeezed shut.

“Then show me.” She sat back so she could see his face. “Come, Donovan. Come for me.”

 

He barely managed to turn his hips aside enough so he didn’t come all over her sexy dress. Evidently he didn’t know jack about what a Mistress—this Mistress, at least—would expect, but he didn’t think she’d appreciate having to wipe his sperm off her chest or face. Though his five-thousand-dollar comforter would never be the same.

Panting, he finally opened his eyes, surprised to find he’d managed to stay on his feet. He’d never come so hard before. Spots danced before his eyes and he swayed.

Lilly braced a hand on either side of his hips, helping him keep his balance. “Good boy, Donovan. You did exactly as your Mistress asked. The real test will be later when I ask you to be ready for me. Are you going to be able to get hard again? Come again?”

“Any time you want, Mistress,” he ground out. Agreeing with his words, his cock stirred, still starved for her attention.

She gave him a swat on the ass, hard enough that he jumped. “Good. I’m assuming your kitchen is better equipped than mine?”

Maybe all the blood was still in his groin because he couldn’t get his brain to follow her train of thought. “Probably?”

“Fetch me two dishes, two spoons and the biggest, stoutest wooden spoon you have.” She slapped his ass again. “Pronto. I suspect that Dmitri concocted something very decadent for us to sample. It’d be a crime to let it go to waste.”

He headed for the door, his mind still fuzzy. Was she actually going to stop and eat dessert? Now? After he’d just come at her command? And what the hell was she going to do with a big freaking wooden spoon? He hoped for some punishment, but kitchen implements had never crossed his mind. Plus, he couldn’t help but remember that one of the options on the sexual interest questionnaire had been anal. Both the giving.

And receiving.

“Donovan,” she called after him, her voice soft and rich with laughter. “You’ve got a very nice ass. I’m going to have a hard time keeping my hands off it.”

He growled out loud but did as she told him. Fine white china dessert plates, two silver spoons and one wooden spoon, the handle as thick as his thumb. He was cursing himself in every language he knew by the time he got back to the bedroom, but he froze at the sight awaiting him.

Mistress L had removed her dress and sat in all her sinful undergarment finery on his bed. Corset and stockings. And nothing underneath. Posed, naturally, so he could see every single glorious detail.

He’d known about her penchant for going commando after the incident in his office. And yeah, the thought had crossed his mind only a thousand times throughout the evening. A million. But the reality seared his brain to ash. He’d even known she kept her pussy shaved after she’d let him touch her.

But seeing that pink, moist flesh was an entirely different ballgame.

“Bring the box from Dmitri’s too. I can’t wait to see what he sent us.”

He handed her all the kitchen items and retrieved the box. At her nod, he opened it and couldn’t help but smile. “Cherry pie.” There was a lidded container inside, too. He lifted it out and gave it to her, unsure what it was. Ice cream? But it would have melted already. What did she like to eat on pie?

Whipped cream. The real stuff.

She stuck her finger in the thickened cream and licked it off. “It’s a little runny after sitting in the box with a still warm cherry pie, but it tastes soooo good.”

A sound escaped his throat that made him blush so hotly he swayed again. Dear God in heaven, did he, Donovan Morgan, CEO of Morgan Industries, actually whimper?

“Oh, yum, look at these big fat cherries. He must have had some Bing cherries in the freezer.” She dipped her fingers into the pie plate and plucked one of those dark red cherries from the pie. “Mmmm. My favorite.”

She spread sticky sweet cherry pie all over her lips and licked it off with loud appreciation. While he stood there watching, trying not to moan again.

“Are you getting hard for me yet, Donovan?”

He let out a strangled laugh. His cock was so hard he could probably use it to slice her a piece of the pie she was enjoying so much. “Yes, Mistress.”

She folded the box down flat to protect his already stained comforter and set the pie plate on top of it. Thoughtfully, as though she didn’t have a naked, sweating, anxiously aroused submissive standing before her, she broke off a piece of crust and nibbled it daintily. “If I remember correctly, you offended me today in your office.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He straightened, dragging his eyes away from that wicked pie. “I did. I’m sorry.”

She nodded, using her fingers to find another big cherry. This time she tipped her head back and let the cherry fall into her open mouth. He couldn’t look away as she moaned softly, obviously enjoying the treat. Without looking at him, she went after another cherry. “You said I could punish you. You said I could use anything I wanted. Anything at all. Is that right?”

He nodded, unsure whether he could get a word out that wasn’t garbled beyond all recognition. It’s a good thing she let me come once already, or I’d have already embarrassed myself watching her make love to the pie.

“Do you think I’m enjoying this pie, Donovan? Then help me enjoy it even more. Come here and fuck this delicious cherry pie.”

He stiffened, trying to get his mind wrapped around what she wanted. Like put his dick in it? Seriously? Wouldn’t she regret wasting the entire dessert?

“You heard me.” Her voice lowered, deeper to the vibration that made his spine jangle with alarm and delight at the same time. The voice said get your butt over here now and do exactly what I told you to do. Or else.

And he wanted the “or else”. Ached bone-deep to have the punishment. The pain that burned his skin and melted through the ice threatening to overtake him.

But he wanted to please her too.

“Donovan.” Her voice rumbled with warning.

Numbly, he moved to the edge of the bed. She reached out and wrapped her palm around him, not hesitantly, not gently, but firmly enough that he rose up on his toes, painfully aware of exactly what body part she squeezed so hard. And then she lifted the pie plate and pushed the head of his cock through the warm gooey cherries.

He’d never felt anything quite like it. It was almost like being inside a woman, without the tightness.

She rubbed him back and forth, stirring the cherry pie to a churned-up mess.

“That’s a pretty pitiful attempt at fucking, Donovan.” Despite her words, her voice was laced with amusement, not disappointment. “Are you going to fuck me so hesitantly? Or are you going to rear back and shove that big dick into me as hard as you can?”

Her words shook something loose inside him. He’d never had a woman talk dirty to him before. He’d never had a woman crack open his head and look inside to see all the secret things he wanted. The things that shamed him to his core. All the secret desires he tried so hard to ignore and forget while his life iced over in the worst winter known to man. She made him look and feel and see, melting the ice inch by determined inch. And if she tells me to fuck a cherry pie while she watches…

With a low growl, he buried his cock deep into the pie.

“There you go. Good boy.” She released him, letting him set the pace. It was strange, weird, easily the kinkiest thing he’d ever done in his life. He had to brace a knee on the edge of the bed and tip his hips forward to get into the pie, but he managed to thrust hard enough the pie plate skidded on the box.

Lilly braced her knee against the pie plate to give him some traction. Then she drizzled whipped cream all over him, starting from the base of his cock. It dribbled down his belly and dripped off to puddle in the stirred-up pie. White and red. Just like her dress.

“Now that, dear boy, is my dessert.”

He couldn’t quite believe she was going to do it. She’d clipped her hair back from her face, not as smoothly as before but enough he could see her face as she bent forward. Her lush, tempting lips parting to slide down the length of him. Her tongue licking the cherry filling, the trails of cream. She moaned her enjoyment, unafraid, uninhibited, completely at ease eating pie and whipped cream off his cock. Closing his eyes, he rocked into the warm pie, lost in the feel of her lips moving over him.

He heard the crack before he actually felt it. The path of the blow burned in his flesh, a hard slash across the outside of his left thigh. His eyes flew open, his body tensing. Her right arm rose again, bringing the thick wooden spoon down on him again. Again.

His breath came quicker, the pain overriding the warmth of the pie. He forgot all about the cherries, the cream, and even her mouth, at least temporarily. Punishment. What he’d craved so desperately. She hit him again and again, hard enough his eyes burned. He sucked in his breath with each blow, louder, until he groaned with the bliss of it. All from a lousy wooden spoon. He would have laughed and yeah, probably cried, if he had any breath in his body. The blows moved down his leg toward his knee, both on the opposite and the front of his thigh. Such heat. His skin burned like he’d planted the side of his body in the ovens where Dmitri had baked the cherry pie.

She paused a moment, just long enough for him to realize she was changing her position. She pushed him off the bed to stand, abandoning the molested pie. She remained on her knees on the edge of the bed, and this time when he slid into warmth, he had the tightness of her mouth.

Now the blows came from the left. She gripped his hips with her right hand, reaching around his left to land blows deeper on his buttocks. Yet she still managed to suck him so hard his thighs trembled with the effort of holding himself back.

Drawing back a moment, she looked up at him. Her cheeks were flushed, her mouth smeared with cherry. Whipped cream dotted her nose. “You can touch me, Donovan.” Until then, he hadn’t realized that he’d kept his hands locked at his sides. “When I want to keep your hands off me, you’ll know it.”

With trembling hands, he reached out and cupped her cheek, using his thumb to wipe the cherry off. “Li—Mistress?”

“Yes?” She smiled up at him even as she lowered her mouth toward his cock.

“I never… I didn’t think…” Her mouth clamped on him and he couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak. Her hair was tangled in his hands. A blazing fist punched through his gut to bury in his spine and he arched his back, a wordless roar breaking out to drown out any sound of release he’d ever made in his life.

Then she smacked him on the chest with the wooden spoon, directly over his heart, and he swore the last bit of ice encasing his chest cracked and broke away.


Chapter Seven

Panting as if he’d run a marathon, Donovan collapsed on the bed beside her, almost planting his face in the mess of cherry pie. Tenderly, she stroked his cheek. “Are you all right?”

He cracked an eye open and muttered, “Mmmm.”

Laughing, she pressed a kiss to his forehead and sat up.

He forced his eyes open, throwing a hand out to snag her arm before she could get up. “Where are you going?”

“I was going to clean up before we thoroughly destroy your bed.”

“I don’t care about the bed. And don’t you dare throw the pie out until I have the chance to eat some off you.”

He managed to roll over flat on his back, but he didn’t look like he was up to anything more strenuous yet. She settled back down against his side, propping her chin up on his chest so she could watch his face. Lightly, she traced her index finger over the red mark on his sternum. His hips and thighs were probably a delightful pink, but she wasn’t going to make him move to find out. “Are you sure you want to dip into that pie after what we already did to it?”

One side of his mouth twitched up like he was trying to smile, but didn’t have the strength. “You’re probably right. I hate to waste it, though. I didn’t even get a bite.”

She grinned. “It was very, very good. I am sorry, though. I meant to scoop out some for each of us—that’s why I sent you after dishes. I just forgot.”

“The cream’s still good, isn’t it?”

“Runny but tasty.”

“Not as tasty as you will be.” His breathing evened out enough for him to watch her as carefully as she’d watched him earlier. Assessing her reactions. Judging what to do next. He was a very astute man; she feared few of her secrets would remain once he started digging. “If that’s allowed, Mistress.”

“I didn’t see a problem with oral sex on your questionnaire.” She kept her voice light, her eyes on his, her finger doodling on his chest. Even while aching need spread through her core. She was well used to controlling her own desire. It wasn’t often that she had a date like Donovan, a handsome, attentive man who was more than eager to figure out what would make her scream and claw his back.

If I dare show him. It became difficult to breathe, and not because of the corset, which was more decorative than constrictive. Because if I show him…I’ll lose him as my submissive.

“I’ve come twice tonight, both times harder than I ever dreamed possible. When are you going to come, Mistress?”

Her hand stilled despite her determination to not show any response or weakness. “We have plenty of time.”

“You spend one hour a week for each client making sure their submissive needs are met. Who makes sure Lilly’s needs are met?”

It took all her will not to back away from this conversation. It wasn’t safe ground. I’m not ready to lose him so quickly. Oh, my wild sexy beast. I’d hoped to play with you a bit longer. I should have known it wouldn’t last. “The Mistress—”

“Not the Mistress,” he interrupted. “You.”

Stalling, she gave an experimental tug on his chest hairs. Some men couldn’t stand it. The pain was too sharp and intense, even if she was gentle. His eyes flared and his hand cupped her fingers to stop her, but she had a feeling it wasn’t because of the small pain. He’d seen through her effort to distract him.

“You said you weren’t sexually attracted to your clients. So you might have enjoyed acting as the Mistress for them, but your needs as a woman weren’t met. Did you see anyone else? A boyfriend?”

She shrugged. “Sometimes.”

“Vanilla dates,” he guessed. “Men who didn’t know what you are.”

“You’re too smart for your own good,” she said ruefully. “You’ve seen how hard it is to find someone who not only understands both sides of your personality but is also attracted to them. I’ve dated a few subs in the past but it just didn’t go well outside of the scene.”

“Too clingy?”

“Not exactly.” She tried to think of a way to explain why she’d been so incompatible in the past without getting into the whole ugly truth. Not a lie—she wouldn’t ever lie to him. Just part of the truth. The part he’d believe. “I don’t mind clingy. It just felt like I was doing all the work in the relationship. I’m Mistress in the bedroom, but that doesn’t mean I want a full-time slave. Far from it. Controlling everything all the time is exhausting. In the end, it felt too much like a job and not enjoyment. Certainly not love and desire and passion.”

“So when’s the last time the Mistress got laid?”

Delighted he was unbending enough to tease her, she laughed. “Over a year ago. Almost two, actually. I met a guy who’s a switch, someone who can play top or bottom. But it just didn’t work.”

“Too bossy?”

“He had nothing on you, Mr. Morgan.” She smiled to let him know that wasn’t a bad thing. “No, we clashed in the bedroom. It was like two men determined to lead at the same time. We couldn’t figure a way to work out who was going to lead when.”

“So you never just lie back and let someone take care of you for a change?”

Before she could suppress it, she shivered. It was a small reaction, but he was too intent to miss it. “I never said that.” She tried to change the subject before he dug any deeper. “You should have asked me when Lilly got laid last. That’d be last night.”

She was trying to shock him, make him leap to conclusions again, but this time he was on to her game. “Let me guess. Your beau last night involved batteries. My sweetheart was just my hand.”

Laughing, she asked, “How many times did your sweetheart make you sing?”

“Three. And it wasn’t near enough. It certainly wasn’t anything like what you’ve given me tonight.” With his gaze locked on her face, he lifted a hand to her hip. “The only thing I haven’t figured out yet is how much I’m allowed to touch you.”

“I told you. If I want to keep your hands off me, you’ll know it. Because you won’t be able to lift a finger.”

“So I’m allowed to stroke you.” His fingers glided so softly she barely felt more than a whisper against her skin. “I’m allowed to kiss you.”

“Of course. I allowed you to kiss me today, didn’t I?”

“I don’t want to overstep my bounds too quickly, Lilly. I don’t want to lose you out of ignorance or, worse, arrogance.”

Now her heart was starting to ache as much as her starved body. “Oh, Donovan, there’s no big red line that’s going to make me kick you out if you cross it. And even if there were some line, I’d be no Mistress if I didn’t inform you of the limit first. You picked me to be your Mistress. You hired a PI and tracked me down despite my best efforts to hide my identity. And yet I’m here with you now because I want to be. I can’t imagine what else you might be worried about.”

“From the beginning, you surprised me. Time after time, I was wrong. I was wrong about your other clients. The scope and work involved in my windows. What you’d be like in person. Everything.” Lulled by his words, she wasn’t prepared for him to suddenly roll her over onto her back. “But I don’t think I’m wrong about this.”

“This is far from wrong.” She arched against his thigh and slid her hand down his bare back to grip his buttock.

“No, that’s not what I meant. I think you’re a fabulous, incredible Mistress in all areas except one.”

She stilled, all her senses on full alert. She didn’t say anything, but merely waited for his answer, although she did tighten her hand on his ass, letting him feel her nails again. Regret tightened her throat, but she didn’t let it show on her face. Not yet. That’d be for later when she was alone in her own bedroom once more and Mr. Morgan had returned to one of his many luxurious homes to run his numerous businesses. With so much wealth at his disposal, he’ll find a new Mistress. Someone who can actually give him everything he wants.

“As Mistress, I don’t believe you’re comfortable ordering your own pleasure.”

She relaxed her grip on him slightly and gave him a nod. “Not for my own need, no. I’m not that kind of Mistress. I would never order you to give me pleasure.” I can’t.

Gone was the anxious, even nervous, submissive who’d been too excited to take his pants off while she watched. This was the sexy, confident man who’d won hundreds of businesses from his competitors all over the globe. And this time, he’d set his sights on her.

“Then I guess if I want to hear what sounds you make when you climax, I’m going to have to take matters into my own hands.”

 

For once, he had the Mistress on the ropes and he wasn’t going to let her escape. He couldn’t fathom how she would dedicate herself so thoroughly to ensuring he got exactly what he wanted so desperately, and then completely neglect her own needs. It made him furious to think about how many times a week she met her clients and helped them with their secret needs, over and over and over, while she went home to nothing but a vibrator. Granted, he was relieved she wasn’t sexually involved with all those men, but the thought of her aching, needing, as empty as him all these years…

It made him furious.

And when Donovan Morgan got furious, it wasn’t pretty.

“You’ve made me come twice. I’m not going to come again until you’re caught up.”

“That’s very sweet but completely unnecessary.”

“Wrong.” He narrowed his eyes and leaned down to give her his best intimidation glare. “It’s completely necessary. Just because you’re the Mistress—”

She pressed her fingers against his lips, silencing him. “You don’t understand. It’s very hard for me to give up control. It’s why I’m not usually good in bed with submissives. You tempted me enough to try and I’m hoping we can work out something to keep us both satisfied, but ordering you to catch me up is not going to work.”

“You mean you physically can’t give up control enough to climax with a man?”

She blew out a sigh. “I didn’t say that. I can climax just fine, thank you very much. But since I have to give up control to do it, I don’t typically allow myself to climax in any scene with a submissive. I’ve talked to other dominants at the club and they all wrestle with this problem to some extent, but I seem to be especially challenged.”

“Why?”

She dropped her gaze to his chest, her fingers lightly swirling through his hairs again. At least she didn’t tug on them again, which would get his mind going in the wrong direction. He was determined to figure out what she needed this time. Every bossy arrogant instinct he possessed demanded he order her to tell him right this very moment. His blood pressure was through the roof already; waiting for her to answer only drove his fury higher. She didn’t cook for herself. She neglected her car and barely knew how to drive according to her own words. Now to learn she couldn’t—wouldn’t—see to her own needs…

When she was a luscious, obviously extremely sensual woman with a voracious appetite. She ate and enjoyed her food unapologetically. Yet she wouldn’t let him wallow in her pleasure? It didn’t make sense.

It was the hardest thing he’d ever done, but he waited silently for her to figure out the best way to tell him.

“When I climax, I give up all control, Donovan. All control. I can’t release and then still be the Mistress, calm and completely in control once more. I’m out of my mind, wild, lost in my own desire. And if I can’t get back the control of myself, I can’t control you either. I’m still dominant, don’t get me wrong. I’ll tell you exactly how hard to thrust or take you in the position I want—which is why I don’t last too long with vanilla men either, men who can’t deal with a woman taking what she wants without hesitation—but I won’t have control of myself. Don’t you see the problem with that?

“Submissives need to know that no matter what happens, the dominant’s control isn’t going to ever waver. I can’t trust myself to be able to stop mid scene if I’ve already climaxed and given up my control. Say I’m totally fucking you like crazy and I start to do something you’re not into. You give me your safeword, which we still have to discuss, by the way. What if I can’t stop? So I guess there is a red line to worry about when it comes to me, but it’s not something you need to worry about crossing. It’s me. It’ll be much safer for us both if I wait as long as possible and only come near the end of each scene.”

All of her careful rules were making more and more sense. No sexual contact with the Mistress. Ever.

Because once she’s crossed into sexual territory…once she’s climaxed…she’s out of control.

The thought was enough to make him rock hard again, as if he hadn’t already blown his load twice.

From the start, he’d burned to know what it would take to make her lose her calm control. The control that allowed her to be saucy and smart-mouthed, to lie to his face, and stand up to him no matter how mean and bossy he tried to be. If he threatened her, she laughed in his face. If he tried to blackmail her, she tore up his contract and stomped out of his office. Even at his worst, she hadn’t backed down from him.

So I’m not going to back down from her. Ever.

“I only see one option, then.” He waited until her gaze came back to his. Resigned, and yes, embarrassed. It pissed him the hell off to see his luscious, sultry Lilly ashamed of her desire. The very thing he wanted the most. “I guess I’m going to have to eat you out until you can’t move a muscle. Then it won’t matter whether you have any control left or not.”

“Donovan…”

He slid down her body, accidentally knocking the china bowls off the bed to clatter on the floor.

“The pie…”

On his knees beside the bed, he grabbed her hips and tugged her down closer to him. He could smell her desire already. If she’d been wet this morning flirting in his office, then she had to be throbbing with need now. “I don’t give a damn about the pie.”

“You will if you have to clean cherries out of your carpet.” Despite her attempt at calm and reasonable words, her voice trembled. Her thighs quivered too, but she didn’t open to him immediately.

“You forget that Donovan Morgan doesn’t do anything as inconsequential and menial as cleaning. I’ll hire a team to burn the whole damned bed if I have to. I’ll buy new carpet. Hell, I’ll just buy a new condo if we end up putting holes in the wall.” He gripped her knees and looked up at her face. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes big and dark with desire. “Tell me to stop, Mistress, and I will.”

She trembled in his grasp but still didn’t let him in, and he wasn’t the kind of man who’d force her thighs apart. She knew it. He knew it. “I’ll be crazy. Wild. I won’t be able to stop.”

“God I hope so.”

“I don’t want to scare you off,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Not so soon.”

“How on earth could your desire scare me off? I want you wild and crazy with lust. I’ve had the Mistress and she’s everything I could have ever dreamed about, but now I want Lilly. I want you. I want this,” he said, kneading her knees in a gentle reminder that he couldn’t begin if she didn’t allow him to.

She still hesitated, her eyes desperate, her hands fisted in the comforter and her thighs clenched so hard he could feel the muscles vibrating beneath his palms. She was fighting herself, denying herself, and it made him say one of the most difficult words in his vocabulary. “Please.”

Shuddering, she opened her thighs. Not slow and shy, not Lilly. She opened as wide as she could, drawing her knees back high to spread herself. Her pussy glistened, open and flushed with her desire. Now it was his turn to shake, breathe deeply and remind himself he’d had his turn. I’m not going to rush this. I’m certainly not going to simply bury myself in her and come again no matter how much my little head thinks that’s a terrific idea.

He dragged his gaze away and located the container of homemade whipped cream. He sampled it, making sure to display his tongue as boldly as she’d done. “It’s still good, but runny, like you said. Next time let’s ask him for a quart of cream. I’ll keep it in the refrigerator.”

Her breasts heaved, pushed up high out of the corset. Her chest and throat were a delicious hot pink as if she’d been the one to take a spanking. “Is this place soundproofed?”

“Don’t know.” He tipped the container to dribble cream down her knee. A thin river ran down the inside of her thigh, puddled in the crease, and spilled down the curve of her buttock. “Don’t care.”

“You’ll care if someone calls the police.” She closed her eyes and arched her hips off the bed. “More.”

Happy to comply, he poured more cream down her other leg and then tipped the remainder directly over her groin. “We’re on the top floor and the closest neighbors are below us, probably separated by a foot of concrete. Be as loud as you want, sweetheart.”

“Remember that,” she panted, straining her hips higher. “Later. When…”

He licked her knee, dragging his tongue down the inside curve of her thigh. She let out a low, fierce growl and fisted both hands in his hair.

His scalp prickled, the sharp pain stirring him as much as her blows from the spoon or her tiny tugs on his chest hairs. He didn’t even have a lot of hair, but if it felt this good, he’d grow a mullet to give her a good handful to hold onto.

Instead of dragging his mouth deeper, she forced his head up so she could look into his eyes. “Give me a word, just in case.”

His mind went blank.

“Not red, that’s a bad word for me if you’re trying to make me stop.”

“I suppose cherry pie won’t work?” He tried to lighten the mood but her glare seared him, so hard and cold that goose bumps broke out on his arms. Quickly, before she could change her mind and lock him out, he suggested, “How about glass?”

“That’ll do. Glass. Let’s just hope I don’t shatter it with a misplaced cut.”

He tried to lower his head, fighting the pull on his hair until he had to grit his teeth to keep from cursing out loud. She finally relented and let go.

Burying his face between her thighs, he sank his tongue deep, licking through cream until he tasted what he was really after.

Her.

Then her thighs clamped around his head and he forgot to breathe.


Chapter Eight

If she’d been the greedy sugar addict eating pie off his dick, he was a purring Bengal tiger determined to find the juiciest, most tender bits and eat them all for himself. He hadn’t dared put his fingers inside her this morning, but he sank his tongue deep without a single hesitation. Rubbing his entire face against her, he let out a low, eager hum that worked better and faster than any vibrator she’d ever had the pleasure to use. She didn’t even have time to think before her muscles convulsed so hard her vision went black.

By the time she regained enough of her senses to worry about him, she was half afraid she’d suffocated him. Unlocking her ankles, she let her legs slide back down to the mattress. He took it as invitation to slide up and latch onto her clit with his teeth. The first climax didn’t end. It just rose in intensity, driving her head back on a shaking shout that probably cracked a window or two.

Panting, she jerked his face up because he gave no indication of stopping anytime soon. “That was two.”

“The hell it was. I’m just getting started.”

He’d said the image of the Mistress forcing the sub to pleasure her on his knees had been appealing. Now she knew it hadn’t been a joke or random comment on his part.

“Then at least get up here and give me that dick so I can enjoy you too.”

“No.” He jerked forward, trying to get his mouth back on her. “When I come again, it’ll be inside you.”

“Did you just now fucking tell me no?” Furious, she used his hair to pull herself up to her knees, dragged him up on the bed and then grabbed his cock with both hands. She squeezed him hard enough his eyes about popped out of his head and he gave up all pretense of ignoring her will. Face slack, he stared at her, his eyes wide and dazed. This harsher, ugly side of her didn’t come out very often, but evidently he liked it. He liked it so much he licked his lips and she could see the thought rumbling around in his head that maybe he’d have to tell her no again real soon. “Did you have the fucking audacity to tell me how you’re going to come again? Maybe I won’t let you come at all.”

Proud, arrogant Donovan Morgan whimpered. “Mistress.”

She shoved him down on his back, whirled around to straddle his head and took his cock as deep into her mouth as she could go. But she didn’t make it easy for him to get his mouth on her. He had to wrap his arms around her hips and lift his face up to lick her. With a hand firm around the base of his cock, she sucked and bobbed until he was hard, swollen, muscles quivering across his stomach, and then she lifted her head, leaving him trembling right on the edge.

“Don’t you come, Donovan. Hold it. While I sit on your face awhile.”

Rising up, she settled back on her heels, pressing him down to the mattress beneath her. His hands tightened on her thighs, drawing her down hard enough she’d probably have bruises tomorrow. He was too damned talented with his tongue for her to care. Holding her clit in his mouth, he ran his tongue up and around, sizzling every nerve ending with electricity until the dam burst again. With a scream, she arched backward, lost her balance and almost fell off the bed. Luckily her flailing hand managed to grab onto something, one of the reading lamps above the headboard. She wrestled herself up and off her poor drowning submissive who still clung to her thighs with every intention of going to the death.

“I can take more, Mistress.”

Panting, she shoved her wild hair out of her eyes. “But I can’t. Condom?”

He lay flat on his back, eyes blazing, cock pointed toward the ceiling. Though it twitched toward her when she spoke. “You saw my medical test. It’s up to you.”

Her brain told her to get off the bed and dig around in the bedside table for protection. Just because they were both clean and she was most definitely on the pill didn’t mean they needed to share that level of intimacy and vulnerability. She’d never taken a man without a condom because she’d known it couldn’t last. She’d either been the calm, controlled Mistress or the passionate, lusty wench Lilly but she’d never been able to be both at the same time.

Until now.

“I’m not sharing you,” he growled out in his most forbiddingly arrogant voice meant to send weaker women away in tears. Even flat on his back and used by his Mistress until she’d feared he’d suffocate, he still managed to challenge her. “There’s no one else for me. No one but you.”

Flinging her body at him, she crawled up his legs and seated his cock deep in one hard thrust. His hands clamped down on her thighs and he arched beneath her, pushing up as deep as possible. She didn’t give him any quarter, squeezing with her muscles as hard as she could. She dragged his hands up to her breasts spilling over the corset and he didn’t need encouragement to squeeze her as hard as she gripped his cock inside her. Without lifting her hips, she rocked her pelvis, rubbing her clit against the base of his cock, tiny little circles designed to drive them both higher, to the very edge of a precipice she could usually only dream about.

“Mistress.” It was the same plea he’d given her at Dmitri’s. Half question, half SOS.

“Grip the headboard so I can fuck you in earnest.”

He released her breasts and wrapped his palms around the sleek chrome of his very modern slatted headboard.

She rose up, pulling herself up the length of his cock until just the tip throbbed inside her. “Hold on for dear life, Donovan. When I come, you come. Not before.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice quivered, but his eyes still held the fire of determination. He’d do what she told him or die trying.

Closing her eyes, she threw herself headlong off the edge. She braced her hands on his chest and rode him hard, slamming her hips down on him over and over, faster, pushing herself to the very edge of her strength and endurance. Her thighs ached, her pussy throbbed, filled with him so deep it felt like he’d punch a hole through the other side. Sweat burned her eyes, her lungs on fire. And it still wasn’t enough.

Until he roared out her name.

Digging her fingers into him, she let her head fall back as every barrier in her mind came down. It was like leaping out of an airplane without a parachute. Soaring without a net. She lost all sense of direction, tumbling, spinning out of control while her body convulsed with his. She couldn’t stop it. Couldn’t catch herself this time. She was going to fall hard.

“I’ve got you,” he whispered against her ear.

He wrapped himself around her, a cocoon of hot, delicious living flesh tangled with hers so she couldn’t tell where he started and she ended. They were sweaty. Caked in cherries and whipped cream. And she was too tired and sated to care.


Chapter Nine

Donovan took one look around his bedroom and decided he’d better invest in a top-notch housecleaning company. And probably an electrician, he added, noting the reading lamp. It hung askew, dangling from wires out of a hole in the wall.

Also a furniture chain, because he’d bent the decorative bars of the headboard.

The comforter wasn’t salvageable.

The off-white carpet probably wasn’t either, because the cherry pie on the floor resembled a horrendous murder scene.

The lady who’d created such a mess was sprawled sideways in his bed. Her hair had driven him nuts, tickling his nose and getting in his mouth every time he rolled over. She was a blanket thief and bed hog and slept like the dead.

And he’d never been happier in his life.

Grinning, he returned to the kitchen and poured a cup of freshly brewed coffee. He wasn’t sure what she liked for breakfast and he certainly wasn’t Dmitri, but he had toast, fresh fruit and scrambled eggs on a tray for her.

He sat on the edge of the bed by her head. “Good morning, sweetheart. I thought we’d get an early start for Lake Minnetonka today. I want to take you out on my boat.”

Nothing. Not a blink, not a groan, not even a twitch. He set the tray on the bedside table and threw open the curtains, letting bright sunlight stream in.

“Fucking bastard,” she growled, drawing a blanket over her head. “Go away.”

“The sooner we get to the lake house, the sooner I can take you out on the boat.”

“I fucking hate boats. What time is it?”

“Six.”

“What kind of motherfucking sicko bastard gets up at fucking 6:00 a.m. on a Saturday morning to get on a fucking boat?”

She said she wasn’t a morning person, but damn. This is extreme. “Evidently this one. But I never fucked my mother. Just you.”

He tugged the blanket down off her head and she shrieked. “Don’t look at me! My hair’s a mess in the morning!”

She clutched at the blanket but he dragged it completely off the bed, leaving her drawn up in a ball in the middle, still in the sexy red corset. How the hell had she managed to sleep in it? The material was twisted around and halfway down her waist. Groaning like she was dying, she finally managed to sit up. Her hair frizzed out in all directions like she’d stuck a finger in the light socket and he was pretty sure the knotted mess on the side of her head was a smashed-up cherry. Yet when she caught him looking at her, she couldn’t care less about her breasts hanging out of her top. She was too worried about trying to smash down her hair.

Fighting to keep a straight face, he said, “It’s not that bad. I’ve seen worse.”

“Ugh. I hate you. I hate sunlight. I hate mornings. I hate everything until I’ve had a fucking cup of coffee. Why—?”

Solemnly—despite his twitching lips—he offered the steaming cup. “I hate you too, sweetheart. Last night was awful. Horrible. Nightmare inducing. I’ll never be the same.”

Huddled around the cup like it was her last precious lump of coal on a wintry snowy day, she finally cracked a smile. “Yeah, it was pretty damned good, wasn’t it?”

“No, it was great.” Actually, great didn’t even come close to what he’d felt last night. She’d given him everything he’d ever dreamed about and a million more he hadn’t even dared hope for. And this is just the beginning.

Awed, humbled, and yeah, a little scared of the intensity of his attachment to her already, he changed the subject. “If you can’t cook, how do you do coffee?”

“I have a pod machine and a thing called a coffee shop. Have you heard of it?”

“For shame.” He let horror twist his face. “A pod machine doesn’t produce coffee. That’s merely brown water. Now this is a cup of coffee, freshly ground Jamaican Blue Mountain brewed to perfection.”

“In a pot that probably cost more than my car.”

He smiled. “Guilty as charged. Do you want to take a shower now or when we get to the lake house?”

“Are you fucking kidding me? I can’t go anywhere looking like this. I don’t even have any clothes other than my dress and that’s the last thing I feel like putting on at six on a too-fucking-bright Saturday morning when I’m supposed to be sleeping for another four or five hours.”

“You can sleep in the car on the way, or on the boat. Hop in the shower and I’ll rustle you up some clothes.”

She narrowed a glare on him that made every single tender spot she’d left on his body sit up at full attention. “You will not give me some other woman’s clothes you might have lying around.”

She assumed he’d had a string of women in and out of his bed who’d just happened to leave their wardrobes behind? Stiffly, he stood up to give her some privacy. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

Still suspicious, she tugged and worked the corset around so she could unsnap the front. Watching her, his momentary irritation faded away. Her luscious breasts swayed, making his mouth water. Maybe she’s right. We should just stay in bed this morning. We can hit the lake house later…

“Don’t even think about it,” she retorted fiercely, but the light in her eyes and the reluctant curve of her lips told him her mood was improving. “I’m a stinky, tangled-up mess with wretched morning breath. And I’m sorry I offended you. I know you better than that now.”

He smiled and took a step back toward the bed, sure he could convince her otherwise. “I took the liberty of ordering some clothes for you as soon as you agreed to come to my place after dinner. I’m a pretty good judge of size but the tags are still on if you don’t like anything or they don’t fit.”

“I knew you were a creepy nutcase.” Laughing, she leaped up and fled toward the bathroom before he reached her. “And I still hate you for getting me up this fucking early.”

“You sure do curse a lot.”

She popped her head back out the door, her forehead creased with the first hint of uncertainty he’d seen from the confident Mistress. “Does it bother you?”

He snorted. “About as much as those swats you gave me. Of course it doesn’t offend me.”

Her lips quirked and her brow smoothed out. “Then maybe I’ll give you a fucking swat on that gorgeous ass of yours every time you make me curse. Deal?”

He couldn’t suppress the shudder that rocked through him. After last night, he wanted more. So much more. We’ll just see how much I can make that luscious mouth curse, then. “Deal. But no wooden spoon.”

“Got it. No fucking wooden spoon. How about a fucking crop? Would that work for you, Your Majesty? We’ll have to stop by my place and get it.”

His skin tightened at the thought. He’d had a crop used on him before and he’d come after just a handful of blows. “Sure. We can pick up anything else you want.”

“Like my dog.” She shut the door so she thankfully missed the way he winced. He wasn’t much of an animal person. Or a kid person, for that matter. They made too many messes and were too noisy.

Looking around again at his destroyed bedroom, he had to smile. Maybe he could get used to messes. And he’d certainly enjoyed a lot of noise last night.

He heard the shower turn on and she raised her voice so he could hear through the door. “Start the fucking count, you sexy beast.”

“One!”

 

Waiting while Lilly unlocked her front door, Donovan could barely contain his curiosity. Would her bedroom look any different from the rest of the house? After last night, he’d be terribly disappointed if her bed was average. If the color was beige. The woman who’d half destroyed his room last night deserved better than a boring traditional bedroom.

She paused a moment and for once, the Mistress looked hesitant. “I don’t let a lot of people into my bedroom. So it’s a bit of a mess.”

“I don’t care.”

She flashed a grin at him, the saucy one that made him want to chase after her like a bull in a ring. “I’m a terrible slob. It might be more than your delicate sensibilities can withstand.”

He let out a huff and pushed her door open. “Delicate sensibilities my ass.”

She pressed against his back and gave said backside a very firm squeeze. “Mmmm, no, I believe it’s my ass now. Just don’t be horrified.”

Letting him lead the way down the only hallway where her bedroom could be in such a small townhome, Lilly pointed to the door on the right. “My room. Across the hall is the Mistress’s room.”

Did she really think they were two separate personalities? “You have a separate room for the Mistress?”

She pushed open the door on the left. “The things Mistress L needs are completely different from what Lilly needs. I keep all the equipment in here. My toys, the traditional Dominatrix clothes, the fetish shoes.” Indeed, she had drying racks lined up in the small bedroom holding various outfits of mostly black latex. Hip boots heavy with straps and buckles. A table holding all kinds of paddles, flails and the aforementioned crop. “See anything that strikes your fancy, lover boy?”

“The crop is enough for me.”

“You don’t want any of the clothes?”

“Let me see your bedroom first.”

With a shrug, she twisted the other door handle and pushed open the door. “Make yourself at home. I’m going to pack a bag of toys for the weekend. I guess I’ll just surprise you. But if you see something you want me to bring, grab it.”

Her bedroom was so dark he couldn’t see anything but the vague shape of her bed. Given her penchant for sleeping late, she probably loved the dark cave-like feeling of the room. Fumbling around on the wall, he flipped the light switch.

Finally, color. No beige in Lilly’s bedroom. The coverlet on her bed was a brilliant scarlet. No surprise there. But what did surprise him were the colorful pillows on the bed, all bright jewel tones and different sizes, from royal purple to peacock blue to sunshine yellow. The fabrics were all sumptuous and rich, velvets and satins, a mix of textures to please her sensual side. The curtains were heavy brocade in a rich forest green, floor to ceiling, and instead of just covering the window, she’d lined the entire wall, increasing the feeling of a cave. Actually, no, it was more like a tent. A sultan’s exotic tent in the desert.

The rest of her home was tidy and plain, but she wasn’t exactly messy here. Not like she’d warned. She was just more careless. More open. More herself. The suit she’d worn to his office was thrown on the floor in the corner along with the ugly shoes. An appropriate place for clothes she obviously cared very little for. A pair of jeans were laid out on her bed, as if she’d planned to wear them as soon as she got home. Naturally he grabbed them for her, along with a pair of tennis shoes she’d left at the foot of the bed.

Her bathroom was fairly Spartan in the feminine category, at least in his experience. No racks of perfumes, only a small makeup bag of mostly natural products. A variety of hair products lined the counter, but no lotions or perfumes. He’d hoped to find a clue to what her favorite scent was, but none of her things had fragrance. She’s sensitive or even allergic. Better avoid any smelly gifts until I know for sure.

“So am I disowned as a messy hoarder?”

“Hardly.” He turned and looked at her. She had her hip cocked, resting against the doorway with a black bag in her hand. “Do you need to grab any of this?”

“Sure, I can just throw it into this bag. I see you found my jeans. That’s about all I wear when I’m home.”

“Sounds good to me, though you might get hot on the boat.”

“Don’t lie to me, Donovan. Do you even own a pair of jeans?”

“Of course I own jeans.”

“But have you ever worn them?”

“Do you think I walk around in Armani suits all the time?”

She let her gaze flicker over his body, noting the shorts and T-shirt he wore now. “No. But I’m guessing you’d burst into flame if you tried to put something on that wasn’t by a designer. The outfit you’re wearing now costs more than everything in my closet except for my favorite stilettos.”

“I thought you said you got them at a yard sale.”

She laughed and headed back to the bedroom. “I’ve been known to tell a fib or two.”

He snorted, pausing at the closet door that revealed a wide array of beautiful heels, all at least three inches high. “I’m glad to see you don’t own any heels. I wouldn’t want you to lose your balance or anything.”

She flashed a smile over her shoulder. “Let me grab Hank’s stuff and I’m ready to go.”

“Hank the dog?”

She pushed open the slider door and let Hank inside. Very well-mannered, he didn’t jump on her or even bark at her guest, though his tail wagged so hard he spilled his water bowl. Donovan had no idea what kind of parentage the dog claimed, though certainly some kind of long-haired breed. “Donovan, this is Hank. Hank, this is my sexy new lover boy. Better get used to smelling him all over me.”

The dog sniffed her hand and then trotted over to sniff Donovan’s leg. Part of him braced for the dog to hike a leg and whiz all over him, an alpha marking his territory. But the dog gave a yip and then followed his mistress to the utility closet where she stored his food and dog toys.

She hauled out a large bag of food, a mesh bag holding at least a dozen balls, and a box of dog biscuits. Easily more things for the dog than for the woman. “Can you grab his bed? I forgot to get it. It’s over by the sliding glass door.”

“Sure.” At least he wouldn’t have pet hair all over his sheets. Though he’d sleep in the dog’s house if she told him to. “Anything else?”

“Can the trunk of your fancy car hold all this?”

“Of course. The bigger question is whether Hank gets car sick.”

She frowned. “He might. Though I might too. I don’t do well in cars for long distances.”

“Lake Minnetonka’s not far. Less than an hour.”

“Okay. We should be fine.”

Outside, she helped him load everything into the trunk. Donovan opened the back door of the Jag but she took one look at the leather seats and grabbed the dog’s collar before he could jump into the car. “I don’t think this is a good idea.”

I can’t wait until she can grab and control me like that. Donovan had to drag his gaze away with a brutal shake. Idiot. Jealous of a dog. “Of course it’s a good idea. We’ll have a very, very good time.”

She heard the thickness in his voice and her lips twitched. “Are you sure? Maybe I should just stay here and get to work on your design for the windows.”

“Don’t you dare tease me, Miss Harrison.”

“All right, Mr. Morgan. But Hank rides in the front with me between my knees.”

Donovan muttered, “Lucky dog.”


Chapter Ten

If America ever had royalty, they’d surely come to Lake Minnetonka to vacation. Massive million-dollar houses lined the shoreline but they looked like weekend cabins compared to Donovan’s monstrosity of a house. Three stories high, great walls of windows with breath-taking views of the lake, towers and spiraling stairs and a gorgeous pool with fountains and waterfalls that boggled the mind.

“I thought you said lake house. Not lake castle.”

“The castle is about two hundred and fifty years older.” He parked in front of the house and a fucking maid came out to open her door. At least she supposed that’s who the woman was. She was dressed in very smart black trousers, a crisp white polo, and had long, sleek black hair pulled back in a tidy ponytail. She didn’t bat an eye when Hank jumped out as soon as the door cracked.

“Lilly Harrison, this is Annette Sullivan. She runs the property here and makes sure the boat’s ready to take out at a moment’s notice. She’s the only reason I’m actually able to enjoy these little vacations because I know everything will be ready. Annette, this is Lilly Harrison and her very smelly and hairy dog, Hank.”

“Why thank you, Mr. Morgan,” Annette said. “I try to make your visits as smooth as possible and it’s always sad to wave goodbye. How do you do, Miss Harrison?” She sealed the deal for Lilly when she went down on her knee to love on the dog. “It’s a pleasure to meet you both. If you need anything at all, please don’t hesitate to ask. And you, Hank, will have a wonderful time swimming around in the lake.”

Donovan groaned. “So he can shed on the seats and spray dirty water all over my car on Sunday when it’s time to go back to the city.”

“I kept him in the floor by my feet all the way.” Guilt churned Lilly’s stomach, making her voice ring defensively. Donovan had been a good sport about her dog so far, but it was obviously something he only put up with for her. “I couldn’t leave him at home all weekend alone, and Marie couldn’t take him today. She has to work.”

He surprised her by taking her hand and pulling her into his embrace right there in front of his employee. “Relax, sweetheart. I’m just teasing you.”

“No, you’re right. Your stuff’s too nice and he’s going to make messes. I’m going to make messes.”

He pressed his mouth to her ear and whispered, “Like what you did to my bed last night?”

“Yeah.”

“Then I don’t care if he chews a hole in the Jag’s leather seats or poops in the Jacuzzi.”

Suddenly, she wanted to cry. The tears were in her throat, a rising, scalding flood. It was just too much to take in. The crazy expensive car, the massive house, the servants, the fucking designer clothes he’d bought for her. One pair of shorts cost more than her car payment. And then for him to be so sweet. How dare he be sweet and kind when he was supposed to be Mr. Douchebag?

Horrified, she pressed her face against his chest, hiding her face until she had control again.

“What’s wrong? Lilly?”

“Nothing.” She forced her head up and smiled for him. “Just an attack of nerves.”

Eyes narrowed, he lowered his voice to the mean snarl that must send Miss Wruthers into a tizzy. “Don’t you dare lie to me, Miss Harrison.”

“Don’t you dare make me curse in front of Annette, Mr. Morgan. She’ll think I’m a trash-talking street urchin and kick me out of your ridiculous mansion before lunch, and I’m starving.”

Annette made a sound suspiciously like a chuckle smothered beneath her hand. “Don’t worry about the bags, Mr. Morgan. I’ll have Trevor bring them up for you. And lunch is ready and waiting, Miss Harrison.”

Donovan tucked her hand around his arm and led her up the sweeping marble staircase to the front door. “Well you do curse like a sailor and I ought to know. My grandfather and father were both ship captains, so I grew up on a boatload of foul-mouthed fishermen and dock workers.”

“Glad to know I’ve succeeded in my aspirations to join such hallowed company.” Lilly tried not to gawk around like the waitstaff at Dmitri’s when he’d pulled up in the oversized limo, but she’d never seen anything like it. If this was his “vacation house” he used for weekend escapes, she couldn’t imagine how over the top the “swanky” Paris apartment would be. Her stomach rolled hard enough she wasn’t even sure she could eat, and that was a sad, sad state of affairs.

What are you doing here, Lil? You’re so out of your league with Mr. Moneybags that no amount of “Yes, Mistress” can possibly make up for the difference.

“Will Hank stay close or do you need to bring him inside with you?” Donovan paused in the entry, oblivious to the grandeur he lived with every single day.

The thought of her dog puking on the priceless Persian rug after the car ride—which inevitably made him sick—made her want to vomit herself. Fighting down her rising panic, she tried not to automatically start adding up dollar signs in her head for every single item in the room she or her dog might destroy. “If we put his bed on the front steps, he’ll come lie down once he’s explored.”

Donovan didn’t even have to give an order to Annette; the efficient woman was already heading back out to instruct the young man unloading their bags from the car. A double staircase flanked the open great room with floor to ceiling windows of breath-taking lake views. Massive stones stacked together on another wall to make one of the most unique fireplaces she’d ever seen in her life. Yet the enormous white sectional still managed to dominate the room.

Yes, white. God. I don’t even dare sit on it.

The next room was just as opulent with a dining table for at least twenty guests and enough silver on display to pay off her mortgage. She almost wilted with relief when he didn’t stop, but kept right on through the room to the kitchen.

“Sit,” he pointed at the high granite-tiled bar while he passed into the main room. It was a sign of her nerves that she did so without telling him exactly where he could go. Her whole apartment could fit inside this kitchen with room to spare, but its old-world stone and wood features made it feel homier than the cold whites and marbles of the rest of the house.

A man about the same age as Donovan dressed in the ubiquitous white chef’s jacket greeted him like a long lost brother, pounding him on the back. “Thank you for inviting me, Donovan.”

“Thanks for coming on such short notice.”

“The pleasure is entirely mine. This is your lovely lady?”

“Yes.” Donovan turned to her and his eyes burned with a possessive glint that both thrilled and terrified her. “This is my Lilly.”

It’s too soon for this. I’ve only known him a few days. So we had some terrific sex last night. A powerful scene. He’s just feeling the endorphins of a really good fuck. That’s all.

“Lilly, this is my old friend, Ricardo D’Almeida, French-trained chef and winner of three Michelin stars.”

Ricardo took her hand and kissed it like Donovan had on their first date. “When Donovan told me you’re a lady who loves to eat, I couldn’t refuse his generous request to come cook for you.”

It took her a minute to wrap her mind around it. “A Michelin star chef…and you’re here just to cook for us? For the weekend?”

“Donovan and I go way back. Without him, my first restaurant would have closed long ago. It certainly wouldn’t have become such a phenomenon, nor would we now own five more restaurants across the country. If your palette is as fine as he says, and you find satisfaction with my food, then your praise will shine brighter than any Michelin star.”

She could only stare at him and hope her mouth wasn’t hanging open. Donovan sat on the barstool beside her and drew her against his side. “It’s Ricardo’s fault I’ve invested so heavily in restaurants. My only regret is that he lives so far away. I can’t just stop by and eat at his restaurant like you do at Dmitri’s.”

Her anxiety wrenched up another notch. Sure, she loved Dmitri’s food and she knew it was good. But she didn’t have Michelin star “fine dining” level of taste. “Where is it?”

“New York City. We’ll have to go there to celebrate once the windows are done. We can hit Rockefeller Center, Broadway, whatever you want to do.”

She smiled but her face was stiff and the tips of her fingers were icy. “I’ve never been to New York.” Or Paris, or L.A, or Rome, or any of the other places he has a fucking house, let alone tours for business.

Ricardo returned to his pots, chatting over his shoulder about all the wonderful things to do in New York and how he and his partner would wine and dine them every single night, while she fought not to leap up and run for the door. The only thing keeping her seated was Donovan’s arm around her back and the delicious smells rolling from the stove. She couldn’t tell what the chef had made but it smelled divine.

Donovan reached over and wrapped his free hand around her fingers in her lap. She refused to turn and meet his gaze, but she sensed him watching her out of the corner of her eye.

“I bought this place furnished last year. I’ve been meaning to replace the gaudy furnishings but I haven’t had time. When I’m here, I spend my time on the boat. It’s the private dock I coveted. Not the house.”

Even if the pristine white sofa and antique Persian rug weren’t his, per se, that still didn’t mean…

“It’s just stuff, Lilly. I don’t care about any of it. All I care about is you. So if you’re uncomfortable here, we’ll pack up and go home. We can stay at your place and eat at Dmitri’s every single night.”

She tightened her fingers on his and checked to make sure Ricardo was still busy at the stove. “Don’t make me your whore, Donovan. I won’t stand for it.”

He inhaled sharply, squeezing her hand so tightly she winced. “Why would you say that?”

“All this wealth, the clothes, the fucking five-star chef—”

“Three star,” Ricardo sang from over the stove. “They don’t offer five Michelin stars, but thank you anyway.”

“That’s two,” Donovan growled. “And I don’t mean stars.”

“Donovan—”

“No. Hear me out. Ricky, plug your ears.”

“Aye aye, Donnie,” and he started humming off key.

Even though tears burned her eyes, her lips twitched at the thought of someone calling proud, stiff Donovan Morgan such an immature-sounding name.

“Last night, you did something for me no one has been able to give me in all of my thirty-nine years. How sad is that? I’m getting ready to turn forty and I’ve never been completely whole and satisfied until last night. You did that for me. You took care of me. Yet if I try to take care of you, I’m buying you off? Let me do things for you no one else has ever done. If that means making sure you stay off the road for the safety of all Twin City drivers, then it’s the least I can do. If that means waking your sleepy, grouchy ass up at 6:00 a.m. so I can bribe you with stellar food, then I’m going to send a jet after the finest chef I know. Let alone eagerly taking over if you will just lie back and let me.”

Closing her eyes, she clung to his hand for dear life. “I don’t feel in control here. I’m out of my league with Mr. Moneybags.”

“Then I’ll have to work harder at being Mr. Douchebag. You didn’t have any hesitation taking him down a notch of two. Thanks to you, I can also be lover boy and sexy beast, but only if you brought the crop you promised me.”

She drew a deep, shaking breath and held it for a count of five, then slowly let it out. If I apply too much force to the glass, it always shatters. I’m no different, no matter how tough I think I am. I don’t have to grip everything in my life so tightly.

Ricardo set two large shallow bowls before them. “For lunch today we have bacon and smoked Gouda risotto with delicate green peas, hot flaky croissants fresh from the oven, and a sweet, crisp Italian moscato.”

She looked down at the bowl and just breathed in the delicious creamy goodness. He returned with a basket of croissants, drizzled with honey.

“Not fair,” she whispered hoarsely, unable to look away from the sticky, flaky pillow waiting to dissolve in her mouth.

“Your options are simple.” Despite his brisk all-business voice, Donovan picked up his spoon and winked at his friend. “We can, of course, stay here and have a wonderful weekend stuffing ourselves silly with Ricardo’s decadent creations. Or we can walk away together and go home to my condo. The cleaning crew might be done ripping the cherry-stained carpet out and they’re supposed to deliver a new bed later today.”

Ricardo let out a soft whistle and left to get the wine bottle.

“Or I can drop you off at your very safe and boring townhome and never see you again.”

She shot Donovan a fierce look and picked up her own spoon. Staring down at the risotto, she tried not to drool. “I’m not done with you yet, Mr. Moneybags.”

“Then how about every time I try to buy you something, you increase the count. Make me extremely penitent later.” He lowered his voice, letting his desire roughen his words. “And I’ve got so much money, Miss Harrison, your arm’s going to wear out before you can make me sorry I blew it all on you.”

“Hardly.” The first bite was going to be the best. Closing her eyes, she slipped the bite into her mouth and just held the creaminess on her tongue to savor every delicious element. Salty bacon. Smoky cheese. The firm chewiness of the rice. She swallowed and couldn’t hold back the soft moan of pleasure. “I think I need a cigarette.”

Ricardo grinned. “That good?”

“Don’t tell Dmitri I’m cheating on him.”

“I saved the best for later.”

Lilly swallowed another heavenly bite and reached for the wine. “Better than this?”

“His specialty is French pastries,” Donovan said with a wicked grin. “Although I hear he’s created a magnificent dessert he calls the Big Apple Chocolate Silk Pie.”

“Fuck.”

“That’s three, Lilly.”


Chapter Eleven

When she first saw Donovan’s pride and joy, Lilly had shot him a glare and dragged him in close to whisper, “Four.”

I can’t wait to show her the jet, then.

After cruising around the lake for a while, she slowly started to relax. It was a beautiful day, hardly a cloud in the sky, and though water traffic was heavy, Beverly was big enough they dwarfed most of the other boats. He kept the speed slow and gentle, a seductive cruise along the shoreline. She liked to people watch, so he gave her plenty of time to see the party boats and all the beautiful people enjoying their homes and pools along the shore.

She fisted a yawn, so he decided to pull into his favorite little cove for some peace and quiet. The water was calm, giving the boat just a little rock. With big trees overhead to offer a little shade, it was the perfect place to simply lie back and enjoy the sun without getting completely fried. He’d been outside enough not to worry, but she was pale and fair. The last thing he wanted was for her to have a miserable sunburn the rest of the weekend.

“Okay, okay, this is rather nice, even though this ‘boat’ is more like an ocean liner.”

“Would you like to go on an ocean liner some day?” He took her hand and led her up to the highest deck. With a thick, soft pad, lots of pillows, and a built-in cooler close by, it was his favorite spot on the boat.

“Don’t tell me—you have an ocean liner too?”

Casually, he stripped his shirt off and tossed it on the bench lining the side of the deck. “Several. My family started in boats. In fact, Beverly was my father’s, named for my mother. When he passed, I inherited it.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

He gave her a warm smile and stretched out on his back. “Don’t be—it was years ago. Beverly sat in dock for a long time, waiting on me to get my head out of my ass. My father and I had a rocky relationship when I was growing up, and I didn’t take his death well. Do you want to change into a suit?”

“I’m good for now.” Lilly stretched out beside him, leaning on her elbow so she could see his face. “Why did you have a rocky relationship with your father?”

“When I was growing up, he was gone all the time. He and Grandpa were out on the fishing boats. Grandpa Saebo, my mother’s father, was a Norwegian crab fisherman. Dad joined him soon after he married Mom and they were gone all the time. He used to say if the boat isn’t out to sea, we’re not making money. Then they bought another boat, so Dad had even more reason to be gone. They chased the various seasons, hitting crab, cod, whatever they could. The few weeks Dad came home weren’t enough to make up for the months he was gone. I resented him for leaving us alone, all the work Mom had to do.”

“Did you have any siblings?”

“No, it was just me and Mom, and sometimes Dad, and even rarer, Grandpa. By the time I was fourteen, we were doing well enough they both could have retired, but they chose not to. I resented that even more. So when Mom passed away from breast cancer…”

Lilly leaned down and gave him a soft, gentle kiss. “I’m so sorry. That couldn’t have been easy. How old were you?”

“Fifteen. I lived with my aunt during the school year, but then started joining them on the boat for the summer. I worked in the trenches just like any other greenhorn. I did the shittiest jobs on the boat and learned what hard work really meant. I was still angry and my father wasn’t ‘Dad’. He was Captain. I gave him hell every chance I got, and he gave it back and then some. I hated him, I hated the boat, and I swore as soon as I was eighteen I wasn’t ever stepping foot on a boat again. I sure wasn’t going to take over the family business.”

“What happened?”

“He told me when I was eighteen I could do whatever the hell I wanted. I thought he was joking, but when I told him I’d won a scholarship to go to college, he took a week off the boat and helped me move across country and get settled. After Grandpa passed, I felt even guiltier for not joining them on the boats, but he insisted I return to college. He wasn’t the kind of man who ever said a lot. We didn’t sit down and have a heart-to-heart talk or anything like that, but I finally realized all those years on the boats had been his way of showing his love for us. He’d grown up poor and he never wanted that for us, even if it meant he had to be gone doing one of the most dangerous jobs on the planet.

“When I graduated from college, he finally told me he’d never been prouder. That’s when I decided I was going to take over the family business—but I was going to do it my way. I started making investments, expanding from fishing boats to packing companies, ocean liners, manufacturing. I kept thinking I’d make enough that Dad would finally quit captaining the fishing boat and we’d just… I don’t know. Hang out together. When I bought him this yacht, I thought it would finally get him to retire. Instead, he named it Beverly, after my mother, and started touring the world in it. Alone.”

“Why?”

“He said he met Mom on her father’s boat when he signed on his first year, and she was in the sea for him. When he was out on the water, he was with her. If he was on land, he missed her too much. I joined him when I could, but I got tied up with business more often than not, doing the same thing he’d done for all those years. Making money for the family, when what the family really wanted was me.”

He had to pause a moment, his throat dry and raw from emotion. Sitting up, he crawled over to the cooler and brought back two Perriers. “When Dad started having heart problems, I tried to get him to come live with me for a while, but he refused. He had to be on the sea, die on the sea. So I joined him on the Beverly at last and we just sailed and fished and talked about Mom and Grandpa and all those wretched miserable summers I spent on the boat learning the trade. It was the best summer I can remember, and it taught me the most important lesson of my life. The business did just fine without me, and in the end, there’s no substitute for time together with the ones we love. One morning I got up and found him in his bunk instead of fishing. He’d passed away in his sleep.”

Lilly snuggled closer, using his shoulder for a pillow, her palm over his heart. “How long ago was that?”

“Eleven years. I returned to work and Beverly went to dry dock. I couldn’t bear the sight of her. I continued to expand the business but I stayed away from the sea and boats because it was too painful to remember. Then one day I was going through some old boxes and I found a picture of Mom and Dad together on Grandpa’s first boat. Before she became pregnant with me, she’d sailed with them as the cook. Mom looked so happy, just beaming at the camera and holding Dad’s hand with the sea in the background. I was conceived on that boat. I became a man on that boat. I finally decided it was ridiculous to give up something I’d learned to enjoy out of grief. It would have been easier to leave Beverly on the coast, but I’d already bought the new office building in St. Paul and I was determined to stay put for a while. So I paid an exorbitant amount to get her moved up here after I found the perfect dock for her.”

“Why did you pick St. Paul, though? Especially when you already have so many homes sprinkled across the globe.”

“I grew up in St. Paul just down the street from Ricardo. Mom worked at the Pioneer Press for years and years. It just felt like coming home.”

She fell silent, and after a few moments, he realized she was falling asleep. Lulled by the rocking of the boat and the warmth, his sleepyhead was finally getting the nap he’d promised her.

Staring up at the patches of blue sky cut by the tree limbs, he held her and listened to her deepening breathing. He smelled her hair, tamed by the braid she’d put her hair into fresh out of the shower this morning. He’d never told anyone the whole story of his life and his love/hate relationship with his father and the sea. No one had ever asked.

If I hadn’t decided to come back to St. Paul…

If I hadn’t decided to buy the rundown old post office…

I wouldn’t be here now. With Lilly’s head on my shoulder. I wouldn’t be wondering exactly what else she’d stuck into the black bag. I wouldn’t be smiling at the thought of what she might do with chocolate pie.

For the first time since he’d been coming up to Lake Minnetonka, he didn’t have to strip all his clothes off and lie in the sun to feel any warmth. Not when he had this woman lying beside him.


Chapter Twelve

Waking up with a hardening dick pressed against her backside was something Lilly decided she could definitely get used to.

Donovan held himself very still, probably trying to be gracious and not wake her up yet again, but she could tell he was awake by his careful, shallow breathing. Maybe he’d never even fallen asleep. “If you’re good with four or five hours of sleep a night, we’re going to have to work out some kind of sleeping schedule or I’m going to be as grouchy as I was this morning all day long.”

“Sorry,” he nuzzled her neck, tightening his arm around her waist. “I did doze off for a while. I tried to let you sleep.”

“Is this where you do the sunbathing that made your ass such a pretty brown?”

“If there aren’t any boats in the area, sure, though I like to use the rooftop deck at the lake house too. I’m secluded enough I don’t have to worry about streaking around unless a helicopter decides to fly over.”

She rolled over onto her back and gave him a wicked smile. “If your delicate sensibilities find this place secluded enough to go butt naked, then maybe you wouldn’t be opposed if I fuck you out here in the open.”

“Five.” His voice deepened, his eyes dark and slumberous. “I wouldn’t mind as long as a boat doesn’t pull up and start videotaping. The last thing I’d want is anyone to see what is mine alone.”

Ah, her submissive was quite possessive. Maybe he wouldn’t mind his bare ass getting recorded, but he sure wouldn’t take a boob shot of her going viral very well. “Well it’s too bad you didn’t grab my bag I stowed in your car.”

His breathing quickened and she didn’t miss the surge in his shorts, even though he tried to keep his face smooth. “Before we left, I made sure your bag was stowed on board. Just in case.”

“Then maybe you wouldn’t mind if I gave you a few good swats before I fuck you.”

“Six,” he answered a little more breathlessly. “And I wouldn’t mind. Far from it.”

She sat up and pulled her shirt over her head, revealing one of the lacy scraps he’d bought for her. No black or red or white for this submissive. His favorite color was definitely blue, though all shades from navy to baby and everything in between seemed to work for him. “Then go get my toys, lover boy. But drop your pants first. I want to see that gorgeous ass run to do my bidding.”

He flashed a grin and dropped the shorts in record time, no fumbling or nervousness this time. “Yes, Mistress.”

No doubt he’d be quick, so she made short time of her own clothing, although she left her bra and panties on for now. If someone did happen along, it’d be no different than if she were wearing a bikini. Plus, he’d bought these for her. The least she could do was wear them to torment him. Although he might not have picked them out at all—he probably paid an underling to simply throw a few things into a bag and call it shopping.

By the time he returned with her equipment, she’d managed to stack some of the pillows in the center of the padded mattress. She sat on the bench sipping the Perrier he’d gotten out earlier, even though it was hot now. The bottle probably cost a few bucks. She sure wasn’t going to waste it.

He set the bag at her feet and stood expectantly, trying to keep his wondering gaze from the pile of pillows.

“We’re going to have to work on your manners, Donovan.”

His eyes tightened, either offended or rebellious, she couldn’t decide yet. Probably offended, because she doubted Mr. Morgan had much cause for such a complaint in the real world. Even when he’d been trying to antagonize her the first day, he’d still been polite about it. “Why would you say that, Mistress?”

She capped the water and set it aside. “It’s always nice to see a sub go to his knees in front of his Mistress, especially when he’s wanting her to punish him.”

His shoulders stiffened, his jaw worked, and yeah, his knees locked ramrod straight. He didn’t blurt out an argument or excuse, but he didn’t go to his knees either. He wants to be conquered. Forced into submission. Good thing I’m the woman to handle him.

“I see.” Nodding, she let her mouth quirk with amusement. “I’m going to have to convince you to go to your knees. Is that it?”

His chin inched up, his shoulders wide and square with defiance. She could almost see him straightening his tie or tugging his sleeves smooth beneath one of those sleek, expensive suits. “I’m not into humiliation. Mistress.”

“All right.” She unzipped the bag and rummaged around to find the crop. As if she didn’t have a care in the world, she laid it across her lap and set the bag aside. “That’s too bad. I was going to give you the fantasy you mentioned. Never mind, though. We’ll just cut to the chase.”

His brow wrinkled and then deepened to a chasm once he figured out what he might have missed out on.

“What’s the count, Donovan?”

“Six, Mistress,” he growled out, eyes blazing. “I would have gone on my knees if I’d known that’s what you were offering.”

“Too late,” she said breezily. “But don’t worry about it. I’ll bring you to your knees easily enough. What’s your safeword, Donovan?”

“Glass.” His mouth flattened out as if she’d called him Mr. Morgan again. “But I won’t need it.”

His pride might get one of them hurt. If she went down the wrong road with him and he didn’t stop her because of his macho ego, it would be bad, bad news. “Another thing I’m going to have to work on. I’ll tackle that bridge another day, though. For now, I promised you a swat for each potty word that offended you. You also agreed I could add to the count when your ostentatious ways offended me. So, six swats in all. That’s hardly even a warm up for me, but we’ve got to start somewhere. I’ll try to curse more so you can have more fun later tonight.”

“And I’ll try to blow more money on you.”

“Don’t even think about it. Since you don’t like your knees, I’m going to change up my plans and save Your Majesty from having to bend over the stack of pillows to make it easier for me to strike your ass. You’re going to have to stand right here in front of me. Of course I won’t be able to fire up that ass as much as I’d like, but it’ll have to do until you’re eager to go on your knees, lifting your pretty ass up, just begging for my blows.”

He did look like royalty, almost sniffing with disdain at the thought, though his cheeks did color nicely. Oh what a tempting picture that would make. Donovan Morgan ass high, both sets of cheeks on fire.

Reaching down in the bag, she found her favorite set of manacles, leather cuffs lined with soft fur. Comfortable, but tough. Certainly tough enough for him. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

Seemingly casual, he did so, but his knuckles were turning white, his fingers curled into fists. She wrapped her hand around his left wrist and he jumped. “Are you sure you’re okay with bondage?”

“Yes.”

She waited a moment to see what else he might say or do, but he remained silent. His body didn’t lie though. His cock rose hard and high, already glistening with his excitement. If he enjoys this as much as I think he’s going to, it’ll make this test a hell of a lot easier.

Wrapping the cuff around his wrist, she made sure to buckle it nice and tight, followed by his other. “I can’t wait to get your collar, Donovan. As soon as we’re back in the Twins, I need to go shopping.”

“I’ll drive you.”

“Then it won’t be a surprise, so no. And you’re not buying it, either.”

He turned back around, eyes blazing with lust and anger both, a delightfully combustible mix. “You promised you wouldn’t drive.”

“I never said any such thing. Those exact words never passed my lips.”

His own lips went tight, a flat, furious slant and the red staining his cheeks went even higher. “You did. You said—”

“I said when I need to see you, I’d agree to wait for you to pick me up. If you want to send a car after me, I’m happy for the ride. I even agreed I wouldn’t ride the bus. But I never said I wouldn’t ever drive my own car when I need to go somewhere.”

“You know what I meant. You will—”

“Donovan.” She lowered her voice to the deepest register she could manage. “Shut that lush, tempting mouth before I shut it for you.”

Goose bumps broke out on his arms and he clamped his mouth shut. He still vibrated with anger, but he obeyed.

“Very good, Donovan. I love it when you immediately leap to do my bidding.” She had to laugh because his throat worked like he had to physically swallow the arguments down. She couldn’t help but feed his fiery passion just a little. “You’re so pretty when you’re mad.”

Tendons roped in his shoulders, his arms tightening against the cuffs. Testing her bonds like he tested her will. His eyes narrowed on her, and though he didn’t say a word, she saw dark dangerous thoughts fluttering around in his mind.

Good. He ought to have second thoughts. He ought to question whether this is a good idea. He needs to fear me a little and respect the devious twisted things I might come up with to do to him.

Like this.

Smiling, she lightly tapped his thigh with the crop, just to make sure she had his attention. “Six blows only, so make them worth your while. Your only goal today is to last until the sixth blow is delivered. You’re not allowed to come before. Do you think you can last that long, Donovan?”

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice vibrated low and mean despite his agreeable response.

“If you pass this test, then I’ll reward you with a real thrashing. Do you know what that means, lover boy? I’ll use this crop until you beg me on your knees to fuck you or you give your safeword. Those are the only two ways the scene ends. Are you ready?”

His chest heaved and he didn’t answer right away. He was still aroused, but he strained against the bonds harder than ever. His weight shifted, like he was thinking about taking a step back from her, an involuntary protective instinct. He wasn’t settled and eager, but nervous and anxious and yes, furious. Furious she even thought about making him beg.

And deathly afraid I have the power to do exactly that.

“We can end this right now, Donovan. Give me your safeword and I’ll wipe the count away. We’ll smear chocolate pie on each other tonight and that’ll be the end of it.”

He wanted a thrashing, though. She could see the darkness spreading in his eyes. He’d had just a taste of pain from her so far and he’d loved it. It’s what he’d sought all these years and never been able to find, not the way he wanted.

Until last night.

“I’m ready, Mistress.”

“Very good, Donovan. Let me prepare the way.”

His eyes flickered with uncertainty, his head tipping a little as he thought about what she meant. She didn’t keep him in suspense very long.

She leaned forward and licked the head of his cock.

His eyes flared wide and his hips jerked convulsively. She licked him again, chasing that bobbing head to keep up the torment until he dared take a step back.

Slowly, she stood up, lightly tapping the crop against her thigh. She circled him, whacking her own skin hard enough he’d hear it. He’d know the blow was going to come. Sweat beaded on his forehead. “Count them out, Donovan.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She laid the crop against his back and trailed the leather down his spine in a light, teasing caress. Muscles flinched and twitched beneath her advance and he widened his stance, planting his feet firmly. And yeah, he arched his back, lifting his backside for the coming blow.

Instead, she reached out and gripped his butt cheek firmly in her other hand. Kneading and massaging, she worked the muscle hard and deep, switching to the other side. Only when some of his tenseness faded did she step back and land a blow on his ass so hard and quick he didn’t have time to prepare for it.

He grunted, his breath whooshing out. A red mark popped up on his skin but she’d controlled the blow. Heat and sting, a nice hard thud. Not too much of a cut to start. He ought to enjoy it enough to want another and another.

“One,” he whispered hoarsely. “Mistress.”

Without replying, she glided back around and took her seat on the bench. This time, she lifted her chin, pointed at her mouth and licked her lips.

A shudder rocked him but he came back to where he’d started. However, this time she didn’t lean forward or make it easy for him. He had to take another step closer and deliberately give her his cock. He kept the brush light against her mouth, each breath a shaking exhalation spreading through his body. She licked and kissed and nibbled lightly, a soft, gentle torment that made him groan in agony. His hips started the helpless thrust, but she didn’t take him fully into her mouth. Not yet.

This time when she stood up and began the pace around him, she didn’t give him any warning. Before she even got behind him, she laid another solid blow to his other cheek.

“Two.” His voice was deeper, fingers clenching and uncurling helplessly in the small of his back. Sweat dampened his hair, slicking his chest and groin. He was going to want a swim or a shower before he’d put his clothes back on.

She repeated the exact same ritual again and this time he pushed his hips toward her eagerly. His breathing matched his thrusts, soft groans slowly growing louder as his desire mounted.

Three and four passed and his thighs were quivering. She paused long enough to let him think about what was happening. What she was doing to him. Deliberately.

Dark eyes wide, he made a soft, fragile sound when she took him fully into her mouth. Those sounds turned her on more than anything, that such a big, powerful, strong man would made such a helpless sound for her. She took him deeper in a long, slow slide, savoring every inch. Only to lift her mouth off completely so she could run her tongue around the glans and trace the veins running up and down his shaft. This time, the blow she gave him was a deep, cutting one, a nice sharp crack that made him cry out harshly. His hips arched, his arms straining against his bonds.

“Pain,” she whispered, smoothing her palms over his heaving back. “For you, it’s as good as me sucking your cock. Isn’t it?”

“Yes,” he ground out.

“But not just any pain, Donovan. You need it delivered just right. You need someone who understands what it does for your body. How to balance it with the pleasure until you can’t separate them any longer. These sessions are meant to help me learn exactly where your pain and pleasure thresholds are and from what I’m seeing, you’re very close to coming. If I gave you the last blow right now, you’d be done. Game over.” She trailed her fingertips up over his shoulder as she worked her way back before him, then down his pectorals to bounce over each rib and washboard ab. “But these sessions are also meant to teach you exactly what kind of Mistress I am. Where my tolerance and sense of mercy extends and my desire to watch you suffer and squirm begins. And I have to tell you, lover boy, it makes me so wet to watch you strain to free yourself. I can’t help but picture what you’d do if you were free.”

“I’d be on you so fast…”

She smiled and wrapped her hand around the base of his cock. “You’d be fucking me in earnest. Instead, I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to make your knees give out. I’m going to make you shout so loudly half a dozen boats are going to come up here to investigate, afraid someone’s getting murdered.”

Casually, she pumped him, bringing him to the very edge. His cock strained in her hand, iron hard and so hot and swollen with need it took her own control not to strip off her panties, push him down on his back, and ease both of their torment. She dropped her hand, took a step back and just watched him struggle to control himself. His face was red with effort, his eyes blazing, sweat dripping off him like she’d made him run a marathon. Every breath whistled through his clenched lips. But he held it.

“Very good, you sexy beast.”

Her words made him arch again, a low growl rattling from his chest.

“Oh, yes, growl at me. I love it. Nothing turns me on more than the soft fragile whimpers and the desperate, bossy demands my sub makes when he’s trying to get me to put him out of misery. But you’ll learn, Donovan, there’s very little that will sway me. Your safeword will. Or some form of ‘Please, Mistress, I’m begging you, I need to come so bad’. Those are the only words I want to hear. Otherwise, you can wait until I’m good and ready to let you come.”

 

Quivering right on the edge of release, Donovan fought to keep his mouth shut and his knees locked.

I wanted this. Remember? I ached for it. I sought her out, hunting her down and devising an entire blackmail scheme if needed to get her right here torturing me.

He couldn’t see through the sweat blinding his eyes. His throat and chest hurt from sucking in all the hot humid air and he stunk to high heaven, as rank as a prime bull in full musk. Every single mark burned like a brand in his skin until his ass felt like it was swollen and roasted by the merciless sun.

No, it’s Mistress L who’s merciless.

Sitting back down before him, she waited until he managed to control his breathing a little. The sight of her sitting there in the royal blue lingerie he’d picked for her was agony. He wanted to shred the lace from her body to reveal those lush, full breasts. He wanted her hard nipples pressed against his chest. He wanted his tongue beneath the silk covering her crotch. If only I’d gone to my knees as soon as I saw her. Maybe she really would have let me taste her again.

He certainly didn’t want her sitting, her incredible lips and tongue in front of him ready to torment him with the softest little caresses. It also meant he wasn’t going to get the last blow anytime soon.

Staring at her mouth, it took him a moment to realize something was tickling his legs. He glanced down and saw the crop sliding between his thighs. He’d braced his feet wide apart to keep his balance on the gently swaying deck, which had unfortunately given her plenty of access to the tender skin of his inner thighs. Not to mention his balls. Of course now that she had the crop there, he didn’t dare squeeze his legs shut like a shy little virgin. His pride wouldn’t allow it. Even if she gave him the last blow on his scrotum.

“You’re so close to coming that your balls are tight to your body. I think if I licked you now, you’d give me a different kind of cream pie to sample.”

He shuddered, both horrified and turned on by the thought of coming on her face. He respected her too much to want to use her like that, yet he couldn’t deny the appeal, either.

“One of these times I’m going to have to try my three-way cock ring. It’ll keep your balls pulled away from your body while squeezing all that blood right where I want it.”

Again, a mixture of horror and searing desire flooded his mind. She’d control everything about his body, his release, even the position of his balls. It was humiliating…and so damned hot he sagged a moment before he caught himself and stiffened his legs.

The muscle in his right quadriceps cramped, a sharp, hard pain that only added to the misery.

“I even have a cock ring with a chain attached to it. Then I could lead you around like Hank. Wouldn’t that be fun? Maybe I’d take you out for a walk, too, all dressed up in your shiny collar and your cock ring. My, what a pretty picture you would make.”

He opened his mouth to retort shut up, quit tormenting me with all these erotic, forbidden images! But he couldn’t speak to the Mistress like that. She might be on his yacht, his domain, but here in this moment, she was the ruler of his universe. If he displeased her she’d do worse than refuse to let him come.

She’d just walk away.

The thought of the coming winter…all those long, cold nights. Alone. No warmth. The emptiness. The agony. Now that he’d had a taste of what she could give him, he couldn’t lose it. He’d go mad, a rabid dog who’d have to be put down to protect everyone around him. I’d rather lose every dime, every building, every business, even my father and grandfather’s boats, than ever lose her.

The crop rubbed against his scrotum and higher, sliding into the crease of his ass with a deliberate bend of her wrist to angle it just so. She used enough pressure to force him up on his toes, to make him fully aware of exactly where she touched him. Leather slid and rubbed deeper, driving him insane. Nerve endings burned at the newfound stimulation. He squeezed his eyes shut, determined to last. Determined to stand up against the torment. To take it.

Like a man.

The thought dragged a choked sound from him, half laugh, half sob.

Her free arm came around his waist and she rubbed her face against his stomach. She had enough pity for him that she was careful not to touch his cock, but her cheek and mouth against his stomach was almost as bad. Her hand kneaded his ass cheek again. He couldn’t recall a woman squeezing and stroking his ass. Ever. Let alone as diligently as Mistress L. Her fingers were so strong and confident, sure she had full and complete license to touch him in any way she wanted. He’d signed his body over to her, willingly and completely.

In this, I’m her willing and eager slave.

The thought rocked him back on his heels and he sagged again, almost falling against her. Her fingers pulled on his buttock, separating his cheeks more fully for the wicked gliding crop. He’d known the anus was full of nerve endings, but pride, again, had kept him from ever allowing exploration. He wasn’t gay, so he’d stupidly kept the area off limits, but even more grievously ignorant, he’d marked possible interest instead of none on the questionnaire. He hadn’t given Mistress L enough credit at the time to understand she would take him no holds barred. No hesitation. Nothing was too dirty for her if either one of them would find pleasure in it.

With the crop pressing against him and his body throbbing with new sensation, he knew all too well what pleasure she could find there.

“Have you ever had anything in your ass, Donovan?”

He jerked against her, helpless and unable—unwilling—to defend himself. His shoulders ached with strain. His thighs quivered as if he’d swum laps around the lake instead of cruising in his boat. “No, Mistress.” His voice shook as badly as his legs but there wasn’t anything he could do about it.

I could tell her my safeword.

But I won’t.

And she knows it.

A sudden peace washed over him, a calm he’d never known. Whatever happened was out of his hands. He’d signed his name on her dotted line. He’d given himself over to her. She could do as she willed to him. Nothing would stop her from taking exactly what she wanted, even if that meant she pulled out a monstrously large strap-on dildo from the black bag and started fucking him with it.

His knees buckled and he fell before her, trembling.

“There you go, sweet boy. That’s what I wanted to see.” Her arms remained around him, her hands rubbing over his back and ass to soothe and comfort him, gentle and loving and kind. Not punishing. Not cruel. “There’s the utter and complete submission I wanted you to give me.”

She stood, urging him to turn and give her room. To give her access to whatever she wanted. He knew what she wanted. She’d already told him. So he bent forward, pressed his face to the padded deck, and lifted his ass high in the air.

The crop came down in the hardest blow she’d given him, his immediate reward for obeying her, even if it’d taken him agony to get there. He groaned out a harsh, desperate cry, arching his back, his body begging for another blow, even though he knew it was too late. She’d promised only six blows. And that was the sixth.

He’d fought and wrestled with his pride so long that now a release felt like a distant, receding door, and he was trapped in a nightmare hallway that only grew longer the harder he tried to escape. The words were there. The words he’d sworn he wouldn’t give any woman. Pleas and cries, desperation burning in every overused muscle until he couldn’t stand it. His pride was shattered, broken down into a thousand shards, slicing his throat and keeping the words locked inside.

Luckily for him, she must have decided he’d given enough, at least for this scene.

“You gave me what I wanted, Donovan. So I’m going to give you exactly what you need.”

The crop came down again and again, a steady rhythm, one cheek and then the other. He’d never been able to last so long. Other Mistresses had spanked him and he’d been humiliated at how quickly he’d exploded. He’d sworn he’d seen a knowing smirk in their eyes. Now he knew why he’d been unable to control himself and also why he hadn’t gone back to any of those other women.

They hadn’t been able to control him either. They hadn’t taken the time to figure out how his brain worked, to learn what he needed so desperately. Pain alone wasn’t enough, not completely. He needed to be conquered.

He needed to surrender. Like this. Beyond his pride, beyond any sense of humiliation and shame. He needed to find a Mistress who could bring him to this place and keep him hovering on the edge of release, unable to come.

Until she allowed it.

She pressed against the backs of his thighs, straddling his feet on her knees to get close. Her hands kneaded his swollen ass and she pressed her hips against his hamstrings, rocking him, a reverse doggie style that had never entered his mind with a woman.

She could take me like this. I’d be completely under her control.

His arms were pinned in the small of his back. His face to the floor. His ass on fire and completely vulnerable. And his cock was so hard and swollen it didn’t even feel like his any longer. Like his brain didn’t even connect to it, nerves and muscle severed by her will alone.

She wrapped her palm around it in a hard, firm squeeze that made him buck helplessly beneath her. “Come, Donovan. Come for me.”

It was like her words plugged his cock back into his brain and ten thousand bolts of live electricity arced through his body. He convulsed, shaking, unable to stop. And yeah, by the way his ears rang and his throat ached, he must have yelled as loudly as she threatened before he was done.

Curled up on his side, he fought not to cry like a baby while she unbuckled his wrists and then wrapped around his back. “I’m sweaty and gross,” he finally managed to say despite his raw throat. “Don’t—”

“Shhh.” She burrowed closer and tightened her arms around him. “Be still a moment. Let me hold you. It’s all right, Donovan. I’ve got you. I’m not going anywhere.”

Her gentle words tore through the last bit of his reserve and he shook in her arms. Great, racking sobs wrenched from him like she reached inside and yanked them out with her fist. Everything dissolved inside him. Everything he would have sworn he believed or knew about himself. Gone. Everything he’d fought his whole life to obtain. Worthless. Everything he’d ever wanted or felt with another woman paled in comparison. If she told me to stop breathing right this very moment, I’d simply die on the spot, gasping like a fish on the beach.

He lost track of time, unable to estimate how long he cried. How long she held him. He’d never broken down like that before. Even when his mother had died when he was just a boy. Or when he’d found his father gone in his sleep. The loss of his only family hadn’t devastated him as much as this woman’s simple command.

Terror clawed at his stomach, making him hunch against the pain. He tried to move away from her a little, to protect himself, but she wouldn’t allow it. She was stronger than she looked, but more…

I’m weaker than I ever thought I was.

How could she ever desire him again as a man? After breaking him down so completely?

It shouldn’t surprise him that she could crack open his skull and look inside his most secret thoughts.

“It takes quite an impressive man to accept the full force of his need like you just did. You could have walked away at any time. All you had to do was give me your safeword. Instead, you chose to take the journey with me. You trusted me to see you safely to the other side. There’s nothing sexier to me than a man who’s secure enough in his masculinity to let me explore his needs to the fullest, to give him the most pleasure I can possibly wring from every inch of his body. Yet that’s exactly what you just allowed me to do, and I thank you most humbly for it.”

He still couldn’t quite believe her words. He was too raw, too tender and shredded inside to believe a sexy, passionate woman like her could still want him. After she brought me to my knees. After I fell apart in her arms.

“Roll over.” She growled against his ear in one of the meanest, harshest voices he’d ever heard her use. Every submissive bone in his body immediately moved to obey, even if his muscles felt rubbery and elastic. “Look at me.”

He didn’t even realize he’d squeezed his eyes shut. He pried them open, braced to see disgust, disdain, some kind of distance in her eyes.

Not the sweet, glorious light that Andy Wells had managed to capture in those snapshots.

“You’re one hell of a man, Donovan Morgan,” she retorted fiercely, “and I want you more than ever. If I thought I could get a rise out of your exhausted cock, I’d take you in my mouth right this very moment until I could get you hard enough to take you inside me.”

He couldn’t say anything, still shaken and off balance.

“You don’t believe me?” She took his hand and slid both of their fingers into her panties. “Then what’s this, Donovan?”

She was so wet the silk of her panties was drenched and stuck to her flesh.

Awed, he watched her rise up on her knees. Using her own hand, she pushed his fingers into her, grinding her hips so she could ride him. She kept her own fingers in her panties too, rubbing herself while he thrust his fingers inside her. Moaning, she didn’t hold anything back. She let her head drop back, her breasts bouncing with the force of her movements, unrestrained and so wild and passionate it took his breath away.

And yeah, maybe his eyes burned again. Just a little.

“Who made my pussy so wet? Who’s all this cream for, Donovan? Who’s driving me crazy now? Say it.”

“Me.”

“And what do you want me to do most of all right this very minute?”

Her muscles contracted around his fingers, as hungry and desperate and needy as he’d been. He twisted and worked his hand deeper until he could get another finger shoved inside her. “I want you to come. Come for me, Lilly, and only me.”

And she did with a piercing shout that scared the last bird out of the tree he hadn’t already driven away.


Chapter Thirteen

It was a quiet trip back to the dock, but Lilly wasn’t concerned about his mental state or wellbeing. Not when he held her hand all the way back to his house. Or when he scooped her up into his arms and carried her all the way up those sweeping marble stairs to his bedroom.

Sensing his need to reestablish his virility after breaking down so completely, she let him take the lead and do exactly what he wanted. When he fell on her like a starving beast, she met him with legs open wide. He ripped through the designer clothing he’d bought her as carelessly as if she’d picked up her outfit at a thrift shop. Breathing hard, he didn’t stop to assess whether she was ready or not. No foreplay was needed. Not after what they’d done on his boat.

And yeah, he might have chosen plain old missionary, but even the Mistress had to agree there was something deliciously erotic about having a powerful man flexing and moving on top of her so savagely. His shoulders and back flexed, each thrust punctuated by a grunt of force. He pounded her so brutally he drove her across the mattress. Flailing, she tried to grip the sheets to keep from slipping, but pillows fell to the floor, along with a lamp and whatever else he had on the bedside table.

They ended up tight against the wall, one of his hands braced on the headboard and his other kneading her breast until she clawed his back. Donovan Morgan was a quick study. He didn’t need a manual to figure out how hard she liked his hands and oh, yes, his palms were big, his fingers long and elegant, perfect for tormenting her nipples. Combined with his impressive size and seeming determination to drive her through the wall, she came twice and promptly fell asleep.

Only to wake up and find out someone had gone shopping. Evidently she’d been asleep longer than she intended—or maybe he was just speedy with his platinum gold card. Racks on wheels like they used in hotels were lined up at the foot of the bed bearing a ridiculous array of shimmery fine things that must have cost a fortune. Boxes of shoes. More flat lingerie boxes.

Stunned, she sat there gaping, glad he’d at least popped in like the fairy godmother and then left again so she could try to soak it all in without an audience. Running her fingers over an entire rack of beautiful formal gowns—where the hell did he think she was going to wear all this stuff? Her shop in the garage?—she had to smile.

Even if I’m pissed as hell.

His game was clear. He was already building up the count before he’d even recovered from his introduction to her crop.

Evidently he had something extravagant planned, because the rack closest to the bed only held one dress with its own stack of boxes. After his story about growing up on the fishing boats and his father’s love affair with the sea—not to mention Donovan’s selection of all blue lingerie—it didn’t surprise her the gown was a sumptuous blue-gray. What did surprise her was how perfectly it matched her eyes.

He’d also selected an entire set of lingerie, including a tiny scrap of a thong, a garter belt and bra in a soft, shimmering silver matching the strappy metallic heels. Silk stockings so sheer and light they might as well have been made from spider webs. The bra was going to heft her breasts as high as any corset and the dress’s neckline was so low it would almost reveal her bellybutton. Okay, that was an exaggeration, but he was definitely going to have a hard time keeping his eyes off her cleavage.

In the chair beside the bed, he’d left her overnight bag of her own things. Jeans, comfortable shirts, tennis shoes. On top, he’d left a note for her.

Lilly, choose what you’re most comfortable with. I’ll love either outfit. Remember to increase the count either way.

P.S. Come hungry.

He’d only signed a D at the bottom of the note. Disappointed he hadn’t used Lover Boy or Sexy Beast, she looked at her old familiar comfortable clothes and then the sexy expensive gown. She didn’t recognize the swirling V of the label, which probably meant it was even more expensive than anything she could imagine.

Increase the count either way. Silly boy. Grinning, she had to put on the gorgeous dress just to see the way he looked at her.

She went in search of a shower, which ended up looking like a Roman bath. Shaking her head, she found a vast array of products, even some which would probably help tame her hair. A whole tray of perfumes and lotions was on the vanity, but she turned them all down. Most scents didn’t agree with her unless they were all natural essential oils. He probably had some of those around too—since they were extremely expensive per ounce—but she didn’t care to take the time to sort them all and find one that wouldn’t break her out.

Staring at herself in the full-length mirror, she had to admit the dress looked incredible. Her breasts were framed by the deep neckline, lifted by the plunging bra beneath. The dress wasn’t as tight as the wiggle dress she’d worn on their first date, but it wasn’t as forgiving either. No ruching hid the roundness of her stomach, the fullness of her hips. I really ought to lose twenty pounds. She sighed at the thought of giving up pie. I’ll have to walk Hank extra tomorrow. And give Donovan an extra hard workout.

That made her smile.

She didn’t have any idea how long he’d been waiting for her after delivering all the surprises, though surely if he needed her up by a certain time, he would have added a time to the note. Set an alarm. Something. It was nearly eight before she finally headed downstairs to find him.

The house was well lit but completely empty. At least he’s not throwing an impromptu cocktail party. I suck at mingling with people I don’t know.

She followed the delicious smells to the kitchen. Ricardo and Annette both were hard at work at the humongous eight-burner stove but chatting like old friends.

“Miss Harrison, you look gorgeous this evening.” Annette wiped her hands on a towel and then gestured her to follow. “Mr. Morgan’s out on the terrace.”

“Thank you,” Lilly replied. “I hope I didn’t keep him waiting too long.”

Annette laughed. “Not at all. Trevor’s been entertaining him.” As they walked, Annette added, “Trevor’s my son and we had a tough go there for a while. The chance to live on such an incredible property and manage things while he’s in the city is a once in a lifetime opportunity, but I’m even more grateful to Mr. Morgan for taking an interest in my son and giving him responsibilities around the house. He’s helping us out more than he could ever know.”

After Donovan’s story about how he’d grown up alone with his mother, Lilly was far from surprised he’d be especially sensitive to a single mother’s needs with a teenaged boy. “He knows, because he was that boy growing up.”

Annette laid a hand on her arm, halting just inside the sliding glass door. Outside on the stoned terrace, a romantic dinner had been set up with a small intimate table, lots of candles and soft lighting, flowers everywhere, and a chilled bottle of wine waiting for her to step outside. But what made Lilly’s heart swell in her chest, blocking her breath, was the sight of Donovan. He sat with his back to her, so she had no idea what he wore, other than it was something dark and formal. No doubt it cost a mint. Yet he hung his arm out over the side of his chair and was patting on Hank, her smelly, hairy dog he’d jokingly complained about all the way out from St. Paul.

Trevor threw a ball across the backyard and Hank went running after it, barking excitedly. The ball bounced off the low stone wall and before the dog could fetch it, Trevor caught it and tossed it back to Donovan. Laughing, he waited until Hank was a foot away from leaping on him and ruining his expensive suit, and then threw the ball back to Trevor.

Donovan laughed and the sound brought tears to her eyes. Mr. Moneybags, playing keep away with a boy and a dog. Be still my heart.

“Mr. Morgan cares about you a great deal. I can see it in his eyes. I just wanted to be clear up front I never had any expectations of anything more. That isn’t our arrangement at all, Miss Harrison.”

“I understand. I mean no offense, because I’ve already seen how much he depends on you, but you’re not exactly his type.”

Relieved, Annette actually winked at her. “And you are. The sexual tension sizzles whenever you’re in the room with him.”

Some women might have blushed. Others might have lied or tried to brush off such a comment. Lilly lowered her voice to a husky timbre. “You ought to see him sizzle behind closed doors. But please, call me Lilly. I only get formal when I’m trying to make him sorry for playing Mr. Moneybags.”

It’d be nice if she could be friends with Annette, especially if she vacationed very often with Donovan. But it might get…awkward. The help would know absolutely everything in the house and he was a very proud man. He wouldn’t want Annette to gossip about him, especially with the woman in his bed.

“Trevor and I have a guest house on the edge of the property.” Annette looked back outside, a smile twitching her lips. “It’s very far away from the main house. So you should have lots of privacy.”

“Mr. Morgan does appreciate his privacy,” Lilly agreed with a smile. “Speaking of which, I’m afraid I made a bit of a mess in the bedroom earlier today. I knocked over a lamp.”

“You did it? Mr. Morgan claimed he busted the lamp. He seemed quite proud of losing it, even though it was a matching set.”

Lilly laughed. “He was very proud of it. Hopefully I won’t break his bed again.”

Annette’s eyes flared with interest but she didn’t ask for details Lilly wouldn’t be able to give. “Trevor is usually busy with his job during the day helping with the landscaping, but if he’s ever a nuisance, just let me know. I’ll reassign him elsewhere.”

“I’m sure it won’t be a problem.” Hank noticed her and came running over to the glass, drawing Donovan’s attention.

Slowly, he stood and turned to face her, his dark gaze locked on her. His shirt was gorgeous pewter blue that matched her dress, his suit a darker navy. No tie, shirt open, again, revealing the need she had yet to fulfill for him. Soon, lover boy. Getting you a collar is my top priority once we’re back in the city.

Annette slid the door open for her and Lilly gave Hank a firm “down” hand gesture to keep him off her dress, though she did squat down and scratch behind his ears. “Are you being a good boy?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Donovan said in a low, gravelly voice. A secret just for her.

She looked up at him, surprised he’d even hint so much before his employee, but he didn’t even look at Annette. His eyes were locked to her cleavage. No surprise there. “No, you weren’t, Mr. Morgan. There are entirely too many expensive new clothes I can’t possibly accept in the bedroom.”

Annette headed back to the door but she winked at Lilly. “We’ll start serving in a few minutes, Mr. Morgan. Trevor, why don’t you take Hank over to our house for a while?”

“Sure thing, Mom.”

“Thank you, Annette. And yes, Miss Harrison, you can and will accept those things. It’s payback for what I did to your other set of clothes.”

Annette chuckled but kept right on walking and shut the door behind her.

Shaking her head, Lilly joined him at the table and allowed him to seat her.

“What’s the count, Mistress?”

She watched as Donovan sat in his seat, turning his chair to face her. He was able to sit without wincing, so she hadn’t done too much damage to his fine ass. “I was going to say zero.”

He shot a dark look at her as he poured them both a glass of wine. “After all that work locating exactly what I wanted and then getting it here so quickly so it’d be available before you woke up? Zero isn’t acceptable.”

“There are only so many bruises a body can take, Donovan. It’d be better—”

“No.”

Annette returned with a rolling cart and began setting items on the table, so Lilly had to wait to retort. Each moment only ratcheted up her irritation more, and worse, he knew it. A smile played on his lips and he started chatting up Annette to keep her delayed as long as possible.

“Do you know of any woman who’d turn down a rack of designer dresses?”

“Oh, sure, lots of them, Mr. Morgan.”

“You’re not helping my cause here.”

“We women have to stick together. But if I could pull off the same dress and look that good, I’d wear nothing else.”

Startled, Lilly had to glance down at herself again. Sure, she’d known the dress and bra would do incredible things for her boobs, but it wasn’t all that, was it? Annette had the much more traditional tall and willowy figure designers seemed to prefer. “It’s easy to look good in a well-made dress.”

“No, it isn’t. Some designer dresses wear you, not the other way around. You just have this sense of confidence and sensuality that makes the dress come alive. You have very good taste, Mr. Morgan.” Annette’s voice rang with a deeper sense of meaning Lilly couldn’t miss.

Her stomach started to feel a little funny. Jumpy. And the loaf of artisan bread he was breaking open with his hands didn’t make her mouth water.

“Yes, I do.” It’d be impossible to miss the heat smoldering in his eyes. He slathered butter on the bread and set a piece on a saucer in front of her but she could only stare at it, her throat tight. “Impeccable.” He waited until Annette left and then leveled a challenging look at Lilly. “You hate it when I tell you no above all else.”

She nodded, but her irritation had disappeared like a puff of smoke.

“Aren’t you going to eat your bread? Maybe I need to put more butter on it.”

“No.” He started to reach for it and she slapped his hand. “I said no. I’m thinking.”

He settled back in his chair and sipped the wine, dark eyes intent, not missing a thing. “I don’t think Mr. Moneybags is the problem this time. We were doing well until then. So what is it?”

She met his gaze straight on so she could watch the way his face betrayed him. “You’re falling for the Mistress.”

He didn’t wince, flinch, pale, redden or look away. “Yes, I am.”

Her stomach churned harder and she wrapped her fingers together in her lap. “It’s to be expected in a way. I just need to make sure I control how deep I let you fall.”

His eyes narrowed even more. “This isn’t something you can control in me, Lilly.”

“It’s my job to control it. I’m giving you what you need, something you’ve never had before. Your own words. It’s natural to start having romantic thoughts, confusing the heart for the needs of your body.”

“My heart’s not confused at all.”

“I’m just trying to protect us both. I’ve seen subs fall hard for the dominant in the scene. Outside the scene, it’s a different story. It can be tragic when the relationship doesn’t work and they lose the magic in the scene as well.”

“Ah. So you think I’m falling for the Mistress only, not the whole package.”

“You don’t know me, Donovan. The real me.” She said it softly, gently, but hurt still flickered in his eyes. “We haven’t discussed the other sides of my life at all. I haven’t even asked you about what your ideas for the stained glass will be this entire weekend. You’ve wined and dined and fucked Mistress L and she thanks you for it most appreciatively but don’t start thinking she’s all who’s sitting here with you tonight.”

“What’s the count?” He kept his voice even but his eyes were the window to his soul and he was both furious and determined. I have to protect him, even from himself.

With a sigh, she picked up the bread and nibbled on it. It was too delicious to waste. “How bruised is your ass?”

“Doesn’t matter. What’s the count?”

She fought not to roll her eyes. Silly boy. “One blow for each dress is too much. Let’s go with three. I’ll make them good and hard to compensate.” But not on your ass if you have any hope of sitting in your office Monday morning. I’ll have to use your back and thighs. No hardship there.

“Then four. And I told you I want you to design the glass. I really have no idea or inclination what symbols or theme to use.”

“I know the main color theme should be blue.”

He smiled but it wasn’t light and happy. “And I know your favorite color’s red. Quiz me some more, Lilly. Or is red only Mistress L’s favorite color?”

“Mistress L wears whatever color her clients ask her to wear,” she said with a deliberate arching of her brow. Low blow there, because she was wearing his dress. “But Lilly’s favorite color is red, I agree. What’s my favorite food?”

“Dessert,” he said immediately. “Specifically pie, followed by bread and butter. Your favorite wine is moscato,” he added, reaching over to splash a little more in her glass. “But when you get nervous, you can’t eat at all. You don’t like to get up early, and then you fall asleep every time you get the chance. You sleep so heavily you don’t even hear me bringing in boxes for half an hour and cleaning up the latest casualty of war.”

“Mistress L was exhausted.”

“So Mistress L often sleeps in her client’s beds?”

Her eyes flared before she could control her reaction. Ouch. Definitely a low blow.

“Tell me, Lilly. Exactly how many times has Mistress L fallen asleep with her sub? Give me the number and we’ll add it to my count. Or better yet, why don’t you tell me how many times Mistress L has come in the past with a submissive.”

She stared back at him, unable to answer.

“That’s what I thought. So I’m still stuck at four, aren’t I?”

Ricardo brought the first course himself. “French onion soup. Given the lady’s preference for bread, I made sure to cut the slice nice and thick so she has a good meaty bite. Enjoy.”

She dropped her gaze to the bowl and took a deep, shaking breath. As rich as the broth smelled, he’d probably cooked it all afternoon. Melted cheese ran over the sides of the bowl, nicely toasted. Donovan was already cracking the delicious crust of bread to get to the sweet caramelized onions below, but she hadn’t picked up her spoon yet. Not until this is resolved.

“I have a proposition, then.”

He set his spoon back in the bowl and reached over to squeeze her hand. “Anything.”

“No more Mistress L this weekend.”

His thumb rubbed lightly on the back of her hand but he didn’t immediately reply. To fill the silence, she explained. “It’d be better for your health anyway, both mentally and physically. I put you through the wringer today already. We both need a rest. Let’s just be ourselves. Enjoy a nice lazy day tomorrow. Then we’ll see about the thrashing I promised you.”

Still he hesitated, though his thumb continued that soothing, maddening circle. She couldn’t stand it and had to speak again. “I can’t beat you every single night, Donovan.”

His lips quirked. “I’m not asking you to, but I suppose your arm would get rather sore.”

“Exactly. Not to mention your backside.”

She could feel his eyes on her, cataloging every little twitch and tightness. Lightly, she gave a little tug of her hand but he refused to let go. In fact, he turned her hand over and began to draw circles on her palm. Those soft little brushes made goose bumps break out on her shoulders and she shivered.

“If I agree to wait for the thrashing, do I get to make love to Lilly tonight?”

“Sure,” she shrugged nonchalantly. “You had her earlier today too.”

“No. That was a hard, frantic, delicious fucking, pardon my language, Miss Harrison. I want to make love to you tonight.”

“I don’t know if I can give up Mistress L completely.” She meant it as a warning. If he thought she could just lie back and be passive in bed, he was sorely mistaken.

He nodded, still watching her so carefully it took all her concentration not to jerk her hand away from those sensitive stroking fingers. “My point exactly.”

“What?”

Smiling, he let go of her hand and picked up his spoon again. “Deal?”

“You drive a hard bargain, Mr. Morgan.”

 

Oh, Miss Harrison, you have no idea.

He couldn’t have asked for a better turn of events himself. She thought she needed to protect him, to slow things down. That was fine by him.

She thought he didn’t know anything about her, the real woman behind the luscious body and passionate soul. In that, she couldn’t be more mistaken. But she needed time to let it all soak in. If Donovan Morgan had learned anything in all his years of business takeovers, it was patience and cunning.

She laid the trap all by herself. All I have to do is sit back and watch.

“How are your parents?”

Her hand paused the spoon headed to her mouth. “Why?”

“You said I don’t know anything about the real you. I’m just letting you know I did my homework.”

Shaking her head, she took the bite, closed her eyes and groaned. Ricardo had definitely outdone himself yet again.

Donovan had to discretely reach down and adjust himself. Watching her foodgasms was almost as good as the real thing.

She finally managed to speak again. “Homework? What a joke. All you did was hire a PI. I’ve never told you anything about my parents so it doesn’t count.”

“So tell me.”

“Dad’s retired but he drives a school bus now. Mom teaches fifth grade.”

“And your brother?”

She dabbed the spoon into her soup but didn’t immediately lift another bite to her mouth. “If your PI’s any good, then he found out my brother had leukemia.”

“Had?”

She nodded and finally managed another bite. “He’s in remission now and things are looking good. But six years ago, it was pretty grim. They didn’t think he was going to make it.”

“That’s about when you left your job as a corporate accountant.”

“You don’t miss much do you?” She gave him a wry smile and paused long enough to take a sip of wine.

Sweetheart, I miss nothing. Nothing at all.

“Before the diagnosis, we were already worried we were going to lose him. He was into the wrong crowd at school, getting into trouble. Petty theft, vandalism, teenage rebel stuff, but definitely the wrong road. Then he got so sick and after months of chemo and hospitals and more chemo… It was like he woke up and had another chance at life. Even if he didn’t make it, he decided he was going to live what he had left with no holds barred. He managed to graduate from high school before he got too sick. At the worst, he married his high school sweetheart. Even if he died in a week, a month, they were determined to share what time he had left. I really think Sherri helped save him. She was right there with him, pulling him along, strengthening him, encouraging him. It was beautiful.”

It took all his willpower not to reach over and take her hand again. But the slightly breathy quality to her voice—and the fact she hadn’t dared another bite of the soup—told him she was too emotional. Too close to breaking control. And he didn’t want to do that to his Lilly.

“I had to stop and look at my life. I was in a job I hated. I was engaged to a guy I didn’t love. Not the way Sherri and Benjamin loved each other. The kind of love that said I’m going to love you even if this is horrible. Even if it kills me when you die. I don’t know if I can live without you and I don’t care. I can’t waste a single moment now.”

He hadn’t known she was engaged. Somehow, he couldn’t picture this shadow man. Had he been a submissive? Vanilla? A macho man or someone quiet and intelligent? Did it even matter?

“It was the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but I walked away from everything. I quit my job. Dumped the fiancé. And started over. I took control of my life and cut out everything that didn’t complete me or support me or make me happy. Along the way, I found Mistress L and I never looked back.”

“So your fiancé didn’t know about the Mistress,” he finally said. He didn’t want her to think he was jealous. Not like that. I just need to know what he failed to do so I don’t make the same mistakes.

“I didn’t know about the Mistress, so he sure didn’t. It just…” She sighed heavily and gave him a smile that fought not to be tired and weary and cynical. “On paper, we were a perfect fit. I probably could have married him and been okay. Two kids, our white collar jobs, a Suburban for hockey trips. My family liked him and my brother never completely forgave me for dumping someone he’d already adopted as an older brother. I hurt them both and disappointed my parents, even though they did support my decision. No one understood. Honestly, I don’t completely understand to this day. It just wasn’t right. I didn’t feel…”

“Whole.”

She nodded, her eyes going soft and distant as she looked back into her past. “Yeah. Something was missing. It was slowly killing me and I didn’t even know what it was. If I’d been older, I would have said it was a mid-life crisis.”

Like I felt until you, Lilly. But he didn’t say it. Not yet. She still needed time to process everything, but once he’d hit his knees today, he’d known.

Actually, he’d known when he looked at her picture and seen the incredible light in her eyes.

It’s time to put the sparkle back in those beautiful starry eyes. And keep it there. Whatever it takes.

She changed the subject. “Were you ever engaged?”

“I was actually married many years ago.”

Finally her spoon started moving again. “What was she like?”

Donovan shrugged. “Society princess. Beautiful, wealthy, cultured. On paper we were the perfect merger and between us we killed more trees for the pre-nup than it takes to launch an international company from scratch.”

She smiled and took another bite.

“Be glad you didn’t make the same mistake, Lilly. It’s horrible to be married to someone who only sees half of you. Who never touches that private, intimate heart aching for comfort and love. She didn’t even know it was there. Didn’t care. If she could see me now…”

It was her turn to reach over and squeeze his hand. “Would she be shocked at your wicked secret desires?”

“Horrified. Appalled. She’d probably faint dead away.”

“Good riddance. Did you ever tell Mrs. Morgan you loved her?”

He almost choked on his soup. Wiping his mouth on his napkin gave him a second to gather his thoughts. “I honestly don’t remember. I asked her to marry me and she agreed. We never professed undying love for each other. That kind of star-struck passion wasn’t part of our relationship.”

Nodding, Lilly settled back in her chair to wait on the next course. “It’s expected, right? You kiss the little wife on the way to work and say in passing, ‘Love you, dear.’ I was the same way with Michael. I cared about him. I was willing to sleep with him. So of course I loved him, right? But in the end, I didn’t. Not the kind of love I decided I wanted.”

“The kind your brother has.”

“Yeah.” Eyes solemn and heavy, she looked at him and smiled, but it was tinged with sadness, like a dream she’d once had that could never ever be. “So I decided I wouldn’t ever tell another person I loved them unless I really meant it. Like I felt when I found out my brother was dying. When I pictured what our family would be like without him. When I saw the way he smiled at his sweetheart in front of the altar even though he didn’t have any hair from the chemo treatments and he was so weak he had to sit for part of the ceremony. I’ll have that love and nothing else.”

She meant to warn him off, but she might as well have waved a red flag in front of his nose. Then that’s exactly what I’m going to give you, sweetheart.

Her head tipped to the side, her eyes pleading with him to understand. Her smile wobbled just a little, as if she’d be sad to see him headed in the opposite direction. Actually, that’s exactly what she expects. She thinks I’ll have a few good nights with Mistress L and then go on my merry way. In her mind, she’s already preparing to say goodbye.

Like hell.

You’ve underestimated the wrong man, Lilly.

He sat back in his chair and sipped his wine, fighting not to let his lips twitch into a smug smile. “That’s a very good rule to have. I think I’ll adopt it myself.”

Surprised, she sat up a little straighter, her eyes losing some of the sadness. “You will?”

“Yes. No reckless declarations of love until they’re undying. In fact, I’ll even swear not to make any such professions until and unless you’ve said the same to me.”

She frowned a little, as if unsure her message had been received or not. Ricardo returned to clear their bowls and lay down the next course. “Beef Wellington with pureed sweet potatoes and sautéed spinach. I hope you like your meat medium, Miss Harrison?”

“For beef, yes. Medium is fine.” Though her smile of appreciation in Donovan’s direction spoke volumes about what she thought about his size.

Roaring with laugher, Ricardo headed for the kitchen. “You’ve got a keeper, Donnie.”

“Don’t I know it, Ricky.”

Her eyes narrowed, her fingers drummed on the table and when she spoke, her voice edged down into Mistress L command territory. “Didn’t you hear a word I said?”

Ignoring her irritation, he sliced into the perfectly cooked filet. “I heard every single word.”

She gave up trying to intimidate him with such scents wafting up from her plate. She slipped a bite of tender steak and flaky crust into her mouth and melted. He wouldn’t have batted an eye if she slipped right out of her chair to puddle on the floor.

Just you wait until I get you in my bed tonight, Lilly without the Mistress L. Just you wait.


Chapter Fourteen

Standing at the bathroom door in a sexy little negligee, Lilly couldn’t quite find the courage to turn the door handle.

This is stupid. I’ve spanked his ass and destroyed his condo already. So why am I nervous now?

Because Lilly stood here, not the Mistress.

Me.

All the playing and tormenting was natural for her. Teasing him by going commando or playing dress up with some designer labels was fun. But this…

This felt too much like a honeymoon. It had that kind of significance and weight to it.

Donovan wants to make love to me tonight.

When things got too heavy and emotional, she wouldn’t have the Mistress to retreat to. For fuck’s sake, it’d been her suggestion. No scene. No dominance and submission. No crop, no toys, no bondage.

Just sex.

They’d had just sex before already today, but this still felt different. He hadn’t even touched her yet and her skin felt raw and overly sensitive. She’d tried to explain her stance about love and commitment, but she had a feeling she could club him over the head with a 2x4 and he still wouldn’t get what she was trying to say. Don’t count on me falling in love. Protect your heart, Donovan. The Mistress can be a cold, unfeeling bitch who’s not going to settle for polite affection or even friendship.

She wants the whole thing. She wants you body and heart and soul for all time. Your pride can’t stand up to that for long.

Staring at herself in the mirror, she made herself really look. The nipples hard and erect. The light sheen of sweat on her skin. The fire in her eyes. Thin and sheer, the tiny skirt clung to her curves. A tiny satin thong covered her cleft, drawn tight by the moisture betraying her desire.

I want him, yes. But I don’t love him.

She wanted to love him. She’d dreamed about having a submissive like him, so bossy and arrogant and proud, determined to defy her wishes. Because when it came to submission, those kind of men fell the hardest. When he’d gone to his knees for her, whoa. She’d never felt more of a rush. It’d been exhilarating and moving and soul-searingly deep.

But it wasn’t love.

And someday, proud Mr. Morgan would decide that lover boy and sexy beast weren’t as important as keeping his ego intact and he’d move on.

Enjoy him while it lasts, she told herself in the mirror. Eat pie off his sinful body. Whip his glorious ass as often as he lets you. Relish his sexy growls and his shaking vulnerability and save those moments up to feed your fantasies later.

Once he’s moved on.

Determined to face whatever sensual torment he’d been devising for her, she threw open the door and sailed into the bedroom head held high. Only he wasn’t in the bed, which Annette had made while they were eating dinner. She’d even thoughtfully turned down the covers and left a chocolate on each pillow. Oh, honey, not even enough for an appetizer.

“Lilly.” His low voice strummed her spine, making her jumpy and fidgety, totally unlike the Mistress’s cool control. She fought to keep her face smooth and her nerves buried as she turned to face him.

Lounging on pillows he’d scattered on the floor in front of a large gas fireplace, he watched her with dark, steady eyes. He wore a pair of cotton pajama pants but nothing else, the white startling against his tanned skin. He’d spread a fluffy comforter out on the floor. Dark chocolate. The same color as the pie sitting beside him.

“Dessert is served.” He lifted his hand, holding out his fingers to her until she came and slipped her hand into his. He pulled her down beside him, uncomplaining when she sat instead of lying back on the pillows. “Unlike you, I’m going to serve our pie now before we get carried away and waste it.”

“What does Big Apple Chocolate Silk Pie mean?” She hated the quaver in her voice. The uncertainty. She wasn’t completely sure how to be with a man if she wasn’t the Mistress any longer. Even the lusty wench channeled the Mistress’s power and confidence. She’d taken what she wanted without hesitation.

But his desire to make love to her had somehow disabled her confidence.

“New York Style cheesecake topped with French silk pie. Sometimes he does chocolate cheesecake on the bottom, but…” He lifted out a piece of pie with the server and laid it on the waiting saucer. “This one’s plain.”

Now she could see the white and dark layers and her mouth watered. Graham cracker crust and traditional New York cheesecake, with another inch of thick chocolate custard, topped with yet another layer of whipped cream and curls of chocolate shavings. “There’s far from anything plain about such a decadent dessert.”

“I couldn’t agree more.”

She searched his gaze, trying to pinpoint the deeper tone to his voice, but he merely smiled. “We even have forks. So you don’t have to eat with your fingers. Unless you want to, of course.”

She accepted the plate and waited while he served his. It was strangely proper, despite the fact that they were reclining on the floor barely dressed. Her mouth quirked.

“There she is.” She risked a glance back to his face and he smiled, scooting closer and then reclining on his elbow beside her. “It’d be a crime for you to be so nervous you can’t eat this incredible pie.”

“I’m not nervous.” To prove her point, she took the first bite of pie. Cheesecake, thick and creamy. Chocolate silk on top. Oh oh oh. So good, it took her a minute to realize he stroked her thigh, fingertips feather soft and gentle. She also noted his untouched pie waiting on the saucer. “Aren’t you going to eat any?”

“I will. I’m having too good of a time watching you enjoy it. Why don’t you try a bite of only chocolate silk?”

Not a bad idea. Carefully, she separated the top layer so fluffy chocolate cream slid down her throat as easily as silk. “Fuck. No wonder it’s called chocolate silk.”

“Mmmm.” He nuzzled the outside of her knee while his fingers roamed her calf. “Yes. I agree completely.”

“You haven’t even tried any yet.”

“I’m sampling my own dessert.”

Trying for nonchalant, she ate the remaining bite of cheesecake without its crust. So rich and creamy and heavy, authentic New York Style. No shortcut cheesecake for Ricardo. “So that’s the way it’s going to be tonight?”

“It’s only fair. You had dessert last night and I didn’t get any.” No wonder he’d spread the blanket out to protect the carpet. “I must confess to being disappointed in these.” So softly she hadn’t even felt it, those wicked fingers had slipped up beneath the negligee to touch the satin covering her crotch. “I always thought I was a thong man but now… I’d much rather see you wearing nothing at all.”

“That can be arranged.”

“Soon. Why don’t you roll over and remind me why I thought I liked thongs first? You can still keep your pie.” When she hesitated, he widened his eyes and pretended innocence. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

Somehow when she’d imagined him eating pie off her, it wasn’t off her butt. It made her laugh, though, which was exactly what he wanted. “You’re getting better at this light-hearted teasing gig.”

“Thanks to you. Mr. Douche Bag has to unbend sometime, right?”

“Oh all right.” Pretending to grumble, she rolled over and propped her cheek on her hand so she could still eat her pie. She lifted her feet and crossed her ankles, kicking her legs gently. “But if you don’t hurry up, I might eat yours too.”

“Take another bite.”

His voice sounded funny, making her look over his shoulder. Donovan Morgan stared at her ass like he’d just found nirvana. Chuckling, she couldn’t help but arch her back a little to lift her butt higher. “I took you for a boob man.”

“I am, sweetheart, but damn. I’d have to be dead not to think your ass was a gorgeous work of art. Are you eating your pie?”

She sampled the whipped cream and had to admit it was just as good as Dmitri’s. However, the shaved chocolate took it up a whole other notch.

His lips fluttered against her hip, butterfly kisses up to the skinny little waistband of the thong. Then he followed the thin strip down the crack of her ass, pressing gentle kisses on either side. His hands stroked the curves of her ass, kneading slightly harder.

“I’m not going to break.”

He rose up on his hands and knees, hovering over her. “I don’t want to interfere with your dessert. I’d feel horrible if I made you come so hard you buried your face in that creamy pie.”

She snorted, but yeah, she wouldn’t mind at all. “You’re welcome to try.”

He pushed her thighs open and had his upper body planted between her knees before she could get the fork in her mouth again. “I hoped you’d say that.”

 

For years, he’d had agonizing fantasies about his Dream Mistress.

Harsh and fierce, She’d force him to his knees, fist Her hand in his hair, and drag his mouth to do Her bidding. He’d lick until his tongue was numb and still She would demand more, coming over and over while he waited in agony on his knees. She’d force him to service Her in every way imaginable with only his tongue, using his face until he wanted to die.

He’d needed the force and humiliation because deep down, he hadn’t really thought he’d find a woman who would welcome his needs, no matter how dirty and raw. If She forced him, then there was no conscience. No guilt. He hadn’t had a choice.

Lilly didn’t have to force him, because she found no guilt in pleasure. She enjoyed sex as much as she enjoyed to eat, open, honest and so damned hot he could come just from listening to her.

He slid his tongue beneath the thong and she groaned so loud he had to stop and see if she was eating pie…or enjoying him.

And it was all him.

She lifted her hips and reached down to push the thong down her hips as far as she could, and he dragged them the rest of the way. She didn’t go back flat on her stomach, but remained on her knees. Giving him full access to whatever he wanted. The hell if she didn’t sway her killer ass back and forth in a flirtatious come-hither dance that made his mouth go dry.

No shame in having her ass high in the air. Not like for him today on the boat. She didn’t care if he just looked at her. In fact, she cocked her head over her shoulder and wriggled her ass some more just to watch him squirm.

He had to clear his throat to find a single word. “What are my limits?”

On her elbows, she swiped her fingers in a healthy dollop of whipped cream and then reached down to smear it right where she wanted him, and by the way her breath caught, her aim was unfailingly true. “Make me come. I don’t care how.”

In other words, free license, as long as it felt good. “Are you up for a challenge?”

She let out a wicked laugh and dropped back down on her belly, though she cocked up on one hip slightly so she could look back at him. “Always, lover boy.”

“Do you think you can finish your piece of pie before I make you come?”

Her eyes narrowed. “That’s a big fucking piece of pie.”

“It is.” He agreed, trailing his fingertips down her hip and along the hollows behind her knees. “And you’ve already had a taste of my technique.”

She shivered, and he wasn’t sure whether it was from the sensitivity of her knees or the memory of last night. “You know I like a challenge.”

“And I’m the kind of man who always gets what I want.”

As if deep in thought, she dipped her finger in chocolate and popped it in her mouth. “What do you want? Because if you think you can make me beg, I’ll fuck you so hard you won’t be able to get it up again for a week.”

For a moment, he couldn’t move, let alone speak. She might have meant it as a threat, but it sure didn’t sound half bad in his opinion. However, he had no intention of making her beg. The very idea offended him. Naturally he hated the idea that she planned to make him beg, but he was the submissive. It was only fitting he be brought low by his Mistress, if she were strong enough to do it.

And Lilly’s definitely strong enough.

“I wouldn’t even think to try and do that to you,” he finally managed to say. “I just want…”

She cocked her head, watching him intently but waiting for him to answer.

There was so much he wanted to say. The words built up in his chest, a heavy pressure threatening to stop his heart. I need you so badly. My heart and soul are yours. If you leave me I’ll die. I’ll keel over right here and never get up. I love you, Lilly Harrison.

But she wouldn’t believe it. Not so soon. It was just good sex. He was just one well-satisfied submissive. It couldn’t be more than that so soon.

He certainly couldn’t blame her for such doubts. After all, he’d only known her for a few days. But I’ve been waiting to find her for a lifetime.

If I can’t tell her…I’ll just have to show her.

“I want to make you come so hard you look like you’ve just won a pie-eating contest.”

Startled, she laughed and rolled back on her stomach. “All right, lover boy. In this, your wish is my command. Just remember the consequences if you take me that high.”

Once she came, she’d be out of control, taking whatever she wanted. His voice cracked when he said, “That’s why I put down a tarp, so to speak.”

“Good thinking. I wouldn’t want to have to explain to Annette why you needed new carpet yet again.”

He flattened his palm in the small of her back, rubbed down the full curve of her ass and down to cup her pussy in his hand. He didn’t rub or slide his fingers—he just wanted to hold her. To feel the surge of her desire as he kissed one cheek and then the other. Maybe she didn’t know how wondrous it made him feel to know she was already wet. It hadn’t taken foreplay or even a scene. She’d only come out of the bathroom minutes ago. Yet she was so wet he could slide deep now without hesitation or worry that she wasn’t ready to take him despite his size. Her desire floored him. She wants me as badly as I want her.

Light and soft, he dipped his tongue into the hollows at the small of her back and teased along the ridges of her spine. When he grazed with his teeth in a playful bite, she arched her back and purred. Bolder, he pressed tiny nips along the bottom of her cheek, his sweet spot. When the crop came down there where his ass joined his thigh, it sent him higher than any blow on any other part of his body. Evidently she liked it too because she squirmed against his hand, demanding more.

He licked deeper until he tasted the whipped cream and she writhed against his tongue. Groaning, she pushed back against him, lifting up to put him right where she wanted. Kneading her hips, he pulled her apart, widening access to her core. He couldn’t get enough of her. Her taste, her heat, the reckless way she rubbed on him, taking what she wanted. He pressed his teeth into the delicate outer lips, sharp little bites that drove her insane. She rocked in his grasp, forcing him to grip her hips harder to keep her still. Yet she still managed to twist and work enough to get his fingers inside her.

Then she started to ride him in earnest, lifting her ass, rocking back on him. He’d joked about putting her face in the pie plate, but he was the one with his face buried. He didn’t even try to control his movements let alone attempt to torment her. Instead, he just offered up his tongue, his lips, his entire face available for her. Her moan rose in intensity and she shuddered against him. He locked onto her flesh, sucking whatever he could get into his mouth. Fighting not to come himself, he almost didn’t hear the whispered sigh of his name.

Donovan.

That brought him up in a hurry. Wrapping an arm around her waist, he intended to hold her until she calmed, hugging her against his chest. However, she had other ideas. Her back humped and she almost managed to toss him off. When that failed, she reached back and dug her nails into his hamstrings. He ended up dropping his weight against her, pinning her beneath him. She had cheesecake on her chin and chocolate in her hair, but the pie was mostly gone. Just chocolate smears and a few crumbs left. Arching beneath him, she heaved up against him, but she didn’t have a prayer of throwing him off.

Panting, she finally quieted beneath him. “Sorry. I forgot I told you this was your night.”

Surprised she’d even think she had to apologize, he lifted up to his hands and knees on top of her. “I thought you were going to peel my hide off for pressing you down.”

“Hardly.” She kept her head low but rose up on her knees, pressing up against his groin. “If I wanted you off of me, I’d have gotten a grip on your dick that would bring you under control in a heartbeat.”

He couldn’t quite picture what she meant, until she shoved her hand down between her legs and managed to get the head of his cock between her thumb and index finger.

“See?” She gave him a tug, pulling him tight against her, and broke sweat out on his forehead. “Any man is guided by his little head.”

He’d never realized she’d be able to dominate him even if he had the upper hand so to speak. Bigger, stronger and heavier, he ought to have been the one taking her. Doggie style with her head low, ass high, she ought to have been somewhat submissive. Not my Lilly. “So I see. And where do you want to guide me?”

“Here.” She rubbed just the head of his cock in the tantalizing moisture before pushing him inside. “Now it’s your job to make me scream.”

He buried to the hilt in one hard lunge that made her gasp and throw her head back against his shoulder. “Your wish is my command.”

With long, slow thrusts, he tried to make it last as long as possible. He didn’t want this night to ever end. Even if it meant he never came again. But she was so tight, rocking with him, her low, hoarse cries lighting a fire in him. Harder, deeper, he couldn’t stop driving into her. Drunk on her sounds of pleasure, he gripped her hips and flexed his buttocks, driving as deep as she could physically take him.

Twisting her hands in the blanket, she growled out, “There. Hit that spot again.”

Sweat trickled down his back, but he fought to rein himself in enough to give her the slow, deep rub inside again. It wasn’t a thrust, not exactly. He was barely moving, every inch of him encased in her sweet, tight body. Her muscles clamped down on him and he was almost gone, almost lost in the mad haze of release, but he fought it off. Panting, he gripped her hips, back arched, and groaned.

“Let go,” she whispered. “Just let go. I want to feel you in all your wild glory.”

A tremor racked him, dragging another rough sound from his throat. Not yet. I want her to know what she means to me.

Leaning down, he laid his cheek against her shoulder and slid his hands along her arms to entwine his fingers with hers. Ever so slowly, he drew back, an agonizing withdrawal that made her quiver and squeeze his hands. He pushed back inside just as slowly, driving back as deeply as before. Again. She twisted beneath him, arching and pushing back against him to try and get him to go faster.

“You feel so good,” she groaned. “So big. You’re hitting me deeper than anyone ever has. Such a big, thick dick, Donovan. I want to feel it pumping in and out of me, hard and fast and long.”

“Not fair,” he ground out.

She let out a ragged laugh. “Everything’s fair when I’m trying to get lover boy to turn into sexy beast. Where’s your roar and growl?”

He couldn’t resist letting out a rough growl against her ear. “Like this?”

“Harder. Try to pound me through the floor.”

Again, he couldn’t refuse to give her what she wanted. The thud of flesh, the desperate edge of her voice, the tight, hot grip of her body. He couldn’t hold back. Even if it meant he roared before she finally gave him the scream of release he’d been trying to earn.

Collapsing beside her, he gathered her in his arms. She snuggled into him with a pleased little sigh and promptly went to sleep. Tenderly, he pushed her tumbled hair back off her face and used the blanket to wipe the chocolate off her chin. Another time, I’m going to make slow, sweet love to you, Lilly Harrison.


Chapter Fifteen

Tired but pleased with a very productive day, Lilly walked into Morgan Industries at 5:05 p.m. Gathering her perky pink Coach bag from her desk, Miss Wruthers jumped to attention. “Miss Harrison.”

Her tone said, What the hell are you doing here? “Miss Wruthers, please, just call me Lilly.”

The other woman sniffed and didn’t make the same offer in exchange. Her perfectly plucked brows arched as she took in Lilly’s casual attire. Yeah, maybe the “Bite me, I love it” T-shirt wasn’t the best choice to wear into an office setting, but she’d been too pleased with her day’s work to go home and change.

“I take it you accepted Mr. Morgan’s commission for the windows?”

“I did.” Lilly smiled and tightened her grip on the portfolio. She already had some preliminary sketches to show him. “It’s a big project, but I’m excited about what we’re going to be able to do. It’ll definitely make an impression on people as they pass through to the light-rail station.”

“Let’s just hope it’s the right impression.” Miss Wruthers smiled back but it was all teeth and nothing friendly. “He might have gotten you at a bargain discount price but let’s hope the windows don’t end up looking like a cheap reproduction.”

Oh so that’s how it is. Lilly inwardly sighed but didn’t let her face betray any emotion. Evidently Miss Wruthers had decided she was competition. Though how she thought Donovan would go for a woman like her, she had no idea. The shy, breathy secretary she’d met the first day had just been a calculated act. One that was totally off base if the woman was trying to snare his attention. Evidently Lilly didn’t warrant the full-blown act. “I personally guarantee it won’t look like a cheap reproduction. But I’m leaning toward something chapel-ish. Or maybe medieval. I think he’d love something along those lines, don’t you?”

Miss Wruthers rummaged in her purse and pulled out a lipstick. Ignoring Lilly, she lovingly coated her lips a delicate pink that matched her suit perfectly. Actually, her suit looked extremely nice. Along with a Coach bag. Her heels were also a very nice cream and pink slingback in a classic style. It just screamed snooty grand old family. Would a woman like her really be happy working as a secretary? Even for a rich man like Donovan?

“I’m sorry, Lilly, but I can’t quite imagine a woman like you pulling off anything chapel-ish.”

She didn’t even try to hold back the laugh. “Oh, Miss Wruthers, you have no idea.”

“Why are you here anyway?” Miss Wruthers glared at her over her mirror. “He’s not expecting you. If you must see him, I’ll have to check his calendar. He might have five minutes Thursday or Friday to squeeze you in.”

“On the contrary, Miss Wruthers.” At his voice, Miss Wruthers jumped like someone had goosed her and hastily shoved the lipstick into her bag. Mr. Morgan cocked his hip against the doorway. “You’re late, Miss Harrison.”

Every inch the sumptuous wealthy businessman, Donovan took Lilly’s breath away. There was just something about a man in a gorgeous suit. Especially when I’ve eaten cherry pie off his cock and he’s eaten chocolate pie off my pussy. “Traffic was heavy.”

His eyes narrowed, his lips thin with disapproval. “You know how I feel about you driving.”

“I know,” she said brightly. Thanks to him, her car had been waiting for her in her driveway, freshly washed and serviced. With so many new stickers all over the windshield he must have had everything inside serviced down to the tires he’d been so critical of. “Are you ready for dinner?”

“Do you need anything else, Mr. Morgan?” Miss Wruthers asked in a futile effort to get his attention back on her.

He didn’t even look at her, but kept those dark eyes locked on Lilly. “Did you arrange for the driver tomorrow?”

“Of course, sir. He’ll arrive at eight tomorrow morning.”

“Make it ten. Miss Harrison isn’t a morning person.”

Miss Wruthers’s lips tightened, making her mouth look like a shriveled-up prune. “Shall he pick her up at her home? In Oakdale, isn’t it?”

“No,” Donovan said without elaborating. “Have him make himself available here.”

Because I’ll be sleeping in Mr. Morgan’s bed. Again. Lilly had to smother a chuckle at the strangled look on the secretary’s face. She definitely had designs on her boss. Had being the operative word.

“All right,” Miss Wruthers replied stiffly. “Good night, Mr. Morgan.”

If the woman had at least tried to be polite—for instance, if she’d simply said goodnight to her too—Lilly wouldn’t have felt the need to poke at her. “Pencil me in every evening at five this week, Miss Wruthers. I have several things I need to discuss with Mr. Morgan. Important things.” Like collars, stained glass designs and what Dmitri is offering for dessert tonight.

Naturally the woman didn’t acknowledge her request until Mr. Morgan confirmed it. “An excellent idea which will ensure I’m done with work on time each day.”

“As you wish, Mr. Morgan.” Miss Wruthers turned back at the elevator and gave him a hesitant smile. But he still wouldn’t look in her direction. In fact, he’d crossed his arms and glowered at Lilly. With one last glare in her direction, Miss Wruthers stepped on the elevator and headed home.

“Did you drive?”

“No.”

“The bus?”

She smiled. “Nope.”

He let his arms fall and stepped away from the door. “Let me shut down my computer and then I’d like to show you a possible warehouse site you can use for production.”

“As long as we eat soon.”

He sat down behind his desk and started putting things away until the glossy top was bare. “Do you want to go to Dmitri’s? Or may I take you somewhere new?”

“As long as I don’t have to change my clothes, I don’t care. I’m starving. Do you want to see what I’ve got so far here? Or wait?”

“If you’re hungry, let’s wait. We can even go to the warehouse afterward since I already own it.”

She frowned. “You already owned it—before you knew I needed space? Or you bought it today?”

“Not today.”

Leaning down to brace her hand on the desk, she narrowed a glare on him. “But…?”

He smiled. “I bought it Friday. You need the space and it’s a good investment.”

“One.”

He planted his hands on the desk and stood, leading in toward her. “Why are you so hungry?”

“Because I fucking forgot to eat lunch.”

“Two. Three for failing to take care of yourself.”

“That wasn’t part of our bargain.”

“It is now.”

She held his gaze, letting her energy build to a fevered pitch, until he finally gave her what she was waiting for.

“Mistress. I want only to make sure you’re taken care of.”

She leaned closer and pressed a gentle kiss to his lips. “Is that your job, lover boy?”

“If you’ll let me.”

She leaned back just enough to see his eyes. “Remember when I called you today? What did I ask you?”

He swallowed. “My neck measurement.”

“I didn’t buy you a shirt.” She turned and headed for the door, pausing to look back at him. “Are you ready?”

His nostrils flared with each breath and his eyes blazed with emotion. Breathing deeply, it took him a moment to follow, likely because he was trying to bring his body back under control. Gathering his briefcase, he paused long enough to jerk at the neck of his shirt to loosen the pressure on his throat. “I have a question.”

“Yes?”

He strode toward her, all lithe power like a predator on the hunt. It made her nipples pebble against her T-shirt. “What can I do to make you curse more short of taking you shopping?”

Chuckling, she let him take her arm as he preferred and waited for the elevator. “You don’t want to take me shopping?”

“I don’t want to waste the time on shopping tonight. Any other day, I’ll absolutely drop everything to take you shopping for whatever you want.”

“Oh, I don’t know, lover boy. I’m feeling very ashamed of my loose tongue tonight. I don’t think I’ll curse again for quite some time.”

As soon as the elevator door opened, he lifted her up and had her pressed against the inside wall, high enough she could look into his eyes. “I’ll show you a loose tongue.”

She draped her arms around his neck. “Later. Talk food to me.”

He pressed her harder against the wall, working his knee up between her legs so she was riding his thigh. “Make me.”

“I’m fucking starving so fucking tell me where we’re going.”

He grinned and let her drop down to the floor. “Five. And we’re going to my favorite place for a change.”

“I hope my clothes won’t offend anyone.”

“Not at all.” He didn’t elaborate, which she chose to allow, simply because she relished the surprise. Where would posh Mr. Morgan take her to eat tonight in jeans and a risqué T-shirt?

 

 

Driving down Payne Avenue was like backing up thirty years. He turned onto his old street and parked in front of the older two-story house he’d grown up in. Two large maples anchored either side of the front porch, and more large pines towered over the house in the back yard. Roses tumbled around the front and down the side of the house, all lovingly planted by his mother. Wild and overgrown, they were a gorgeous splash of color against the craftsman-style home. He didn’t have to roll down the window to remember those heirloom roses he’d given her every birthday and Mother’s Day would smell incredible.

“Surely this isn’t where we’re eating,” Lilly said slowly.

“No, but I can’t come to this neighborhood without stopping by to say hello.”

Her eyes widened. “We’re here to see someone?”

“No. Just a bunch of old memories.” He smiled but he knew it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “This is where I grew up. Until Mom passed away.”

Lilly threaded her fingers through his. “Does anyone live here? I mean, do you want to go inside, or does it make you uncomfortable?”

“Not at all, I love this old place. I bought it as soon as I could afford it twenty years ago. I even lived in it for a while. It was nice, actually. I felt closer to her, more connected to my roots and where I came from. Ricky lived next door and we were inseparable. We played ball in the street and rode our bikes all over the neighborhood, though we weren’t supposed to go all the way down to Payne. When we got older, we’d often sneak down to the bakery. Even then, Ricky knew his food. The most delicious crème donuts you’ve ever had.” Her stomach growled, making him laugh. “We can come back for a tour some other time. Let me show you where Ricky and I both got our first jobs.”

He drove back down Payne, turned onto Minnehaha and down a block to reach the little corner diner he’d practically lived at. “We started as dishwashers, cleaning the nastiest, filthiest monster pots you’ve ever seen. Later, I escaped to my aunt’s house and then started working on Dad’s boat, but Ricky stayed in the kitchen and eventually took over on the grill. He never left food after that.”

“For which my stomach is still thanking him after such an incredible weekend. Hank is happy too. He got a two-hour walk this morning.”

Waiting at the light before pulling into the parking lot at Gus’s Family Diner, he shot a quick look at her face to gauge her reaction. He’d never been with a woman who enjoyed to eat and didn’t claim to be on a diet every time the dessert tray came by. But if she wasn’t happy… I’ll tell Ricardo to come up with something delectable with fruit and less sugar. Less cream.

Oh hell no.

She winked at him. “Maybe you can help me out with a really hard, sweaty, rough workout tonight. Then I can justify having a nice big juicy hamburger and fries for dinner.”

He had to wait a few moments to make sure his voice didn’t crack with desire. “My lady’s wish is my command.”

Gus’s Family Diner was the typical greasy spoon diner with a stainless steel counter and old-fashioned drug store stools lining the bar where you could watch the grill masters at work. Classic black and white tiles covered the floor, making the red tables and chairs pop. However, the glass tiles on the wall and shiny counters were brand new.

“Back in my day, this was a popular place for kids to hang out after school for a fountain drink or hand-dipped shake, but like so many diners across the country, it fell on hard times as the generations changed. Kids don’t want to come hang out at a greasy hamburger joint any longer. They just stop by McDonald’s, too busy playing on their phones to even sit down and have a conversation.”

“Let me guess, you bought this place too.”

He smiled. “Guilty as charged. I couldn’t stand by and watch this place fall into disrepair and then oblivion. Ricky came back for a while and helped train an all-new staff. We also renovated, going for a classic, clean vibe. We’re still not making much money, but it’s nice to see the old place stay true to its roots.”

“I had no idea you were such a sentimental man, Donovan.”

He could only shrug like it meant nothing, but her warm approval made his stomach feel like he’d just drank a cup of hot cocoa.

“Is there a place we can sit and spread out some sketches without getting food all over them?”

“Sure.” He led the way to the dining room housing the same jukebox from when he’d worked here. There were a few older couples sitting at small tables, but the family-sized table big enough to seat eight was empty. “Will this suit?”

Lilly laid her portfolio down on the table and started pulling out papers. “Perfect.” The waiter showed up, a young man, surely not old enough to even shave, to take their order. Not holding back, she stayed true to her word and ordered the biggest bacon cheeseburger on the menu with a side of hand-cut French fries and a cherry soda. She organized the papers, sorting them into some kind of order. After the waiter brought their drinks and she didn’t even notice the real cherries swimming in her Coke, Donovan realized she was nervous.

“So what do you have to show me?”

She looked up at him, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. “These are still rough at this point. Nothing’s final and far from perfect. It’s just a preliminary idea.”

“I’m not expecting laminated proposals, spreadsheets and a PowerPoint presentation, at least not until tomorrow.”

Her mouth quirked and she laid the first page down in front of him. “I can’t draw a lick, so these are Marie’s first sketches after I described the idea to her. First, this is the entire wall, drawn to scale with each window pane marked off. I know you said you want the whole thing done in stained glass, but I’m thinking about doing some of the panes all clear so that the colored ones really stand out. Plus if I tackle each individual window separately, it’ll allow us to install in stages as each team finishes their work, instead of trying to coordinate one massive design.”

“Makes sense.” This picture didn’t really tell him what the windows would actually contain—it just showed which ones she planned to leave clear with some kind of pattern. “Did you decide on a theme?”

She took a deep breath and flipped the top paper. “Boats. Specifically, your boats. I wanted to highlight your family’s roots.”

He stared down at the sketch of a yacht with Beverly penciled on its side. It was rough and loose, but Marie had managed to capture the general shape of the boat. Off to each side, she’d also sketched out larger fishing boats and even an ocean liner. Chains and anchors ran through the whole design to tie them all together. The center window pane was an eagle—the Morgan Industries logo—with chain wrapped around its leg and a massive salmon in its beak.

For him, it was a subtle reminder of his secret desire although very tastefully done. Even the mighty eagle was bound.

“We can’t really do the other boats justice until I can provide her pictures to go off of. I thought for sure we could do your dad’s and grandfather’s boats, and then any other family boats you might want to add. I wasn’t sure about the ocean liners. I know the chains might be too much. Would you say something, please? Do you hate it?”

Not lifting his gaze from the chained eagle, he laid his hands flat on the table. They were trembling.

“Oh, God, you hate it.” She reached down to drag the sketch away but he slammed his hand down on it so hard she jumped. “I have a few other ideas. Let me meet with Marie again tomorrow—”

“No.” The raw edge to his voice made his shoulders tighten, bracing for her reaction to a refusal.

“But—”

“I said no!”

Slowly, she sat down across from him. She didn’t touch him or say anything, but just waited for him to explain. Lilly waited, patient and calm. Because the Mistress would have dragged him out of his chair by his hair and bent him over the table for a healthy dose of punishment.

How could he explain what this meant to him? That she’d walked into his life and in a single weekend moved him more than he ever expected? The high and mighty Mistress had taken the time to get to know him, the real him, where he’d come from, his family. Quietly, gently, she’d taken his very heart and captured it in a few simple sketches.

“I’ll get you the pictures. Whatever you need. I can’t…” He had to swallow, his throat shredded like he’d swallowed a handful of razor blades, but he made himself lift his head and meet her gaze. He knew it was too intense, his heart in his eyes. But she has to know how much this means to me. “It’s perfect. I couldn’t have asked for this if you hadn’t shown me it was possible.”

“Are you sure? I know the chains are…suggestive.”

He traced the chain wrapped around the eagle’s leg with a shaking finger. “Yes. It’s as necessary as Beverly.” As necessary as you are to me. “You’re giving me my chain tonight. I want the chain in the picture as well.”

“Well, yes, about that…”

He jerked his gaze back up to hers. “You promised.”

“I have the collar we discussed, yes. But I also purchased a training collar. It’s—”

“No.”

“You sure are saying no a lot tonight.” Her patience was running thin by the narrowed glare she leveled on him. “My tolerance for such impertinence goes only so far.”

“No training collar. No play. This is real to me.”

“I know.” She laid her hand on top of his, stilling the aimless strokes he was still drawing on the picture without even realizing it. “But we can’t rush it. In some circles, a dominant’s collar is as significant as an engagement ring. You hardly want to be engaged to me after a single weekend.”

Oh really?

The waiter brought their food, giving him time to sit back and study her. She’d already made herself completely necessary, vital and crucial. He was having a hard time imagining what it would be like to not have her waiting for him each day, and she’d only come to his office at five this evening. What if she wasn’t there tomorrow? If she wasn’t going to come home with him? Could he face another day without her warmth? Her foul mouth that never hesitated to tell him exactly what she thought? Her absolute passion? Her unfailing strength and determination?

She chatted easily with the young waiter, laughing about how good the burgers smelled she might just eat on top of her artwork. Of course she wouldn’t dare, and she was hungry enough she scooted down to the middle of the table to keep the sketches clean. Donovan didn’t follow right away, but instead flipped through the rest of the pages. They were all sea- and boat-themed, salmon, crab and cod. In the margins, she’d made notes about colors, staying true to the blues and greens of the sea, the stormy gray of the sky, the ice and cold of snow. Even her overall design for the entire wall left room for him to add panels later.

Say when he bought a new boat and named it Lilly. He had to hide the smirk. I wonder how many swats that will earn me.


Chapter Sixteen

On one hand, she was surprised Donovan would bring her to a diner to eat after he’d flown in a Michelin chef for the weekend. But on the other, she was learning exactly how much he loved these little ties to his past, like the first place he and his best friend worked. His father’s boat. The man might have more money than he could spend in a dozen lifetimes, but what he truly valued were the memories.

It makes me wonder what memories he’s storing up of me.

Her stomach flipped over, an excited yet terrified little heave that made her set the juicy hamburger into the basket.

After his adamant refusals, he was being strangely quiet now. Which means he’s up to no good at all.

Casually, she picked up one of the hand-cut skin-on fries. “What’s the count for the day?”

“Five.”

“The next time you tell me no, I’m doubling it.”

He sat up a little straighter, stacked the pages up on top of the portfolio and scooted down to the chair across from her. “Promise?”

“You know it, lover boy.”

He picked up his burger and took a bite. “So you said about the collar too. What does it mean to you, Lilly? I mean, deep down, does it mean an engagement? A promise? Or I am just a plaything you’re keeping around until you tire of me?”

Careful, Lil. You have to handle this like he’s a fragile piece of irreplaceable glass. “I’ve put a collar on a sub before.”

“That’s not what I meant. Have you put a collar on your sub? Did you ever have a sub who was wholly yours, body and soul?”

“Not that way, no.”

He ate silently for a few minutes and she hoped he’d drop the subject. No such luck, not with this wealthy CEO.

“So when you put a collar on a sub before, he was just a sub. Not your sub.”

“Right,” she said it slowly, trying to figure out where he was going with it. He wasn’t jealous or tense or upset. In fact, he smiled at her over his burger.

“So then there’s no reason for you not to give me my collar tonight.”

“I said…”

“The real one. Not the training one. Donovan Morgan doesn’t do training, which ranks down there with cleaning, waiting in line or, God forbid, laundry.”

“Or cooking,” she added, laughing.

“Exactly.”

She wiped her greasy fingers on her napkin so she wouldn’t drop her glass. “I just want to be clear up front. I don’t want you to be hurt in any way. That would devastate me.”

“Crystal clear. Mistress L is not proposing marriage with this collar.”

“Donovan, I’m serious.”

“So am I.”

Tipping her head, she studied him, watching for any little tic or betrayal. But he wore the consummate businessman mask perfectly. Open and charming with just a hint of a smile curving his lips that might be amusement…or smugness because I’m falling right into his trap.

“I want it, Lilly. I want it as much as I’ve ever wanted anything before in my life. And you know what that means.”

“You always get what you want.”

He nodded, smiling. “You know it.”

She hated to do it. She really did. But I don’t have a choice. I have to remind him who’s in control of this relationship, and who’s the submissive. “Your Mistress will decide what’s best for you. If she decides it’s best to start slowly, then that’s exactly what you’ll do. Or you won’t have the Mistress.”

His face tightened, his jaws working, but he didn’t say anything. He knew better than to argue, at least for now.

He’s getting too attached. He’s too proud, too arrogant, too confident by far. If he doesn’t go to his knees for me tonight…

I’ll have to put him there. Hard.

Finishing her dinner in silence, she had to admit at least to herself such a task would be far from repulsive. In fact, I can’t wait.

 

 

Watching Lilly walk around the large, empty warehouse, Donovan planned his next move. Commence Operation Necessity.

In other words, he had to make himself as necessary to her as she was to him. Right now, he had the disturbing feeling she could walk away without too many regrets. She might miss him. She might lie awake fondly at night and remember the way she’d destroyed his bedroom. But he hadn’t rocked her world the way she’d leveled his.

I have to find a way to bring her to her knees at least emotionally, even if the Mistress has me on mine.

Money wasn’t the way to her heart. Nor were extravagance, jewels or fancy cars and houses. Lilly’s heart wasn’t moved by the multitude of things he could buy her. In fact, nothing put her on edge quicker than a display of the wealth he took for granted every day.

“This is way too much space.” She waved up at the soaring ceiling, slowly turning in a circle. “You could fabricate a dozen massive windows in here.”

He shrugged. “You need the space and it’s convenient to my office and your home. There aren’t a lot of warehouses available in the area, so I snatched it up as soon as I saw it. It’s a good investment.”

“What will you do with it once the windows are done?”

“I’ll rent out the space if I don’t need it. I’m always interested in new business opportunities.” Keeping his business face on and his voice brisk, he said, “Make a list of what equipment and supplies you need. We’ll get everything in as quickly as possible so you can begin. I’m assuming you’ll need more than just a few tables and places to store the glass.”

“Should I give the list to your secretary?”

“No, to me. I’m curious about the process.” Actually, I want to make sure you’re not shorting yourself just to keep expenses low. “Same with the other artists you bring in to help with the project. I’ll handle their payments and expenses personally. I want to be intimately involved in the entire process.”

She smiled, her voice going husky. “You already are intimately involved.”

More than you could ever know. “Speaking of intimacy, will you be spending the night with me this evening?”

She sighed reluctantly. “I need to speak to you about that. Hank…”

He nodded. “I assumed as much. You can’t leave the dog alone every single night, and I can’t have pets in the condo.”

“Every other night or so will be fine. He’ll miss me, but each day, I’ll go get him and he can hang out with me here in the warehouse. I just can’t leave him alone every single night.”

“Of course not. We’ll work out something long term if the need arises.” Pleased he’d managed to reply without clenching his teeth and beating his fists bloody on the concrete floor, he forced a smile. “I do hope you’ll at least be able to eat with me most evenings?”

“If it won’t kill Your Majesty to live like a peasant, you could always spend the night with me, you know. Although Hank does sleep in the bed with me sometimes.”

He pretended to shudder, but frankly, he’d sleep on the floor if that’s what it took to be near her. “Does he snore as badly as you?”

“Worse. Don’t you ever have to work late making your millions? Travel overseas? I’m sure you’re going to be way too busy to worry about having to sleep with a hairy dog.”

“Trying to get rid of me?”

She swatted him on the ass playfully, but hard enough he sucked in a breath and decided it was time to head home. Now. “Maybe I’m hinting you should take me with you.”

He wrapped his hands around her upper arms and urged her closer. “Don’t tempt me, Lilly. You know how much I’d love to drag you on a grand tour around the world. I never thought you’d be willing to go with me.”

“I wouldn’t mind going on a trip someday, maybe after the windows are done. I just don’t want you putting important business off on my account, and I thought if you had meetings and trips you had to go on, it would help me determine what nights to stay with Hank.”

He fought to keep his face smooth. I learned that lesson a long time ago. Business will never take me away from you. “I don’t have any business trips planned in the near future. Actually, things at Morgan Industries are very stable right now. I have an extremely competent staff more than capable of managing any issues that arise. But the moment you’re ready to go to Paris, I’ll have the jet fueled and ready to go in an hour.”

“I think the car and your condo are more than fine for now.”

Reluctantly, he released her. At least she headed for the door. He wanted to ask so many questions, to dig deeper and really understand what she needed from him the most. He’d found her artist, but she’d be gone as soon as the windows were done. He’d found the way to her stomach, which definitely helped, but she had Dmitri to keep her fed.

I have to find a way to work my way into her heart and set up camp before she even realizes I’m there. For now, I’ll just have to concentrate on being the absolute best submissive I can possibly be.


Chapter Seventeen

Humming softly, Lilly stepped out of the bathroom and jerked to a halt.

Donovan knelt at the foot of his bed, facing away from her. Naked.

Knelt. Naked.

She could only stare, drinking in the long, lean lines of his tanned back. After it’d been so hard for him to go to his knees on the boat, the sight of him voluntarily putting himself low for her…

She couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak. Her eyes burned, her throat closed off, and it was all she could do not to throw herself on top of him. After their minor argument at the diner, the last thing she’d expected was for him to voluntarily go to his knees before she could force him there.

At the sound of the door opening, he bent forward, head to floor, ass lifting, beckoning for her attention. She couldn’t resist. Certainly couldn’t stay away from such temptation. She tried to keep her pace steady and controlled, properly Mistress-ish, even though she felt like a kid in the candy store.

Lightly she laid her palm on his buttock. “Is this the same high and mighty billionaire I know?”

He quivered at the light touch, the muscles working along his spine. He was used to confident force from her. Not soft, light touches. “Yes, Mistress. You said I needed to work on my manners.”

She let her fingers slide lower, tickling the curve of his cheek. “These are very pretty manners, Donovan. But I didn’t come prepared for a full scene tonight. I’m not even dressed.”

He kept his head low and eyes squeezed shut, resisting the temptation to lift his head—without invitation. “Should I get the spoon again, Mistress?”

“Sit back so I can talk to you.” She moved around and sat on the edge of the bed, watching him lean back on his heels. He dragged his gaze up the length of her body, lingering a moment at the sight of his robe wrapped around her. The way his eyes heated, he liked it just as much as one of her racier corsets. What a picture he made. Big palms flat on his thighs, cock stiff and proud even though she hadn’t even thought about touching him yet, nostrils flaring wide. “I thought you didn’t like the spoon.”

“I like anything you choose to use, Mistress. Though I have to admit I enjoyed the crop much more.”

She narrowed her eyes and hardened her voice. “If I chose to use a hairbrush, you’d like that? How about a cane?”

He didn’t flinch or drop his gaze. “Whatever Mistress chooses, I will endure. I only ask…” He hesitated, so she nodded, indicating she was feeling benevolent tonight. “For bruises, Mistress. I want to have something I can look at during the day.”

She had to close her eyes a moment to gather her composure. Bruises. Oh, lover boy, you sure know how to get to me.

“Is that unacceptable, Mistress?”

“Of course not.” With a deep breath, she opened her eyes, fully in control so hopefully the raging lust wasn’t painted all over her face. “There’s nothing I’d like better than to see my handiwork on your gorgeous ass. I just didn’t think you’d want such lasting marks on your body.”

“Why not?”

She let a smile quirk her lips. “I thought you’d be too proud and arrogant to want a reminder on your body where someone could see it.”

He laughed softly. “It’s not as though anyone sees my ass during the day, Mistress.”

“But you’ll have to sit through endless meetings. I don’t care how comfortable your office chair is, it’ll be a sore reminder after an hour or two.”

His breath caught on a soft little sigh that made her nipples pebble. “Exactly.”

Making her voice brisk to hide how much she loved the idea, she said, “Luckily for you, I have a few surprises stashed in my portfolio. If you—”

But he was already up and moving to retrieve her portfolio he must have brought into the bedroom for her. She didn’t remember laying it on the easy chair by the window. He knelt and offered it to her.

“Eager, aren’t we, lover boy?”

He blushed a little. “You said you’d purchased the collars today, and you didn’t have any other bags. I thought your portfolio a safe bet.”

Cocking her eyebrow, she opened the leather satchel and pulled out the crop. “I decided I’d better have this on hand in case the count got too high.” She set it aside and pulled out two flat boxes.

Attention locked on those boxes, he waited, leaning forward, his breath hitching.

He wants a collar so damned bad. I have to make sure he doesn’t read too much into it. Even though he’s going to hate it.

Scooting back further on the bed, she laid the two boxes on the mattress before her and flipped them both open. In one lay a thick leather collar with a heavy-duty D ring they could have all sorts of fun with. It wasn’t one of the doggie-looking collars, but it was rough and inelegant. It would definitely make him feel submissive, especially if she buckled it tight on his throat. But it wasn’t the thick leather one he stared at as reverently as if she’d thrown open his robe.

The other box held a seemingly delicate silver chain choker of interconnected rings made to resemble chain mail. She’d gone for stainless steel for the strength and weight, but the craftsmanship made it unique, elegant and, hopefully, fit for her billionaire submissive more used to platinum and diamonds than leather and D-rings. It might look like a necklace, but the small lock and key made the message clear.

Owned.

He stared at the collar like he’d died and gone to heaven. She wasn’t sure if it was the lock he coveted, or just the elegant chain.

She shut the silver collar’s box. His face twisted, breaking down into disappointment, frustration, despair, and yes, even rage. Rage that he had to accept her will, even if it meant giving up the one thing he wanted more than anything. He fought himself, grinding his jaws, squeezing his eyes shut, every tendon and ligament standing out in stark relief beneath his skin. But he never said a word. Finally his face smoothed and when he opened his eyes, she saw only resigned acceptance.

True submission.

The battle might have been quicker than on the boat when she’d pushed him to his knees, but it was just as important.

She picked up the leather collar, put it around his throat and buckled it. Staring up at her, his eyes dilated and sweat beaded on his upper lip. When she tightened it another notch, she managed to draw a groan from him.

But as much as she loved the black on his tanned skin and the way he responded, it wasn’t working for her.

It’s not what I see in my mind when I pictured this moment. The first time he knelt at my feet and accepted my collar.

“No,” she whispered. “It’s not right.”

His eyes widened and he clamped a hand over the leather collar protectively. “You can’t take it back.”

“Yes, I can. It’s not right. Take it off, please.”

As much as he’d battled himself to accept the rougher collar, he didn’t want to take it off. His fingers shook and the muscle in his cheek twitched, but he silently worked the buckle loose and removed the leather. He held the collar out to her, but his knuckles were white on the leather. He might have hated it, but now that he had it, he didn’t want to let it go.

Until she picked up the other box. Then he dropped the training collar like it burned him. His eyes caught fire and he fought to contain himself now as hard as he’d had to keep from arguing earlier.

Leaning in toward her, he reached up to lay a hand on her thigh. As the cold metal came around his throat and she didn’t rebuke him, he slid his palm up her leg to cup her pussy. His fingers convulsed on her as she fastened the collar. It was a tight fit. He’d feel the choker every time he swallowed, but it wasn’t tight enough to leave marks in his skin.

The lock clicked and he quivered, his eyes so wide and dilated they were almost completely black. She ran a finger over the metal and whispered, “Now that’s a pretty sight indeed. If you want to wear it all day—”

He made a low sound of disbelief that made her smile, as if he were saying just try and take this off me.

“The lock can slide around to the back. No one will know it’s a collar and not some new-fangled necklace Mr. Moneybags bought in Paris.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” His voice was rough, his breathing ragged. He laid his head on her thigh, pressing his mouth to her skin. Running her fingers through his hair, she let him find his bearings again, giving him time to adapt to the feeling. Because if she rushed this, he’d come in a startled explosion that would mightily embarrass him.

When his mouth dared to roam higher—which would endanger her plans for the rest of the evening—she curled her index finger beneath his collar and tugged his head up. The extra width of her finger tightened the constraint of his windpipe, bringing the dazed look back into his eyes. “Who do you belong to, Donovan?”

“You.” He licked his lips, his fingers trembling against her core again. “Mistress L.”

“I own you now.” She tugged on the collar playfully. “You’re mine. All mine. To do with what I will.”

 

He could almost believe he’d died and gone to heaven. Owned. The collar tight on his throat. The most beautiful, powerful, luscious Mistress he’d ever dreamed to have at his helm.

Own me body, heart and soul, Lilly.

She picked up the crop and his cock twitched, extending another inch. “What’s the count?”

“Ten.”

She arched a brow at him and stood to shrug off the robe she’d pilfered from the bathroom door. “I don’t recall doubling it.”

He strained to keep his gaze locked on her face. “I owe you.”

“You don’t owe me a thing, lover boy, not after the way you greeted me tonight. But I admit to hoping you’d let me give you a good thrashing tonight.”

He nodded so hard he almost threw out his neck. “Thrash me, Mistress.”

“You know what that means, right? You know what I expect.”

Closing his eyes, he quivered, fighting to contain his excitement and yes, his fear. He’d never had a woman take him so far, so low, that he’d beg. Lilly could do it, he was sure of it. She’d already brought him to his knees. He wanted the torment, pain and pleasure rising to such a fevered pitch he’d do absolutely anything she said. “Yes, Mistress.”

“I think you’re going to need some help to get there.” The thoughtful tone of her voice made him open his eyes. With a wink, she said, “Get me the tie you’re going to wear tomorrow, and the one you wore today.”

His feet were moving to do her bidding, while his mind tried to guess what she was going to do. Tie my hands, sure. That makes sense. But what’s the second one for? Maybe one tie for each hand so she can tie me to my own bed.

He didn’t even look at the color but dragged the first tie off the rack he touched. The one he’d worn today was draped with his suit jacket over the bench in the center of his closet. He hadn’t taken the time to hang anything for fear she’d finish in the bathroom before he could strip and be ready. Returning, he held out the ties, lifting each hand as he said, “Today’s, and tomorrow’s.”

“Red. Very nice. Always an excellent choice. You know the drill, lover boy. Turn around and put your hands in the small of your back.”

He did so, relishing the glide of silk binding his wrists. There was something about knowing it was his own tie that added a whole new layer to the bondage. It set his mind to playing through fantasies of her coming into his office and doing the same. Tied up with my own tie. Pants down around my ankles. While she thrashes me within an inch of my life on top of my desk. And I have to keep quiet for fear the secretary will hear.

A groan escaped before he could fully stifle it.

“I’m hurrying. We’ll have to be extremely careful with this silk. Knots can get tighter and make it difficult to free you. I’ve got a pair of scissors in my bag just in case.” With a low chuckle, she swatted his ass lightly. “Turn around now.”

His knees were already trembling but he managed to turn around without face planting. She held the red tie stretched out in her hands with a wicked smile on her lips that made him groan again. She didn’t need to tell him what she was going to do with the other tie now. Not with such a lascivious glint in her eyes.

Starting with the narrow end, she wrapped his balls, then his cock, tying the whole package so tightly that sweat broke out on his forehead. Every beat of his heart made the pressure rise in his cock. I can only imagine what it’s going to feel like when she starts laying blows on my ass.

“There.” She stood back to regard her handiwork with a pleased smile. “You look like a Christmas present I can’t wait to unwrap with my teeth.”

Breathing hard, he waited while she stacked the pillows just so on the bed. Then she stepped back and pointed with the crop. And he went without hesitation, clambering up on the bed without the use of his hands, hoping he didn’t lose his balance, fall off the side, and dislocate his cock. How embarrassing would it be to have to explain such an injury to the ER doctor? It took him a minute to figure out how to lie without pinning his erection in a painful position, while still lifting his backside for her, but she waited patiently. In fact, when he checked over his shoulder to see her reaction, the heat in her eyes told him she enjoyed watching him struggle awkward and off balance.

“I’m ready, Mistress.”

“Make sure you’re comfortable. Once I start, I’m not stopping until I hear ‘glass’ or ‘please’. Understand?”

“Yes.” His voice cracked. He laid his cheek against the mattress and closed his eyes. His shoulders ached faintly, but nothing like the sweet throb of his trapped cock. “Mistress.”

The tip of the crop tapped on his left hamstring. “Widen you legs. I want to watch your balls turn purple before I’m done.”

Shuddering, he shifted his legs wider apart and dared a small push. “Bruises, Mistress.”

“You got it, Donovan.”


Chapter Eighteen

A good Mistress always set the bar high, both for herself and her submissive. But a smart Mistress knew exactly how high to set the bar, so it was a push…but not impossible.

Coated in a light sheen of sweat, Lilly paused a moment, both to catch her breath and assess Donovan’s condition. Watching him struggle was something she’d never weary of. Listening to the way his groans turned to curses and then to desperate little moans of ecstasy had never turned her on more. In fact, she was so wet her thighs were slippery. If he managed to get his mouth on her, she’d be a goner in seconds.

All he had to do was roll away from her and the game was done. Nothing kept him on his knees with his ass high in the air. Nothing but his determination to give her what she wanted. Hell, he didn’t have to even start the game. A big, strong man like him could have pushed her away with the flick of his wrist. He certainly didn’t have to stand there mute and helpless while she wrapped his cock in a silk tie she fully expected him to wear to work the next day.

Breathing hard, she rolled her aching shoulder and moved the crop to her other hand so she could flex out her fingers a moment. Despite her own arousal and his obvious enjoyment of the punishment she dished out, she hadn’t heard either of the two words she’d set for him, and she was starting to wonder if she’d made a serious mistake.

Maybe he can’t bring himself to beg me. It’s a lot for a man like him to accept. Damn it, he’s so proud, so arrogant. Maybe I was wrong.

It pained her to even think it, but taking a look at the violent streaks on the backs of his thighs and buttocks, she couldn’t push him much further. Not so soon. This was his first real taste of true punishment, and however much he claimed to want bruises, the reality might be more than he could handle. She’d already broken the skin and he was definitely swollen and well on his way to bruised. Plus she had to get some blood moving in his cock or he’d be in serious trouble.

Actually, that might just be the ticket.

She slid her finger beneath his collar and urged him upright on his knees. She even gave him a shake for good measure, making sure he knew exactly how owned and helpless he was. His eyes were so fuzzy she shook him again, harder, until he finally focused on her. He blinked and licked his lips. “Lilly.”

Relieved, she let go of his collar and started working on the tie around his cock. “There you are.”

“Are you done? Did I give you my safeword?” A look of appalled panic flooded his face. “I don’t remember.”

“Shhh, I’m not done with you yet, lover boy.” Shaking her head, she looked up at him a moment. “Though giving your safeword isn’t something you should ever be ashamed of. Brace yourself.”

He blinked again, not really understanding what she meant, but as the silk came off, the blood started flowing again. Trembling, he sat back on his heels, which only increased the pain flooding his system. He let out a roar, his shoulders straining, his head falling back. She grabbed his collar again to keep him upright and held him steady while he thrashed.

“Lilly, please. I want to be inside you. Please!”

In a heartbeat, she joined him on the bed, drew him between her thighs and cradled him close while he came. He shuddered on top of her, sweaty and unable to thrust without the use of his arms, but she didn’t need much encouragement. She slid her hand down between them and rubbed her clit, joining him in release with a soft cry into his ear so he’d know. He’d know how easily she came because he’d turned her on so much.

Panting, he collapsed on top of her, a dead weight of twitching muscles and abused flesh. She managed to get his wrists untied, though, without making him roll off, and then she just held him, running her hands soothingly up and down his back.

“What happened? Why did you stop?”

“You’re one of those rare masochists who can take just about anything the top dishes out. You weren’t ever going to get enough because there’s no end to the need in you. I had to bring you down a little so you could remember your other needs. I’ll just have to make sure I’m keeping a close eye on your body and never push you so far that you’re seriously injured.”

He braced his forearms against the mattress, lifting his head so he could see her face. “That was… I can’t even… I just remember soaring. I mean, it was like my head wasn’t even attached to me anymore. It was wonderful for a while, but then… I guess I started to get afraid. You weren’t there and I didn’t know where you’d gone.”

“I was always here, lover boy, but you definitely flew much higher than I expected. Next time, I’ll make sure to keep you grounded enough that you don’t disappear too far into the clouds again. You’re going to have a nice black and blue backside for days. Before you go to sleep, I need to treat some of the cuts just to be safe. You might also bleed a little on the sheets.”

She’d meant it as a warning, so he wouldn’t be shocked, but his eyes lit up. “I want to see.” He started to push up but groaned and settled back down on top of her. “Later. Unless you want me to move.”

“Never.” She cupped his cheek and pulled him down for a gentle kiss. “You’re one hell of a man, Donovan Morgan.”

“Did I give you what you wanted?”

More than I ever expected. Her throat tightened and she stroked her thumb over his lips. “I’ve always liked giving punishment. I’m good at it. I’m strong, I don’t get squeamish, and I can be a real cold bitch without an ounce of pity when I need to be. Those characteristics served Mistress L very well and allowed me to help dozens of clients over the years. But I’ve never been able to really enjoy it. I’ve never wanted to come while doing it. Not until you.”

If she’d thought he was excited to see the bruises on his ass, now his eyes gleamed like he’d swallowed half a million stars in the sky. “Good. Then I hope to blow millions on you tomorrow and the day after and…”

Laughing, she laid a finger against his lips to shut him up. “Like I said, I can’t whip you every night. You’re going to have plenty of bruises to look at for days and days. That’ll give me time to finalize the windows’ designs and hopefully get the first window in place by the end of the month.”

Nestling his face against her neck, he murmured, “I don’t care if the windows never get done.”

“I always keep my promises, but this one, I made to you. Come hell or high water, I’m keeping it. No matter how many times you want me to beat your delectable ass.”


Chapter Nineteen

Lilly might have asked his secretary to pencil her in each evening at five, but as the days went by, more often than not, Donovan found himself leaving his office and driving out to the warehouse in order to drag her away from her work. He’d tried leaving her alone and waiting for her to call or show up at his condo—he didn’t want to become one of those clingy submissives who made her life work inside and outside of the scene—but he’d quickly realized she got so sucked into the project she simply didn’t know what time it was.

She wasn’t obsessed with completing the work itself—she just got lost in the creation of her projects. If he left her to her own devices, it’d be ten at night and she’d still be cutting glass or one of the other thousands of tasks she claimed only she could do. Even worse, she immersed herself so completely she often forgot to eat. Not to mention the multitude of cuts all over her hands. He’d never realized how dangerous stained glass work could be. Sure, it involved glass, but it never dawned on him those pieces of glass were cut by hand, and even if the piece didn’t break unexpectedly, they were as sharp as daggers. The thought of one of them shattering and taking out one of her eyes made him shudder.

I’m beginning to hate those blasted windows.

Two people were leaving the warehouse as he pulled into the parking lot. He recognized them both as other artists she’d hired to help her complete the massive project. Rolling down his window, he asked, “Is she still at it?”

“You know it,” Joe said with the cocky grin only a twenty-year-old could give. “I tried to get her to clean up for the night, but since we’re soldering the first pieces, she wanted to make sure everything was fitting well.”

Before Donovan could ask, the older woman, Sally, added, “And no, she didn’t have lunch today, other than a Coke and a cupcake Joe picked up from the convenience store.”

Clenching his jaws a moment to make sure he had control of his temper, he finally managed to speak without ripping someone’s head off. “Wasn’t a beautiful catered lunch delivered on time?”

“Sure.” Sally fought to keep the grin off her face. No wonder Lilly liked the woman—she had the same sense of humor. “She just didn’t eat it. The rest of us enjoyed it immensely, though.”

“Great.” He blew out a sigh and drove up to park at the door. He was sure they were laughing at him. She was a grown woman, for Christ’s sake, not a three-year-old toddler. Isn’t that what she called me when I didn’t want to share? Still, he couldn’t help but try and take care of her. After everything she’d given him, the least he could do was try and make her eat her fucking lunch. Now her language is rubbing off on me too. A sure sign of temper on my part.

He didn’t try to sneak in or even make noise to announce his presence. If she were really deep into the work, she wouldn’t hear a bomb go off, let alone a slamming door.

Inside, she’d set up six large tables like she had in her garage. Instead of installing permanent wood boxes to hold the sheets of glass, she’d brought in commercial grade movable shelving, with pieces of cardboard and toweling in between the glass to protect them. She’d created a smaller space within the cavernous warehouse with the shelving and racks of tools. At the door, a table bore the remnants of the lunch he’d sent over, acres away from her work.

“Fucking son of a bitch,” she growled, startling him.

Had she heard him come in? But why on earth—

“Motherfucker.” She stood up, shaking her hand. “That’s going to leave a mark. Damn it.”

Concerned, he strode toward her, forgetting his irritation she hadn’t eaten. “Lilly? Are you all right?”

She jumped and whirled around, hiding her hand behind her back. “Donovan. Why are you here so early?”

“Early? It’s after six.”

“Oh. Strange. I could have sworn it was two or three in the afternoon just a few minutes ago.”

Ignoring her bright smile, he reached around her and grabbed her wrist to pull her left hand forward. An angry-looking red burn marred the back of her hand between her thumb and forefinger. He sucked in a breath and dragged her toward the bathroom.

“It’s not that bad. Donovan, seriously. I’ve burned myself much worse than this before. I usually keep an aloe plant handy just for this reason. That’s what happens when you use a four-hundred-degree soldering iron.”

“And where’s your aloe plant? At home?” He fought to keep his tone even and controlled, even while he seethed inside. “Why didn’t you put a first-aid kit on your list of supplies? Damn it, Lilly, I had no idea you’d get hurt making these fucking windows. I never would have asked you to work on them if I’d known you’d look like you tangled with a bobcat and then fell into an oven.”

“One,” she smiled faintly. “I never thought I’d have to start the count for your language.”

“Lilly!”

“It’s no big deal. Honest. I burn myself all the time. It happens. Glass cuts me sometimes. It’s the price I pay to create such beauty.”

“I don’t like it,” he ground out. He could hear the mean, hard edge to his voice but he couldn’t help it. His mouth twisted into a snarl. “I don’t like you getting hurt.”

She ran her hand beneath the cold water a few seconds and then sudsed both hands well despite how much it must sting. “Too bad.”

Too bad? With a growl, he grabbed her arm and whirled her around to face him. “I. Don’t. Like. It.”

Lilly let out a low, velvety laugh that tied his intestines into knots. She even reached up and unbuttoned his shirt. What the…?

Then her fingers slipped under the collar he wore and she jerked his head down so hard he almost broke his nose on the top of her head. “I’m so very sorry your silk panties are in a wad, Mr. Douchebag, but it’s my job. The job you hired me for. I’m going to do the very best job I can. If you’re upset that I burned my hand, buy me a big fucking aloe plant tomorrow.”

Staring into her eyes, he tried to control his breathing, but one touch on the collar had him panting on the very edge. All his anger and worry fueled his lust to what could be a violently combustible explosion. “Two. And your boss is a complete fucking moron for putting you in danger.”

“Three. And I’m not in danger, silly boy. It’s nothing.”

“But—”

She let go of his collar so he could straighten. “Think about it. I’m not seriously injured. It hurts, yeah, but what do you think pain does for me? I can turn it into something else entirely.”

He knew very well what pain did for him, but it never occurred to him she might feel some of the same rush of endorphins. “That fucking iron wasn’t a fucking crop.”

“Five,” she replied, carefully blotting her burned hand dry on a napkin. “I never said it was. A serious injury would only hurt. This hurts, but with you standing here arguing and swearing and trying to intimidate me with your alpha arrogant ways, it only turns me on more.”

“Prove it.”

Her eyes narrowed and she planted her hands on her hips. “Be very careful, Donovan Morgan. Don’t throw down a challenge you don’t want to lose.”

 

She wasn’t sure what kind of game he was trying to play. If she didn’t know him better, she’d suspect he was trying to provoke her into taking him here and now.

In this very public, dirty warehouse bathroom.

That’s not Mr. Morgan’s prim and proper style.

“Prove it,” he growled out again. His eyes glittered, his hands fisted at his sides, his shoulders squared belligerently.

“All right. I will.” She unbuttoned her jeans and his eyes just about bugged out of his head. When the zipper came down, he growled again, a low warning rumble. “Did you think I wouldn’t actually do it?” Her jeans were tight enough she had to work her hand down inside her panties. Luckily I didn’t burn my right hand. That’d hurt like a bitch rubbing on all this denim. “You know I love a challenge.” She tipped her head like she was searching for something while she worked her fingers deeper. Deliberately, she let her breath catch on a husky moan. “Ah. Yes. Definitely wet.”

He slammed into her so quickly she couldn’t even think. One minute she was standing. The next, he had her sitting up on one of the sinks, her back against the mirror. “Let me see. Or better yet, give me a taste.”

She hauled her hand out and slipped her fingers into his mouth. He sucked on them greedily, wrapping his tongue around her fingers until she moaned again. “You’re so good with your tongue, lover boy. I don’t think you’d even have to put your mouth on my clit to get me off.”

He pulled back enough to say, “Let’s find out, shall we?” He licked just her fingertips. “Though maybe I can help out just a little.”

His fingers stroked on the outside of her panties, tracing the triangle bared by her gaping jeans. She squirmed against him, working to get him deeper. “I ought to just shove my pants down and let you have at it.”

“Don’t you dare. God only knows what kind of infectious diseases are in this dump. I can manage just fine like this.”

“I’m surprised you haven’t had a hazmat crew out here to clean this bathroom up to your standards.” She tried to keep her tone light, but his tongue… Damn. He flattened his tongue around her fingertip, pushing and rubbing just like he would on her clit. She pushed her finger deeper, in and out, mimicking a good slow fuck that made him tighten his mouth around her. “Someday I’m going to fuck your delicious ass. If you’ll let me.”

He moaned around her finger, sucking harder. His knuckles ground against her clit, making her arch into him. She wrapped her hand around his nape, crooked an ankle around his hips to keep him close and then closed her eyes and let go. Her body quivered, muscles clenching with release, but it only made her hungry for more. She wanted him inside her, all his fury and strength pounding her into the wall. Ravenous for him, she jerked her finger out of his mouth and started working one-handed on his trousers.

“Lilly?”

She pressed her mouth to his, tightening her grip on his hair. Swinging her other thigh up, she trapped him close, though he could certainly break free if he tried. He kissed her back a moment, sucking on her tongue as diligently as he’d sucked her fingers earlier, but then he twisted his mouth aside with a low, desperate sound.

“Mistress, this isn’t…”

She leaned up and bit his lip hard enough his breath rushed out. His pants weren’t nearly as tight as her jeans, so it was easy to get her hand on his cock.

“Glass. Glass!”

Shaken, she froze, not even breathing. His safeword. I drove him to use his safeword. God. What have I done?

“I’m sorry, Lilly, Mistress. Please, don’t do this to me. I can’t make love to you in such a filthy place. I never intended for it to go so far.”

Sighing out the breath she’d been holding, she dropped her head against his chest. She pulled her hand off his cock, even though it made her groan with loss. At least she hadn’t unbuttoned his pants, just unzipped them. He’d probably never forgive me if his pants had touched this dirty floor. “Don’t you dare apologize, Donovan. I’m terribly sorry I took you this far. I know your limits.”

“Don’t be sorry,” he whispered, rubbing his chin on the top of her head. “I love your passion. I love how easily you forget everything but me. I just don’t want to look back and remember this place. Not like that.”

He’s so sentimental. He’s probably been hoarding up memories of me. “Where did I first kiss you?”

“My office,” he answered immediately. “It was also the first place I touched you.”

“I guess that’s an easy question. We haven’t been together too long.”

“I’ll always remember. Every moment. Every kiss. Every touch. The time on the boat. How I almost came the first time at Dmitri’s. Everything.”

Lifting her head, she sighed. “And now you’re going to remember the time you had to give me your safeword in a scary public restroom because I was trying to molest you.”

He laughed and kissed the tip of her nose. “Actually, I’m remembering how you came just from sucking on my fingers and letting me rub against you a bit.”

“You gave your safeword,” she said softly, searching his face. “That’s good. I’m glad you chose to stop me. I want you to give me your safeword whenever you’re uncomfortable.”

He helped her down but drew her against him. “And you listened to me. You were afraid you couldn’t be Mistress and Lilly both, but I think you proved you’ve been both all along.”

Narrowing her eyes, she studied his face, suddenly suspicious. Had he set her up? She’d said before she was worried about being able to stop if she’d given up control. Maybe he came in here and deliberately antagonized me just to give me his safeword to prove a point. “So I did. Hopefully you won’t find it too difficult in the future to bend your massive ego and give it again.”

“Massive ego? Me?” He pretended to be affronted, although he smiled while he tucked himself back in and zipped up his pants. “Massive, maybe, but not my ego.”

She snorted. “You sexy beast. I can’t be mad at you for long when you’re so very massive.”

A dog barked, drawing her attention to the door. “Someone’s here.”

“That’s Hank? How do you know someone’s here?”

She zipped up her jeans too and headed back to the main room. “He didn’t bark when you came in.” At Donovan’s startled look, she had to smile. “He likes you. He knows you’re not a stranger.”

No one was in the main room, but Hank paced in front of the exit. She ran over to the door with Donovan on her heels, just in time to see a car drive out of the lot. “Hmmm. Maybe he was looking for someone. I don’t recognize the car so I don’t think it was one of my people.”

“At least we weren’t otherwise occupied in the bathroom. That could have been embarrassing.”

She went back in and made sure everything was unplugged and turned off. “Speak for yourself, lover boy.”

“You’re an exhibitionist?”

She had to laugh—the tips of his ears were turning red. “I don’t crave it, but yeah, I could put on a show without a problem. There’s very little inhibition in me, Donovan.”

“Doesn’t anything bother you? I mean, don’t you have anything that would make you draw the line?”

“Sure.” She turned out the lights and waited while he drew his keys out to lock the door. When she grabbed his ass and squeezed, he almost dropped the keys. “I draw the line at sharing. This ass is mine and mine alone.”

“You’re not a three-year-old toddler, Mistress. Don’t you know how to share?”

“I don’t share my toys, lover boy, and that’s final.”

He took her hand and kissed her knuckles. “I can live with that.”


Chapter Twenty

“So.” Marie kicked back with a glass of soda, her eyes sparkling with interest. Wine would have been better for girl talk, but Lilly could only swing an hour mid-afternoon. Donovan would blow a gasket if he found out she’d been drinking and then tried to use a soldering iron. “How long have you been with Mr. Douchebag?”

Lilly poured herself a glass and sat back, propping her feet on her coffee table. But she couldn’t see her friend over the ridiculously huge aloe plant. An even bigger one had been delivered to the warehouse. I bet he had to send off to Brazil or something to find such a big plant. She moved it aside with her foot. Thinking back, she was shocked at how little time had actually passed since she’d walked into Morgan Industries. It felt like a lifetime had passed in a heartbeat. “About a month.”

“And you haven’t killed him yet? Impressive.”

She smiled and took a long sip. “You have no idea.”

“Mmmm, do tell.”

“Honey, you’d never recover. You certainly wouldn’t believe it.”

“That good, huh? And he’s able to deal with Mistress L?”

“Confidentially? Mistress L is why he found me.”

“Really.” Stunned, Marie fell back against her chair. “Wow, I never would have thought. I mean, look at him. He’s got it all. Wealth, looks, prestige, power. He owns dozens of companies, probably has hundreds if not thousands of employees. Yet he wants a Mistress?”

Lilly nodded. “Sometimes the more power a man has in his life, the more he craves giving up his power behind closed doors.”

“You’ve had a man for Lilly but he couldn’t handle the Mistress, and dozens of men for the Mistress who did nothing for you. Does he satisfy both sides of the equation for you?”

“Yes.”

“But?”

She smiled at her friend. “You know me so well.”

“I knew it was going well because I haven’t seen hide nor hair of you for weeks. That’s not a complaint—I know you’re working like crazy to do his commission. You need someone and I hate seeing you lonely. But watching you now… I think you’re afraid. Your heart’s getting involved, which scares the crap out of you.”

“He keeps trying to take care of me.”

Marie choked on her drink. “And that’s a problem? You and I both know you can’t cook or drive for shit. You need someone to at least take you to restaurants or you’d starve to death.”

“He sent a driver to be at my beck and call, but half the time I forget to call for the car anyway.”

“And he takes you to the best places in the Twin Cities to eat. Why is that a problem?”

Lilly had to smile. Gus’s Family Diner couldn’t compete with a Michelin-star restaurant, but then again, he’d taken her to both. Rather, he brought the Michelin chef to me. “I don’t need anyone to take care of me.” She had to pause a minute, waiting for Marie to stop laughing. “Just look at this fucking monstrous plant on steroids he sent me! I wouldn’t need this much aloe if I’d fallen into a fire pit and burned every inch of my body.”

“Sorry,” Marie gasped, wiping her eyes. “It’s just so funny. I can’t believe you’re bitching about a filthy rich man wanting to take care of you. I mean honestly, Lil, I don’t think it ever occurred to him. He’s used to throwing diamonds and silks and furs at his dates and you’re offended he bought you a plant.”

“That’s not the problem. Not really. Although I hate it when he plays Mr. Moneybags, he does it deliberately to give me more excuses to punish him, which is far from a hardship.”

Sobering, Marie took a sip and waited for her to explain.

Again, she knows me too well. If she tries to drag the truth out of me, I’ll resist. But if she sits here and waits… She sighed heavily. “He’s wonderful. He challenges Mistress L and treats Lilly with respect and tenderness. I have to fight him every step of the way to keep him from blowing money on frivolous things I couldn’t care less about. He’s sexy as hell and the things he’s let me do… I’ve never had a submissive like him before. And that’s the problem.”

“Why?”

“What if his secret gets out? What if someone finds out about Mistress L’s past clients? Gossip could really hurt him, both financially and professionally. The media would jump to the same conclusion he did at first, that I’m basically a whore for hire who just happens to bring a crop to her client’s bed. He wouldn’t want the scandal, so he’d end up paying bribes or suing to keep a lid on it. I can’t even imagine how much money he’d waste on lawyers trying to shut everyone up.”

“Why do you think he wouldn’t be able to deal with it?”

“He’s so damned proud. I don’t think his ego could take it. I mean think about it. He’s a rich, powerful, successful businessman. The last person you’d ever think would be a sexual submissive. I can see the headlines now: Morgan Industries CEO Hires Dominatrix, Begs for Whips and Chains.”

“Does he?”

“I’ll never tell.” Lilly waggled her eyebrows suggestively, though she couldn’t keep up the joke, because… “I don’t want to see him hurt like that. It’s one thing for me to bring him to his knees in private. But to have it happen publicly… It would destroy him.”

Marie leaned forward and took her hand. “So what’s the alternative? You dump him to save him the hurt that hasn’t and may never happen?”

Just thinking about it made a pit the size of the Grand Canyon open up in her stomach. “No. I can’t let him go. Not unless he wants to go.”

“You can’t control everything, Mistress L, as much as you’d like otherwise. You can’t control whether or not this secret gets out. You can’t control his reaction. You certainly can’t control a media circus.”

“I know. All I can control in the end is myself, and him, as long as he allows it. I just…” Her throat tightened. Her stomach churned. And damn it all to hell if her eyes didn’t burn too. “I don’t want him to get hurt.”

“You love him,” Marie whispered softly.

Her first instinct was to deny it. Vehemently. Because if she loved him…really loved him… “If the worst happens and he has to distance himself… If he ends up on TV claiming he never knew me, or we weren’t ever intimate, that I mean nothing to him…”

“It would destroy you.”

“Yeah. It’d be like sitting at Sherri and Benjamin’s wedding, watching her come down the aisle, and then having her change her mind at the last minute and flee the chapel. God, that would suck. I don’t think I’d ever recover.”

“Isn’t that what you wanted, though? You wanted the kind of love your brother has.”

Lilly shot her a hard, narrowed look. “Thanks a lot.”

Marie smirked, squeezed her hand, and then stood up to leave. “It’s sort of a package deal, hon. If you love someone that much, it kills you when they leave. Are you going to tell him?”

“Tell him what?”

Marie rolled her eyes. “He has a right to know you love him.”

Lilly stood and hugged her friend goodbye. “I never said I love him. I’m certainly not going to tell him.”

“Actions speak louder than words, hon, so you know damned well how he feels about you, and your eyes certainly can’t lie to me. You love that man. Now figure out how to deal with everything else that might come up.”

Actions speak louder than words. Lilly sighed and leaned against the door. From the very first weekend, he’d been telling her over and over how much he wanted her. Not with the clothes or fancy chef he’d brought in, but the little things. The way he’d been willing to leave the lake house and bring her home to make sure she was comfortable. Dealing with Hank. Sleeping over at her mediocre townhome when he owned a fucking castle in England just so he could be near her. Sending lunch to the warehouse because he worried she might not eat. And yes, the fucking huge aloe plants every time she turned around.

The way he’d reacted at seeing her hurt. The trust in his eyes every time he went to his knees for her. The whisper of his hands and mouth on her skin. He’d been telling her over and over how much he cared, but she kept trying to tune it out.

I don’t want him to get hurt. By me, especially. Not that way.

Her phone rang. Glancing at the number, she picked up the call. “Hey, Sally. What’s up?”

“There’s been an accident.”

The woman’s voice quivered, thick with tears. Lilly threw open the door to flag Marie down, but she was already gone. “What happened? Is anyone hurt?”

“We’re fine. Oh, Lilly, I’m so sorry. We meant to surprise you. Joe and I had the crew meet us downtown to install the first window.”

“What?” Lilly winced at the volume of her voice and dialed it down a notch. “The installers weren’t supposed to come until tomorrow afternoon. I had it all set up.”

“I know,” Sally sobbed. “We thought… You’ve been working so hard. It was supposed to be a surprise, both for you and Mr. Morgan. To thank him for everything. But as we were lifting it into place, one of the workers lost his grip and the corner slipped out of his hand.”

Lilly closed her eyes and concentrated on breathing slowly and deeply. Control. It could be worse. No one’s hurt.

But with her eyes closed, she could see the window shattered on the ground. The first one, the centerpiece. Donovan’s eagle.

“Does Mr. Morgan know yet?”

“No. Lilly, I’m so sorry.”

“It’s all right. It’s just glass. It’s not the end of the world.” She grabbed her purse and dug around looking for her keys. “Is it bad enough we’ll have to start over?”

“I don’t know. I’m too scared to look. My first thought was to call you.”

“I’m on my way. Keep it low key if you can. I don’t want Mr. Morgan freaking out and shutting the whole project down for fear of falling glass. Put up some warning cones and keep everyone out of the way. I’ll get there as quickly as I can.”

 

 

Donovan sat down at his desk, and for the first time in days, didn’t wince. Guess it’s time to be extravagant and earn Mistress L’s wrath.

His phone rang but he didn’t recognize the number right away. “Donovan Morgan.”

“Mr. Morgan, this is Charlie Wilson. The parking attendant in the Galtier ramp?”

“Yes, of course. What can I do for you, Charlie?”

“Well, I hate to bother you, but I thought you’d want to know. The car you bought the pass for? She just came through in a hurry.”

Donovan jumped to his feet. “Is she all right?”

“She looked real upset. I don’t think she knew where to park so she just left her car smashed up against the curb, jumped out and ran for the door.”

Smashed. Dear God. “Was she bleeding? Hurt?”

“Oh, nothing like that, sir. She didn’t wreck and the car’s half up on the curb so she’s not completely blocking traffic. Though we ought to get it moved by 3:00 p.m. so we don’t have a problem with rush hour.”

“Of course. I’ll take care of it personally. Thank you, Charlie. I appreciate your call.”

Donovan hung up, his mind racing. Why would she rush downtown and not call him? It had to be something with the windows, but the last he’d heard, they weren’t planning to install anything until tomorrow. Worried, he headed downstairs. Foot traffic through the plaza level was light since it was mid-afternoon, but those warning cones had definitely not been there before. A group of people hovered near the windows, bent down over something on the floor. His heart thundered until he located Lilly’s head in the crowd, her hair a tumbled mass drawing his gaze.

He strode straight to her, took her arm firmly, and drew her up to her feet. Without a word, he looked her over, verified she didn’t have blood, cuts, scrapes or bruises, and then drew her into his arms in a crushing hug.

“I’ll fix it,” she wheezed. “I’ll take care of it. Please don’t be upset.”

He loosened his fierce grip on her only to cup her face in both hands and tip her head so he could lean down and glare into her eyes. “I don’t give a flying fuck about anything but you. Are you hurt?”

“No.”

“Is anyone else hurt?”

“No.”

“Then I’m not upset.” Easing his ferocity, he leaned down and brushed his mouth against hers, lowering his voice so the others wouldn’t overhear. “Three. You didn’t call me. You drove. And I had to curse.”

“It’s my fault, Mr. Morgan.” Joe stood up, for once without a single smirk or cocky grin. “I had the brilliant idea of surprising you two. Lilly didn’t even know we were here.”

“It’s not that bad.” She turned back to the group, but she leaned against Donovan, her hand fisted in the back of his shirt beneath his coat. “We’ll have to take the whole thing back to the shop and replace about a hundred pieces, but it’s salvageable.”

“We’ll get it back in one piece.” Joe grimaced, hanging his head. “Well, the ones still intact.”

“It’ll put us a few days behind schedule.”

Donovan could hear the worry ringing in her voice so he tightened his arm around her, keeping her against his side. “Not a problem. This schedule has always been fluid and flexible. Thanks for your hard work, everyone. I appreciate your time. I’m going to drag Lilly away for the afternoon now, so call me directly if any other issues arise.”

Before she could think to argue, he whisked her toward the door and outside. Pace brisk, he crossed the street and headed for the parking garage. He almost made it back to her car before she dug in her feet and refused to go another step.

“You.”

Just inside the ramp entrance, he paused and met her gaze.

“I was so upset my only thought was to get here quickly. I didn’t know where to park, so I came here. And the bar went up.”

“Of course,” he said easily, keeping his voice light.

“Why did the bar go up for my car?”

“Because I had a parking tag installed on your windshield when they serviced your car. Actually you could have gone to any of the parking ramps in downtown St. Paul and parked.”

“Any of them?”

Taking her hand, he tugged her inside. “Yes. Where’d you leave your car? We have to move it.”

“I don’t know.”

Her voice sounded funny. Broken, soft and unsure. Concerned, he paused again and searched her face. “We’ll find it. It’s no big deal.”

“It’s a huge fucking deal, Donovan.”

“Four. Never mind, Charlie will know where it is.” If she’d turned in off 5th Street, then she probably would have left it close to the entrance, so he backtracked, dragging her along. Sure enough, her little red Focus was half up on the curb. “We need to work on your parking, sweetheart.”

She made a raw, choking sound that had him whirling around and dragging her into his arms. God, he’d never expected her to cry. Not his Lilly. “It’s all right. I’m only teasing. You never have to park again. Next time you come into St. Paul just leave your car with Charlie. I’ll have him park it for you.”

She clung to him, sobbing, her hands fisted in his shirt. “The bar went up. I can’t believe you did that. For me. The very first weekend? But why?”

Because I love you. I’ve loved you since our very first weekend, Lilly Harrison. Since the first day you strode into my office and changed my life forever.

But he’d promised he wouldn’t say it. Not until she’d told him the same.

Without answering, he wiped her tears, kissed her softly and helped her into the passenger seat. With a bump and a jolt, he drove the car off the curb and parked it beside his Jag. He got out, but she still sat in the passenger side, unmoving.

He came around and opened her door, but she stared up at him. “Why?”

“You know why.” He took her hand and drew her out, but she still stared at him with a shellshocked look on her face that made him shake his head. Scooping her up into his arms, he carried her toward the elevator. “I guess I’m going to have to show you again.”


Chapter Twenty-One

He laid her on his bed like the very first night she’d spent with him. Slowly, he undressed for her, but this time, he didn’t pause, tremble or pant with the effort of containing his desire. He didn’t blush or avert his gaze, keeping his eyes locked on her, a smoldering heat she could feel on her skin. She started to sit up, her hands moving to her T-shirt, but he interrupted.

“No. I want to do it.”

Staring at him a moment, she swallowed, fighting down the tears again, and decided to let his refusal go unanswered. I can’t punish him for telling me no when I’m bawling like a baby. Mistresses don’t cry. They make their subs cry.

He knelt on the edge of the bed and untied her tennis shoes. “Who’s here with me now? Lilly or Mistress L?”

“Only Lilly, I guess, since you’re telling me no and I didn’t double the count.”

He flashed a grin and tossed her shoe over his shoulder. It knocked something over with a crash, making her sit up. “I’ll remind you later.”

“To double it?”

“No. That you claimed only Lilly was here.” Her other shoe went over his shoulder too and he dragged her shirt over her head so fast she got her arm stuck and had to twist her shoulder and wrestle to get out of it. “Making love to me.”

Oh no. I don’t think I can take it. Not today.

He reached around for her bra clasp but she leaned back out of his reach. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

With a shrug, he jerked her pants open and started dragging her jeans down her thighs. “I don’t mind if you leave it on.”

“That’s not what I meant.” Just having him pull her jeans down was spreading heat through her body. He’s too close to the danger zone and I’m too ragged, too raw, too emotional…

But it didn’t stop her from lifting her hips and helping him.

“Ah, you don’t want to make love.” He leaned down and pressed a kiss against the lace still covering her crotch, pressing his tongue so the satin molded to her. “You just want to fuck me. That’s okay. Fuck me, Lilly. I still know what I feel for you.”

She couldn’t remember lying back down, but she stared up at the ceiling while he made himself comfy between her thighs. “Are you still mad about the window?”

“I was never mad about the window.” He nudged his tongue deeper, tracing the slit through her panties. He didn’t even have his tongue on her flesh yet and she was pulling her legs wider apart and reaching for his head. “Just concerned when the parking attendant called to tell me my lady crashed her car on the curb. Why would you think I was mad?”

“I’ve never heard you curse except when you’re angry.”

“I guess you’re rubbing off on me.” He looked up at her with a wicked grin, while his fingers traced the skin along the curve of her panties. “I love it when you talk dirty to me, so I decided to give it a try. May I now lick this delectable pussy until you come, Lilly? I want you wild with need when you fuck me.”

Heat rose in her, a scalding wave that made her lift her hips off the bed in silent invitation.

“Mmm,” he whispered, rubbing his chin against her pelvis. “I guess that’s a yes.” He reached beneath her and dragged the silk down her legs, shifting so he could get one leg free and then toss her panties to join the rest of her clothes. “I love the way your pussy feels, so soft and smooth and wet. Silky and wet and hot. May I take over the duty of shaving you, Lilly? I’d love to take care of this pussy in any way you let me. Let me worship you day and night.”

Moaning, she tangled her fingers in his hair and set his mouth to work. At least then she didn’t have to hear him. I’m starting to understand why he blushed so much when he first met me. So hot to hear him say what he feels, what he wants, what he’s going to do, even while he keeps asking for permission.

He traced every inch of her with his tongue, stroking and playing without ever touching her clit. She let him tease for a while, but when he slipped a finger inside her, she decided she was done playing. Tightening her grip on his hair, she moved his mouth higher and pressed her groin against him.

Groaning deep in his chest, he flattened his tongue against her and pushed another finger into her, pressing deeper with a stroke that made her hips jerk. Each twitch worked her against his tongue while his lips vibrated with his sounds of enjoyment. In moments, her clit pulsed and she quivered with release, clamping her thighs around his head.

So he started to use his teeth.

The man was skilled with his tongue, but the sharpness of his bites sent her soaring even higher. Evidently he’d taken the lesson of the burn on her hand to heart, because he didn’t hesitate to bite hard enough to make her cry out. He nibbled and sucked, stopping only to lick her clit again until her thighs were trembling and sweat dripped into her eyes. Yet he wouldn’t stop until she dragged his head up using his hair.

Panting, she pulled him up so he lay on top of her.

“Please fuck me now, Lilly. I want to be inside you so bad I’m going to die if you don’t fuck me. Please.”

Hearing him beg made her crazy. Not Donovan, her arrogant and proud submissive who’d fought tooth and nail before going to his knees for her. She grabbed his cock and pulled him in, wrapping her legs around him. He settled against her on a deep sigh. Braced on his elbows above her, he didn’t thrust. He simply looked at her. Eyes wide open. Eyes shining with emotion. She knew that light. It beckoned her like a lighthouse on a stormy night. She wanted to sail closer to it, hoping for a safe harbor, but there were no guarantees. There could be rocks below the surface that would sink her in a hurry.

But wouldn’t it be worth sinking if I could have his light forever?

He leaned down and kissed her, keeping those damnable eyes open. His mouth soft, vulnerable, sweet. So sweet.

So fucking dirty when he whispered, “You like my ass, Lilly. Maybe you should fuck it while I’m inside you. Take me. Take me any way you want. I’m yours.”

Watching his face, she let her hand roam across his buttock. Her fingers stroked and teased, drawing a moan out of him, but he still wouldn’t close his eyes. Not until she pushed her index finger into him.

Jaws clenched, he shuddered and finally began to move inside her. She reached down to squeeze his buttock with her other hand and haul him closer, teasing her finger deeper in time with his cock inside her. His breathing quickened, catching on a groan that seemed to start at his toes and rumble through his entire body. He clenched around her, just like her body had to be clenching around him. She didn’t dare push him too hard, not without lubrication, but it was a beginning. It set her mind to thinking about whipping his ass and then fucking him hard, having him beneath her, wild and out of control.

The sudden climax rocketed through her, bowing her back on a scream that hurt her throat.

“Lilly,” he ground out, rigid against her. “Please!”

Another wave of pleasure crashed into her, threatening to take her down to the bottom of an endless sea, but she knew what he wanted. Even now, he wants permission. He won’t come until I let him.

“Yes.” She watched him surrender. Head thrown back, deep frantic groans, sweat trailing down his chest, muscles working him on top of her, driving him to release. So damned beautiful it hurt to watch. Yet she couldn’t have looked away even to save her life.

Breathing hard, he dropped his forehead to hers, his body stilling. Gently, she eased her finger out and just gripped his ass, kneading the firm, rounded muscle with both hands.

“That was…fantastic.” She tipped her mouth up and kissed him. “Thank you.”

He leaned back enough to watch her face, searching for the truth. “For what?”

For the parking pass. The catered lunches. The aloe plants. For putting up with my dog and my messes and my filthy mouth.

For taking care of me.

For loving me.

She swallowed the lump threatening to choke her. “For everything.”

He nodded a little, still watching her face. “And who was here in my bed just now? Think about it, sweetheart. Because if you say only Lilly, I’m going to ask why I couldn’t come until you allowed it. Or why you came so hard at the thought of fucking my ass. Because somehow I don’t think ‘only Lilly’ would find it so fucking hot.”

“Lilly was here,” she said reluctantly. “But so is the Mistress. She’s always here too.”

She’s here because of you. Because I can be both with you and not even realize it.

She thought he might push harder and make her admit the truth, but he tucked his face up against her neck and settled in like he intended to stay for a long while. She lay there, trailing her fingers over the fine, lean lines of his body, relishing his weight against her, his strength and pride and tenderness. His goodness. The way he took care of so many people. She started to cry again, silent tears that plopped on his head but he didn’t seem to mind. He just burrowed tighter into her arms and let her hold him.

Without saying a word or making a single demand on her.


Chapter Twenty-Two

With the whole crew working to replace the broken pieces, they were only going to be a week behind schedule. If things went according to plan, they’d be ready to install the first window by next Friday, and every single person had already sworn in blood not to lift a finger until Lilly was there personally. Checking her phone to see if Donovan was ready to pick her up yet, she noticed an email alert on Mistress L’s client account.

After canceling all her contracts, no one was supposed to email her. They had no reason to. She’d made it very clear she would let them know if her circumstances changed, but at this time, no further contact would be welcome. She’d known most of her clients too long to suspect them of just being annoying or rude. Either it was spam, or one of them was desperate enough to risk her wrath. But will they be desperate enough to make me willing to risk Donovan’s wrath?

Reluctantly, she opened the email program. The sender wasn’t an email she recognized, but she opened it anyway.

 

Dear Mistress L:

Forgive me, I know I’m breaking your rules, but I’m desperate. Please help us. It’s going to cost us our marriage if I don’t get a grip on this. I’m begging you, please call me and at least talk me through it one more time. 

Sincerely,

 

Hannah Hamilton

 

Fuckity fuck fuck crap.

Lilly had been meeting the Hamiltons twice a week, more than she typically offered, to teach Hannah what she needed in order to help her husband. Ralph was a sub who couldn’t get aroused at all if he didn’t have pain, and from what they told her after she left, it was difficult for him to continue to climax. They loved each other and were committed to working out their sexual differences, even though Lilly feared they might simply be too incompatible. Hannah really didn’t have a dominant bone in her body. But she was willing to at least learn about punishment for her husband’s sake.

Calling a client wasn’t something Lilly had ever done. In fact, she’d insisted on knowing as little about them as possible. Donovan’s PI probably knew more about where they lived and their lifestyle than she did, even though she’d been meeting some of them for years. Hannah had included a phone number. Just in case.

With a sigh, she called the number. When an obviously tearful woman answered, she simply said, “This is Mistress L.”

“Oh thank God. Can you see us? One last time? Please, Mistress, I’m trying. You know how hard I’m trying. I think we’re close. I just can’t quite get him there yet. If I can get over this last hump, I think we’ll make it. I’ll double your fee.”

“It’s not the money. I’m in a relationship myself and I don’t think he would understand.”

“Please. We’re at our usual hotel. I thought the familiar room would help, but it’s just not working. I need you.”

“Right now?”

“Yes, please. Ralph is so…” Hannah’s voice broke and she sobbed for several moments before she could continue. “This is our last try. He can’t take it any longer.”

In many ways, Ralph was a lot like Donovan had been in the very beginning. His submissive needs conflicted with what he believed a man had to do and be to be considered a real man. When he couldn’t become aroused for his loving, beautiful wife, he felt inferior, weak and undeserving. It didn’t matter how much she loved him, how hard she was trying. He didn’t feel like he was a man worthy of her love.

If Donovan needed me, would I ever be able to refuse him? Of course not. And if I couldn’t help him, I’d get on the phone and call every single dominant I knew until I found someone who could help me do whatever he needed. He has to understand why I couldn’t abandon them.

After yesterday’s parking debacle, the last thing she wanted to do was drive into St. Paul again. “I’m not dressed, I don’t have any equipment, and I can’t easily get home to pick anything up.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Hannah insisted. “Please, I just need you to coach me a little. Please. I’ll send a taxi to get you, wherever you are.”

“All right.” She gave the warehouse address and hung up to call Donovan’s cell phone. Please, please pick up. Please understand.

Of course she got his voice mail. “Donovan, I’ve got an emergency situation here with one of my old clients. I’m going to go help them. You know what it does and doesn’t mean. I’ll explain everything to you in person, okay? I’ll even phone Dmitri and make sure he has pie on the menu tonight.” She paused a second, trying to decide what else to say. She hadn’t planned to tell him how she felt in a voice mail, but he’d understand the gravity of the situation better if she also gave him the truth.

Taking a deep breath, she gathered her courage. “I know why, Donovan. Because you love me. And I love you. I’ll be at the Saint Paul Hotel. As soon as I’m done, I’ll call you.”

 

Shaking hands with each man at the table, Donovan tried to hurry up without being rude to his new business partners. He didn’t have to check his watch to know the meeting had run long, and the last thing he wanted was for Lilly to get it in her head she ought to drive to Dmitri’s on her own. His secretary came to the door and waved a note at him.

“Please excuse me.”

Nodding and smiling, he made his way to the door and stepped outside.

“I’m sorry to interrupt your meeting but…”

For once, Miss Wruthers managed to a make a statement instead of a question, although its incompleteness still managed to set his teeth on edge. “Yes?”

“I have something you need to see. It’s important.”

He checked his watch. Damn it, it was already 5:00 p.m. If he didn’t get Lilly to dinner soon, she’d fall over from exhaustion after failing to even notice the lunch getting stale again, and tonight, he had an especially nice surprise planned. “Yes, what is it?”

Still, Miss Wruthers hesitated, crumpling the note in her hand. “I did something you might not like.” She peeked up at him, paled and squeezed her eyes shut. “I asked Andy Wells to do some digging and pretended the order came from you.”

Keeping a fierce grip on his temper, Donovan took a deep breath before replying. “I see. On whom?”

“Lilly Harrison.” She opened her eyes and reeled back a step at the look on his face. “It’s a good thing I did too. Or you wouldn’t know she’s still going to see her clients.”

“What?”

“She is. Andy tailed her to the Saint Paul Hotel just a few minutes ago. He called it in right away.” She shoved the note at him, but he didn’t bother reading it.

“Why on earth would you feel it necessary to investigate my…” He hesitated a moment, because he certainly wasn’t going to say “Mistress” and “girlfriend” didn’t compare to the depth of his attachment to Lilly.

Miss Wruthers’s eyes narrowed with a dark, nasty emotion he’d never seen from her before. Spite. Disdain. And most of all, hatred.

“…fiancée?”

Miss Wruthers choked like she’d swallowed her own tongue. “You’d marry a prostitute?”

He gripped her arm firmly and dragged her back toward her desk. “Pack your things. Get out of my office. Immediately.”

“But she is,” Miss Wruthers cried, looking bewildered. “I heard you arguing the day she came into your office dressed like a hooker. I had Andy start following her immediately. I thought you’d be glad to know she’s been lying to you. She never stopped seeing her other clients. She’s with one right now.”

He clenched his hands at his side to keep from throwing the woman out. “You can’t possibly understand what she does.”

“Oh, I know what she does for you all right.”

Surprised his show of temper hadn’t scared her—when every other time she’d simpered and squeaked if he even thought about raising his voice, Donovan headed for the elevator and pressed the call button. If one of Lilly’s clients had truly called her, it would have been an emergency. Unless one of them’s a nutcase who can’t bear to let her go.

Knowing her, she’d gone to help them without a single thought of her own safety. Andy liked her. If he called it in, she really might be in danger. “I’ll call HR tomorrow morning and make sure you receive a healthy severance to compensate you for your troubles, but I never want to see your face in my office again.”

“I know everything, Mr. Morgan.” Miss Wruthers’s sly tone made him halt in his tracks and turn to face her. “And I’ve got the pictures to prove it.”

“Prove what?” He forced himself to calm down. Anger wouldn’t help dissolve this mess. “That I love Lilly?”

“Some of the pictures might be embarrassing, but not too risqué. However, there’s one particular picture on a boat you might pay a great deal of money to keep out of the media. You really oughtn’t go around completely nude, Mr. Morgan.”

He’d always thought that once the ugly truth came out he’d wither up and die of humiliation. He’d do, say, and certainly pay anything to keep anyone from knowing the truth about him. Certainly his face would burst into flame and shame would eat away at his gut. He’d not be able to think of a single defense and his hands would tremble like he had palsy.

But none of that was true now. His head had never been clearer, his stomach calmer, and his hands were rock steady. “Andy Wells wouldn’t have taken any pictures. Not of his boss.”

“No, you’re right. I had to hire someone else to do the dirty work. But Andy did agree to tail the slut just in case she was up to something. I just had to tell him you wanted him to act as protection, not dig for dirt.”

“So that’s your plan? You’ll extort a little money from me to bury some illicit pictures?”

“Oh, no, Mr. Morgan. That wasn’t my plan at all.” She took off her glasses and released her blonde hair, letting it tumble down her shoulders. She gave him a flirtatious smile that made his blood run cold. “You don’t honestly think my aspirations include fetching coffee for you and your mistress, do you?”

His eyes flared, but then he realized she probably didn’t really mean Mistress, but rather the woman he was sleeping with.

She glided toward him, walking with the confidence of a supermodel. “This was supposed to be my fairy tale. I was going to play the part of the shy, plain secretary you inexplicably couldn’t keep your hands off of. You were going to be my extremely wealthy knight in shining armor. A little office hanky panky and then the wedding of the year at Conservatory. Or maybe Chanhassen’s Dinner Theatre. I hadn’t decided. But as soon as that overweight little slut sauntered into your office, you fell for her hook, line and sinker.”

She posed in front of him, and yes, he supposed she was a beautiful woman, if a man preferred icy beauty. Funny, but I liked her better with the glasses. “I wouldn’t trade a single one of her luscious curves for you…” He hesitated, unwilling to continue giving her the respect he’d shown her by using her surname, but he honestly had no idea what her given name was. “What’s your first name again?”

“Isabella.” Instead of taking offense, she must have counted his request for her first name as a victory. She walked her fingers up his chest and pressed her hips to his. He had to give it to her—she didn’t give up easily. “What does she do for you that I can’t, Donovan?”

He wasn’t the kind of man who’d meekly pay her off to keep those pictures out of the papers. Yet he didn’t want the scandal if he attempted to bring her up on extortion charges. It’d be much easier if she disappeared on her own accord. He let a smile flicker on his lips. “Are you sure?”

“Oh, yes, please. I want to know. I’m sure I can please you above and beyond your wildest dreams.” She batted her eyes and pressed her breasts against him too. “Or lover boy. Isn’t that what she called you?”

“Yes, but my favorite nickname she calls me is sexy beast.” He lowered his head and let his breath tickle her ear. “You’ll have to tie me up and beat me until I beg you to fuck me. Then you have to wrap your thighs around my head and try to suffocate me on your desire. If I’m still breathing, you can chain me to your bed and really have your way with me.”

A sound escaped her lips more authentic than anything he’d heard since hiring her. It sounded suspiciously like the wail of a dying animal. She stumbled back a step, her eyes big china-blue saucers. “You’re joking. Right? You’re just trying to scare me.”

“Am I?” He unbuttoned the neck of his shirt, opening it up enough to show the collar he wore, the lock clearly visible. “Then why does she own me? You saw the pictures. She often makes me go naked. You said you had a shot from the boat. If you look closely enough, you might even be able to see the red marks on my ass from where she whipped me.”

Bright red splotched her cheeks but the rest of her face was milk pale. One more push ought to do it, he decided.

“For the beating, I prefer a crop. It has a nice, heavy thud when she hits me with it. But just about anything will suffice. She even used a wooden spoon once that was quite effective.”

“A spoon,” Isabella whispered. “She…”

“Beat me with it,” he nodded. “You ought to see what she did with cherry pie.”

The elevator dinged. She pushed past him and leaped into the waiting cabin. “Go to hell, Mr. Morgan.”

“Gladly, Miss Wruthers.” Relieved she was gone, he found the manila folder on her desk containing the aforementioned pictures. Hopefully she didn’t have backup copies at home. With a quick call to security to make sure she left the building and immediately revoke all her access to the company, he tossed the folder into his briefcase.

It was 5:10 p.m. Furious he’d been delayed at all, he called Andy next. “Is she in danger?”

“I wasn’t sure at first,” Andy admitted. “A taxi came to get her at the warehouse and took her straight to the hotel. When she got there, though, a woman met her in the lobby. It looked like she’d been crying. I don’t think it’s a rogue ex-client with malicious intent.”

“At least she didn’t try to drive,” Donovan muttered. “Did you get the name or room number?”

“Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton, room 243.”

“Thanks, Andy.” Headed for his car, he didn’t hang up right away. Not yet. “Miss Wruthers took it upon herself to ask you to tail Lilly. The order didn’t come directly from me.”

“I suspected as much when Miss Wruthers kept asking me to take pictures of you two together.” Andy’s voice echoed with relief. “I watched Miss Harrison when you weren’t with her, but otherwise I kept my nose out of your business, Mr. Morgan.”

“I appreciate it, Andy. But more, I’m grateful you called today. If anything happened to Lilly…” he let his voice break with emotion. “I wouldn’t be able to go on.”

“I’m on the floor now. If I hear anything, I’ll call security,” Andy promised. “She’s safe.”

“If she tries to leave, stall her. And whatever you do, don’t allow her to drive!”


Chapter Twenty-Three

Normally a cell phone was the last thing Lilly kept handy in a scene, but she kept it out and ready in case Donovan called her back. When his text finally came, her eyes burned. Downstairs if you need me. I love you too.

Everything was going to be all right. He understood. He hadn’t leapt to the horrible conclusion she was doing one of her clients behind his back. Mr. Douchebag would have assumed the worst.

Mr. Morgan, her sexy beast of a submissive, had come to make sure she was safe.

Hannah Hamilton paused, a flail over her shoulder, ready to land another blow, but her arm wavered. Bound spread-eagled beneath her and gagged, her husband cast wide eyes around the room to see what was happening. “Everything okay?”

“I’m sorry for the interruption, Hannah. Please continue.”

With a nod from Mistress L, Hannah swung the flail against her husband’s back. The steady thwap filled the room. Hannah started to sweat. But nothing happened.

Specifically, nothing was happening for Ralph. He didn’t fight the bonds or moan. For all she knew, he’d fallen asleep.

“Let’s halt for a moment.” Frustrated she hadn’t been able to get through to them, Lilly tried to think of a new tactic. “Hannah, see to the submissive. I’m sure he’s thirsty.”

She removed the gag and lifted her husband’s head to let him drink from a plastic bottle. They whispered and she stroked his hair off his forehead. It was very tender. But the actual punishment had been wooden. Unemotional. No wonder Ralph couldn’t get excited. Hannah couldn’t arouse him because she hadn’t been touched emotionally by what she was doing. It was going through the motions for his sake. Since it did nothing for her, it did nothing for him either, despite her best intentions.

She has no idea how sexy it can be to hear the groans and moans of a submissive really enjoying the punishment. Like Donovan. If she saw what I can do to him…

It would be too much to ask of her very arrogant, proud, extremely sensitive and easily embarrassed submissive whose hard limit was exhibition. Even the threat of someone walking in made him uncomfortable, let alone having other people in the room. But could he talk to them? Help Hannah understand how much her husband needed this? She texted him. Can you come up to room 243? No emergency.

He immediately texted back. On my way.

“I’ll be right back,” she told Hannah and stepped outside into the hallway. The elevator dinged and there he was, striding straight toward her so he could pull her tightly against him.

“Are you all right?”

“Yes,” she whispered against his neck, squeezing him harder. “Thank you for understanding. For not jumping to conclusions. They just needed my help. Desperately.”

“Someone has to make sure you’re safe,” he growled but he rubbed his mouth against her ear. “For all I knew, you were meeting some nutjob client who was going to make you sorry you dumped his ass for me.”

For all her standard operating safety procedures, it’d never dawned on her that one of her clients would try to hurt her. Hannah and Ralph wouldn’t, but would one of the others? If she’d gotten a similar message from one of them, would she have come alone?

“So what’s the problem?”

“She doesn’t understand how the pain can be arousing. I’ve been trying to show her with as little interaction into their relationship as possible, but she’s not able to make the connection.”

“You want to show her what we do.”

“I tried to show her with Ralph, but I don’t feel anything when I punish the clients. Not arousal at least. But with you…”

“I’ll do it.”

“Donovan, you don’t have to. If you can just talk to them, it’ll help.”

“You know my limits, Mistress.” He said it easily, his confidence and trust fully in her. Such trust rocked her to her core. “If you think it’ll help them, I’m willing to try.”

It took a few minutes to get everyone readjusted. She had Hannah untie Ralph so he could sit up and watch. Donovan stripped off his suit coat and shirt, but kept his pants firmly in place. His collar looked damned good against his skin with those silky expensive pants covering his lower half. Lilly went through the toys the Hamiltons had brought. She hated to use anyone else’s equipment, but she knew they hadn’t owned any of the tools for long. The crop was still stiff and hardly used at all. Lilly would be surprised if the other woman had even picked it up. It was too grim, too harsh, for where she was in her BDSM journey.

Watching Donovan, she experimentally bent the crop between her hands, testing its flexibility. “It’s pretty stiff. It’s going to be a sharp cut.”

His eyes were already darker, his nostrils flaring with every breath. “Maybe we ought to carry over the count from yesterday then.”

“Are you sure about that, lover boy? Because your dirty mouth really offended me yesterday, and you also told me no.”

“That’s an automatic ten, then, at least.”

“Ten it is.” She smiled and let her voice go husky. “I’ll forgive your other offenses because you used that dirty mouth so very well. Do you want to be bound?”

His gaze flickered to the watchers. “No.”

Nodding, she used the crop to point where she wanted him.

He bent over the table, gripping the far edge for leverage. He shifted his lower body until he was braced with both feet on the floor, his upper body flat and waiting for her attention.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The sight of him waiting, wanting her lash, was enough to arouse her. She turned to Hannah and Ralph, letting them see her reaction. She knew her color was high, her nipples were hard and firm, probably visible through her T-shirt. She licked her lips, another deliberate sign of desire. “When we’re at home, he strips completely, but for his modesty, he’s keeping his pants on today. It’s a pity, because I dearly love whipping his firm, tight ass. He truly is magnificent under those trousers.”

Hannah’s eyes were wide and she clutched her husband’s hand tightly.

Donovan muttered something beneath his breath. Probably threatening something dire. Which only made Lilly laugh.

“Yes, dear, just a moment.” She gave an experimental blow to her thigh. The leather cut nicely through her jeans, a burn she could easily feel despite the heavy denim. I’m going to have to really watch it or he won’t make it to ten without needing to come, and I don’t want to do that to him in front of them.

“When I look at him, Hannah, I see…” She had to stop and catch her breath, all teasing forgotten. “I see his need. He needs to feel the pain as much as he needs to breathe. It’s like a toothache that never goes away, growing worse and worse every day. No root canal can take away the pain. Just me. I can do this for him. I love hearing the sound the crop makes on his flesh. I love the way he groans. I love to know I can drive him out of his mind with need. I want to do this for him because I love him. I love him with my whole heart.”

He trembled, a soft helpless sound escaping his throat.

“I’m going to punish you now, Donovan. Is that what you want?”

His breathing quickened with anticipation. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Remember your safeword.”

He turned his head slightly so he could glare at her over his shoulder. “I won’t need it.”

“We’ll see.” She tapped his back lightly with the tip of the crop and he quivered like a horse trying to shake a fly. “Even though I know he’s more than ready, I have to start gently. All pain without the buildup isn’t arousing. It just hurts. Sometimes I like to touch him a little first.” She smoothed her palm down his spine and he lifted into her caress. “This is especially good when I have him bound and he can’t move. It helps make the bondage, the helplessness, more real in his head. If he can’t move to deepen my caress, even though it feels good, he’s not going to be able to escape the lash.”

She noticed the other couple holding hands, which gave her another idea. “Hannah, put your submissive where you want him. Don’t worry about bonds for now. Don’t worry about technique or blows. Just touch him, like I’m touching Donovan.”

Lilly stoked her palm up and down his back, even slipping down to knead his buttocks and the backs of his thighs, drawing a low groan from him. “Handle him hard, Hannah. He can take it and it’s unexpected from a woman. Touch him with confidence and surety. He’s yours. Every part of his body is yours. Let him feel how strong you are. Squeeze him with all your strength, all your love and determination.”

She must be doing it because Ralph let out a soft moan too. Much better than the boring attempt at discipline earlier.

“Now we’re going to begin by warming up. Give him a few gentle love taps with the tails. Softer than your hands were. No snap, no noise, just the touch and promise.” Matching her words, she rubbed the crop up and down Donovan’s back, trailing the tip down his shoulder all the way down to his knuckles gripping the table so determinedly. Lightly, she tapped each knuckle. “No pain, not yet. This should be a sweet promise of what’s to come.”

She checked to see how Hannah was doing. She was more relaxed, stroking her husband’s back with one hand and the leather tails in her other. Finally, she almost looked like she was enjoying it. Good.

“Feel the heat, Hannah. Feel his skin beneath your hand. Rub up against him to torment yourself. He’s yours. If he’s not arousing you, use him until you are. That’s what he’s there for. If you’re not enjoying it, don’t start walloping away at him. If you’re hoping to arouse him, you’ve got to be aroused yourself.”

“I don’t feel you pressed up against me,” Donovan whispered. He’d turned his head so he could watch her, his cheek pressed to his biceps so he didn’t have to hold up his head. “How am I supposed to know if you’re aroused?”

“Is this better?” She leaned against his buttocks, using her weight to pin him against the table. She even stretched out on top of him, laying her arms along his. “Besides, you know I’m always turned on when it comes to you.”

He pushed his hips back against her, lifting her up on her toes, so she rubbed her breasts against him until she couldn’t stifle the low moan. “There it is. Now I know you’re enjoying me, Mistress.”

She didn’t have to look over at the other couple to know it was going well for them either. She could hear it. The soft little sighs, the whispers, the connection that had been missing earlier. Without saying anything, she backed away from Donovan, giving his buttock a warning squeeze so he knew what was coming. His back rippled, muscles gliding beneath his skin in anticipation. Urging her to give him what he needed so desperately.

The crack of the crop on his back resounded through the room, even though she was careful not to strike him too hard. After so many scenes, she knew exactly how much he could take, how quickly, and the buildup had them both chomping at the bit.

His breath hissed out between his teeth and he worked his hands, releasing and then re-gripping the edge to give his fingers a rest. She waited until he was settled again, and then gave him another blow to the opposite shoulder. This time, he couldn’t hold back his groan.

“Now that’s the sound of a sub enjoying what his Mistress is giving him. Are you, Donovan?”

“Yes,” he ground out, his voice rumbling deep and low. “More, Mistress. Make me beg.”

“Hannah, are you ready to take your sub to the next level? Can you make him beg?”

“I don’t know.” Breathless, Hannah met her gaze. She was still nervous, but her cheeks were flushed and her lips puffy like she’d been kissing Ralph. She wore a traditional Dominatrix bustier, and her throat and chest were flushed pink. “I’m still afraid.”

“Of what?” Lilly tried to keep her attention on the other woman, but it was impossible when she had Donovan stretched out waiting for her attention. The red marks on his back held her gaze, tempting her to lay a ladder of marks down his back until she could redden his buttocks. She’d much rather have his ass bare so she could watch the skin redden and swell.

“What if hurt him? I mean, really hurt him?”

“Hurt me, Hannah.” Ralph moaned. “Please, please, I need you so bad.”

“Strike now, Hannah.” Lilly used her firmest Mistress voice. “Don’t wait. Don’t think. Strike him. Give him what he wants.”

The other woman reared back and lashed her husband’s back with the flail, crying out louder than he did. Appalled at what she’d done, she wavered, her face paling.

I have to get her back to arousal. More feeling. Less thinking.

“Check yourself, Hannah. Are you wet?”

“Wha… What?”

Keeping her attention on Donovan to give her some privacy, she gave him another quick, hard strike. “Are you wet, Hannah?” Another blow. His back arched so he could push his hips up in welcome, silently begging for where he wanted the next blow. She was only too happy to oblige. “I know I am. I love watching the way his skin moves. The way the red marks begin to color his skin. I think that’s why I like his ass so much. I can spank and spank until his entire backside is cherry red, hot to the touch, and so, so pretty. Just thinking about it makes me wet.”

Hannah didn’t answer, so Lilly looked over at her. Blushing and unable to meet her gaze, Hannah hugged herself. Hiding. Covering her breasts, which were probably aching. “It’s okay to be aroused by what your husband is enjoying. Look at him, Hannah. Is he enjoying it? Grab his cock. Is it hard? Put your hand down your panties. Are you wet? If so, you’re doing it right.”

By the loudness of his moan, Ralph was highly enjoying his wife’s assessment. “He’s hard, Mistress L. You’ve done it!”

“No, ma’am. You’ve done it. Now keep it going. But I want you to keep your left hand in your panties. Make yourself hum with pleasure as you whip him. Don’t hold back. If it feels good, tell him. Tell him how good it’s going to be when he can slide into you while you lash the backs of his thighs.” From her own sessions with Ralph to demonstrate what he preferred to his wife, she knew that was his sweet spot which would make him sweat and groan until on the verge of release.

She returned her attention to Donovan, pacing herself so the sharp crack of the crop punctuated the softer thwap of the tails. The blows landed harder, closer together. Both subs were starting to get desperate, and the soft cries from the corner warned her not to look. Not unless she wanted to see Hannah fucking her husband. Luckily, Lilly had given Donovan the ten she’d promised. She went around to the table and squatted down so she could look into her sub’s eyes.

“Are they…?” he asked.

“Yep, they sure are.” She couldn’t help but grin as the tips of his ears crisped to fire-engine red. “Aw, lover boy, don’t tell me you’ve never listened to someone else have sex before?”

He lifted his head, pinning her with the intensity of his gaze. “Not when I want you so badly I can’t remember why I’d be mad at myself later for doing the same thing.”

Temptation burned through her. Joy at helping the Hamiltons only fed her desire for her very own submissive. But Mistress L had to remember the limits, and he’d been clear on his questionnaire engraved on her brain. Public sex wasn’t something he was comfortable with, and he certainly wasn’t into sharing. He wouldn’t like remembering later that another couple had heard them climax or another man might have seen his Mistress in a compromising position. He might very well regret the lapse in judgment and it was her responsibility to make sure he never had cause for regret. Not when it came to his pleasure.

She shook her head and he scowled, starting to rise up to argue. So she popped him on the shoulder with the crop. “I didn’t tell you to move, Donovan.”

His nostrils flared, his mouth soft and lush, his eyes blazing with desire. She didn’t have to grab his cock to know he was rock hard and aching. Only for me.

Smiling, she leaned across the table, curled her finger in his collar and pulled him in close for a kiss. He didn’t hold back. He opened his mouth and sucked her tongue on a deep, hoarse groan. Ralph chose that moment to come with a loud shout, his wife’s throaty cries echoing in the room.

Groaning with frustration, Donovan broke the kiss and pressed his forehead to hers. “Lilly?”

“Yes, Donovan?”

“For making me listen to them, you owe me dessert tonight.”

She tangled her fingers at his nape and moved around the table so she could draw him into her arms and hold him close. Her other hand explored the welts on his back, drawing a gasp from him. “I already called Dmitri to find out what kind of pie he has tonight.”

Lifting his head, Donovan gazed into her eyes, his eyebrows rising with interest.

“Blueberry. And he promised a quart of whipped cream.”

“I think I’m going to need a new bed again.”

 

 

Lilly turned to Donovan and squeezed his hand. He hadn’t let go of her since they’d left the hotel. “I thought we were going to Dmitri’s?”

He turned onto a side street and slowed. “I have something I want to show you first.”

She didn’t know North St. Paul very well, but she thought this was the neighborhood where he’d grown up. Sure enough, after a few more minutes, he parked in front of his childhood home, and this time, he turned off the engine.

“Ricardo called to ask a favor.”

She smiled. “Naturally you couldn’t say no.”

Donovan got out of the car, and she waited for him to come open her door. He took her hand again and they walked up the sidewalk to the front door. He didn’t knock or pull out a key, but turned the handle and walked straight on in. “Of course not. He’s had an apprentice working in his restaurant for the past year, but the frantic pace of such a demanding job didn’t suit him. He’s a superior chef, but he wants something more low key and relaxed. Ricardo thought he would make an excellent personal chef.”

Although remodeled with fresh paint and modern yet classic furniture, the home still resonated with craftsman bungalow charm. The dark trim contrasted nicely with the earthy paint colors and the hardwood floors looked original. He’d probably knocked out a few walls to give the first floor a more open-concept feel, but otherwise, she could totally see him growing up in his house thirty-plus years ago.

He led her over to the large mantel above the wood-burning fireplace. “This is my mother, Beverly, and my father, Will.”

Lilly lightly touched the silver frame. It was the picture of the fishing boat he’d found years ago, his mother and father smiling at the camera. His father’s arm curled around his mother’s waist, and her hand rested lightly on her stomach. It was impossible to tell because she was so slim, but Lilly suspected Beverly must have already known she was pregnant with her only son. “She’s beautiful. She has your smile. And I can definitely see where you got your looks. Your father was a dark-haired, handsome devil too.”

Her nose caught the scent of something divine and she narrowed her gaze on Donovan. “Don’t tell me this personal chef is here? Now?”

“Come on, I’ll introduce you.” In the kitchen, a young African American man stirred something on the stove. “Knock knock, Chris.”

Turning, he wiped his hands on a towel before shaking hands. “Mr. Morgan, welcome.” His smile was easy and wide, lighting up his entire face, and she had to admit, she loved his Southern accent. “Thank you again for the opportunity.”

“Not at all. By the way Lilly’s mouth is watering, you’ve already proven yourself to be a valuable asset. Lilly, this is Christopher Barker, our new personal chef. Chris, my fiancée, Lilly Harrison.”

Stunned, she gave Donovan’s hand a warning squeeze. “What did you just call me?”

“Fiancée?”

“I don’t recall any proposal, Mr. Morgan.”

Eyes heavy lidded, he reached up and ran a finger around the collar on his neck. She hadn’t even noticed he’d left his shirt open after leaving the hotel. “I do, Miss Harrison. Though I agree a ring is in order. The biggest, most ostentatious diamond I can find.” He tugged her closer and bent down to whisper in her ear. “Now that I’ve finally won the words I’ve been waiting so long to hear, do you honestly believe I’d let you escape?”

Clearing her throat, she blinked and hoped she didn’t look as teary and emotional as she felt. “We’ll see. So are you living here, Chris?”

He shot a confused look at Donovan and shook his head. “No, ma’am. I’m actually down the road in Ricardo’s old house.”

“Oh.” She looked back at Donovan, trying to figure out what he was up to. “That’s convenient.”

“Dinner will be ready in about thirty minutes. When you called, Mr. Morgan, I set up drinks on the back deck. Dmitri confirmed dessert will be delivered promptly at seven.”

“Thank you, Chris.” Donovan took her hand again and headed for the large French doors. “Chris’s specialty is traditional Southern comfort foods like fried chicken and mashed potatoes, so I’m afraid we’ll have to continue to depend on Dmitri to satisfy your sweet tooth.”

At the door, Hank sat wagging his tail and drooling all over a tennis ball in his mouth.

Her throat closed off and her chest ached so badly she couldn’t breathe. All she could do was look up at Donovan and hope she didn’t burst into tears.

“I’ve been thinking about moving back out here for quite some time, but I was too lazy to leave downtown. Then Ricardo called and it just seemed like the perfect time to make the move. Now both you and Hank can come to stay with me whenever you like, though I’m hoping you’ll just give in and move in with me immediately.”

She swallowed hard and finally found her voice. “Let me guess, you took the liberty of moving a few of my things here too?”

He smiled faintly. “No. I just bought you all new stuff.”

Launching herself into his arms, she buried her face against his chest. “Excuse us, Chris.” He managed to get the door open and carried her outside, settling into an Adirondack chair. He cuddled her on his lap and reached over to pour them both a glass of wine. “I know it was presumptuous of me to bring Hank over without your permission, but he’s loving the back yard.”

As if he knew they were talking about him, Hank jumped up and put his paws on the side of the chair so she could pat him. “I can’t believe you left your downtown penthouse condo to live in an older family neighborhood just so I could have my dog.”

“I want the family, the dog and, most especially, you. Will you do me the very great honor of marrying me, Lilly Harrison?”

Scratching Hank behind the ears, she avoided Donovan’s gaze. “You know I love you, but…”

“There aren’t any buts for me,” he interrupted firmly. “You know I always get what I want, and that’s you, Lilly. I want you with me every moment of every single day. I want to wake up with delight each morning to see what furnishings I’ll have to replace. I want to watch you melt over every single bite of food. I don’t care if you don’t want any children or if you decide we need ten massive shedding dogs that destroy everything I own. As long as you’re with me, I’ll live anywhere, do anything, and I’ll be the happiest man in the world.”

She turned in his arms and ran her finger over his collar. “What if our secret gets out? What if people start asking questions?”

“I don’t care.”

“You say that now, but I know your pride, Donovan. I couldn’t bear to disappoint or embarrass you.”

His eyes narrowed and he lowered his voice to the privileged arrogant asshole tone that never failed to turn her on. “You’d never be a disappointment to me and I don’t give a rat’s ass if people find out you’re my Mistress.”

“So you say.”

“Someone did find out about us.”

Surprised, she searched his gaze. “Really? Who?”

“Miss Wruthers confronted me this afternoon. She’d ordered my PI to tail you behind my back, and as soon as you showed up at the hotel, she came running to tell me you were seeing your old clients again.”

Lilly winced. “She thought I was a prostitute too, didn’t she?”

“And she hired a photographer who somehow managed to get a very lewd shot of Morgan Industries’ CEO butt naked on a boat with suspicious red marks on his ass.”

Her mouth fell open. “Did you have to pay her off?”

He gave her a smug smile and leaned back in his chair. “Hardly. I scared her off with the truth. I even showed her my collar. She couldn’t flee into the elevator fast enough.”

“Why would that scare her off?”

“Because she didn’t want money, sweetheart. She wanted to be Mrs. Morgan. But the position has already been claimed by you, if you’re up for the job.”

Lilly propped herself up on his chest. “Are you sure she won’t come back to cause problems for you? I mean, if—and that’s a huge if—I accept this deal, she might decide to cause you trouble out of spite.”

“I don’t care.” He wrapped his fingers in her hair, slowly winding the strands around his hand to pull her close enough for a kiss. “I love you, Lilly. If that means you want to put a cock ring on me and promenade me down I-35, I’ll do it. And I don’t care who wants to take a picture of it.”

She nibbled on his lips. “You know I can’t do freeways.”

“No, but you can do me anytime, any way you want.” He waggled his eyebrows suggestively. “Though maybe I shouldn’t go streaking around on Lake Minnetonka anymore.”

“You mean I’m going to get this sexy beast of a submissive who swears to let me do anything I want and it’s not going to cost me a dime?”

“Just a few lashes of the crop I so thoughtfully fetched from your townhome. Plus I’ll throw in a personal chef, a fleet of fishing boats, a dozen houses all around the globe, and whatever else your heart desires.”

She scooted down in his lap enough to lay her head over his heart. “You’re not very good at these negotiations, Mr. Morgan. You’re supposed to make me work for what I want.”

“That’ll be later,” he pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “When the dessert arrives.”
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Lord Regret’s Price

© 2013 Joely Sue Burkhart

 

A Jane Austen Space Opera, Book 3

After weeks of travel, Lord Sigmund Regret’s nerves are frayed. He’s gone too long without a mark, but that’s not the only thing making him edgy. Once the reality of his profession sinks in, he wonders how his Lady Charlotte Wyre will feel when he comes to her bed with fresh blood on his hands.

Of course, the other man in her life adds more stress to an already complicated relationship. Gilead Masters’s needs are so…normal…compared to Sig’s, which leaves Charlotte turning to him to explore her darkening fantasies. Bondage is one thing. But pain? That’s too close to his bloodline’s violent weakness for Sig’s comfort

Charlotte can feel Sig pulling away, but there is no time to heal the rift before they land in Zijin, where she is immediately attacked. Britannia’s reach is long, and Queen Majel’s reach is even deeper—and more deadly. As Imperial politics come to a dangerous boil, Charlotte must risk everything to keep her beloved assassin alive, free, and at her side

Even as he searches for his next mark.

Warning: Ladies in positions of power, a dragon alien, and a BDSM ménage à trois featuring a duchess on the run, a gentlemanly assassin, and a rough-and-tumble sheriff willing to gun down anyone who gets between him and his lady.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Lord Regret’s Price:

He stripped off his coat and hat and returned to her room. If there wasn’t a rush to escape Zijin space, she’d likely want to do more shopping. He tapped lightly at the door but didn’t hear a reply. It was early for dinner. She surely would have rung for him to join them if they’d gone downstairs.

Intrigued, he opened the door with his key and slipped inside. The main parlor room was just as he’d left it not even half an hour before. The lights were still on.

Charlie had spread several devices across the table, which he had to admit was odd. She usually put her things away under lock and key, afraid that her research would be stolen and misused once more. Along with the things she’d taken from the assassin, he saw two small, plain gift boxes, opened and empty. The boxes had no markings, no indication of where she’d bought the items or what they’d contained.

Instinctively, he carefully tiptoed toward her bedchamber door using every assassin skill he possessed. A similar box lay on the floor outside her door, wrapped in twine. For him? He must assume so since it wasn’t addressed. He picked up the box and untied the twine to find a strange, three-looped ring inside. It weighed fairly heavy on his palm. While he was mulling over what she’d meant it for, he opened the door and every thought he had leaked out of his ears.

As though she’d heard him, even though he’d made no sound, Charlie had turned toward the door, dressed in barely anything at all. Pink silk stockings, her favorite. A corset, not shocking, though it wasn’t the iron maiden she’d pretended to be wearing earlier today when he’d been so testy. She’d loosened the top of her chemise so her breasts were bare, lifted like a sacrificial offering by the corset. Delicate chains hung from her nipples. Berry-red and swollen, they were clamped into the jewelry.

She posed a moment, shoulders thrown back and chin high. “What do you think?”

He opened his mouth but no words would come out, just a rough growl that didn’t even sound like a man.

She laughed. “Good. Now let me help you get your gift into place.”

 

Relieved that Sig also found her jewelry captivating, Charlotte stepped up to him. His gaze was locked on her breasts. As she neared, he stretched out a finger and lightly touched one clamped nipple. Already engorged and tender, her breast throbbed at the small touch. She groaned out a sound very much like the raw growl he’d made a moment ago.

The pain—and, yes, it was more pain than pleasure—sent a surge of hot tidal need flooding through her body. Her nipples felt like they were on fire, as large as grapefruit and painfully sensitive.

How could such a minor caress put her senses on full overload? She moaned again, unable to suppress the extreme sensations pulsing through her. It felt like live wires were attached to her breasts. An electrical current was charging her system higher, into red-alert territory.

And Sig had done nothing but lightly touch her trapped nipple.

Being an extremely clever and attentive lover, he immediately leaped to give her more of that exquisite pleasure. He dipped his head and captured her other nipple in his mouth.

Her reaction shocked them all.

Her knees collapsed. She clutched desperately at his shoulders, her cry rising to embarrassing decibels. Big hands caught her from behind, or she likely would have hit the floor. Gil supported her against his chest.

Or did he trap her for the other man’s ministrations?

Because she pushed back, desperate to escape the incredible yet extreme sensations, and he didn’t budge. In fact, he lifted her off her feet, holding her higher, making it easier for Sig’s torment.

She gasped for air. She even kicked out with one dangling foot, hoping to hit Sig in the shin. He took the opportunity to capture her leg and lift her thigh around his waist.

“Stop,” she finally managed to get a coherent word to come out of her mouth.

Sig lifted his head quizzically, his lips quirked in a wicked grin of dark amusement. “My lady?”

“This is… I can’t… Oh for heaven’s sake.”

Gil laughed softly against her ear, but there was a strange vibration in his tone that skittered across her nerves. He didn’t sound like himself. His laugh was almost…cruel. A lot could be said against a man who’d hidden his true identity from her for over a year in order to win her cooperation, but he’d never been cruel.

“You must be doing something right, Sig. She can’t finish a complete sentence.”

Sig trailed a fingertip down the valley between her breasts, but he thankfully avoided the torturously swollen tips. “I see you found some interesting toys at that shop, Charlie. I never expected you to be the victim of experimentation.”

“I’m no victim,” she retorted, seizing a handful of his hair in her fist. She jerked his head back, hard, enjoying the way his eyes tightened with warning, even while his nostrils flared wide. “The intensity of this experiment merely caught me unawares.”

“You’re feeling pretty damn aware to me, Charlie.” Gil growled against her ear, his breath a hot torment. His palm edged up her rib cage, rough, calloused fingers inching toward her breasts. The thought of his big hand wrapping around her breast made her squirm helplessly, twisting in his grip—whether to flee or urge him to hurry, she didn’t know.

And the sounds…

Majel help her, she’d never made such ridiculous sounds before for a man. Never.

“If you truly want us to stop, you must tell us now.” Sig’s voice was rough, losing his normal genteel persona. Ignoring the fierce grip on his hair, he bent his head back toward her breasts. The very brush of his breath made her cry out again. “Do you like this? Do you want this? Or is it too much?”

Panting, she had to think and categorize her own reactions, because she honestly didn’t know. Her breasts hurt. Every slight touch made her want to whimper and plead and beg.

And I never beg.


He’s got her tied up, but she’s got him out of control.

 

Out of Control

© 2014 Teresa Noelle Roberts

 

Glass artist Jen Kessler has hit the jackpot—a cheap apartment in a charming Victorian house, complete with a sexy, intense, buttoned-down landlord…who may or may not have a riding crop in his bedroom. 

She’s not looking for a lover, but when her innocent, impulsive hug sparks kisses as hot as molten glass, it leads to bondage, spankings, and more naughtiness that, up to now, she had only tasted.

His new tenant may have wild, dyed hair and an unconventional job, but Cornell math professor Drake Matthews admires the work ethic that got her out of debt. Then he’s stunned at how quickly she destroys decades of carefully cultivated self-control.

Soon their sexual and emotional passions push them to the edge—and beyond. But it’s not all good, dirty fun. As Drake takes more and more control of Jen in the bedroom, her deeply ingrained independent streak pushes back. And it’ll take more than a shared penchant for ropes, paddling, and coffee to overcome pasts that could unravel their relationship before it begins.

Warning: Contains kinky sex, molten glass, geeky higher mathematics, family secrets, and irresponsible consumption of coffee.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Out of Control:

“Do you need a hand with anything? More coffee maybe? Or should I leave you alone to unpack?” Drake stood in the doorway, and Jen couldn’t tell if he wanted her to ask him to stay or dismiss him. He was wearing his serious, professorial face, but there was something in his eyes, something in the way he watched her, something in the way he leaned on the doorframe, lazy as a cat, but like a cat sometimes was, active in his laziness, that suggested his thoughts might be more serious than fun. Naughty, even.

“I can think of a few things I could use a hand with.” She stifled laughter. She honestly hadn’t meant it to sound suggestive, but it came out that way.

“I imagine.” Drake came closer and suddenly the room seemed very warm. Or maybe that was just her panties. “What can I do for you?” The words could just refer to all the million things involved with getting settled in a new place, and on one level, probably did.

But Drake felt that tension too. She could hear it in his voice, see it in the way he carried himself. He was studying her like she was prey, or maybe an opponent in some kind of contest, trying to figure out his next move. Funny thing was, he probably thought he was being subtle, but he was obviously trying to decide whether he should jump in where they’d left off or pretend it had never happened and start their acquaintance fresh.

Still, he wasn’t as awkward as a lot of guys might be. He wasn’t slobbering like a puppy who thought she had a treat in her pocket, but wasn’t ignoring her either. More like he was waiting for a clear signal.

What the hell. She decided to give him one, an opening he could take in several ways. Otherwise, she’d never get anything done, and that would be bad, right?

She’d never been the type to wait demurely for a guy to make up his mind. That was like waiting for everything to fall into place so you could quit your horrible nine-to-five job and commit to art—a great way to be old and gray and still waiting. You had to make things fall into place, whether you were talking about work or relationships. Create opportunities. The worst that would happen in either case was you’d fall on your face. And then you got up, brushed yourself off and tried something different.

She stood up from the floor, where she’d been sorting through a box. “How about welcoming me to the house properly,” she said, her voice slipping to a sultry whisper almost despite herself, and held out her hand.

Drake took her hand, shook it in a friendly but businesslike way. “Glad to have you here.” God, his hands were big.

He stepped closer, not letting go of her hand, close enough she could feel the heat of his body. A shudder ran through her, made up of equal parts desire and confusion. She felt paralyzed. Jen’s normal impulse would be to kiss this man, who seemed like he wanted desperately to kiss her but was holding back. At least pull him into a hug, make it clear she was interested. Yet she couldn’t move, trapped by his serious gray eyes, the heat of his touch, the set of his mouth under that tidy beard.

“You confound me,” he said, his voice harsh, dark. “Jen, Jen, Jen, what am I going to do with you?”

“I have a few ideas.”

“So do I. Problem is, while we’d both enjoy these ideas, I’m not sure they’re smart.” Jen froze, unable even to breathe. At least they were on the same page about wanting each other. She wanted to ask him if he truly cared if it was a bad idea, to make it clear she was all about the good-bad ideas, say she even had a clue what those ideas might entail, but she couldn’t speak.

“The hell with it. Smart is overrated.” Drake’s voice came out as a growl, nothing Jen could imagine in a civilized Cornell classroom but could definitely imagine in a bedroom. He reeled her in, pulled her against his hard body.

She felt small and soft. Normally that would make her want to demonstrate her strength—which, thanks to her active life, was surprising for someone who looked more like the petite-flower type. But she liked feeling small and soft in Drake’s arms, with Drake’s mouth crashing down onto hers.

He lifted her up effortlessly, not breaking the kiss, and carried her toward the unmade bed. My God, what did this man do for a workout? This mathematician had muscles like a cowboy. Holding her with one arm, he swept piles and bags of clothes off the bed onto the floor. She saw a wince cross his face as he did it, as if it offended the sense of order she’d seen reflected in his side of the house. “Don’t worry,” she joked, “my clothes are used to spending time on the floor.”

“Not for much longer,” she thought he said. She would have puzzled at the words, except Drake distracted her by pulling her T-shirt off with one decisive motion. She had accidentally packed all her bras last night. At the moment, this seemed like the best accident ever. Drake studied her bared curves, running his big hands along her sides. She purred and arched up. His hands moved to her nipples, began caressing in a gentle, exploratory way, not what she would have expected from his earlier fierceness. Lovely but too light for her taste, it teased and tickled as much as it aroused. She squealed and tried to squirm away at the same time she arched her hips up to meet his, turned on and tormented at same time. The pleasure was almost painful, in the same paradoxical way pain, in the right circumstances and with the right person, could be pleasurable.

“Too much?”

“Too little. I like it rougher.” Not something she’d admit to most guys this soon, for fear they’d take it too far, but Avi’s words inspired confidence. The woman wrote about safe BDSM practices for a living, after all, and she’d said Drake was all right.

Drake chuckled. “Good.” Her brain was whirling like cotton candy in one of those machines at the county fair and felt just about as pink and fluffy, but his tone registered. Evil glee, definitely. She was in trouble, but it was the kind of trouble she loved. With one hand, he began pinching first one nipple, then the other, tugging and kneading. Delicious pleasure and equally delicious pain seared through her. “Good girl. Put your arms over your head.”

She obeyed. She couldn’t help herself. She didn’t want to help herself. Why wouldn’t she play along? This was the best thing that had happened to her in a long, long, long time that didn’t involve making art.

He grabbed her wrists with his other hand, his grip viselike, unbreakable. Heat pooled in her belly, and she couldn’t help whimpering.

“Do you enjoy restraint, Jen?”

She nodded. “Oh yeah.” She felt like she should say something more, something about their mutual friend, even, but the time for intelligent dialogue was either past or yet to come, at least on her end. Drake was talking just fine, but maybe it took longer for hormones to shut down his extra-smart brain.

“Would you enjoy a lot of restraint? Rope bondage, maybe?”

She nodded again, unable to speak. Her eyes felt like they were as wide as a cartoon character’s, taking up her whole face. Avi had experimented on her with rope back in college—just practicing a few ties on her, nothing more—and she’d gotten a kick out of it. With Drake in charge, and actual sex involved, it would be heaven.

“Excellent.” Drake chuckled, and it was the kind of chuckle you’d expect from a supervillain whose evil plan was coming together.

Maybe she was in a bit over her head.

Hurray! Over your head was fun.

And she had it on good authority that he was an ethical perv, not an ax murderer.

“Right now,” he said, “I think we’re both feeling too impatient for rope. Which means we should do it anyway, once we’ve gotten a few things out of our system. You need to learn patience and order. Luckily, I’m here to help you.”

Jen’s head spun. She knew how to sprinkle kink into sex, like a touch of brilliant color to set off clear glass. Still, beyond playful spanking and casual bandana-and-stocking bondage, beyond flipping a coin to see who’d take tongue-in-cheek charge in bed on a particular night, she hadn’t explored very far since rooming with Avi in college. She’d looked at Web sites, especially ones Avi had recommended on her own site, and she’d listened to a few erotica audiobooks, but she was definitely a beginner.

Drake wasn’t. Even if she wasn’t already clued in, she could guess. It was in the way he’d been touching her ever since she’d told him she liked a firmer touch, but more than that, it was in his voice. In his eyes.

She strove for words, tried to say the words that hovered on her lips: You’re a dom. Not just a guy who liked to dabble in kink once in a while, but a serious dom. But she couldn’t make the words come out.


You can’t keep a bad girl down…at least not without restraints.

 

Irrepressible Jasmine

© 2014 Sami Lee

 

Wild Crush, Book 2

After an affair with a Dom turns sour, Jasmine Campbell returns to Leyton’s Headland to build up some good karma by keeping her sister’s business afloat. For that, she needs help from real estate developer Aaron Sanderson—an old school mate who’s grown up movie-star handsome.

When Jasmine knocks on his office door, Aaron can barely contain his triumph. In high school he had an unrequited crush on Jasmine, but ten years on he’s better at close encounters with the opposite sex. He thinks he knows just how to handle Jasmine—with an aloof demeanor and a firm hand.

Little does he know just how firm a hand Jasmine needs.

Jasmine figures a fun vanilla fling will cleanse her sexual palate. Yet her lover proves himself surprisingly adept at satisfying her submissive desires. And soon she’s in serious danger of doing the one thing she swore never to do: fall in love.

Warning: Contains casual sex, intimate sex, slow sex, fast sex, rough sex, roleplay sex and spanking. So basically, lots of sex and spanking.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Irrepressible Jasmine:

Aaron was on the phone when he glanced out the window and saw Jasmine Campbell striding across the street, making a beeline for his office. His gut clenched, his pulse rate leapt and he totally lost the thread of the conversation he’d been having.

Fortunately, the estate agent on the other end of the line loved the sound of his own voice and continued to drone on when Aaron fell silent. He was too focused on the sight of Jasmine walking toward him to participate in their discussion any longer.

She wore a sheer blouse in deep purple teamed with a miniskirt that barely came to mid-thigh—no stockings—and knee-high leather boots. Her hair tumbled around her shoulders, and the morning sun glanced off the dark strands, making them shine well enough for a shampoo commercial. Her striking eyes where hidden behind a pair of large-framed sunglasses. Her strides were bold, purposeful, as though she was a woman who’d just realized what she wanted and was determined to get it.

Christ Almighty, she was a knockout. She’d left him with a killer hard-on last week, and every male instinct he possessed had screamed at him to ask her out afterward, but he’d refrained by force of sheer will. He hadn’t wanted to come off too eager. Desperation was a major turnoff to women, especially women like Jasmine.

“I’m free for meetings right now, Vera.”

It was Trevor Long, one of Aaron’s best estate agents who spoke to the receptionist. Aaron had his own glassed-in office, but he kept the door open. His dad hadn’t done that, had always believed in keeping a separation between himself and his employees. But Aaron had never been overly comfortable playing the hardass, unless it was absolutely necessary. The open-door policy meant his staff felt free coming to him with issues or advice. It also meant Aaron could hear everything that was going on around the office.

Right now, Trevor had his ravenous attention fixed on Jasmine. He slicked back his already jelled-into-submission blond hair and fairly licked his lips in anticipation.

A wholly unearned sense of territoriality gripped Aaron. He covered the phone mouthpiece and called out the open office door. “Vera, when Ms. Campbell comes in, can you show her to my office?”

Vera Wilmington—a woman in her late forties with four kids and a twenty-year marriage under her belt—turned and looked at Aaron over the top of her half-frame glasses. Her gaze slid from him to Trevor and back. Her lips twitched. “Sure thing.”

Trevor’s face fell. “Oh come on.”

“The boss’s prerogative, Trevor.” Aaron grinned. “And she’s an old friend of mine who would, I guarantee, eat you alive.”

“Yeah, but what a way to go,” Trevor mumbled, returning to his desk with a serious case of the sulks.

Aaron worked at finishing up with Bill Leadbeater as he watched Jasmine walk into the reception area, perch her sunglasses atop her head and ask for him by name. Aaron’s heart performed a ridiculous little flip. She’d come to see him specifically. That was interesting.

When Jasmine walked in, Aaron nodded in acknowledgment. She took a seat in the chair across from his desk and crossed her legs, causing her black skirt to ride farther up her thighs. Aaron couldn’t help the way his attention snagged on the exposed length of supple flesh. Damn, she had great legs. Too easy and too damn fun to imagine them wrapped around his waist as he pumped into her. The images accosted him, and the stirring in his loins became more of a frenzy. Jesus. At least pretend to be professional, dickhead.

Seeing the direction of his gaze, Jasmine uncrossed her legs and squeezed them together, sitting up straighter in her chair with her hands in her lap. The pose said “good Catholic schoolgirl”, something which Jasmine had never been. At least not in any way that wasn’t thoroughly filthy.

And now he was picturing her in a short checkered skirt and knee-high socks. Man, he really had reverted to schoolboy thoughts.

“Anyway, a client just walked in, Bill. I gotta go.” Aaron waited while Bill wound up the conversation, using the time to cleanse his mind of dirty imaginings involving the woman sitting across from him. It was bad enough last time that she’d seen how strongly she affected him. If he let her see it again, she’d know he could be reduced to putty in her hands, if she was so inclined.

But then, maybe Trevor had a point. What a way to go.

At last he got rid of Bill and hung up the phone. He turned his full attention to Jasmine. “Well, hello again.”

“How are things, AJ?”

AJ. It was what his pop had called him when he was a kid, what some had called him in school, so it always made Aaron feel about twelve years old. Considering he felt a little like a pubescent boy with his first boner, Aaron figured he probably deserved the assignation right now. “All good with me, Jas. You?”

“Good. Great.” She drummed her fingernails on her knee and bit her lip. “Actually no, I’m not that great.”

Aaron’s smile dropped a little as her words sunk in. “Why—what’s wrong?”

“Business is slow.” Jasmine gestured through the glass, where they could both see Summer’s Retreat. “My sister’s business.”

“We’re heading into the cooler months. Everyone’s business slows down a bit.”

“Not yours,” Jasmine noted. “I hear AJ Sanderson’s is booming.”

“I wouldn’t say booming, not in this property market.” Aaron tried not to be thrilled that she’d apparently been asking about him. “But we do okay.”

“I hear you’ve turned into a savvy businessman. Like your father.”

Aaron was sure she’d meant it as a compliment, so he didn’t deny it even though every cell in his body wanted to protest the comparison. He’d taken over AJ Sanderson’s when his father retired last year, he sat in the same office his father had inhabited for much of his career. The comparisons were inevitable.

Usually he let them roll off his back like water. For some reason it bugged him that Jasmine, of all people, thought he was like Andrew Sanderson, even though she could have no concept of the man’s faults.

“I prefer to think I’m my own man.”

Jasmine’s face fell. “I didn’t mean anything by it.”

Aaron realized he hadn’t masked his irritation well. He held up a hand. “Sorry. The comparisons get a little old sometimes.”

“I can understand that.”

Aaron remembered how people—people like his mother and her friends—used to say what a shame it was that Rex Campbell’s eldest daughter showed no signs of the same ambition or intelligence that her father or her sister possessed. He felt like a spoiled prick. His dad hadn’t been perfect, but despite what went on behind the scenes people generally admired him. By association, Aaron had been afforded the same level of respect. The comparisons to his father might bug him from time to time, but at least they didn’t have the power to demoralize him.

Aaron wondered if Jasmine had ever been demoralized by what people said. If she had, she’d never shown it. But as Aaron well knew, people put on fronts all the time.

“So the thing is, I came to ask for your help.”

From the way she clenched her hands together in her lap, Aaron could tell that had been a very difficult sentence for Jasmine to utter. He sat forward and put his elbows on his desk. “What can I do for you?”
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Lesson one: She makes the rules. Lesson two: Refer to lesson one.

 

Billionaires in Bondage, Book 1

The Billionaire.

Donovan Morgan rules his billion-dollar international company with an iron fist. But in the privacy of his bedroom, he hungers for an iron lady to rule his body.

The Mistress.

Lilly Harrison helps her clients tame their personal demons by taming them. Lots of men—blue collar to white collar—enjoy female domination. But the ultra-rich and powerful CEO is alpha to the core. In public, that is. The challenge will be to teach him that bossy isn’t always better.

The Contract.

Donovan selects his potential Mistress as carefully as a prime investment opportunity, and negotiates a contract as tight and binding as any corporate takeover. He must ensure his privacy at all cost—even if he has to resort to a little blackmail to ensure her full cooperation.

His First Lesson.

When the indomitable Miss Harrison laughs in his face, tears his contract up, and walks out without a backward glance, it seals the deal. Donovan will have her. Even if she makes him crawl to her side.

 

Warning: A billionaire used to buying everything he could possibly want—except in the bedroom; a Mistress determined to bring him to heel with her sexy red stilettos; inappropriate use of cherry pie and silk ties; and a steel-clad contract that will keep him exactly where she wants him.
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