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Sold off like a piece of meat. That’s exactly what my best friend was asking me to do.

“It’s for a good cause,” she said. “Whoever wins will wine and dine you,” she said.

And so I agreed, even though I feared no one would bid on me, even though I worried how everyone would see how very much I didn’t fit in to their aristocratic, wealth-laced world.

But then he came along, saving me from face-planting at the event, holding me close and making me feel all the things that had been foreign to me. He stared into my eyes like he wanted to give me every part of who he was. He looked at me like he wanted to give me… everything.

And as I stood on that stage and was auctioned off, there was one deep voice that rose above all others.


His
.

Logan Mathis.

The man who heated my body and hadn’t said more than a string of words to me during our first encounter.

The exorbitant amount of money he bid ensured I’d be his, if only for one night. But God, I wanted more. And the way he looked at me said he wanted the same thing.




Chapter One


[image: ]








Beatrix



“
Y

ou’re out of your damn mind,” I said, the shock thick in my voice as I stared at my best friend, Patrice. We sat at my kitchen table, her phone sitting on the top, the picture on the screen showing the charity event she was helping organize later this month.

“Beatrix, it’s literally for one night. And you don’t have to do anything but stand up there, look pretty, and let men bid on you.”

I was shaking my head before she even stopped talking. “Patrice, I’m not selling myself. That would make me some kind of… prostitute.”

She rolled her eyes and had an exaggerated expression on her face. “A prostitute? Really?” She leaned forward and tapped her finger on the screen of her phone. “B, it’s for charity. I’m not asking you to sleep with the guy who wins. Just go on a date with him, let him wine and dine you.”

I was shaking my head again, but I lowered my gaze to her phone. Patrice did incredible charity work, raising money for domestic violence survivors at a nonprofit organization. She worked with companies that were worth millions, and said companies never said no to some promotion. And even though I knew this charity auction and was for a good cause, I was still so hesitant.

“All you have to do is look pretty and let some rich guy take you out for one night. That’s it,” she repeated.

“Yeah. I know,” I said softly. But the thought of putting myself out there to be bid on like a piece of meat instantly seemed abhorrent.

“B, we’re short on girls. And although I know this really isn’t your cup of tea, you’d be doing me a huge favor.” She gave me this pathetic smile, knowing it would pull at my heartstrings. “Not only that, just think of all the good you will be doing. Think of all the women and children you’ll be helping, the money you’ll help raise.” She tapped on the screen of her cell phone again as if to emphasize her point, drill it home. “All the bidders have been vetted. They’re all successful businessman, and I’m sure some are young and handsome.”

I cringed at that last part. “So my winning bidder might be my grandpa’s age?” I lifted an eyebrow, and she gave me a sheepish shrug.

“Well, the old ones are the ones who have deep pockets.” She gave me a new smile that looked forced, a little strained.

All I could do was internally cringe. “Great, knowing my luck, I’ll get someone old dude who wants me to sit on his lap so he can pet my hair.”

Patrice started laughing uncontrollably, but I was being serious, unfortunately.

I wouldn’t say no; I had every intention of helping Patrice. I couldn’t even imagine not helping her do good. But the truth was, standing on a podium being auctioned off to the highest bidder? It intimidated me. It scared me a little. The expression I gave her had Patrice smiling. She knew she’d won, that I’d give in eventually.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “It’s gonna be fun. I promise.”

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help the smile that played over my face.

“We’ll doll you up and put you in one of the fancy, expensive dresses the boutique is donating for the night. You’re going to look like a supermodel, although you don’t need all the prepping and primping. You’re naturally beautiful.”

I rolled my eyes again but felt my cheeks heat. Her compliments made me uncomfortable in the way when someone said something nice about you but you just didn’t believe them.

I didn’t know how this would end up, but I could handle one night with a stranger if it meant it was for a good cause. It couldn’t be the absolute worst thing I’d ever done in my life, right?




Chapter Two
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Logan



I

signed my signature on the document and Starla, my personal assistant, took the paperwork and added it to the stack of folders she held.

“Is there anything else you need from me, Mr. Mathis?”

I shook my head and glanced at her. “No, thank you, Starla. You’re free to go and take the rest the day off if you like.”

She nodded. “Thank you, sir.”

She turned to leave, and I leaned back in my chair and ran my hand over my hair, the strands getting a little too long for my liking. I’d have to have Neil, my barber, tend to it.

Starla stopped and looked over her shoulder, her hand poised on the handle of my office door. “Also, a reminder, Mr. Mathis. You have the charity event this Saturday.”

I thought about the event she was referencing. I had so many events, galas, business meeting, and dinners that I attended on a monthly basis that they tended to blur together most of the time. But thankfully, Starla knew all of this at the drop of a hat. She organized my work life and made it so everything ran like a well-oiled machine.

She could obviously see me trying to sift through all my obligations, because she gave me a knowing smile and turned to face me fully.

“It’s the charity auction to benefit domestic abuse survivors.”

It all fell into place then. I gave her a nod and a grateful smile. “Of course. Thank you.”

“Your tux will be at your residence Saturday afternoon, and I can have Neil either come into the office Friday evening or have him stop by your residence Saturday morning for a trim?”

I gave her another grateful smile. “Whatever works best for him. Just let me know where to be and when.”

“Of course, Mr. Mathis.” She exited and shut my office door quietly behind her.

I sat there for a moment and closed my eyes, tilting my head back and resting it against the chair.

I was exhausted—not just physically, but mentally. Being the CEO of a multi-million-dollar advertising company gave me a cushy lifestyle, notoriety. But it was also one that was very lonely, very isolating. It didn’t matter that I was surrounded by people, that they kissed my ass because they thought I could give them something, because they wanted something.

And they always wanted something.

And romantic relationships? Yeah, those were nonexistent, not just because of my busy schedule, but because people were nothing more than users. I experienced that firsthand, saw it every single fucking day.

And because of that, I didn’t date, hadn’t for a very long time. Women didn’t see me as somebody they could spend the rest of their life with, as a companion. They saw me as a bank, saw who I was connected with, socialized with. They saw what I could give them. And that’s how it had always been. That’s how it probably always would be.

So I’d probably be single for the rest of my life, not giving myself or my heart to anyone, because the damn truth was, I couldn’t trust anyone to be sincere and genuine with me. I’d only ever be a deep pocket they could reach into.

I turned in my chair and looked out the window at the cityscape, the towering buildings in front of me, a bustling street below. The city was packed, congested. Citizens were always angry, always in a hurry. No one ever stopped and just thought about how grateful they should be for what they had.

You didn’t need money or status to be happy. And as the years passed, as my success grew, I saw that so profoundly it took my breath away at times.

I knew what you really needed to be complete.

Love.

You just needed love. And the older I got, the less that notion seemed like it would be my reality.




Chapter Three
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Beatrix



T

he first thing I thought when I looked at the dress was how much skin I’d be showing. In fairness it wasn’t even that much, but for me and how modest I normally was, it was almost too much. It was far more than I’d probably ever shown in my entire life. But it was gorgeous, this emerald-green, floor-length dress with beading around the bodice, the material no doubt forming around every curve and hollow of my body, showcasing every nook I didn’t want seen.

I was a little hesitant. I wasn’t some svelte model with a perfect form. I was just like any other normal, average woman, thicker in places I didn’t want to be thick in, with bumps and blemishes, and a self-esteem that could use a good boost.

But I couldn’t deny that the very feminine part of me wanted to wear it, wanted to feel pretty.

“Beatrix, I know what you’re thinking.”

I blinked and looked up at Patrice, who watched me with skepticism.

“What?”

She lifted an eyebrow, and I gave her a sheepish smile. “You’re thinking about backing out, that the dress isn’t something you can pull off, but that’s where you’re wrong.”

Patrice had been my friend for so long I couldn’t picture my life without her in it. Not only was she genuinely sweet, but she told me how it was, not mincing words, knowing I appreciated honesty more than anything else. I didn’t need somebody to sugarcoat things for me. I didn’t need my ego stroked.

“That is what I was thinking,” I muttered, my focus on the dress.

“No one will know you’re you until after the event.”

I felt my brows knit and glanced up at her. “What do you mean?”

She turned and grabbed a small paper bag off the table, one that had the boutique’s name embossed on the front in silver lettering. She reached inside and pulled out a black, gorgeously beaded mask. It was the kind people wore to a mascaraed ball.

“Um,” I said as she handed it over and I took it. I stared at it for long moments, running my fingers along the satin and crystals. “So the auction is really going there, huh?”

She chuckled. “Believe me, having the guests masked wasn’t my idea. But the committee thought it would add more mystery to the whole event, make it more interesting.”

I guess, but it almost seemed silly to wear a mask, as if we were in some Eyes Wide Shut
 scene. On the other hand, wearing it would give me a modicum of anonymity, and I couldn’t deny that appealed to the very shy part of me.

“The masks were a last-minute add-on by the committee. I would’ve told you about them when I asked you to do the auction, but I just found out about it myself.”

I glanced up at her, and she shrugged, giving me another smile. An employee from the boutique came up and started talking to Patrice, and I focused on the mask once more then turned my attention to the dress. The gown hung from a hanger on the back of the dressing room door of the boutique. There was a small table beside it, a pair of black strappy stilettos on top of it. And those scared the hell out of me.

I could barely walk in ballet flats on the best of days. How the hell was I going to walk in those killers? And we wouldn’t even talk about my lack of coordination.

On top of the table, they set out a couple pieces of jewelry I could choose from. I looked at the dress again, the strapless gown snug around the bodice before flaring out slightly at the waist. I wasn’t much of a jewelry wearer, but one necklace really called out to me.

The chain was delicate, fragile-looking, and so thin it was almost as if it weren’t even there. And hanging from it was this tiny diamond, one I knew would lay right against that little hollow of my throat. There were matching earrings with it, small diamond solitaires that looked feminine. I knew nothing about fashion, and working as an administrative assistant at a nursing home meant I didn’t have to know the latest couture.

I reached out and picked up the necklace, running my finger along the little diamond. It was beautiful and no doubt expensive, but it wasn’t flashy, and I think that’s why it called to me the way it did. It didn’t stand out, just like me.

“So, we’ll have you at the venue at half past seven on Saturday. The auction starts at nine, so there will be time for you to mingle and catch your breath. You can have some champagne to unwind, and there will be some appetizers and whatnot served.” Patrice gave me a smile, because she no doubt saw how nervous I was. “The boutique is donating not only the dresses, but makeup and hair too. They are making house calls, so I’ll text you the time they’ll be at your house. Sound good?”

I nodded, because my throat was too tight to actually say anything. I looked back at the gown and jewelry. I’d never been around so many expensive things firsthand, let alone been the one to wear them. I’d feel like Cinderella at the ball come Saturday, but on the heels of that thought, I remembered why I was there and that I’d be auctioned off to the highest bidder.




Chapter Four
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Beatrix

The auction



T

here was nothing quite like feeling as if you were completely at the wrong place at the wrong time, wearing clothes that weren’t yours, as if you were literally Alice and had fallen down a rabbit hole.

I felt like I stood out like a sore thumb, like I had this flashing neon sign above my head that screamed I didn’t belong here. I had the right clothes on, the right hair and makeup, with diamonds dripping from my ears and neck… but I so didn’t belong here.

Gorgeous women who looked more like supermodels climbed out of luxury cars, the men who followed dressed in tailored tuxedos, the aura around them screaming they had enough money to buy anything, to get whatever they wanted.

I heard the car door close behind me, drawing me out of my thoughts. I glanced over my shoulder, the limo door now shut, the black gleaming vehicle provided by the charity event for all the “fresh meat” that would be on that auction block.

All the woman who were being auctioned off tonight had been picked up in that limo, but I’d been the last woman to leave the confines, lingering behind and trying to calm my nerves. Everyone else was so excited, chatty in the limo, anxious to see how much they’d go for, who would want them enough to bid a small fortune. It was clear I was the odd ball in the group, all the other girls coming from money, their positions in the event orchestrated by their families who had ties.

I’d been the extra girl they needed, because they didn’t have enough, the friend of the event organizer. A favor she needed. But I’d do anything for Patrice, so here I was.

I turned back around and stared at the building once more. I did a little bit of research on the “venue,” which was actually the residence of the St. James family, who also owned the St. James Distillery and were the healthiest family in the entire state.

The plantation-style house was gorgeous and reeked of money. It had large pillars in the front, looking straight out of Gone with the Wind
. It had a sprawling, massive fountain in the center, an angel made out of stone reaching for the heavens as water sprayed all around her. The steps that led up to the main doors was wide, marbled. The driveway wrapped around the front in a circular pattern, allowing cars to come and go in an easy, quick formation. And the manicured lawn surrounding the property went out for as far as the eye could see. The accent lighting around the entire property had things lit up like we were at a damn baseball field, with only shadows hinting in the very far recesses of the property.

Luxury cars and limo scenes pulled up to the front, the doors being opened up by attendants waiting to do their job. Gorgeous people climbed out, the air of money surrounding them strong enough to choke you.

I took a deep, steadying breath, the air coming out slowly. I had a tiny clutch in my hand, my cell phone, ID, and some money tucked away inside. I wouldn’t need any of these things, but having them gave me a semblance of feeling like I was in control.

And in my other hand was my mask.

I took another deep, calming breath and slipped the mask over my face. It was all black with crystals beaded around the eyes and a little feather detailing around one corner, accenting it. It was a contrast to the green gown I wore.

I had to focus on not tripping over the dress, so I gathered up a section of the bottom in my hand and lifted it up. As it was, I couldn’t even walk in the damn thing, let alone the stilettos that were already killing my feet, so concentrating was taking extra effort.

I got to the bottom of the stairs that lead up to the main doors, a continuous stream of people walking by me, their chatter drowned out by the sound of my blood rushing through my veins. I really didn’t know why I was so nervous. This was a temporary situation, not a lifelong commitment.

But I had a feeling one of the main reasons I was so nervous was because I worried no man would find me attractive enough to bid on me. The anxiety that I’d be left standing on that stage, crickets sounding, not one dollar being thrown out for an evening with me, had me feeling lightheaded with worry.

I shook my head to clear the thoughts and tightened my grip on the dress. I took the first step and focused on the two men dressed in suits standing on either side of the open double doors, their matching expressions stoic. They looked like those guards in England that protected the queen, the ones who were like stone and didn’t even seem like they breathed.

I took another step, and another, and when I was nearly to the top, it was like the next moment slowed. My heel got caught on the back of the gown, and I felt myself going forward. I felt my eyes widen and my mouth part as I saw the ground rush up to greet me. My clutch fell from my grasp, because I reached out to brace myself for the impact. But before I face planted, I felt a strong grip on my waist pulling me back, my body moving farther away from the stone.

My heart was racing, and I felt adrenaline rush through my veins. I felt dizzy, my throat tight, beads of sweat starting to dot my temples. I was shifted on my feet so I was facing the person who’d saved me.

At first, my focus was trained on a very broad, very muscular chest wrapped up in an expensive tuxedo. My body was pressed against an all-male physique, and I instantly felt fire lick across my body.

I tipped my head back, let my gaze travel along his neck, over a clean-shaven, square-cut jaw, over full, masculine lips, up a straight, almost aristocratic nose, and gazed into eyes so blue they seemed to contradict his short, immaculately styled black hair. He had an olive complexion, Mediterranean in appearance, like the sun came down and kissed him personally.

“Thank you,” I said and blinked a few times. His expression was stoic, and the only thing that seemed alive, on fire, were those ice-blue eyes. The shade of his eyes was a starling contrast to his tanned skin, but the two complimented each other perfectly.

I lowered my gaze back down to his chest and felt embarrassment flood me. I had my hands gripping the lapels of his tux jacket. I quickly let go and moved a step back, so our chests were no longer touching—although that sensation of not being pressed up against him seemed so abhorrent.

“What’s your name?” he asked in this deep voice.

I glanced down, feeling my face heat, thankful for the mask that would hopefully hid the very physical reaction of my humiliation. He still had his hands on my waist, and his touch felt hot and cold, electrifying yet grounding.

“Beatrix,” I whispered, unsure why I freely gave it to him.

He didn’t say anything for long seconds, and I wondered if he was rolling my name around inside that gorgeous head of his. “I’m Logan, Beatrix.” I didn’t miss how he lowered his eyes to my lips. “You’re steady?” he finally asked in a deep and thick-sounding voice.

I looked up at him from under my lashes and nodded before licking my lips nervously. “Yes. Thank you,” I whispered. He let go of my waist, but I was well aware of how his hands slid along my body, as if he too didn’t want to let me go.

But then again, the most rational reason was it was all in my head.

For a second, we just stared at each other, and I could imagine it was just the two of us, that there weren’t people all around us, that I wasn’t about to auction off myself to the highest bidder.

I wouldn’t mind it if he bought me.

That random, out-of-the-blue thought slammed into my head, and I cleared my throat. “Thank you again,” I said a little louder this time, offered him what was no doubt a very awkward smile, and turned to ascend the rest of the stairs and head inside. But I felt his gaze on me the entire time and chanced a look over my shoulder before entering the house.

And as our gazes clashed again, as it was clear he hadn’t taken his focus off of me this whole time, I felt a strange sensation move through me, this undeniable desire I’d never felt before.

I didn’t know what it was about this man that drew me so instantly, but a part of me said it had to be dangerous if it was this potent.




Chapter Five
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Logan



I

could still feel her pressed up against me, could still smell that light, floral fragrance that clung to her. It hadn’t been artificial, was no doubt her natural scent.

It intrigued me… aroused me.

It had taken every ounce of willpower and self-control not to get an erection as her very feminine form had been up against me.

I had seen her instantly as I made my way toward the front doors, this unique creature walking alone, her nervousness evident. She wasn’t used to these functions; that was clear in the way she kept swallowing, and the fact that her eyes darted left and right, as if she were afraid she was in the wrong place and someone would notice.

And someone did notice. Me. And I fucking grew intoxicated by it, addicted to finding out who she was.

I picked up my pace so I was closer to her, watching her ascend the steps, taking in her curves, how her green dress formed to her body. I’d been surrounded by so many fake women my entire life, the socialites, ones who lifted their noses at anyone who they felt were beneath them. My mother had been like that, my first experience on how our life really worked.

I strived to not be like that, to not let wealth or status cloud who I was or change my basic need to be a good man.

And this mysterious, out-of-place female drew me like a lighthouse amidst a storm, this beacon of hope and warning, so I didn’t crash against the rocks.

This pull I had to her made no fucking sense. I’d seen her from afar but right away felt this invisible string connect us. It was insane, unrealistic. That’s what people would say. But maybe they’d only think that, because they never experienced it before. Maybe they’d know how real love at first sight was if they’d actually felt that emotion grip its warm, powerful fist around their heart and squeeze until there was no doubt it was real.

After our encounter, I followed her in the house, but she’d been swallowed by the sea of bodies. I wasn’t ashamed to admit I searched for her from the moment I stepped foot inside. But here we were an hour after that, and I wasn’t any closer to seeing her again.

But I wouldn’t give up. I wasn’t a man who stopped going after what he wanted. If I were, then I never would be in the position I was in, not have the success I did.

I leaned against the wall, the women elegantly dressed, their attitudes screaming snobbery. Despite this being a charity event, these people were here to mingle, to make business connections, to gain something for themselves. Oh, they’d donate, reach deep in their pockets for a good cause, but they weren’t doing it because it was the right thing. They only did it to advance their own goals.

I brought the champagne glass to my mouth and took a long drink, my gaze scanning the crowd, searching for her. I slipped on my mask as soon as I entered the St. James residence. It had been redecorated for the evening, the mansion having silk slung from the chandelier as ethereal-looking lights accenting the walls. It gave it all a dream-like quality.

Everyone wore masks, some more elaborate than others. But I could still make out the identities of those around me. When you were around the same types of people who had a certain air, a posh quality to them, you picked up on who they really were.

Like Mr. Brackets, CEO of Brackets Industrial. He was married, had been for twenty years, but the woman he was with most certainly wasn’t the missus. His date was half his age with enough plastic in her body she gave Barbie a run for her money. He always had his hand on her ass at these events. That was what gave him away, like right now.

Then there was the French diplomat, Jacques Florentes. Or Madame Genesia. They were in a relationship, had been for the last two years, but refused to acknowledge it publicly despite the fact that everyone already knew they were banging. Instead, they attended these events and eye-fucked each other from across the room before “coincidentally” disappearing at the same time, no doubt to fuck in a darkened corner.

I finished off my champagne, setting it on a passing tray held by a waiter before grabbing another one. I started making my rounds through the room, my sole purpose finding my mystery woman.

I didn’t even know anything about her aside from her first name. I didn’t even know what she fully looked like, because she’d been wearing her mask. But I’d never forget her scent, never forget the way she felt pressed up against me. I’d never forgot the feeling of her body, her heat, as it seeped into me, or how clear and blue her eyes were as she looked up at me with surprise.

And I wanted to think that I saw arousal filter across her face, move through her body. The way she tightened against me, clutched at me. The way her pupils dilated, the sound of her breath coming out a little shallower. It all made me hard. Needy. Desperate.

I wanted to think all those things were real and not just an overactive imagination, a fantasy that I wanted as my reality.

I should have controlled my consumption of the champagne, but I found myself finishing my third glass and heading toward the bar that had been erected in one of the great rooms.

I scanned the room, my one mission so focused.

I had to find her.

I hadn’t wanted to bid on a woman, despite it being for charity. It seemed barbaric, primal. But thinking about Beatrix up on that stage? Fuck, if she was up there… I’d want no one but her. Only her.

I was transfixed by her... obsessed. And all it had taken was this one moment in time where we connected, cementing deep in my body that there was something realer out there.

And just as I was about to turn and search the rest of the house, a flash of emerald green caught my gaze. Bodies elegantly dressed mingled, slightly blocking her from my view. It pissed me off. I was like a starving dog, and she was the finest piece of meat amidst a sea of garbage.

Then the crowd parted, and I could fully see her now.

There she was, standing off to the side all alone. She held a champagne glass in her hand, her stance telling me she was uncomfortable, still fell out of place. She was a diamond amongst all these other dull rocks. Whereas everyone else was used to these events, used to the money being thrown around, the false sense of giving a shit filling the room, she was so different.

And I fucking craved that.

I found myself moving toward her instantly, unable to stop myself. It was like I was on autopilot.

I had to get to her.

I could practically smell her scent, and I was still feet from her. My throat tightened, my tongue swelling. I wanted to tell her all the things, all the words, yet I didn’t even know what the fuck I’d say. I wondered what she felt like fully pressed against me. I wondered how she tasted in the throes of passion.

God, I needed to clear my thoughts, because I was starting to get hard, my dick digging into the zipper of my tux slacks. I didn’t dare adjust myself and draw attention to the fact, so I prayed like hell my jacket hid my arousal.

I took another step, and another. She hadn’t noticed me yet, but I’d make my presence known soon enough. I had to find out who she was.

But a man in a tuxedo stepped up to her side, and every muscle in my body tightened. I instantly felt jealousy move through me at the sight of him touching her bare elbow. This possessive, aggressive sensation overtook me.

I didn’t want anyone touching her but me.

I took a step toward her and realized it was menacing, threatening. My stance had gone rigid, and I felt the blood rush to my muscles, as if I were about to fight, the adrenaline moving through my veins, my body preparing itself for the inevitable. I didn’t care who saw me act all primal, like a caveman. I wanted them to see the lengths I’d go.

God, I’m losing my fucking mind.

This guy had done nothing but gently grab her elbow, but I wanted to break his hand, the one that he touched her with.

She still had yet to see me, and before I could make my presence known, place some kind of unrealistic claim on a virtual stranger, she was being carted away. My heart started racing in this panicked beat. I just found her again, and here she was leaving.

I started following them, unsure why this need overcame me the way it did, but I was unable to stop it. And then she was taken down a long hallway, the crowd swallowing up the space between us. I lost her again. I didn’t like the feeling that settled within me at that thought.

But one thing was for certain. I was not about to let her go, not until I fully explored this strange and powerful emotion she conjured within me.




Chapter Six
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Beatrix



I

’d been drinking my third glass of champagne when a man from the auction led me away to join the other women.

And here I sat, elegant and beautiful women surrounding me, waiting for their turn to head on stage and let the highest bidder win.

Each woman was called up to go on stage, and the closer it got to my turn, the more my nervous were starting to take over. I’d only seen Patrice once since arriving, and it was clear she was neck-deep in charity business affairs. She’d been running around almost frantic, making sure everything was organized, where it should be.

I didn’t know how long had passed, maybe minutes, maybe only seconds, but I was ushered up to the front before I knew what was happening. I would be called upon next.

Everything was a haze as the announcer said my name, as someone gently pushed me from behind, so I started moving forward. I stepped onto the stage, forcing myself to take steady, even steps. To go slow. The last thing I wanted was to fall. My heels clacked on the wooden floor, but it wasn’t as loud as my pulse beating in my ears.

The lights shown on me, momentarily blinding me so I wasn’t able to see the audience right away, to see exactly how many people stood below, watching me, judging how much my worth was. I stopped in the center of the stage, unsure how far to go, not even sure where they wanted me. And then I turned my head to the right and saw a man standing at a podium, his tortoiseshell glasses perched on the bridge of his nose, his expression stoic, almost clinical.

I reminded myself this was a business affair, that I was the one who made things seem like this was some barbaric act of “selling a female.”

I turned my focus back to the crowd, my vision adjusting more so I could see the many people standing below and watching me. Although I couldn’t really make out their faces because of the angle of the light and the shadows surrounding them, I could imagine what they were saying, wondering why I was up here. I knew I no doubt stuck out like a sore thumb with how anxious I was.

Beatrix Bernard.

Twenty-five years old.

Graduate of Mount Plymouth Community College with an associate’s degree in English.

Enjoys reading in her free time.

The sound of the announcer reading off my stats and credentials, all the stuff they had me write down in a questionnaire they’d given me earlier this week, surrounded me. Mine was so plain in comparison to everyone else’s. Women who went to Ivy League schools, who had awards, major academic merits. They had humanitarian successes under their belts, scholarships, and wealth. And here I was, my only real success being my ability to read a novel in one day if I was really into it.

I’d never really felt less than adequate in my life. I’d always felt happy and content, pleased with what I accomplished. But as I stood here amongst wealthy, high-class society, it was painfully obvious that I was very out of place. And that made me uncomfortable and a little bit pissed.

It wasn’t Patrice’s fault I was here or felt this way. She didn’t force me to do anything. It was for a good cause, I told myself. Despite that, it still was a little disheartening, because I swore I could hear everyone’s thoughts, how my dress and jewelry were borrowed, and even if it wasn’t, I’d never be able to afford something so luxurious.

I don’t know how much time passed as I idly listened to the announcer, as I heard him start the bid at one hundred dollars. He started at that price for everyone. The most anyone paid for one evening with a woman standing up here had been five thousand dollars. I’d never come close to that.

I knew my worth, knew I was worth that and more... but to these people? I scoffed internally. I’d be lucky to hit five hundred.

“One hundred,” a male voice shouted out, and I felt my heart jerk in my chest.

“Do I hear one twenty-five? One twenty-five?” the announcer called out, and another man shouted out the number. Then other, and another, until my bid was up to five hundred.

I felt frozen in place, my head light and fuzzy, my hands sweating. I might pass out from how anxious and nervous I was.

“One thousand.”

“Two thousand.”

There was a moment of silence as I realized two men were in a. bidding war.

Over me.

Over me?

I couldn’t make out the two men, but they were standing at the front of the stage. I could make out that much.

“Two thousand and fifty,” one of the men said, and there was another pause. I assume that was it, the sum of what I was worth to these people, which in all honesty I didn’t think I’d get much of anything, and how sad was that? How insane was it that I allowed what these people thought about me to control how I felt?

“Going once,” the announcer said. “Going twice.”

“Ten-thousand dollars,” the second man said with such authority, such determination, I felt like what I heard in this moment was… possessiveness.

There was a second of hushed silence after the man spoke, and then there was a rush of murmurs, as it was clear the amount the bidder just shouted out was obscene for this type of event.

My heart was racing, my breathing coming out shallow, but it wasn’t because of the price tag someone had put on me, but the fact that I recognized that voice.

It was the voice of the man outside, Logan, and he’d just bid ten grand to have one date with me.




Chapter Seven
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Logan



I

didn’t know what made me follow everyone into the room that held the auction. I had no desire to bid on a woman. I’d come to the decision well before I’d seen Beatrix and became obsessed and transfixed by her that I’d just donate a nice sum to the charity and be on my way.

I didn’t know if I’d see her again at this party, but I was determined, a hunter when I wanted something. And I wanted her. I’d find out who she was. My connection ran long and deep, and despite only having her first name, I had no doubt I could find out who she was and where she lived.

I’d be a fucking stalker if it came down to it.

But here I was, watching as female after female stood on that stage, heard bidder after bidder call out amounts for a night with them.

Although this wasn’t a sexual exchange, I had no doubt the winning bidders would get a nice ending after it was all said and done, for the simple fact alone money called to money.

And in all honesty, a part of me hoped the woman who captured my heart with just an innocent glance—and that’s exactly what Beatrix had done as she looked into my eyes—would be on that stage. It would be the perfect setup, as if fate were interceding on my behalf. I’d never believed in destiny or soulmates, or whatever you wanted to call it, but then she’d literally fallen into my arms, and I swore the world tilted on its axis.

Woman after woman stood on that stage, and I had absolutely zero fucking interest in them. I was just about to leave, to wait out by the bar until the party ended, hoping to see Beatrix again, when they said her name, and everything in my body stilled. I slowly turned and stared at that stage, watched as she walked out. I could tell this was uncomfortable for her, and the protective side of me rose up. I wanted to go to her, to wrap my arms around her, shield her from any discomfort she felt. It felt like cement filled my veins, this heaviness wrapping around me as I stared at her.

I took a step closer, then another one, until I was close enough to the podium I swore I smelled that flower fragrance.

The auctioneer started giving her details, pieces of information I had been yearning to know, now all of it given to me on a silver platter. She was young, her twenty-five years over a decade younger than me. And she loved to read, something I wanted to experience with her. Hell, just let me sit in the same room with her and gaze at her as she devoured her favorite novel.

The first bid was cast, then another, several men interested in her, which pissed me the fuck off.

No one would have her but me. I’d make sure of that.

And then a thousand dollars was thrown down, and I looked at the man who rattled off the current highest bid.

Antonio Francouix.

My lip curled in distaste. He was a wine connoisseur, collected countless bottles of the shit and served it to the elite in his private restaurant in Milan. Fuck him if he thought to collect something else, and I knew that’s what he’d do with Beatrix. I had no doubt he sensed her innocence, the same way I did.

If this fucker thought he was winning Beatrix, he was in for a lot of fucking disappointment.

I made a counterbid, and then he spouted off a higher amount as I glowered. The interest in his eyes for my
 woman was pretty damn clear. And it infuriated me.

And yes, Beatrix was mine whether she knew it or not.

I did another counterbid. I wanted to look at Beatrix, stare at her, even though I knew she couldn’t see me, but I focused on Antonio instead. I wanted the fucker to know who he’d lose to.

And when he did glance my way, I saw the smug look on his face falter as our gazes locked. Antonio was rich, but he wasn’t richer than me. My pockets went fucking deep, and I’d pay any amount to have Beatrix.

But he held steady with that damn expression as he said another bid. While staring him right in the eye, I said, “Ten thousand dollars.” It wasn’t nearly as high as I’d go. But I wanted Antonio to understand money was no object when it came to me getting what I wanted.

Beatrix.

I was prepared to pay twenty, fifty, hell, one million fucking dollars for her.

But Antonio wasn’t stupid. He could have outbid me again, making me go even higher, but he didn’t. He lost the fucking smirk, took a step back, and surrendered.

Good, because I had no issues playing dirty in the game of winning Beatrix’s heart.




Chapter Eight
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Logan

One week later: The date



I

’d booked out an entire Italian restaurant for ourselves, something I’d never done, something I would’ve never thought of doing before. But I wanted to impress Beatrix, even if the core part of me knew she probably didn’t give a shit about money being flashed around.

But it wasn’t just to impress her, to see the surprise and wonder on her face, but because I wanted her all to myself. And taking her back to my place to cook her a meal so we’d have that intimate experience might have been something too fast for her.

We’d been here for the last hour, and in that time, I hadn’t been able to take my gaze off her. Hell, the way she’d eaten her spaghetti, one noodle at a time, how she’d slowly sucked it between her teeth, had my cock so fucking hard I should have been ashamed.

I watched her as the minutes went by and she drink one, then two, then three glasses of wine. I could tell the alcohol was starting to get to her by the way her voice became more animated, her blush deepening. She was nervous. She was so damn nervous, and I hated that. I didn’t want her to feel anxious around me, but now that she was on her fourth glass on Pinot, her easiness coming more naturally, her cheeks flushing even more from the alcohol, I felt myself falling deeper into her.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her cheeks still that pretty shade of pink, her lips red and slightly glossy from the sip of wine she’d just taken. “I keep talking, going on and on.” She glanced up at me shyly from underneath her dark lashes. “The wine is getting to me. You’re probably sick of hearing me talk.” She laughed softly, and that sound had my heart racing.

“Never,” I said instantly. I picked up my own glass of bourbon, the same one I had for the past hour, and took a sip. I’d been nursing it, seeing as I’d be driving home, and although I didn’t care much for the flavor of alcohol, it did warm me. It gave me something to focus on. Because if I didn’t focus on the square-cut glass in my hand, or the way the flavors from the alcohol laced my tongue, or the way it slightly burned as it moved smoothly down my throat, I’d keep thinking about kissing Beatrix.

And that’s what I really wanted to do.

“I like hearing you talk.” I like hearing your voice.
 I kept that last part to myself. I saw her cheeks become a little bit redder at my words, and I knew it wasn’t from the alcohol but because of my words. I like that I affected her, that I could say something sweet, a compliment that was every bit the truth as I’d ever spoken in my life, and she reacted to it. “Tell me more about yourself.”

She stared at me with this innocence, this vulnerability that called to my basic, primal male urges. “What do you want to know?”

“Everything. Anything.” I hadn’t meant to say it like that. But it was the truth nonetheless.

Again, her cheeks turn a deeper shade of pink.

And so for the next half hour, I listened to her tell me about her family, that she was raised by her single mother, that she had no siblings. I listened to her time at the community college, how she secretly hated it.

“Tell me about your love of reading.”

She could tell me about folding laundry and I’d be transfixed, mesmerized. I just wanted to hear her speak, to let her voice travel through me and further cement my need to claim her.

She told me about her love of Shakespeare, how she’d fallen in love with Poe at a young age. She enjoyed romances, historicals, and all nonfiction books.

Beatrix fascinated me to no end, and I knew without a shadow of a doubt that letting her go was not an option.




Chapter Nine
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Beatrix



M

y mouth was dry as Logan helped me down the steps of the restaurant. It was strange to be the only ones here, and even weirder that Logan had all but bought the place for the night so we could be alone. He’d gone above and beyond for one night. Did he always go to these extremes for a date, or maybe he was just really making this night memorable, because he could sense what a homebody I really was, and because this was for charity?

Or maybe I’m just overthinking things.

I’d seen the way he watched me the entire time, tracking my movements as I ate and drank. His eyes had been locked on my mouth, this hungry look in his expression. And I’d been so nervous that I’d consumed far more wine than I should have. A nice buzz swam through my body, the alcohol moving swiftly through my veins.

Logan had hung onto every word I’d spoken, and the fact that he seemed so genuinely interested in what I said had me telling him more, far more than I’d ever told anyone. We stayed at the restaurant for over two hours, and most of it had been me talking, running on and on, because that’s what happened when I drank. And the truth was, I was so nervous, because of my attraction to him, this connection and pull I felt as I looked into his eyes. Even now, I remembered just last week when he’d been the winning bidder. Ten thousand dollars
 he’d spent on me, for two hours of dinner and me gorging myself on spaghetti and wine.

I forced myself to shut up during part of the meal, wanting to know more about him, what he liked, his dislikes. I knew the gist of him, his professional life, his advertising company, that he was wealthy, that he was smart. Of course, he went to an Ivy league school. Of course, he’d grown up in this lifestyle. But he didn’t fit the mold of the rich I’d also come across. He wasn’t snobby or pretentious. He was kind and genuine, and the looks he gave me had my core heating.

I glanced at him, his profile showing a square-cut jaw, clean-shaven skin. His nose was masculine, his lips full. He was brutal in his beauty, yet I wouldn’t call him classically handsome. I couldn’t explain why I felt this attraction to him. It was instant, powerful. I’d never felt anything like it before. It scared me but excited me, and although I should be hesitant with this arousal, with the fact that a simple touch from him felt like an electrical current shooting up and down my body, I didn’t want to push it aside. I wanted to explore it, see how far I could take it, how good it could feel.

Because as it was right now, I felt high and drunk, floating yet falling. It pulled me in so many directions I didn’t know what was up from down. This certainly wasn’t normal, and we only had this one date… the one he won.

But, God, I wanted this to last a lifetime.

The wind picked up, causing my hair to flutter around my face. I didn’t bother pushing the strands away and instead watched him still. He had his hand in mine, and although it was such an innocent touch, one he’d done to help me down the stairs so I couldn’t fall, it felt like so much more to me.

And then he glanced at me, and I felt my step falter before I quickly righted myself, before I felt him pull me in a little closer to steady me. The intensity in his gaze sent a chill up my spine. Logan Mathis was so large and powerful, with wide shoulders and muscles I could see clearly pronounced through the expensive material of his suit. I thought about the car ride here, how his form seemed to dwarf the interior of the limo. Yeah, he’d gone and picked me up in a limo, as if I were Cinderella.

I was far from it.

He helped me into the limo, the driver holding the door open for us, not speaking, almost appearing like a statue. I would never know or even understand this kind of lifestyle. I didn’t come from money, didn’t have wealth. I was just a simple girl living in the city, being raised by a single mother who worked her ass off to keep us afloat, but never really tasting life because it was about surviving, not the frivolous things.

But I knew Logan had traveled the world, had amassed a fortune and a successful business in his mere thirty-six years. I admired him, not because of that wealth, but because I could see it hadn’t gone to his head.

And underneath the façade of having it all together, of the prim and proper wordage he used, the almost stiff composure and business-like aura he had, I saw this sadness that resided deep within him.

I moved all the way to the other end of the limo and watched as Logan climbed in. His body barely fit in the confines of the car, and his long legs, stretched out in front of him and slightly spread, showing just how muscular he was. He shifted enough so he could remove his suit jacket then draped it on the seat beside him. I didn’t want this night to end. I didn’t want my time with Logan to be over already. But we were out of time. Our night was finished, his charity obligation over.

I don’t know why that had this pang of distress settling in my chest.

Logan rolled up his shirtsleeves, the white material pushed up to show his muscular, tanned forearms. He appeared relaxed and in control as he stared out the window. The car started moving, and I knew I was being taken home.

This wild, insane image came to my mind, one that had me acting totally out of character, had me just throwing caution to the wind and going after what I wanted.

And that was Logan.

I’d never even thought about being so wanton, but God, staring at him just sitting there, his body so masculine, had every part of me lighting up. I was aroused, wet between my legs, my nipples hard and pressing against the material of my very simple dress. Compared to him, I was as plain as they came, probably reminiscent of his help.

And then, as if he felt my gaze locked on him, he turned his focus to me. I didn’t miss how his eyes became hooded, or the fact that he lowered his attention to my lips. I licked them again on instinct. I had a good half-hour before we arrived at my apartment. A lot could happen in thirty minutes if I was brave enough. Because the truth was, I doubted Logan would advance anything. I doubted he’d make the first move. Even if he wanted me, which I hoped he did because of the looks I caught him giving me, he seemed like a man in control. Always.

And if the looks he’d been giving me were nothing more than my overactive imagination, my inner needs and desires being projected, then the worst that could happen is a moment of humiliation. I’d never have to see him again. I probably wouldn’t no matter what.

But I found myself averting my gaze and staring out the opposite window, too nervous to be so wild and bold. My hands shook, and I clasped them together on top of my lap, trying to still them. I was too inexperienced to try anything like this, to want anything like this. And as the seconds moved by, as I still felt his gaze on mine like a thousand fingers skating over my body, I remembered seeing him from across the room at the auction. The sensation had been the same, so pronounced it left me breathless, just like right now.

“Beatrix,” he said my name deep, low. I closed my eyes and tried to breathe, telling myself not to let the simple act of him saying my name make me come unhinged. “Look at me, Beatrix.” His voice possessed a rough timbre that had my nipples tightening even more. There was no way I could disobey him.

I slowly looked at him, trying to calm my breathing, but with each passing second, my desire became stronger, taking control of me.

“Mr. Mathis?” I said softly, trying to be formal, hoping it would ease some of these wild, inappropriate thoughts in my head. This is a business agreement, an arrangement. Nothing more.


“Mr. Mathis was my father,” he replied, his stare so hard, so dark, I felt it to my core. “Call me, Logan, Beatrix.”

I liked the way our names sounded right next to each other.

I’m crazy. I’ve gone insane.

I nodded. “Okay. Logan.” I swore I heard this low, deep sound leave him, but at the same time, the city right outside the limo was frantic, cars honking, motorcycles revving by us. Maybe I imagined the noise leaving him?

“Did you enjoy tonight?”

I nodded right away then promptly licked my lips. He lowered his gaze to watch the act. “I did. Thank you, and thank you for helping with the charity.” I didn’t even touch on the fact that he’d spent a small fortune to have dinner with little old me, a nobody from nowhere. Compared to the women he was probably used to seeing and socializing with, I was as ordinary as they came. But he didn’t look at me like I was nothing. He looked at me with this heated, almost obsessed expression covering his face.

“I would have paid a lot more for your company, Beatrix.”

My heart stopped then restarted, and I felt it jump to my throat.

We didn’t say anything else, just stared at each other, the little bumps and sways from the car almost lulling, relaxing. But nothing would make me feel a semblance of calm when Logan watched me the way he was right now.

Heated.

Intense.

Needy.

I felt intoxicated, like I couldn’t breathe. I swore the interior of the car became hotter. I felt that alcohol move through my veins, the buzz I’d felt in the restaurant that had made me Chatty Kathy dwindling so it was now this hum in me, this pleasurable, consuming hum that encompassed every inch of me.

I just wanted to move closer to him, to feel him touch me, stroke those big fingers along my body. I opened my mouth, but I didn’t know what I planned on saying. Beg for him? Ask him to end this erotic torture I felt? Hell, I was so desperate, so pathetic in this moment that I didn’t even care if this was only a one-night thing with Logan. I just wanted him.

I shifted on the seat, but my body stilled when he made this low growl in his throat. Yeah, I’d heard him clearly that time.

“Come here, Beatrix. Come closer.” The way he said those words had a fire started between my thighs, scorching heat, this electrical charge making me feel wild and untamed.

He lowered his head, his eyes still focused on me, slightly hooded. He held his hand out, curling his fingers to urge me closer. And I found myself doing just that, sliding over, moving closer to him, feeling his heat, wanting it to surround me. He lifted a hand, and I held my breath as he ran his fingers through the tendrils of hair that had escaped my chignon. Those same fingers brushed my cheek, and I couldn’t help how my heart raced from such a small, seemingly innocent touch.

“God, Beatrix.” He seemed to hold his breath. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

My breath caught at his words. He seemed so… genuine. I watched as he seemed to take in every aspect of my face, his gaze roaming over every single inch of me.

“Come closer, Beatrix.” The way he said my name, all deep and almost breathless, made me think of sex. It was pitched low and rolled off his tongue, like he was savoring each letter, like it felt as good as all the dirty, erotic things a person could think of.

Adrenalin raced through my veins as I moved closer to Logan, so close that I could smell his cologne. It was a rich and heady combination that had my most intimate parts tingling. God, I’d never been aroused like this, never wanted anyone so much it almost hurt. But as I sat next to Logan, as I saw the way he watched me, how he touched me… I knew what I felt couldn’t just be a passing emotion. It was too raw, too intense.

He had his hands on my shoulders now, turning me gently so my body was fully facing his now. He was so much larger than me that I felt wholly feminine, so small in comparison. I couldn’t help but compare his strong, masculine body to my soft, womanly figure. What would he look like without that suit on? Did he have just as many muscles as I thought he did? I could certainly see the defined groups of them every time he moved, even under that expensive material.

He kept lowering his gaze down to my mouth, lingering there for long seconds, until I held my breath as I watched him lower his head toward me. He was going to kiss me. When his mouth was only an inch from mine, everything inside me stilled. His warm breath, smelling slightly sweet from the bourbon we had at dinner, brushed along my lips and had me aching for him to press his body to mine, to just take me right in the back of this limo.

“Beatrix,” he said my name again, so soft and sensual that I couldn’t stop my eyes from fluttering closed. “God, you’re so beautiful,” he said right before I found myself leaning forward that last bit of space that separated us and sealed my mouth to his.

I couldn’t believe I’d been the one to kiss him, to press my lips to his, to take what I wanted. At the first touch, he groaned and cupped my cheek. I assumed—hoped—Logan would be forceful, taking what he wanted, because he seemed like that type of man who went after what he wanted. But the gentleness inside him made me want him even more desperately. Never had I felt such intensity inside me, such a longing to be with a man that I couldn’t even think straight.

This involuntary moan left me, and it was like something in him snapped. I practically felt that tether of control in him breaking. His hands made their way to my waist, and Logan gripped me tightly, that flash of pain making me feel even more aroused, if that was even possible. In the next instant, he had me lifted and straddling his waist, my legs on either side of his thighs, my dress rising up my legs. I felt the very hard, very big definition of his erection against the very most private, sensitive part of me

He groaned. “Can you feel how much I want you, Beatrix?” he asked in a rough, distorted timber. He broke the kiss and moved his mouth to my throat, licking at my neck, nipping and sucking at my pulse point.

I couldn’t answer, couldn’t find the words to respond. All I could do was nod, let my head fall back to give him better access, and just absorb the feelings. The ache inside me was all-consuming, and wetness started to quickly pool between my thighs, soaking the panties I wore. Could he feel my heat, how wet I was? His hands on my waist forced me down so I was sitting right on his fabric-covered cock, so I could feel exactly
 what I did to him, how hard I made him. I shifted on top of him, and I swore I felt him get even harder, like steel barely restrained. God, I wanted to feel all of that raw power pushing into me.

And I would before the night was over. I wasn’t going to stop this, and I knew he wouldn’t either.




Chapter Ten
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Beatrix



L

ogan’s mouth was back on mine, and he moved his lips slowly yet thoroughly against mine at the same time his big hands slid lower and gripped my ass. He squeezed the mounds, bringing me as close to his body as he could. My arousal was so high I actually found myself growing bold and rubbing myself on him. His tongue snaked out and teased my bottom lip. A little cry left me at the sensations. Logan tasted so good, so addicting.

My clit throbbed, that bundle of nerves swelling with need. I started moving over him slowly, deliberately, seeking more pleasure. I didn’t care how careless I seemed, how fast or frantic I appeared. I felt like that down to my marrow and was just going after what I wanted… what I needed.

Logan.

It felt so good, so deliciously wanton to finally let all my inhibitions go and just go after what I wanted.

He grunted when I pressed down on him especially hard. “That’s it, baby. Ride that sweet little cunt on me.”

God, his words were dirty and inflamed me even more. He cleared his throat, had his hands on my waist. “Sorry,” he murmured, his voice thick and tense. “I’m going to far.”

I shook my head right away. “We haven’t gone far enough.” Those words spilled from me before I could stop them. I’d meant to keep them to myself, but they now hung between us, unable to be taken back, and the truth was, I felt no shame in it.

His responding groan, the tightening of his hands on my waist, told me he liked hearing me. The pleasure moved through me, and I gasped against his mouth, moving faster as I found a rhythm that would bring me closer to something monumental. This feeling building inside me was going to consume me, and I was helpless to stop it. I didn’t even know who I was right now, who had taken over my body, so I was acting out of control, out of character.

I needed this man to always be with me, because never had I felt so free.

Logan moved his hands to cup my ass, pulling me forward and pushing me back on his shaft over and over again. I opened my mouth on a gasp as a particularly intense contraction rippled through my body. The world around me dimmed in comparison to how Logan made me feel in this moment.

And then I felt him kiss me again, sliding his tongue inside my mouth, moving it against mine in a consuming manner. His in and out kissing actions mimicked what I desperately wanted him to be doing between my thighs. As the orgasm started to wane, that pleasure still hanging on, I slowed my movements. He broke the kiss, and I gasped, sucking in air, needing it as I felt lightheaded. I looked into his eyes and felt his hand slide up my back so he could cup my nape.

“You’re so fucking beautiful when you come for me.”

I lowered my gaze to his mouth, took in the square cut of his masculine jaw, at the light stubble I knew would probably come through by tomorrow, making him seem even more alpha, more manly.

“Look at me.” His voice was gentle yet commanding, and I lifted my gaze to his. It was impossible not to do as he said. “I want you so fucking badly, Beatrix, that I’m afraid I’ll lose control before I can fully make you mine.”

Oh. God. The breath left me at his words. He leaned in and resumed kissing me. He slid his tongue along mine, fucking my mouth. One of his hands moved to cup my breast through the dress. I had no doubt he felt how hard my nipples were.

His groan of satisfaction made me feel bold again, and I picked up where I left off. Moving back and forth on him, I found a rhythm that had my pleasure rapidly rising once again, moving closer to another explosion that would wrack my body in the best of ways.

And then I came for him again, breaking the kiss and moaning, not caring that the driver probably heard me through the privacy window that was between us.

My head fell back, and I closed my eyes as another explosive orgasm washed through me. I was aware of the sounds coming from me, high-pitched mewling noises that should have embarrassed me, but I was helpless to stop them either way. And with Logan’s mouth now latched onto my neck, sucking on my flesh so hard I could feel the blood rush to the surface, I wanted to be with him in every possible way.

I wantonly ground my pussy on his lap, not caring that I was probably leaving a wet patch from the moisture continuously pouring from my clenching pussy. I knew my thong was soaked, drenched from my pleasure. But he didn’t seem to care, because Logan was lifting his hips up slightly, pressing his raging hard-on against the sensitive region.

His grunts and groans sounded so primal, so intense. And when the pleasure receded, I collapsed against his chest, my face at the crook of his neck. I inhaled deeply, his darkly masculine cologne heating my body up all over again.

The breath came out of me in hard bursts, and I felt him wrap his arms around my trembling body. I’d gotten off twice with a man I hardly knew, and all because I’d ground myself against him and sought out my own pleasure.

Maybe I should be mortified, humiliated, and ashamed, but how could I feel any of those things when I felt how hard he still was, his massive slacks-covered cock pressing against my panty-covered slit?

“God,” he said deeply. “That was so fucking hot, watching you get off, knowing it was because of me.”

I pulled back, feeling my eyes grow heavy with the post-erotic pleasure I felt. And as I looked into his face, into his eyes, I knew what I was about to say, what I wanted to do, crossed lines, was so unlike me, but right now, it felt right. Screw logistics. Forget trying to be proper. I wanted Logan, and I was just throwing caution to the wind. He may not want me come morning, but right now, he certainly did, and so did I. Might as well seize the day and go after the only man I’d ever felt such an intense attraction to.

And so I just went for it, leaned in close so our lips were a hairsbreadth apart, and whispered, “Take me back to your place.”




Chapter Eleven
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Beatrix



W

e’d made it to the outskirts of the city before the driver was pulling into an underground garage for a high-rise apartment building. My body was still humming, still had zings of electricity moving through it from the two orgasms Logan had brought out of me. The rest of the car ride, Logan had refused to let me move away, and I couldn’t deny I loved that immensely.

He kept me on his lap, my head resting on his shoulder. It had gone from a highly erotic encounter, to one that was sweet, comforting even. He stroked his hand up and down my thigh, his other palm resting on my lower back, keeping me comfortable and stable as I sat on him. And even though I’d been relaxed, that post-euphoric haze covering me, I was still so aroused I could barely catch my breath.

I knew why we were going back to his place, and I anticipated it like nothing ever before.

But here we were now, making our way to the underground stainless steel, polished elevator, my ballet flats soundless against the smoothed concrete, my pulse already racing for what was to come.

Once inside, I found myself pressed against the opposite wall from Logan, my nerves suddenly rising up. He reached out and slid a plastic keycard along the console on the elevator wall, causing the doors to slide shut, closing us in. I swore I instantly felt how hot the interior became. I chanced a glance in his direction, because I felt him watching me and saw he had this hooded expression on his face. The desire he had for me was so damn clear I felt it skate along my bare arms.

I licked my lips, knowing I should say something, but nothing came out.

He moved closer and placed his hands on the banister on either side of me. I was caged in in the best of ways. Logan said nothing as he glanced down at my lips. “I’ve never wanted someone as much as I want you,” he murmured, almost sounding like he meant to keep that to himself. “But there’s something unique about you, something that draws me in, pulls me closer.”

I was breathing so hard I felt lightheaded.

“You stood out at that charity event.” He looked up at my eyes then. I got lost in the color. “I instantly grew addicted, Beatrix. I knew I had to have you all to myself.”

“Logan,” I whispered his name, unsure what I was going to say. I couldn’t help but wonder how a man like Logan, so wealthy, so successful, and someone who could get any woman he wanted, would desire me so much. “I’m so plain, nothing at all special about me.”

“That’s where you’re wrong,” he said, and I realized I said that last part out loud. “You are so special, Beatrix. You are so… perfect.” He closed his eyes, inhaling deeply. When he opened his eyes, I felt this shockwave move through me. There was no doubt in my mind he meant every word he said. “I’m not a man who begs, Beatrix. I get what I want no matter what. It’s handed to me on a silver fucking platter.” The way he said the latter was laced with disgust.

He lifted a hand and cupped my cheek, and I felt myself lean into his touch, absorbing the fact that this virtual stranger was showing me such gentleness, saying things I never imagined a man would say to me. And I could look into his face and know he told the truth, that he actually felt and believed the things he said to me.

He reached out and touched something—a button that had the elevator coming to a stop.

“Wha—”

“Tell me these feelings aren’t one-sided, Beatrix. Tell me I’m not completely projecting my feelings I have for you, seeing what’s not really there.” He stared into my eyes, and there was this pleading note in his gaze and in his touch.

The scent of his cologne, woodsy and masculine, filled my nose, made me feel drunk, intoxicated, and it had nothing to do with the wine I consumed at dinner.

“Tell me this feels right, that being together feels like it’s what’s been missing in our lives.”

“Yes,” I whispered. “And that scares the hell out of me, Logan.”

He closed his eyes and rested his forehead against mine. In this moment, it wasn’t about sex or the prospect of it. Right now, as he pulled me into the hardness of his chest, I felt my world fall into place.

It was so sudden, insane, and didn’t seem plausible, but here we were.

When you’re afraid, it’s how you know it’s real, that life is real.” I knew he spoke to himself, but his words rang so true. He rubbed his thumb along my cheek, and my heart started beating faster, the arousal that had just taken a backseat to this intimate moment rising up and making itself known once more.

Something in me snapped, tore away from me so it no longer covered me, no longer laced my very existence. I reached up and held onto him, feeling him wrap his hand around the back of my neck and using his other hand to slide down to land at the small of my back. He held me, curled his fingers into my body as if he were afraid I’d leave.

I wasn’t going anywhere.

He used his leverage on me to pull me impossibly closer. I was suffocating, but in a good kind of way, in the kind of way that stole my breath and made me realize life was precious. Sliding my hands up and taking hold of the short, dark hair at the base of his skull, I tugged lightly on the strands, trying to get him closer, needing that. I wanted to be ingrained in this man, to let him claim every single inch of me until there wasn’t anything left.

And as I tipped my head back, as I felt his warm breath move along mine, I felt my gaze grow heavy. I wanted his kiss. I needed it.

And as if he read my mind, he leaned in and claimed my mouth, stroking his tongue along the seam, forcing me to open for him. He shifted us so I was no longer pressed against the banister in the elevator. He now had my back pressed to the smooth wall of our little intimate box. Logan had his hands now braced on either side of the wall beside my head, caging me in at the same time he pressed his lower body to my belly. I felt the very hard, very evident line of his cock, and I remembered how he’d gotten me off in the limo… how he hadn’t found his own release.

I broke the kiss and sucked in a lungful of air. “God, you feel huge.” I hadn’t meant to say that out loud, but there it was, obscene words hanging between us.

Logan had his mouth at my throat, sucking at my flesh until it felt tender.

I slid my hands down to his waist, gripped the sides of his pressed white button-down shirt, and had no shame as I yanked him farther against me. This wildfire was burning brightly in me, and I didn’t want it contained.

He made this gruff grunt as his body slammed against mine. The back of my head connected with the wall, the loud thump echoing in the cube we were boxed in.

He didn’t break the kiss as he slid a hand behind my head, cushioning it. I wanted to beg him to take me right here, right now, to just push the emergency button and have the elevator stall, to give us this moment in time where nothing stopped us.

And then he reached out and pressed the button on the console that would resume our ascent. All too soon I felt the elevator come to a stop and of the doors opening. Reality set in again. Logan broke the kiss, and I groaned in disappointment. He looked at me with an intensity that had my inner muscles clenching.

“This is your last chance to leave, to put an end to this, Beatrix.” His voice was so rough, the timbre serrated. “Because once we go all the way, there’s no fucking way I can stop myself. There’s no way I can let you go.”

I didn’t know what he meant by the last part, but I was too clouded with arousal to put a stop to anything.

I slid my hand in his, twined our fingers, and was the one to lead him out of the elevator.




Chapter Twelve
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Logan



I

was surprised I’d been able to make it into the apartment. I could have taken Beatrix right in the fucking elevator and not give a shit who saw. In fact, I wanted people to see me claim her, to know she was mine, that no one would ever have her but me.

And that was the damn truth. No one would ever know what she felt like, how she tasted, what she felt like inside
.

I was so hard. My cock throbbed behind my slacks, and the memory of grinding it against her soft belly nearly had me coming. And as I stared at Beatrix as she walked around my penthouse, as she took in everything, running her fingers along the books that lined the built-in shelf off to the side, or as she gazed down at the city below, all I wanted to do was rip her fucking clothes away and bottom out inside her. A groan left me at the image that thought conjured up. The only thing that mattered right now was this woman, this sweet, soft female who was giving herself to me.

“Come here, Beatrix.” Those words came out of me harsher, more demanding than I’d meant. Or maybe that’s exactly how I’d meant to say them. Right now, I didn’t feel like myself. I felt wild and unhinged, and all because of her, because of the sight, smell, and feel of Beatrix.

She was right in front of me a second later, the desire on her face so thick I could almost taste it. I didn’t hesitate to wrap my hand around her lower back and pull her in close, let her feel how thick and hard my cock was for her. I slanted my mouth on hers, stroking my tongue against her lips, along the seam, before slipping the muscle inside. She opened for me right away, allowing me to move my tongue against hers. I couldn’t hold back the groan that spilled from me.

I slid my hand up the length of her spine and reached up to take her nape in my hand, pulling her forward and titling her head back so I could deepen the kiss. Beatrix gasped when her chest slammed into mine. She braced her hands on my pecs and curled her nails into my chest, and despite the clothing that stopped her skin from touching mine, I felt her touch like it was fire.

I hissed out from how good it felt.

My cock jerked from the softness of her, from the scent of lemons that came from her, and at the way she broke the kiss and looked up at me with wide, vibrant eyes. Lowering my head toward hers again, I claimed her mouth, unable to get enough. I licked and sucked at her tongue when she opened for me and groaned against her lips at her surrender.

“I need you,” I growled.

“I need you, too,” she moaned in response.

I didn’t break our kiss as I reached behind and searched for the zipper of her dress. I gripped the little piece of metal and started pulling it down, the sound of it loud coming undone.

She broke the kiss before I could fully take it off her, and in an arousal-laced fog, I watched as she removed her dress, that red material sliding down her body like silk turning to liquid.

She was braless, her breasts full, the tips peaked and hard. She wore a little white thong, and without having me ask her to do it, she slipped it down her thighs and kicked it aside.

She stood naked in front of me, and I could tell by her breathing she was nervous, but I could also see her arousal was strong by the way her pupils dilated, how her nipples tightened under my gaze, and by how fast she was breathing.

My control slipped for good as I all but tore at my tux, needing the offending material off. And when I was just as naked as she was, I reached down and grabbed my cock, stroking it from root to tip. That was a mistake, one I had to stop instantly or I’d come in my hand.

“Come here,” I said so low my voice almost sounded distorted.

She was back in front of me a second later, our bodies pressed together. I had to bite my tongue not to groan in pleasure. She was hot and sweet and surrendered herself to me so easily, because she wanted this—no, needed it—as much as I did. When she put her hands on my chest, her bare skin finally touching mine, my cock jerked almost violently. The fucker wanted buried between her thighs.

I took a step back despite it being the hardest fucking thing I’d ever done in my life. I looked my fill of her nude body. Christ
, her form was a work of goddamned art.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered. I could have said something filthy, obscene in how I felt when I looked at her, how I wanted to part her thighs and look at her cunt, but Beatrix was the epitome of beauty, and saying anything else right now seemed wrong.

My fucking cock was liable to explode if I didn’t have Beatrix soon. And when I came, I wanted to be buried deep in her.

Looking at her breasts, those big, glorious weights with the pink tips, they had me wrapping my hand around my cock, because I just couldn’t help myself. And she stood there and let me look my fill, let me touch myself like a dirty bastard as I eye-fucked her.

Her breasts slightly shook from the force of her breathing, and a low growl left me involuntarily.

“Fuck. I’m liable to come right now and I’ve barely touched you.” I hadn’t meant to admit that out loud.

“Don’t do that, Logan” she whispered. “It would be over before it started.”

The way she said my name, all breathy and needy, had me grunting in desire. Possessive need slammed into me that this woman was giving herself to me, only to me. I moved closer to her again, and her breathing changed. Her breasts rose and fell because of the action, her nipples seeming to tighten further. My mouth watered.

Damn, I was hard.

I lowered my gaze to her pussy, one with a thatch of short, darker strawberry-blonde hair covering it. “God, I want to devour you until there isn’t anything left.” Again, I hadn’t meant to say that out loud. I moved closer to her, and she surprised the hell out of me by pushing my hand away and taking hold of my cock. I groaned at the feeling of her stroking me, of her little palm moving up and down my length. My balls drew up, and I was about to stop her before I got off, but shocking the hell out of me again, she lowered herself to her knees in front of me. I was stunned at first, frozen in place. Beatrix stared up at me, her hand still wrapped around my dick, her mouth so close to the tip. Pre-cum was a steady constant from the crown, and all she’d have to do was lean in an inch and lick it off, take it into her body.

“Beatrix.” I breathed her name out, unsure what to say. This certainly wasn’t what I was expecting, but I sure as fuck wasn’t going to stop it. “God, what you’re doing to me right now…?” I trailed off. My voice was strained, my arousal growing.

“I’ve never been this—” She paused, as if choosing her words. “—forward before.”

Don’t stop now. Don’t overthink it, baby.

“Although I could say you don’t have to be on your knees in front of me, it would be a lie if I didn’t admit it’s so fucking hot and turns me on like crazy.” Cupping the side of her face, I smoothed my fingers over her parted lips. Neither of us said anything else, but there didn’t need words to be spoken to understand what was happening here.

Beatrix leaned forward, her warm breath brushing along my cock. A strangled noise left me when she parted her lips farther and took the head into the hot, wet confines of her mouth.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around her hair, closing my eyes and letting my head fall back slightly as pleasure coursed through me. She took as much as she could, hollowed out her cheeks, and relaxed her throat.

“Christ
,” I groaned, unable to stop myself. “Beatrix, God, Beatrix. I could come from the sight of you alone, but this?” I let out a shuddering breath. “Feeling you, having your mouth on me… fuck, it’s nearly my undoing.”

She made a humming noise around my girth, and I couldn’t stop the moan. The head of my dick nudged the back of her throat, but she didn’t give up on giving me head when she slightly gagged. And I found that so fucking hot. Over and over, she brought me to the brink of getting off, but it was when she reached down and took my balls in one hand and gave them a squeeze that I felt the tendrils of my climax start at the base of my spine.

No, I couldn’t let this end right now, not even when filling her mouth with my seed would be hot as fuck.

Taking hold of her shoulders and moving back until my cock slipped free of her mouth, I helped her to stand. It was almost impossible to break the suction she had around me, simply because I wanted her so damn badly to finish. But I wanted to feel my cock pistoning inside her even more.

Her lips were swollen and red, glossy from my pre-cum and her saliva. A surge of possessiveness, of need to own this woman, slammed into me.

I grabbed her nape and pulled her forward until our lips crashed together. I took her mouth in a brutal kiss at the same time I used my body to turn us so I could press her against the wall. I moved the hand that was on her neck down her back and curled my fingers into her ass. The feel of her fleshy mounds had me groaning against her lips.

I panted and squeezed her ass cheek again, knew I was playing with fire, because I’d lose control far too soon if I kept this up. And then I slid the hand holding her nape to the front, curled it gently around her throat, feeling her pulse beat wilding beneath my fingers. I kept her stable as I fucked her mouth. Fuck, I knew I needed to back off or I’d come from this alone, but I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to be in her tight, wet pussy when we both got off.

“Logan,” she moaned against my lips. “I want you now.”

I found myself sliding my other hand between the cheeks of her ass and moved my fingers through her slit. Motherfucker, I was harder than steel. My cock jerk at the fact that she was soaked for me, her cream dripping along my fingers. I teased her pussy hole while still kissing her then shoved that digit inside her, fucking her in deep strokes from the inside out. She rose on her toes and gasped against my mouth.

When I pulled back to look in her face, I saw she was lost in the throes of her pleasure. Her eyes were closed and her breathing fast.

“You ready for me, baby?”

She opened her eyes and nodded, licking her lips, seeming like she couldn’t speak, couldn’t tell me the words.

Using the hand that cupped her throat, I moved it down her body and grabbed the back of her knee. Bringing the limb up to my waist, I curled it around my body. She kept it there, her hot pussy right against my cock.


Holy fucking hell
. She was hotter than hell and wetter than the damn ocean.

Holding her gaze with mine, I reached between our bodies, took hold of my dick, and stroked the fucker a few times. I could have done that all night, loving the feel of her silky flesh, knowing she was this drenched because of me.

I placed the tip right at her pussy hole, gently thrusting in, not fully penetrating. I was tormenting both of us. I knew this, but God help me, I couldn’t stop myself.

Fuck, I wanted to just thrust inside her.

“I need you inside me, Logan. And I know you need that just as badly as I do.”

I closed my eyes, and a shaky breath left me. “God, yeah, I need that so fucking badly, Beatrix.” I rested my forehead against hers. “You’re fucking killing me here.” I pulled back just the slightest and stared into her eyes at the same time I thrust into her in one fluid motion. Her mouth opened, she rested her head back against the wall, and we both groaned.

God, this was what heaven was like, surely.

Beatrix tightened her legs around my waist, and the movement caused her pussy to slide down even farther on my dick. I cursed in ecstasy. I was so deep inside her my balls were pressed to her ass, her heat encompassing every part of me.

She dug her heels against the base of my spine, wrapped her arms around my neck, and held on as I fucked her.

And God did I fuck her.

I started thrusting in and out of her, trying to go slow, but the need in me was taking control. She was wet, soaking, and squeezing me like a vise.

“Logan,” she cried out my name. I wanted her screaming it.

I grunted in response. “Your pussy is so primed for me, so tight and hot.”

“You’re so big,” she moaned against my mouth. “You’re stretching me so much.”

She was so tight, so fucking tight it had to hurt her. I moved at a slower pace in and out of her, wanting this to be prolonged. I felt her inner muscles milking me, drawing out my cum. I’d have to be smart, be careful, and pull out before I came inside her. I hadn’t been with a woman in longer than I cared to even admit, and although the very thought of filling her with my seed and getting her pregnant had this possessive and territorial need rising in me, I didn’t want to cross that line with her.

“I should stop, put a condom on. I could get you pregnant,” I groaned. I couldn’t help how that need filled me at the thought, the idea of getting her big with my baby.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned. “Don stop, Logan.”

Fuck. I’d never stop.

“Hell, baby.” Holding her tight, I pulled her away from the wall, carrying her weight, and turned to walk toward the bedroom. Once in there, I laid her on the mattress, my body covering hers, my cock still buried deep in her cunt. I pulled out and pushed another inch into her. The gasp that she let out had me tensing, barely holding off from coming. But by some miracle, I didn’t go over the edge just yet. I leaned back, took hold of her legs, and pushed them out as wide as they could go. “Brace your feet on the mattress, Beatrix.” I was surprised I could even form a coherent word for how turned on I was. “Let me see all of you.”

She did what I said and gripped the blankets beneath her, staring up at me with a drugged-like expression. I knew how she felt, knew I wore the same expression. I was riveted to the sight of her pussy stretched wide around my dick, at the pink color, the slickness that covered her and my length. Her eyes were barely open, her chest rising and falling and causing her breasts to shake from the force of it.

Curling my fingers into the soft skin of her thighs and moving them toward her pussy, I framed the sweet spot of her where I was buried. I thrust the rest of my dick into her until my balls slammed against her ass. I was fully in her, every long inch of me deep in her body. Fuck, I was having one hell of a time controlling myself, but I started to slowly pump in and out of her, working my cock deeper, harder into Beatrix’s supple body. Her clit was swollen, as if begging for attention. And so I gave it to her.

I placed my thumb on the little nub, rubbing it back and forth until she writhed under me, and then I increased my thrusting. In and out, I pumped my cock, slamming my shaft into her tight pussy, coating it with her pussy cream. I loved that she gasped and cried out for more. Soon, the sloppy sounds of her wet cunt sucking at my big cock filled the room, and the smell of our sex filled my nose, made me drunk, had my appetite for her increasing to a fever pitch.

I felt desperate, like if I didn’t have all of her, I’d die.

Fuck, I was close to coming.

She moaned again and reached up to grab my biceps, digging her nails into my skin. Yes, that’s what I wanted, fucking needed.

“Beatrix, fuck, I can’t hold off much longer. I’m going to come far too soon.” I was staring at my cock imbedded in her sweet, sweet fucking body. “Squeeze my cock, make me come with you.”

“Yes,” she cried out again. She arched her back, her breasts thrusting out in invitation. The rhythmic pull of her pussy milking my shaft almost had my balls draining inside her. But I held off. I had to. I needed her to come first.

I rubbed her clit even faster.

“God, yes!” she screamed out as she came for me, her cunt squeezing my cock so hard it bordered on pain, but the good kind, the addicting kind.

I gritted my teeth and waited until her pleasure subsided, and only then did I lean back even farther, looking at where my dick was shoved deep inside her, feeling her pussy contracting around my length. Something in me snapped, and I pulled out of her only long enough to turn her so she was now on her belly. I stared at the perfect roundness of her ass, smoothed my hands over the apple-bottom globes, then used a knee to force her legs open once more.

“On your hands and knees.” Fuck, my voice was so damn guttural.

I positioned myself between her splayed thighs again, placed my dick right at her hole, and just held my breath. With my hands on her ass cheeks, my fingers digging into her flesh, I tried to grapple with my control. I slowly spread those cheeks and got an unobstructed view of her asshole. I was going to fuck that at some point, going to fill her with my seed in there too. Her pussy was spread as well, all juicy and red-looking, the tip of my cock poised there. I should have shoved back into her, wanted to, but I found myself pulling back and lowering myself so my face was right up in her cunt. She smelled sweet and musky, with a little hint of me thrown in there.

I growled low, this proprietary need making me crazed.

So good. So mine.

I didn’t waste any time in eating her out. I ran my tongue up and down her slit, licked her cleft, because I couldn’t get enough of her flavor. And then I sucked at her pussy hole, shoving my tongue in and out of that tight opening, the place where my cock had just been inside.

I did this over and over again until she panted, until she had her hands in my hair and tugged at the strands. She’d get off again; I felt it. I knew it.

Shoving my tongue into her opening, I fucked her with it until she started grinding herself against my mouth.

“That’s it.” My words were muffled against her flesh.

I flattened my tongue on her clit then sucked the little nub into my mouth at the same time I shoved a finger into her. I fucked her pussy with that digit and sucked on her clit until I felt her tense as she came for me. She lifted up her ass a little more, rubbing her pussy against my face. I felt the tremor work over her entire body as she continued to climax.

When I pulled away, it was only when she sagged against the mattress, her orgasm fading. I rose so I was on my knees again, took hold of the root of my shaft, and started stroking myself as I stared at her ass and pussy. I could get off on the sight of her alone, but I needed her tight heat, needed to feel that again.

“On your back, Beatrix. I need to be inside you. I need to look at your face as I take you.”

She did as I said immediately, and I felt this desire over that fact slam into me.

When I was between her splayed thighs once more and was positioned at her entrance, I slowly pushed into her this time. Of course, I wanted this to last, but she felt too good. Leaning down and resting my forearms beside her head, I buried myself in her wet heat in one slow, agonizing push. I fucked her nice and slow.

In and out, keeping the same pace, and experiencing the buildup of my orgasm, I closed my eyes and kept the steady pace that was slowly driving me insane. I buried my face in the crook of her neck, smelled the sweet, floral scent of her, and knew I was done for. I couldn’t last.

I finally surrendered for the first time in my life.

All too soon, I felt my orgasm rise up violently. It started as a tingling at the base of my spine and moved quickly through me. “God. Fuck yes. I’m coming, baby.” I gave three more pumps in her, knowing I should have pulled out, but I bottomed out inside her, filled her up as I came.

My orgasm tore through me, making me come harder than I ever had in my life. I could practically feel the white-hot jets of my seed coating her from the inside out. The pleasure sucked the air from my lungs, stole my sanity, and I knew I’d never be the same.

Beatrix was mine, and nothing would ever change that.

She wrapped her arms tightly around me as I pumped her full of my essence. When the pleasure finally receded, I groaned once more and stilled, my semi-hard cock still inside her. After long seconds, I pulled out and lay beside her, our identical breathing filling the room.

I turned and looked at her. Beatrix was on her back, her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath.

Damn, this woman is going to be my everything. Hell, she already is.

I couldn’t help myself as I pulled her close and held her tightly. Turning my head and kissing her temple, I breathed out as pleasure and warmth still filled me, the kind that had nothing to do with what we’d just done.

I heard her breathing change as she started to drift off. I stroked my fingers up and down her bare arm, felt her skin pebble. The fact that my touch affected her even though she was falling asleep pleased me to no end. “I can’t let you go,” I whispered against her hair, not sure if she heard me, but either way, I’d keep telling her until there was no doubt in her mind.




Chapter Thirteen
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Beatrix

One week later



W

hat did it say about me that a week later—seven whole incredibly delirious and pleasurable days later—where I found myself spending every free moment I had at Logan’s apartment? My body was sore in all the right places, I had light marks marring my flesh from his passion, and I’d never felt so… complete in my entire life.

It says that you’ve finally found whatever was missing in your life, that one thing you didn’t even know you needed until it was there.

I wrapped the blanket around my body tighter and stared at the city from Logan’s balcony. This high up, the wind was a little more violent, whipping my strawberry-blonde hair around my face, slightly obstructing my view. If I closed my eyes and held my arms out, it was almost as if I were flying.

And I absolutely tried it, standing this high up, the blankets falling from my body, my nudity making the experience even more surreal.

But that wasn’t today. The neighbors in the high-rise across from the balcony didn’t need another show from a crazy but very happy woman right now.

The sun had risen hours ago, and despite the summer month, the wind was chilled. I wrapped the blanket more firmly around me. God, had I ever been this happy? No. Never. That should scare me, especially for how fast this all had gone, but it all felt so… right.

The sound of the sliding door opening and closing had me turning around. I watched as Logan stepped out, already dressed in his suit, looking like the CEO he was. And dammit, did he look good. His appearance was one that clearly commanded others. But with me? With me, he was gentle, with soft touches and strokes that set me on fire.

As soon as our gazes locked, I felt that intensity and connection right away. It stole my breath.

His smile was slow, heated. He finished adjusting a cufflink then crooked his finger for me to come to him, his expression dark, full of promise. What fool would I be not to come when a man like Logan Mathis beckons, especially when he looked at me like I’d just given him the world with my very presence?

He pulled me close, and I rested my head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. The material of his suit was soft, expensive. Despite Logan being extremely wealthy, he didn’t flaunt it, didn’t make people feel less than he was. He was probably one of the most genuine souls I’d ever met, and even I knew how crazy that sounded after only a week. But when the truth hit you, it hit you hard.

I smoothed my hands up his chest, feeling his lean muscles barely restrained underneath his jacket. “I can’t stay in your apartment forever.” I said those words in a whisper, and I instantly felt his body tighten. “I have to get back to my life, my apartment, all that stuff.” The way he stiffened in my arms was like he thought what I just said was abhorrent.

He pulled back, his arms gently gripping my shoulders. The stormy expression on his face had me swallowing and heating all at the same time. “You could,” he said softly. “Stay here, live here with me.”

I was shocked by his suggestion. His expression was so serious, as if this was the answer to everything.

He moved his hand up the side of my neck until he could cup my cheek. Then he moved his thumb over my lower lip, his focus on the act. “It’s a scary offer. I know that,” he said while still focused on my mouth. “But I meant everything I said, Beatrix. I meant it and more. I’ve never felt this way before about a woman, and I know I’ll never feel it again. You belong here, with me.” He took my wrist and placed my palm right over his heart. “You could live here. It would be so easy, so effortless.” He was whispering again. Logan searched my face, this heaviness in his gaze that had my heart skipping a beat.

I still hadn’t said anything one way or another, and so he continued.

“I know this is fast. I know it’s insane, but I also know that you feel the same way.” Leaning down, he kissed me softly on my lips. It wasn’t sexual, wasn’t rushed or even heated. It was like a seal. It was like he was telling me the truth with that kiss. “But I have all the time in the world to wait for you. I have all the time for you to realize that as strongly as I have.”

I swallowed, my throat so thick.

“I’m a patient man, Beatrix.”

I didn’t need time to know how Logan made me feel, that I wanted to grasp onto this feeling forever. And for however cautious I’d been in my life, guarding myself, my heart, right now, I just wanted to throw caution to the wind, like I had in that limo, like I had in his apartment.

I wrapped my arms tighter around him and rose up on my toes to be the one to kiss him now. “I don’t want to let go of what’s happening between us,” I murmured against his lips. “I want to see how far it goes, Logan.” I felt him smile against my mouth, felt his body physically relaxing against me, as if my words were what he’d been waiting to hear his entire life.

“So that means you’ll stay here, with me?”

I cackled softly and pulled back, cupping his face, his cheeks so smooth from his morning shave. I looked into his blue eyes, could see all the possibilities looking down at me. “How about we take it one day at a time?” I breathed out slowly. I wanted to move in. I wanted to do that so badly. But I wanted to take my time with him.

The smile he gave me warmed me from my toes to the top of my head. “I’ll take one day at a time every day, all day, Beatrix.” He leaned down and kissed me, whispering against my lips like another seal of truth, “Because I know it’ll be forever with you.”




Epilogue One
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Logan

One year later



I

watched her from the living room, unable to tear my gaze from the woman I loved far too much for my own sanity. She was cooking us dinner, her voice soft as she sang a song. She was in her element right now, and dammit was she one fantastic cook.

After downing my coffee, I stood and took the empty mug into the kitchen. She had her back to me, and I practically stalked her as I slowly moved closer. Truth be told, I could stare at her all day, every day, and never get enough. Even a year later, she was what consumed me, what I was obsessed with. And it had only gotten worse. I’d only gotten more possessive as time ticked by.

I asked her to marry me six months after I’d taken her to my home, devoured her. I would have asked her sooner, but shit, I hadn’t wanted to seem like a total fucking psycho.

She said yes, thank fuck, because I knew if she would have said no, I wouldn’t have given up. I would have asked her over and over again, wearing her down until she did say yes. That’s how much I loved her.

And our wedding was slated for later this month. We said fuck waiting any longer. I wanted to give her the biggest fucking wedding imaginable. I wanted everyone to know she was mine. But Beatrix wasn’t all about that, and that’s what made me love her even more. She wanted something intimate, just a few family members and friends. And I was fine with that, because whatever she wanted, she got. I just wanted to marry her. That’s all that mattered to me.

I stopped just inches from where she stood, placed my hands on her hips, and leaned my chest against her back. I was already hard, my cock always in this state when she was near.

“I love you,” I whispered softly against her ear and loved when I heard her swallow right before she leaned back against me. She turned around, and I braced my hands on the sink, caging her in, my fingers brushing against her hipbones.

I didn’t even bother trying to hide how stiff my cock was. I dipped my head low, ran the tip of my nose along the arch of her throat, and heard her breath falter. She smelled good, so fucking good. God, I loved her.

I ran my hand along her side, over her arm, and cupped the back of her head. I pulled her face closer to mine so I could kiss her. She relaxed against me, and I rested my chin on the crown of her head. I was so aroused right now, but holding her felt so good.

She wrapped her hands around my waist and sighed, one of those contented sounds that made a man feel like he was doing all the right things. And she made me feel like that every damn day. She tipped her head back and looked at my face. “You’re hard,” she said with this teasing note in her voice.

I hummed and pressed my erection harder against her. “I always am for you,” I murmured honestly. Her breathing kicked up, and I dipped down to take her mouth with mine.

Fuck dinner. I was skipping right to dessert.




Epilogue Two
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Logan

The honeymoon



H

ere we were, finally alone, just the two of us. There were no employees, no work. I didn’t have board meetings or obligations. The only important thing to me, the one thing—person—who came above everyone else, was the woman currently sunbathing right beside me.

I glanced over, slid my sunglasses down the bridge of my nose, and eyed her up and down. Her skin was glossy, had this pretty shine to it from the sunblock she had me lather on her. True, she only wanted me to get her back, but I’d been a bit too ambitious as I covered her arms and legs, her belly, her chest. God, I’d wanted her to get naked so I could explore the rest of her.

The palm tree we were currently under provided a little shade, the leaves above gently swaying in the breeze. I dug my feet in the white sand, the temperature cooler but doing nothing to help my overheated body. And the sun beating down on us had nothing to do with my increased temperature. It had everything to do with the fact that I sported a massive hard-on for Beatrix, and she didn’t even know it.

She was currently lying chest up, her sunglasses shielding her closed eyes, her massive brimmed hat giving her face shade. Fuck, she was beautiful. She stirred lightly and then sat up, and I pushed my glasses back up and made it look like I hadn’t been devouring her with my gaze. Not like she’d care. Hell, I had no doubt she’d probably like it.

“I’m gonna take a dip,” she said softly and leaned over to kiss me.

“Mm-hmm,” I hummed and watched her retreating form. Shit, her ass looked delectable in that little white string bikini. If I hadn’t gotten us a private island, I would have forbidden her from even wearing it, because I wouldn’t want any other male to see her form. Not that she would have listened, but I would have glowered about it until she gave in to my demands.

She walked over to the water, the waves of the ocean gently lapping at the shore. Her long reddish-blonde hair hung around her shoulders, gently swaying from her movements. For long moments, I watched her in the water, swimming, lying on her back and floating as the waves rocked her, as she stared at the sky. When she finally emerged, my already stiff cock became achingly harder.

I wanted her again, despite having fucked her, filled her with my seed just this morning. She stopped a few feet from me, and when she glanced at where I sat, I watched as her expression of easygoing became heated. She could see the intent in my eyes. I knew that without a doubt.

“Come here, Mrs. Mathis,” I beckoned.

She breathed out slowly, her chest starting to move faster as her breathing increased from her growing arousal. “You’re insatiable, Logan Mathis.” Beatrix moved closer. She had no fucking idea how insatiable I was for her.

I was being lewd as I reached down and grabbed my dick through my swim trunks. “Come here, Beatrix,” I said again with a voice so low it almost didn’t sound human. The little sound she made worked me up to a frenzy. And then she was moving closer. I reached out and hooked my fingers on the edge of her bikini bottoms, pulling it down, revealing her sweet fucking pussy. She kicked the bottoms off, and I had her on my lap a second later. With her legs spread on either side of my waist, I gently pushed her back, so she rested her hands behind her on my thighs. She started taking of her bikini top without my prompting, and I groaned low.

I lowered my gaze over her now unrestrained breasts, along the puckered tips of her nipples, hardened not only from her desire but from the chilled ocean water as well. I continued to lower my gaze over her belly, along her waist, then let my focus feast on her splayed pussy. The position she was in had her lips parting, showing me how pink and wet she was.

So, so wet.

Beatrix was all but panting now, so I slid my hands along her inner thighs, moving closer and closer to what I knew ached.

“Logan,” she half-whispered, half-moaned.

She was the only one who made me feel like I was losing control, the only person on this planet who held power over me. Beatrix was the only soul who I relaxed around, let my walls fall.

She was the only person I ever loved, and I’d keep falling in love with her, over and over, day after day, until I drew my last breath.

I grabbed her behind the back of the neck and pulled her forward for a kiss. After several long seconds of devouring her mouth, I whispered against her mouth, “My love for you is endless, timeless. It’s what romance books are made of, what poets write about. It’s what makes a man’s heart beat, the meaning of life and happiness, of pleasure and completion, all of it making sense.” The fact that I’d get to spend the rest of my life with this woman was the greatest gift any human could ever hope to have.

And with all those emotions coursing through me, I wrapped my arms around her body and knew I’d never let her go.

Whoever said fairy tales weren’t true must never have experienced getting their own happily ever after.

The End




About the Author


[image: ]








Want to read more by Jenika Snow? Find all her titles here:


http://jenikasnow.com/bookshelf/


Find the author at:


www.JenikaSnow.com



Jenika_Snow@yahoo.com




[image: Facebook]

 [image: Twitter]

 [image: Instagram]

 [image: Goodreads]

 [image: BookBub]

 [image: Amazon]





cover.jpeg
A TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHQR

JENIKA SNOW





OEBPS/image_rsrcVC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcVJ.jpg





