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Prologue


 


Laura


 


It isn’t everyday that a soon-to-be lawyer finds
themselves accused of murder of a former lover and in such a way, it would be
scandalous to anyone involved. Especially to me, whose bright future as an
attorney helping the less fortunate or ideally I hope, was right around the
door.


 


But
sometimes you have to do things that you’d wouldn’t think you’d ever do,
heinous things, things that would take a lifetime or two to forget or a couple
of hard liquor everyday, valium or some substance that would shock your mind
and body into forgetfulness, to protect the ones you love.


 


Sometimes
you may have to set aside all your previous judgement, your upstanding
upbringing, and everything you know as good, right, bad, wrong, to do something
barely legal. Just so there is some justice in the world.  


 


Whatever
it is I did, it’s time to face the music.


 


But
someone else knew what happened.  And his mysterious message to me sent me on
this wild goose chase that now is beginning to seem like a small piece of a
larger plot I have a hunch has been brewing for a while.  What part I have to
play in it, I still don’t know. But whatever it takes, I’ll do it. I’m already
too deep to back out. As the mysterious “P” said in his text to me, I have to
clear myself. But do I trust “P” at all?


This
was his message to me:


 


Laura,
how was your trip to Aspen? Relaxing, I bet. I know about you and Michael. This
time, it went too far…but we know how it is in the throes of passion…sometimes
you don’t know when to stop. Now I know it really wasn’t you who gave Michael
his ultimate fantasy. You’re not capable of it. Only a master could, which we
know you are not. Be prepared Laura, Michael was well-known and graced many
social magazines. The police will issue a public statement about his death in
the next 48 hours. Soon the world will find out that beautiful, upright Michael
Brooks died while having kinky sex in the hands of soon-to-be lawyer and
unblemished Laura Turner. If you want to clear yourself, come to the top of the
Crystal Towers in Los Angeles.  – P


 


Clear
myself.  That’s what I had intended to do, but now, it’s more than that. I’ve
become a target, and I think Mr. P.T. knows more than he’s let on.  If only I
can stay alive within the next 48 hours…
















 


Chapter 1


 


 


Jackson reached out to his stack of toys and
grabbed the heavy chain.  A thick and sturdy looking cuff hung off both ends of
the chain.  “Remember how you liked being chained up, Laura?”


“You're
stuck in some kind of time warp.  Don’t you think it’s time you came around to
the present day… like the day I’m not into you anymore?”


Taking
a fierce hold of my arm, he dragged me to a bedroom and shoved me onto the bed
and just as quickly jumped on to straddle me.


“Get
off me, Jackson.  I’m not playing your games anymore.”


“The
hell you aren’t.  I came a long way to see you, Laura… to be with you.  You’re
not going to cut my night short.”


He
snaked one end of the chain behind the bedpost and clamped a cuff on one wrist
then pulled the chain tight and taunt to the other bedpost where he pulled my
arm out to reach for the distant cuff.


Before
he could clamp the cuff shut, pain shot through me, reminding me what sex with
Jackson really was.  A lot of pain masked in a minimal amount of pleasure.


Though
I knew it was futile, I fought the chains, but more importantly, I fought the
arousing touch he quickly brought to my breast.  He knew what I liked; that
light and almost ticklish brush along my side boob.  Lying back on the bed, my
side boob peeked out from the side of my dress.


The
light brush of his fingers alleviated whatever pain my wrist suffered through. 
Worse still was how quickly my body ignited into an inferno of hunger and lust.


He
knew me too well.  He knew exactly where to touch me to shut me up, to get me
to surrender to him.


“It’s
been a hell of a long time, my Laura.”  He leaned in to bite my nipple through
my dress.  “Damn, how I’ve missed you.  You should have never left me, you
slut.  You know you loved what we had.  Why won’t you admit we were
unbelievable together?”


“What
we had was shit,” I shouted as I tried to squirm away from him.  For all the
pleasure his fingers and lips could bring to my body, I managed to get a hold
of just enough control over myself.


“Oh,
what language.  And to think you want to be a lawyer.”


“It’s
the only language you deserve.  You're a fucked up mess who should get help.”


His
bright green eyes darkened as he rose to kneel over me.  “Fucked up, huh?” 
With his jaw slack and his eyes riveted to mine, he took off his shirt,
revealing the toned muscles of his chest.


I’d
almost forgotten how sexy he was; so perfect in every way. There was something
almost disturbing about the innocence of his boyish good looks, that soft, fair
hair, and the wickedness of his body that screamed sex appeal.


“Don’t
tell me you haven’t missed it, Laura.”  He unzipped his pants then ran his hand
over his chest, down over his abs, his V-cut and down into his pants. 
“Remember what the rest of me looks like?”  His square, chiseled jaw clenched
just as his fist grabbed his cock and pulled it out.


“You
look good, Jackson.  You always have, but that’s all you have.”


Gliding
his hand over his stiff shaft, he smiled and winked at me.  “That’s all I
need.”


Rugged
innocence.  Wicked naiveté.  Angelic eroticism and devilish control. 
Everything I hated about him.  Everything I couldn’t resist about him. 
Everything I’d worked so hard to get away from.


“Your
eyes give you away,” he whispered as he leaned over me and brushed his bare
chest against my hardened nipples.  “Your pupils dilate every time you lay eyes
on me.  Whether I came to you after spending the day working on the acres of
land I still own or dapper and debonair in a tux to bring you to an elegant
soirée, you always loved to look at me.  Your eyes love me.  And why shouldn’t
they.  I’m easy on the eyes.”


“As
humble as that all sounds, your wealth, good looks and charm don’t compensate
for the darkness that surrounds you Jackson.  You're a disturbed individual and
it’s only a matter of time before your perversion gets you into more trouble
than you money can get you out of.”


He
pouted and frowned, a move I’d seen often before; pulling out the hurt little
boy who suddenly wanted to play nice-nice.  But it didn’t take long for that
wicked twinkle to return to his eyes.


“Stop
pretending you didn’t enjoy all the time we had together.”  He shifted down to
settle his weight on my ankles while his hand rode up my thigh.  “A lovely
dress, Laura.  Very sophisticated.  So grown up.  Have you really grown up, or
are you just trying to convince yourself through a wardrobe that is clearly not
yours.”


Offended,
I jutted my chin out.


He
chuckled, a sound that was so condescending.  “You're not a lawyer yet,
darling.”  Fingering the fine fabric of the dress, he sneered.  “You're not yet
able to treat yourself to something this exquisite.”


“I
might not have bought the dress, but it is mine.  And, yes.  I have grown up,
and just because I’m not filthy stinking rich like you, doesn’t mean I couldn’t
afford this dress. My family does very well thank you or have you forgotten.”


“Ah,
that’s so sweet.”  He licked his lips as his fingers rode under the skirt of
the dress and ran along the line of my thong.  “But I bet…”  His finger quickly
found its way beneath the thin fabric, between my moistened lips and deep
inside the heat that was overwhelming.


I
gasped with fiery anger and quick arousal.


“There
it is.  The sweet trigger of everything erotic and orgasmic.  I’ve missed
turning you on.  There was always something so easy, yet so fulfilling about
hearing you come, hearing you scream my name in ecstasy.”


For
a forbidden moment, I closed my eyes as his smooth voice lulled me and his
expert finger roused me.


“You're
even more beautiful than I remember,” he whispered.  “Your hair is even more
fiery than before.  Red.  Fire hot red.  It’s perfect with your smoldering
eyes, so hungry, so passionate.  And a body, the perfect curves of a body that
craves more sex than it’ll ever have.  A body that attracts sex.”


“Stop,
Jackson.”


“Stop? 
I’m just getting started.”  He pulled his finger away from my clit.  “Just look
how wet you are.  Before I even utter the command, you're ready for me.”


I
shook my head in denial, but knew very well that my body’s reaction was
stronger than my desire to fend him off.  He’d trained me too well.  Like
Pavlov’s dog, I responded to him, to everything he did.


“Let’s
try that again,” he said while running his finger over my heated and swollen
lips.  “And the magic word is…”


He
didn’t even have to say the word; my body thundered with anticipation.  My
entire body responded, clenching and tightening up with the need to be touched
more and more.


From
the very beginning, he’d taught me to react that way.  He’d taught me to
associate getting wet with what he was doing to me, how he was touching me, and
what he was saying.  His mouth, his tongue, his hand, his fingers… all so
skillful.  All so knowing.  


Knowledge
of pleasure.


Jackson
knew.  Even more than I did, he knew. How. To. Please. Me.


With
him, I’d discovered my clitoris and all the wondrous pleasure contained in that
tiny stub of tissue.


Jackson
had been the first to bring his hot, wet mouth to that little stub of flesh. 
After that, there was no looking back.  I needed his touch; the long, slow and
heated laps of his tongue, running up the length of my lips and awakening my
clitoris.


“You're
positively soaked, Laura,” he whispered, his voice heavy with lust and want. 
“I can even smell you.  That delicious sweet scent that turns me on.”


He
tugged my dress up to reveal my belly and planted slow, teasing kisses over my
navel.  “I love this lacy silk thong.  If I didn’t know better, I’d think you’d
put this on just for me.  You know how I love lace.”


If
he only knew how wrong he was.  The racy, lacy silk thong was meant for Peter
Townshend.   I considered telling him; telling him that there was another man
who turned me on; a man who had aroused me simply with his voice.


But
Jackson wasn’t the kind of man to give up easily, and talk of another man
wouldn’t bother him at all.  He reached down to bite on the thin line of
fabric, tearing the thong down like a savage animal.  And then there it was.


Oh
my God.


His
tongue… wet, hot, soft, but capable of just enough friction.  After only three
long, powerful strokes, I was there, ready to give my soul to him.  I’d
forgotten how good… how sumptuous.  No other man…


Ever.


No
one ever touched me the way he did, bringing me to a level of arousal that was
mind numbing.


He
stopped suddenly.


Shit.


“Want
more?”


He’d
stopped just as I’d reached the edge.  That beautiful and luscious precipice
that called to me.  Despite all the alarms that went off in my head, all the
logic that fought to make it to the forefront of my thoughts, I nodded.


“You
sure?” he said with that wicked and knowing grin.  All the while, his thumb
gently ran circles around the aching nub of pleasure.


“Yes.”


“I’m
not convinced.”  He stilled his fingers.


“Yes! 
Oh, please.  Yes!”


He
brought his mouth back to cover my entire sex and my world went black as all
that existed was the transfer of sensations from his mouth to my clitoris.


“Oh,
yes.”


His
teeth brushed along my flesh.


“Yes!”


“Not
yet, Laura.  I haven’t yet given you permission.  You know better than to come
before I give the command.”


I
bit my lip, fighting back the orgasm that was just there, so ready to explode. 
In that very moment, my tortured past with him was forgotten.  It no longer
mattered.  I’d forgive him any transgression… anything.


Just
let me have this delicious orgasm before I faint from lack of oxygen.


The
words ‘yes, Master,’ reverberated in my head and were close to touching my
lips.  Anything to convince him to give me release.


Instead
of finishing what he’d started, he sat back on his haunches and looked at me, a
pleased, almost victorious gleam in his eyes.  “I think that’s enough for now.”


“No,
you can’t stop now.  You started this.  Finish it.”


“I
think we’ve forgotten the order of things between us, Laura.  I’ll tell you
what to do and when.  Don’t think you can give me orders.”  With chaste hands,
he pulled the skirt of my dress down.


“Don’t
make me beg,” I whispered.  My eyes closed and the heavy weight of longing
pinned me down to the bed.  I wanted to shake off the desire, the heat of my
body.  


“You’ve
hit a drought since leaving me, haven’t you?  It’s not easy finding a man who
can give you what I can,” he said with a snicker.  “It serves you right for
leaving the way you did.  I have half a mind to let you dry up a little longer.


I
found, somewhere in the mess of arousal, the strength I needed.  “If you can’t
finish the job,” I said, my voice so thick with spite, I wanted to applaud
myself.  “Let me out of these cuffs.”


Tapping
his finger against his full, sexy lips, he grinned.  “I think I like having you
chained up.  Keeps you from going down and finishing the job yourself.”


“You're
walking on thin ice, Jackson; holding me here against my will.  You know very
well I no longer belong to you… and to Willow even less.”


“I
always admired your feistiness, Laura.  It drove me nuts sometimes, but all in
all, I liked it.  It made for an interesting challenge.  Breaking you was a
real challenge, but it made it all the more worthwhile… breaking your spirit
and making you mine.”


“You’ve
lost your mind.”


“And
I see you’ve found your spirit again.  That damned feistiness.  If anything,
I’ll bet you’d be more of a challenge now.  Training you to be mine will take
some time, but I’m willing to put in the time.  Now that you’ve blossomed, now
that you're a woman… I want to re-discover you, re-discover your body.”


Seeing
through the fuzzy haze of lust was difficult, but I did my best to think
straight.  If I played him right, I could turn this whole episode around.


“Jackson,”
I said softly… meekly.  “I might not be quite the challenge you think.  If
you're a true Master, the Master I want you to be…”


He
drew in a sharp breath and I knew I’d hit a chord.


“I
want a Master, Jackson, you understand?  A man who is above all others, who
bows to no one.”


Running
his hand over his chest, reveling in his own manhood, he listened to my words.


“I
want a man who is in charge… of everything.  Not a puppet.  I don’t understand
what you're doing here… as Willow’s puppet.  Why would a man like you involve
himself in her silly, adolescent schemes?”


He
laughed, a nervous and uncharacteristic laugh.  “What makes you think I’m a
part of Willow’s schemes?”


I
shot a circular glance around the room… Camille’s room.


“I
know the Brooks,” he said.  “I’ve known them for a while.  We’re all part of a
very small, sexually charged circle.  When I heard you were attached to
Michael, that you managed to make a pet of him… well, I was intrigued to say
the least.  I decided to pay him a little visit.  As it turned out, it’s Willow
I ran into.  I asked about you, about your deal with Michael, and she said she
knew you, though she made it quite clear she didn’t like you.”


“You
know the Brooks?” I said, stunned by the revelation.  “All the time I was with
Michael; I never ran into you.  Michael never mentioned knowing you.”


An
odd and detached glimmer came to his eyes.  “The Brooks are in a class by
themselves, or at least that’s what they like to believe.  Their high-brow
crowd doesn’t welcome hicks with open arms.  Had I used my real name, had they
known of my true past, they never would have allowed me in.  But with the
prestigious name of my great, great, grandfather’s name, a highly respected
British name, the family slapped on a hypocritical smile and opened their tight
circle to me.  It’s always amusing to see how money and power can influence
people.”


I
swallowed the lump in my throat and closed my eyes.  Every last drop of arousal
had left me, leaving me empty and cold.


An
influential British name… Townshend? 


This
wasn’t happening.


A
sudden pounding of dread pressed down on me, pinning my shoulders to the bed
and bringing a sting of tears to my eyes.


It
had all been a set up, right from the start.  Every event ran through my mind;
the initial message, the rendezvous at the Crystal Towers, the receptionist’s
open adoration of the handsome and sexy owner.  Even the man and woman in the
elevator; they’d shown how this elusive man appealed to both sexes.


Few
men had that kind of appeal.  Only three came to mind.


Serena’s
former and present lover; Price Turnsby and Sebastian Sorenson.  And my own
former lover; Jackson.


P.T.


P.T.


Price
Turnsby.


Peter
Townshend was just a front, a fake.


Oh,
my God.  Had I had an orgasm under the guidance of Serena’s ex-lover?  The
thought alone made me gag.  It didn’t make sense, though.  This P.T. person
seemed to know so much about me, about my sex life, my sexual preferences.  My
relationship with Price was thin at best.  And we’d never had sex. But could
Jackson be Peter Townshend?


Granted,
my memory could be fuzzy at times, but I was certain we’d never exchanged any
bodily fluids whatsoever.


This
mystery man, this P.T. knew me far too well, knew my body.  How else could he
have had a wax cast made simply from memory?  The cast was perfect; absolutely
perfect.


So
what did all that have to do with bringing me to the Clarington?  Camille? 
Willow?


I
felt so stupid for having been attracted to the sultry voice.  Stupid, gullible
and naïve. 


“What’s
the name that you used?” I asked, my voice a weak croak as I dreaded hearing
the answer.


A
devilish grin spread across his handsome features.  “If I tell you,” he said in
a soft, conspirator tone, “I’d have to kill you.”


“But
you set this whole thing up, didn’t you?  The text, the strange meeting…”


“I
want you back, Laura.  I’d do anything to have you in my life again.”


“So
the tie is yours?”


A
blank expression veiled his face.


“It
was so soft.  Firm, yet soft.  It was one of the most sensual items of clothing
I’ve ever held in my hand.  You had me use it for what?  To turn you on?  To
turn around and bring me pain?  These cuffs.” I tugged on the cuffs that’d
grown heavy and painful, even when I didn’t struggle.  “It’s all meant to
arouse you and hurt me.”


“Please,
Laura.  You enjoyed it, you just refuse to accept it.”  He ran his fingers
under my panties and swiped up a bit of moisture.  “Look how turned on you
were.”


“But
those toys you brought… my pleasure wasn’t the only thing you had in mind.”


“I
remember the last weeks we spent together.  You’d become more adventurous, more
demanding.  I didn’t catch it then.  I should have led you further, pushed you
harder.  You needed more stimulation.  I didn’t want to make the same mistake
this time.  I’m ready; ready to do whatever it takes to satisfy you, to bring
you to new heights.”  He came up to lean over me, his face in mine.  “I want to
make you soar, Laura.”


“Why
here, then?  Why the Clarington?  Why the whole set up to have me here for two
days?”


“Set
up?”


“Yes. 
Right from the start.  The strange text message.  That weird meeting with you
hidden somewhere and watching me.”


“What
the hell are you talking about?” His brow creased with growing irritation.


Was
he really going to play innocent now?  “You know very well what I’m talking
about, Peter.”  I wanted the use of his name to sting.


The
crease of his brow deepened and his lips settled into a tight line.  “Peter? 
Who the fuck is Peter?”


“Stop
it.  I know what you're up to.”


“You
know fuck all.  Willow probably set the whole thing up.  Man, she hates you
like you wouldn’t believe.”


“Liar.”


“Fuck,
you know I’m not patient enough to play a game like this.”


“Liar! 
This is precisely the kind of game you like, and if a major orgasm is the
payoff, you're patient.”  I tugged on the chains and my cuffs, fed up with the
whole situation.  “I’m so sick of your games, Jackson.  I’m so sick of you.”


“Hey,
cool it,” he said as he knelt over me.


“Fuck
you,” I shouted.  Hysteria was right there, waiting to take over, waiting to
send me over the edge.  I had no time for the sort of silly games he insisted
on playing.  I had to get out.  My name, my reputation were on the line and I
had to get out to salvage what I could.


It
was clear that his intention was not to clear my name, but simply to have his
fun at my expense.


“Look,
calm down.  You're freaking out over nothing.”


“Unchain
me now, Jackson,” I yelled, my shrill voice like that of a mad woman.  


Startled,
he got off the bed and put his hands up as if he’d just let go of something
burning hot.


“I
swear, Jackson, if you don’t let me go, I’ll make sure your sexual partners for
the next ten years have big dicks and want to make you their bitch.  I heard
that good looking guys are quickly picked up on the inside.”


“Laura,”
he muttered.


It
was strangely surreal to see him so out of sorts.  It wasn’t like I’d never
resisted him before.  There had been several times when I’d fought him off.


When
he made no move to release the chains, I knew I had to do something.  “Help!” I
shouted as loud as I could.  Certainly someone passing in the hall, or a
neighbor would hear me… call the police… do something.


“Shut
that mouth,” Jackson commanded.  “I’ll gag you if you don’t shut up.”


“Help!”


His
fists clenched as he looked at me, debating what to do.  “Shut up,” he hissed.


“Help! 
Please, help me!”


I
knew I was pushing my luck.  What were the chances he’d grow angrier before
anyone dared come in to help me?  Looking at him, I realized I’d made a fatal
error.  His eyes narrow with demonic determination.  I’d never seen him so
angry, so furious.


His
tight fists opened and his fingers parted as he reached out to strangle me.


Oh,
my God, he was going to choke me.  He was going to kill me.


Shit.


“Jackson,”
I whispered, suddenly aware of the danger I was in.  “I’m sorry, Jackson…
Master.  I lost my senses.”


“Bitch,”
he hissed.  “I told you to shut the fuck up.”


The
bedroom door behind him burst open, showering the room with the bright glare of
light from the apartment.  Centered in the bright light was a large, looming
figure.  A tall man; muscular, strong.  He hurried in and grabbed Jackson by
the scruff of the neck, yanking him back.


I
could barely make out his face, obscured in the shadows, but he was dressed
like a man on a mission.  An FBI agent, perhaps, or a secret service police.


Holding
Jackson beside him, almost dangling him off the floor, he looked into a face
that was stunned and startled.


“I
strongly suggest you release the young lady.”


That
voice.  So smooth.  So authoritative.  As hard and angry as it was in its low,
calm demand, the sensuality I’d so quickly come to appreciate still came
through.


Peter.
















 


Chapter 2


 


 


The voice was crystal clear in my mind and
there was no doubt it was the voice of the mysterious man at the meeting and
the man who brought me such an easy and exquisite orgasm over the phone.


But
when his face hit the light…  He looked so familiar; like someone I’d known, or
the friend of someone I’d known.


Familiar
or not, I was instantly attracted to him, and my body responded.  Not in the
way it has responded to Jackson, or even Michael.  My body’s reaction was
different, more intense.


Like
I would die if I didn’t get to touch him, kiss him, love him.


“What
the fuck do you think you're doing?” Jackson finally said, coming out of his
stupor.  “This is a fucking private party, dude.”


“You
picked the wrong girl to party with.”


Without
warning, Jackson broke free of the hold Peter had on him and pounced on him. 
For a moment I thought the element of surprise was going to get the best of
Peter.  He staggered back under the forceful blow Jackson delivered to his jaw,
but he quickly recovered and retaliated.


Jackson
was strong.  He’d always been extremely body conscious, always keeping tone and
strong with time spent in his private gym, often with a private trainer. 
Having seen the little I had of his torso, he still maintained a high degree of
fitness.


I
bit my lip, frightened of the outcome of this fight.  If Jackson managed to
overpower Peter, I would be at Jackson’s mercy.


Peter
rebounded, gave Jackson a solid punch in the gut, followed by a bone crunching
punch to the jaw, topped with a high kick that caught the side of Jackson’s
head and sent him toppling over.


Jackson
scrambled to his feet, taking a few staggering steps back in the progress. 
Common sense should have told him to quit while he was still upright, but he
faced his rival head on.  Tall and strong, Jackson was nonetheless a little
smaller than Peter who stood three to four inches taller.


Jackson
lowered his chin and glared at Peter with daring eyes.  “This bitch makes me
horny… and I can be one hell of a combatant when I’m horny.  Nothing… no one
gets between me and the slut of my choice.”


Peter
charged him, his elbow tucked up under Jackson’s chin until he knocked against
the wall.  Jackson tried to punch him, but Peter pressed the open door into his
shoulder, pinning one arm between the wall and the door while he easily pinned
the other hand down with his own.  The blood drained from Jackson’s face as his
eyes grew wide.  He struggled for his next breath, but Peter showed no signs of
letting up.


“Are
you going to let the lady go?” Peter hissed into Jackson’s face.


“Go…
fuck…” Jackson choked out.


Leaning
his elbow into Jackson’s neck with more weight, Peter closed in on him, his
nose almost touching his.  “Wrong answer… dude.”


Jackson
gasped for breath while his fingers tried in vain to push Peter’s arm away from
his throat.  His eyes fluttered and grew vacant.  In a last ditch effort to get
Peter off him, he tapped the wall with his foot, a sign of submission, of
concession.


But
Peter ignored the sign and let his rage persist.


“Peter,”
I called out.  “Stop it.  You’re going to kill him.”


My
cries only made him dig in deeper.


Jackson,
grunted and gasped, struggling for air.


“He’s
going to die.  For heaven’s sake, Peter.  You're not doing any of us a service
if he dies.”


“I’m
doing all womankind a service.”


“Stop
it!”  I screamed.  “Do you want to see us both in court with a murder rap on
our backs?”


Without
turning to look at me, he slacked off Jackson’s throat; just enough to allow
him to breathe, but not enough to break free.


“You
really want this bastard to come after you again?  To make a sex slave out of
you?”


“No,
and he won’t.  Peter, you can’t seriously think that killing him is the
answer.”


With
a final shove into the wall, Peter released Jackson and stepped away, but he
was clearly still on his guard.  “One wrong move, one thoughtless gleam in your
eye and I’ll bury you.”


Plastered
to the wall, Jackson reached for his throat and swallowed huge gulps of air.


“I
don’t know what brought you here or who you're working with,” Peter said,  “but
I want to see you out of here now.  If I ever get wind that you're even
strolling the lobby, I’ll have you arrested.  Kidnapping… we’re not talking
petty theft here.”  Peter stared Jackson down, making sure his words
penetrated.  “At the very least, the media coverage alone could do irreparable
harm to your reputation.  You wouldn’t want that, would you?”


Jackson
simply waved him away as he staggered to the door.  He shot me a quick and
ferocious glare before heading out, leaving his assortment of toys behind.


“You
okay?” Peter said the moment we were alone.


“Just
get me out of these things.”


Without
need of a key, Peter unclipped the cuffs and freed me.


“What
about the girls?  Are they still here?”


“I
didn’t see any girls.  Who else was here?”


Grinding
my teeth, I shook my head.  How could I explain Willow and Camille to him?  “It
doesn’t matter.”


“I’ll
have a look around all the same.”


I
watched him closely as he opened the closet door and checked out the contents
before taking a look into the adjacent bathroom.  Shaking his head he came to
me.


“All
clear.”


Close
up, he was even taller than I’d initially thought.  There was something so
hard, so rugged about him; like a man who’d seen a lot, been though a lot.  But
his eyes - beautiful hazel eyes littered with specks of gold - despite his
anger, were gentle and caring.


His
hair was thick.  Rich thick dark waves framed his high cheekbones so
perfectly.  How could a man look so good?  A perfect nose, straight and
aristocratic; perfect lips, full enough to promise wondrous kisses yet firm
enough to be strong and masculine. He was beautiful with a face like a Greek
statue.


Looking
at him, he even rivaled Sebastian in good looks, and by his state of dress, he
was just as cultured.


“You
know so much about me,” I said.  “And you seem so strangely familiar.”


“I
get that a lot.”  Taking my hands in his, he turned my palms up and looked at
my wrists which I’d been absentmindedly rubbing since finding release from the
heavy cuffs.  “Looks like you could use a little ointment.”


I
shrugged off his comment.  “Where d’you learn to fight like that?  I’ve never
seen anyone move so fast.  So deadly.”


After
a moment spent examining my wrists, he headed to the bathroom.  “I fought in
the MMA,” he called out.  “I was with the UFC for a few years.”  He returned
with a small tube of ointment.  “But I’ve always trained… ever since I could
remember.”


I
remembered the mention of his fighting from the couple in the elevator.  I’d
been skeptical at the time; how could a fighter become a lawyer?


“Why
d’you stop?  What brought you to law instead?”


“Family.” 
He opened the tube and squirted some onto his finger.  “My grandfather started
a little firm in New York when he was in his twenties.  It grew.”  With an
exquisite light touch he dabbed the ointment over my wounds.


I
gasped at the touch and instinctively drew my hands away.


“Sorry,”
he said with a sheepish grin.  “I’ll be more careful.”   He blew a warm breath
over my wrist, instantly soothing me.


“Good
thing you're a lawyer and not a nurse.”


He
chuckled and the smile that spread across his face warmed me to no end.


“So
you joined the family firm?” I said.  My body was racing, aching.  He was too
good looking and his touch electric.  Even through the pain of my wrists, I
welcomed his touch.  His hands were warm and soft.


“The
firm grew to have an international reputation.  My great grandfather was that
good.”


You're
even better looking than I’d imagined, I wanted to say as I stared at him like
a love sick puppy.  I was positively giddy.  I had a crush… just like a teen. 
I was instantly in love… or in lust with him.


“My
grandfather won a few cases that cemented the firm’s reputation.  Then my
father won a very high profile case a dozen years ago or so.  And now…”


“Everything
is in your lap?”


He
chuckled again and the sound rode down to my belly and back, tickling me.  I
wanted to hear him laugh more and more.


“The
tie… Is it yours?”


“You're
obsessed with that tie, aren’t you?”  His grin was all wicked, all sexual, all
insinuation.


“Anything
that can do what that tie did, I’m obsessed, yes.”


He
laughed out loud and I was thrilled.


“In
that case, I’m proud to say that it’s pretty obvious, isn’t it?”


“I
have to hand it to you, you're very handy with a tie.”  I smiled and felt
myself opening up to him.


Leaning
in close, I smelled him… so divine.  Damn.  Was there anything that wasn’t
sexual and arousing about this guy?


“Looks
like you're pretty handy with a tie, too.  My only regret is that it was over
the phone.  I would have loved to watch you in person.”


Damn,
you're sexy.  I licked my lips, eager to kiss him, to feel those super
sensuous lips.


“How
are you feeling?” he said as he released my wrists.


“Okay,
I guess.”


“Are
you up for dinner?”


“I’m
starving.”  I followed him out of the bedroom and to the door of the apartment.


“Good. 
I’m taking you somewhere that will delight your appetite and surprise your
taste buds.”


As
we walked to the elevator, I ran a hand over my hair and down my dress.


“You
look great,” he reassured me.


I
nodded my appreciation and swallowed before asking him the question that was at
the forefront of my mind.  “Are you going to tell me what this is all about?” I
said.  “Is it almost over?”


We
boarded the elevator.  When the doors closed, he turned to me, his eyes
solemn.  “Two days. By then we’ll know more.”


“Then
it will be over?”


Looking
straight ahead, he shook his head.  “No, this is just the beginning.”


 
















 


Chapter 3


 


 


“I didn’t think to ask,” Peter said as we were
seated at a cozy table for two in a private alcove of an elegant restaurant. 
“Do you like Italian?”


“I
love Italian, and it smells divine in here.”  My taste buds were already
jumping for the taste of garlic, parmesan and red wine.


“This
is one of my favorite places.  I come here whenever I can if I can’t make it
out to Chef Pasquale Francini’s original establishment in Las Vegas.” His
beautiful eyes bore into mine. “I’m sure you will find this cuisine divine.”


Setting
the cloth napkin on my lap, I looked around with a strange sense of having been
to this restaurant before.  I rarely came to this part of town and couldn’t
find when I would have, but the décor rang a bell.


When
the waiter arrived, I made a quick pick from the menu.  “I’ll have the linguini
afredo.”


Peter
reached out to tap my hand.  “Mind if I order something different?  The
linguini is great here, but I’d like to push you out of your comfort zone and
have you try something different.”


I
smiled.  In any other situation, I would be appalled by his audacity.  Who did
he think he was to assume knowledge of what I’ve tried and haven’t?  Although
he was right on the money; linguini alfredo was my go to pasta whenever I went
to an Italian restaurant.  So, as it stands, I’m charmed.  “Sure.  Order away.”


“Antipasti,
of course.  Il primo, bucatini all’ amatriciana.  Il secondo, saltimbocca,
e… macedonia di fruitta.”


“Vino?”


“Si.
Rosso.”  He looked at the wine card.  “Barolo, Minuto tu Felice.”


“Bene.”


The
waiter left and Peter turned to me.  “I hope you're hungry.”


“I
am.  Sounds delicious.  I can hardly wait.”  I looked into his eyes, so deep
and soulful.  “You almost sound like a real Italian.”


“I
spent a few years in Italy.  I learned a bit of the language, and came to love
the food.  Certain dishes always bring me back to those long and luscious
summer days.”


“How
does the food here compare to what you had in Italy?”


“At
his place, it’s a close second.”


 I
smiled as the waiter returned and popped open the bottle of wine.  He poured
some into Peter’s glass.  Contrary to the long stemmed wine glasses I’d always
seen in restaurants, the glasses were stemless and round bottomed.


“Eccelente.” 
He kissed the tips of his fingers and popped them open to the waiter who filled
my glass and discretely backed away.


“I
hope you’ll find it to your liking.”


I
took a sip and let the fine flavors swim over my tongue and soak my palate. 
The delightful sip of wine stayed in my mouth as long as was reasonably
acceptable before finally letting the strong tannins trickle down my throat. 
“Beautiful,” I said.


“Wait
until you try it with your bucatini.  The guanciale, tomato and pecorino
cheese…”  Again his kissed the tips of his fingers.  “It’s a marriage made in
heaven.”


“Do
you only appreciate fine Italian cuisine in restaurants or do you dabble
yourself?”


“Dabble
is a good choice of words.  I’m handy in the kitchen, but I certainly couldn’t
whip you up what you're about to eat.”


“Really? 
So what can you cook?”


He
chuckled and seemed suddenly shy and unsure.  “I’ve taken a liking to making
pizza recently.  I like to play around with different ingredients.  You know,
asparagus with white sauce and parmesan, grilled chicken with feta and onions,
or four cheeses with minced garlic.”


“They
all sound good.  Have you ever concocted something inedible?”


“Once
or twice,” he said with a laugh that was as charming as it was contagious.  His
eyes filled with joyful tears as he remembered his unsuccessful exploits.  “I
tried peas and mushroom.  I still ate it… I mean, I have my pride, but I have
to admit it wasn’t particularly good.  Then there’s the time I tried…”  He
stopped.


“Tried
what?”


He
swatted the idea away.


“Was
it that terrible?” I said with a light laugh.


I
could have sworn his cheeks reddened and I found his embarrassment adorable. 
For such an extraordinary good looking man, he had no arrogance or pretense,
and it added to his charm.


With
bashful eyes, he looked up at me.  “I really don’t know what I was thinking. 
Had I been a woman and pregnant, I could have excused my attempt by saying I’d
had some strange craving, but… well. I have no excuse.”


“What
did you do?”


“Peanut
butter.”


I
immediately grimaced and laughed.  “Peanut butter?  On a pizza?”


He
shrugged.  “I don’t know.  I think I was going for some Asian feel or
something.  I put peanut butter with small slices of veal and gouda.”


The
waiter arrived with our plates and we both stopped laughing as he set them
down.


“Now
this,” Peter said as he looked at his plate.  “This is sumptuous.”


I
took a bite and nodded my agreement.


“For
all those fiascos,” he went on.  “I did have a few success stories, like
calamari with baby spinach and a delightful creamy brie.”


“Sounds
tempting.”


“Not
to mention a fabulous seafood pizza with shrimp, cucumber and yogurt.”


“That’s
a daring match.”


“I
learned from my mistakes.”


“Isn’t
that how a lot of recipes are born?  From mistakes?”


“It
certainly is a lot of trial and error.”


“You
know, my father works in the food industry.”


He
nodded.  “Yeah, I know.”


Holding
my fork aloft, I stared at him.  “What do you mean, you know?”


“I
mean, I know your father owns Perfetto Pasta and Frosinone Cheese… among other
things.”


I
suddenly felt wary and guarded.  “Do you actually know my father?  Like,
personally?”


Shaking
his head he twirled the last strands of bucatini around his fork and slid it
into his mouth.  “Just know his name and what he’s up to.”


“Why?”


He
chuckled.  “My father…” he said while chewing.  “A long time ago.”


While
I was sitting there practically biting my nails off as I waited for the
connection, he swallowed and gingerly wiped the corners of his mouth with the
linen napkin.


“Your
father was being sued.  Something about a wrongful termination or something
like that.  My father took the case.”


My
father had never mentioned such a case.  Nonetheless, I let my guard down.  It
was entirely plausible that Peter’s father knew my father.  In the world of big
business and big money, powerful men often knew each other.  Or at the very
least of each other.  “Did he win?”


Peter
looked at me as if I’d just dropped from the moon.  “Of course he won.  My
father always won.”


“Always?”


“He
might have lost a case or two the first few years, but once he got rolling…
no.  He never lost.”


“He
must be quite good.”


“That,
and he knows how to choose his cases.  He has a knack for seeing right through
his clients and getting to the truth.”


“And
what about you?”


Our
dinner arrived and we paused for a long moment to savor the rich flavors,
enhanced with the remains of the fine red wine.


“What
kind of lawyer are you?” I said.  “Intuitive?  Pragmatic?  Idealist?”


“I’m
a shark when I need to be, a bull when I know that’s what will win, and a tender-hearted
kitten when the situation calls for it.”


“A
cameleon.”


“I
guess you could call it that.”


Again,
he seemed suddenly restrained; like he was afraid I’d dig too deep.  We got
through dinner with small talk that was deliberately driven away from the topic
of him and his time in court.


Through
the glasses of wine that limbered me up and left me heady and happy, I looked
at the handsome man in front of me and couldn’t fathom why he would turn so
quiet.  He had everything every man aspired to and everything a woman could
possibly want in a man; tall, athletic and successful.


I
knew he was confident, that he was self-assured, though as we sipped our
delectable espressos and ate our fruit salad, no one would guess the legal
powerhouse that he was.


All
the way home he was pensive.  A hundred times, I wanted to ask what was on his
mind, and a hundred times I stayed quiet and left him to his thoughts.  I had
no intention of becoming that nagging girl who was always asking, ‘what are you
thinking?’… anyway, not yet.


“Are
you coming in?” I said once we reached my door.  “I think I saw a few nice
bottles of wine in the cellar.  I’m sure I could find something you’d like.”


“Of
course.”  He walked in and his steps seemed so determined and forceful, I was
sure he was going to come right up to me, pull me in his arms and kiss me with
unbridled passion.


And
I was ready.  I wanted it.  My entire body ached for it, and the red wine only
exacerbated the ache.


But
he walked right past me, as if looking for something.  His eyes darted all over
the room, seeking, searching.  He glanced out the window, peeked into the
kitchen and came back into the living room. When his eyes finally landed on the
wax mold of my breasts, he stopped in his tracks and stared at them.  My face
heated up with embarrassment, but I also felt tingly and alive.


I
might not have been standing nude before him, but is suddenly felt like I was. 
I felt exposed and excited.


“Are
they yours?” I said.  Through my sudden nerves I heard my question and how
ridiculous it sounded.


He
patted his chest and shook his head with a wry grin.  “I don’t think I’m that
voluptuous.”


My
nervous little laugh hid my growing arousal.  I wanted him.  Over the course of
the past weeks, months, I’d poured myself into my studies and ignored the
calling of my body, but now it refused to be ignored.


And
to have this fabulous man in my apartment, so close, so hot, so irresistible.


“I
mean, are you the one who had that mold made?”


He
licked his lips as his gaze remained on the fake boobs.  “Yes.”  When he turned
to me, his eyes burned with hunger.  They burned with a desire so strong, my
fingers twitched with the need to reach out and touch him.


“Are
you comfortable here?” he asked with sudden pragmatism.  Whatever arousal may
have played in his eyes seconds earlier quickly vanished.


“Umm.” 
I stared at him for a long and silly moment.  My brain had left the room for a
moment and it seemed reluctant to return to me.  “Yeah.  Yes.  I guess
everything is okay.”


“Good.” 
His fingers fidgeted a moment then he ran his hand along the console.  “You
know, if you’d like to stay longer than the two days we agreed upon, you can.”


Startled
by the proposition, I just stared at him.


“As
it stands, I could use someone like you at the firm.”


My
gut twisted, but for something completely different than arousal.  The
ambitious young woman in me, the one who’d worked so hard to get her law
degree, immediately surfaced and wanted to jump in with both feet.


“Me?”
I said, not sure if I’d understood him correctly.


Nodding,
he reached out for my trembling hand.  “I love your passion, your drive, and I
think you’d be a great addition to the firm.”


“I
haven’t received the results of the bar exam yet.  I don’t know if I passed or
not.”


“You
seemed a little more confident about passing when we spoke earlier.  If I
remember correctly, your exact words were; ‘I think I aced the bar exam.’”


I
swallowed the ball of nerves that seemed to have no place to go.  Shrugging I
pulled my hand away from his and suddenly felt weighed down by a bout of self-doubt. 
“I’ve been wrong before,” I finally said.


“In
that case, I could put you in research until your results come in.”


Pressing
my lips together, I looked at him, hopeful, but reluctant to truly believe. 
“You want me to work at the Crystal Towers?”


Nodding,
his eyes were veiled with sudden concern.  “I want to keep you close by.  I
think it’s important I keep my eyes on you.”


He
was so serious, and so solemn as he spoke; like the danger hanging over my head
was eminent. 


“You’re
scaring me,” I said.


“I’m
sorry.  I don’t mean to, but it’s important we remain alert and aware of what’s
happening around us… around you.  Willow Brooks is still out there and I’m sure
she hasn’t given up her attempts to get to you.  And we don’t really know who
else might be out there eager to see you pay for Michael’s death.”


I
was thrilled with the idea of spending so much time close to him, but revolted
by the reason to do so.  Of course, I did feel safe in his company and if
Willow really was a threat I wanted to be with him.


“Will
I be working with you?” I said.


“Unfortunately
no, though there’s nothing I would like more.”


I
wanted to ask why… the nagging young woman in me again, but I just looked up at
him and understood the wisdom of his answer.


“I’ll
have one of the senior partners mentor you; Alec Miles.  You’ll like him.  He’s
smart, but more importantly, he knows how to transmit all his knowledge to the
up and coming.”  He cupped my cheek and a wave of warmth enveloped me.  “I will
be checking in on you regularly though, and that’s what matters for now.”


Turning
away, he left my cheek and body cold and alone as he locked the door, turned
the deadbolt and hooked the chain.


“Do
you think Willow will come back?”


“No,
not tonight.”


“And
Camille?”


He
shook his head.  “When they find out what happened between you and Jackson, I
doubt they’ll ever show up here again.  They’ll figure you ran out, ran away
and went somewhere else.  They’d never think you’d dare stay here.”


“I
guess.”


“So
we’re going to do what they don’t expect and stay right here, and first thing
tomorrow morning, we’ll look into getting more security around here.”


“Did
you say, ‘we’?”


“Yes. 
We.”


“You
mean, you’re…?”


“I’m
staying right here tonight.”


 
















 


Chapter 4


 


 


I was so excited at the prospect of working at
Peter Townshend’s law firm, of working with him, that I thought I’d burst if I
had to keep it all inside.  I had to share the news with someone, and that
someone was Serena.


The
moment Peter stepped into the shower, I pulled out my phone and called her.  I
knew there was little chance she’d answer since she was with Sebastian, but I’d
at least leave her a message. Plus I wanted to know how she was doing. 


“Hello,”
she said.


“Serena! 
Great.  I thought I’d get your voicemail.”


“Laura. 
I was just thinking about you.  I’ve missed you.”


“Yeah,”
I said with a playful laugh.  “I doubt Sebastian is giving you any free time to
miss anything or anyone.”


She
laughed and even with such distance between us, I could feel the love and joy
in her laughter.


“I’m
sorry I’ve been hard to reach lately, but Laura… I’m so happy.  For the first
time in years, I’m free to roam without the heavy weight of that chain around
my neck.  You have no idea how great freedom feels.”


Smiling
I nodded and glanced out the window of the Clarington.  “You deserve such
happiness.  You both do.  How is Sebastian after all this?”


“Overwhelmed. 
Running his father’s multi-billion dollar enterprise is definitely putting a
strain on him.  It’s a huge responsibility.  Add to that some of his father’s
dark, dark secrets that are slowly coming to light as Sebastian digs deeper
into his father’s files.  The old man sure had a colorful past.”


“Wow. 
You really can’t judge a book by its cover, can you?  That old man seemed so
straight laced… uptight even.  Who would have thought?”


“I
know.  It’s heartbreaking to watch Sebastian learn about all the sordid
details. And then the other day he was stressed and moody over a phone call
that rattled him so much, I thought he’d have a heart attack or something.  He
hung up, paced the room, and refused to talk to me about it.”


“You
know what the call was about?”


“He
wouldn’t tell me anything; not one clue,” she said with a little laugh.  “And
believe me, I did my best to get it out of him.  I spent an hour massaging him,
getting the kinks out and getting him to relax, but the moment I asked about
the call, he was tightlipped and tense again.”


“Nice
try.”


“During
the night, we made love three times, and after every time I discretely and
tactfully brought it up again.  Every time, he shot me down.”


“I
think he knows you too well.”


She
let out a triumphant laugh.  “Not quite enough, because when he went into the
shower, I checked his phone.  I was determined to get to the bottom of this.”


“So? 
Who was it?”


“Price.” 



“Seriously?”


“I
don’t get it.  Why would Sebastian talk to him?  I thought we were through with
all that?”


“Ah,
honey.  I’m sorry to hear that.  I thought you guys were through with him,
too.”


“And
that Sebastian be so tense over it… and not want to talk to me about it… Shit. 
I hate it.”


After
a long moment of silence, she huffed.  “I’m sorry.  Here I am going on and on
about me and my silly dramas again.  What about you?  What did you call me
about?”


“I
hate to add to your stress and all, but…”


“But… 
Come on, Laura.  You can’t keep me hanging.  You opened the bag, now let the
cat out.”


“Willow. 
I think Michael’s death may have pushed her over the edge.”


“Lord
knows she wasn’t too far from it to begin with.”


“She
threatened me, Serena.”


Her
gasp was followed by a long silence.  “Are you all right?”


“Yes,
but I just thought you should know.”


“What
happened?”


“She
tried to…”  I didn’t know what to say.  It all sounded so ludicrous.  “She
tried to pin me down and tell her what happened with Michael.”


“Oh,
my God, Laura.  Did she actually put her hands on you?”


“Look,
just be careful.  Who knows what other crazy thoughts are going around in that
strange head of hers.”


“Are
you sure you're okay?  You sound a little… well, strange.”


“Yeah,
yeah.  My luck, huh?  A lawyer happened by, heard me scream and came in to save
the day.”  I wasn’t yet ready to talk about Jackson, nor was I ready to explain
who Peter really was.


“Not
too bad,” she said with a girlish giggle.  “Is he cute?”


I
gazed up at the ceiling and smiled.  “Let’s just say he’d give Sebastian a run
for his money.”


“Is
that so?”


“That
is so, my friend.  And…  Did I mention he was a lawyer?”


“You
did.”


“Did
I mention he has his own law firm?”


“That,
you didn’t.  Impressive.”


“And
did I mention…?”  I let her hang on for a few seconds, savoring the news for a
final moment.   “He offered me a position.”


“Seriously? 
I thought you hadn’t passed…”


“No,
I didn’t get my results yet, but I’d be doing research, and I’d even have a
mentor.  Can you imagine?  An experienced and successful mentor watching over
me and imparting his wisdom on me.  And I would imagine the minute I get my
results… well, I already got my foot in the door, so it won’t take much to get
in all the way.”


“And
this handsome lawyer has absolutely nothing to do with just how excited you
are, does he?” Serena said with a teasing snicker.


“Serena,
you’re talking to a professional.  I don’t mix business with pleasure.”


“Hell,
Laura.  You’ve been alone for the past months while you studied for that damned
bar exam.  You’re going to do more than just mix business with pleasure. 
You're probably going to turn his office into a pleasure chamber.”


I
laughed off her comment, but it sure sounded interesting.  A pleasure chamber. 
Hell if that wasn’t the best idea yet.


The
water shut off in the shower.  “Hey, Serena.  I gotta go.  Just to let you
know, I’m at the Clarington in L.A.”


“The
what?  In L.A.?  What are you doing there?”


“I
gotta go,” I said.  “Keep in touch and stay alert.”  I cut the connection.


Before
Peter came out of the bathroom, I hurried into the large walk-in closet and
found the softest, silkiest, creamiest pajama boxer shorts and cute little
button down silk top to slip into.  It was adorable and felt like a cool breeze
on my skin, and, like everything else, it fit perfectly.


The
door to the bathroom opened and I turned to see Peter come out and the sight of
him left me speechless.  He’d simply thrown a crisp white shirt over white,
heavenly molded boxer briefs, but hadn’t yet buttoned it up.  His chest, hard,
smooth and strong, peeked through the generous opening.


Oh,
my God.  My legs wobbled and I had to reach out to the nearby dresser.


“You
look beautiful,” he said.  His smooth, sexy voice made my legs even weaker. 
“So beautiful.”  The low growl was accompanied by his smoldering gaze that
seemed riveted to my breasts.


The
silky softness against my nipples was suddenly acute.  I could just imagine;
the fabric was thin and I’d ditched my bra for the night.  It’s only when I
shot a sidelong glance at the dresser mirror that I realized the thin fabric
was also sheer given the right light.


Seeking
a calming breath, I inhaled, heaving my breasts up and out a lot more than I’d
planned.  Peter took it as an invitation and came to me, his eyes never leaving
the sheer fabric that covered my nipples.


Saying
nothing, he brushed the back of his fingers along the smooth silk and my
nipples wanted to scream out with joy.  I anticipated his next move and almost
drooled as I imagined his lips on my skin.


But
my anticipation skidded to a stunned stop as he grabbed my shoulders and pushed
me aside.  Completely confounded, I watched him walk to the large window and
close the curtains.


Suddenly
scrupulous?


“Don’t
wander around in front of the windows, especially at night when you have the
lights on.  Everyone out there can see you.”


Still
stunned by the sudden shift in mood, I continued to stare at him.


“Under
different circumstances, I wouldn’t care if the world saw what you were doing,
or what we were doing, but, for now, let’s play it safe.”


My
stiff stance must have alarmed him.  He came to me, his eyes soft and
understanding.


“My
fault,” he said in a gentle and caring tone.  “I should have mentioned it
earlier.  You can’t be too safe, you know?”


“Of
course.  Makes perfect sense.”


“Good.”


“So
aside from Willow, who do you think is out to get my blood?”  The initial shock
and surprise, added to the new flow of blood to my brain had me back to my
logical self.  I wanted to get to the bottom of the threat that I faced and
didn’t want to beat around the bush.


“That’s
what I’m trying to find out,” he said.


Not
exactly the conclusive answer I would have liked.  “The strange and secretive
messages you sent me; the mysterious meeting at your office.  You certainly
gave the impression you knew who was after me.  In fact, you gave me the
impression you knew everything.”  I was growing angry and impatient.  Between
the hot and cold vibe he was sending me and the fear he was imparting, I was
edgy and tense.  “Why all the mystery, Peter?


He
stood close to me and contemplated me a long while.  It was so easy to get lost
in his eyes, to dream of a night spent in his arms, but I held my own and
waited for his response.


Closing
his eyes, he leaned in and kissed my forehead.  It was enough to stop my
heart.  I waited.  I waited for more and was suddenly afraid it would stop
there.


I
thought my body would explode, I was so wound up.


“I
guess I needed to shroud our first meeting in mystery.  You are a very
beautiful woman, Laura. I’d thought of you for so long, and wanted to see you
so badly… I don’t know, I guess I was afraid you wouldn’t find me appealing.  You
had turned away countless men during law school. Haven’t been with anyone
steady since Michael Brooks, which doesn’t look good for you, considering it
makes it appear as though you still had a thing for him…and appeared to be the
last one with him.”


I
took a step back, “It’s not what it looks like. We haven’t been together for
years.” I gulped. Peter Townshend’s sexy charm made me lose my head for a
while, and made me nearly confessed what happened. Well, two can play that
game. He thought I was attractive? He clearly wanted me as much as I wanted
him. So game on… 


I
crossed my arms across my chest and checked him out. “You thought you weren’t
appealing enough.”  I gave him a deliberate up and down look.  “Seriously?  Who
are you trying to kid?”


He
smiled, that shy tender smile, and I was charmed all over again.  “You never
know.  Like I said, you’re a beautiful woman, Laura.  Men probably fall at your
feet every other day.  Who am I to assume you’d be attracted to me?”


“You’ve
got to be kidding me.”


He
reached out for a lock of my hair and I wanted to throw myself into his arms,
damn it.


“I
understand why Jackson is so obsessed with you. I wouldn’t want to lose you
either.” 


“What
do you know about Jackson?”  My guard went up, and I took another step away
from him.


“Well,
I can tell you he’s hard to track down.”


“That
doesn’t answer my question.”


Amused,
he grinned and bowed.  “My pardon.”


“So?”


“Okay,
if you insist.  When I became aware of what was happening, of your involvement
with Michael Brook’s death, I checked out your past.”


“And…?”


“And
I found a restraining order.”


“Yes. 
I was having trouble getting Jackson to understand that I didn’t want to see
him anymore.”


“Yeah,
well, I kind of noticed how he’s a little hard headed.  As it turns out, he’s
going to play a big part in this case.”  He looked pointedly at me.  “It’s
because of him I know you're innocent.  You couldn’t have killed Michael
Brooks.”


 “Really? 
What, you don’t think I’m strong enough?”  He was belittling me and I didn’t
like it one bit.  “I’ll have you know that I may not have a black belt in judo,
I do know how to maim someone with a solid stiletto.”


He
laughed as he took a few steps closer. Gone was the shy act. In its place was a
man whose hungry eyes devoured my body from head to toe, causing me to clench
my legs. Damn he was sexy. “That may be true, but Michael didn’t meet his maker
in so horrific a manner.  In fact, you could say he had a smile on his face as
the lights dimmed.”  He pressed me up against the dresser, his laughing eyes
taking me in with keen interest.  “Judging by your knowledge of the tie that
was left here for you, I don’t think you have the ability to bring a man such a
pleasurable death.”


Suddenly
tired of the direction the conversation was taking, I reached for the tie lying
soft and innocent on the dresser and whipped it around his neck, pulling him
closer to me. “Really? I know a thing or two about ties.”


The
tension between us grew and so did the tension between my legs.  Between the
memory of the exquisite orgasm the tie had brought me and the delectable man in
front of me, I had no control left at all.  I wanted him and I was tired of
waiting.


His
smile faded and his burning eyes dilated as they traveled over my breasts and
down to my thighs.  Like a hungry panther eager to pounce on his prey, he
closed in on me, cornering me.


“I
know what to do with the tie now,” I managed to say.


His
body pressed up against mine, so hard and tempting.  My nipples tingled and my
mouth watered.


But
the thought that was foremost in my mind; I’ll show him.  Just because I wasn’t
aware of the power of that special tie didn’t mean I was some innocent virgin. 
I might have been out of the loop for a while, but I still had some moves that
were sure to surprise him. I wasn’t such an innocent like he thought I was.


He
took the tie from my hand.  “You only know one of the many ways this can be
used.”  Shaking his head with disappointment, he tsked me.  “I give you one
little trick and it goes to your head.  Let’s see what else we can do with it,”
he whispered.


Running
the tie between my legs, he hunched over and took the first button of my silk
shirt in his mouth.  He bit through the thread, releasing the button and
allowing the soft silk to fall away, exposing a new inch of my skin to him. 
Button after button, inch after inch, he slowly exposed me until I stood there
before him, my breasts begging to be touched.


“What
perfection,” he murmured as his delicate fingers pushed the sultry fabric off
my shoulders.


For
crying out loud, kiss me, grab me, pinch me, I wanted to yell.  He was testing
my patience and I was failing the test.  I wanted him.  My God, I wanted him.


Thoughtful
and almost too careful, he cupped my breasts, weighing them.  “Perfection.”


I
exhaled a breath that seemed to have remained in my lungs for a painfully long
time.  Yes, perfection.  His hands over my breasts… so perfect.  A perfect fit.


Running
his thumbs up under my breasts and up until they rubbed circles on my nipples,
he was slowly, but oh, so surely driving me crazy.


His
lips parted and his tongue snaked out to lick the dryness away.  His tongue; I
couldn’t tear my eyes away from his tongue.


That
hot tongue found its way to my ear and in tandem with his lips, danced and
sucked and kissed its way down my neck, over my collar bone and down to one
eager nipple.


“Ah,
shit,” I blurted out as the pleasurable nibble took me by surprise.  For all my
anticipation, for all the hours I’d spent hungering and imagining… the real
thing was so much better; so much more than I could have ever dreamed.


His
lips sucked on my nipple while his tongue tickled the tantalizing nerve endings
that would have gladly spent the rest of their days in his mouth.


Kissing
his way over my ribs, down to my belly and further until he came to the
waistband of the silk boxers, he murmured his astonishment at my perfection.


I’d
never felt so alive, so beautiful, so sexy.


“I
want to make you forget everything that happened today,” he whispered in a
hoarse croak.  “I want to erase the ordeal from your mind and fill you with a
new and more pleasurable memory.”


He
tugged the boxers off and let them fall to my ankles.


“All
you’ll remember of this night is my tongue on your clit, my lips on your
nipples and my fingers deep inside you.  Anything and anyone else will cease to
exist for you.”


And
I believed him.


Sticking
his tongue out, he drew a line from my navel on downwards.  When he settled in
over my clitoris, his tongue soft and hot, he wrapped his arm around my hips,
and snaked his hand between my legs to find the heated and wet entry that
wanted all of him.  Everything that was ecstasy and pleasure collided within me.


“I
have to sit down, Peter,” I whispered while my fingers dug into his scalp.


“Hold
steady.”


Hold
steady?  I can’t hold steady.  


“Oh,
my God, Peter,” I gasped as his fingers started doing an incredible dance
inside me.  “I have to…”


He
held me up, pushing me hard against the dresser and keeping me from falling.


“I
can’t anymore.”


He
stopped suddenly and backed away.  I thought I’d burst into tears if he didn’t
finish what he’d started.


“Don’t
move.  I’ll be right back.”  He left the room while I stayed frozen in place.  


Was
this a joke?


As
he stepped back into the room, he called out, “Close your eyes.”


I
did as I was told and listened to his steps approach.  Holding my breath, I
waited for his next move.


And
I gasped when it came.  Cold, very cold, and right where it had been intensely
hot just seconds earlier.  “What are…?”  I looked down to see him run the tie
between my legs, but in addition to it being soft and hard, it was cold; almost
freezing.  I could just barely make out the trickling ice cube inserted into
the fold of the tie.


“That
ought to cool you off.”


It
did, but he quickly built me back up again, and soon I was an inferno.


The
roller coaster of hot and cold, on and off left me straining to stay upright,
but when the orgasm finally came, when it finally hit me, I was overwhelmed and
let out a savage cry of ecstasy that echoed through the room and back.


“Oh,
my God,” I finally said when I again found my voice.  “Oh… my…. God.”


 
















 


Chapter 5


 


 


I woke to a heavenly smell. The fragrant, fresh
scent of cilantro tickled my nostrils followed by the rich, bull bodied aroma
of delectable coffee.  Breakfast, I thought with a smile as I ran my hand over
the sheet around me.


But
as pleasant and tantalizing as the scent was, I bolted upright in the large king-sized
bed and looked around at the unfamiliar room.  It was luxurious, far more
luxurious than anything I could afford, and it was far too elegant and classy
to simply be a hotel room.


Who
was cooking breakfast? I thought with a start.


My
next frightening thought was; where am I?


 I
looked at the expensive sheets beneath my hand and noticed the space beside me
had been slept in.  I almost gagged.  What was going on?


Throwing
the sheet off me, I was startled to find that the soft and silky button down
pajama top I wore was coupled with only a thong, and all the buttons were
pulled off as though in the heat of passion, my lover couldn’t wait to unbutton
each button before ravaging me. My nipples perked up remembering his hot mouth
on them sucking, licking with his talented tongue and bringing me to ecstasy.
Even now I wanted him. P.T., the man who had designed a tie specifically used
for pleasure. My how he used it on me. But where was I?


Before
panic could take a good hold of me, I slipped out of bed and tiptoed to the
door to peer out onto a beautiful apartment that was even more splendid than
the bedroom had led on.  And while the elegant décor held my eye a moment, it’s
the man in the kitchen who took my breath away.


His
nude torso drew my eye, held it, claimed it and wouldn’t let go; square
shoulders, solid and perfectly sculpted that seemed strong enough to hold the
weight of the world, and powerful biceps that promised admirable strength;  The
breadth of his shoulders tapered down to a trim waist and pert buttocks tightly
molded in black boxer briefs.


It’s
when he turned around, however, that for a brief moment, I didn’t care who he
was and what he was doing there.  He was magnificent.  As strong and impressive
as his back had been, his chest, his abs, his well-defined V and strong legs
almost left me drooling. He was a fine specimen of a man whom I would like to
examine further.


“What
are you doing here?” I managed to mutter as my gaze met his.  


Brilliant
eyes that smiled and seemed happy to see me twinkled above a grin that was
delicious and enticing.  How could a man look so good?  And how could such a
man share an apartment with me?


“Laura,”
he said.  “You’re finally awake.  I was just about to go and check in on you.”


Dumbfounded,
I stared at him.


“I
forgive you though.  I know it took a long time for you to fall asleep; the
stress I guess.  It only took an hour long massage to finally get you to drift
off.  Well, that nice warm glass of milk with a few drops of Grand Marnier
didn’t hurt either, did it?”


I
had no idea what he was talking about and for a few seconds, I didn’t really
care.  I just stared at him, mesmerized by his beauty and captivated by his
powerful build.


“Did
you manage to sleep well after that?”


More
staring.


“You
know, even though I was supposed to keep an eye open and check on things, I
slept quite soundly.”  He turned to stir the scrambled eggs he had going in the
frying pan.  “Actually, I find it a little alarming.  I usually don’t sleep so
soundly.”  He shot me a wicked grin over his shoulder.  “You wore me out,
darling.”


Wore
him out?  What in the world was he talking about?  What in the world had I
done?


“Did
you and I…?”


He
looked at me for a bewildered moment.  “You don’t remember?”  He snorted and
seemed suddenly uncomfortable.  “I guess that liqueur was a little stronger
than I thought or your condition is more serious than it is.”


“What
am I doing here?  Did you bring me here?”


Shaking
his head in confusion, he returned to the breakfast he was preparing and
scooped scrambled eggs onto two plates.  He buttered toasts and set them on a
smaller plate then added two golden hash brown patties to each plate.


“Come
on,” he said as he brought the loaded plates to the small breakfast table. 
“Sit down.  I’ll bring you coffee.”


I
stared at him, wanting answers to my questions before I satisfied my hunger for
food, but the smell was delicious and the sudden rumbling of my stomach took
priority.


Sitting
across from me, he set two cups of coffee on the table and reached out for my
hand.  “You really don’t remember last night?” 


As
he said that, a flash of a meeting in a steel crystal building came to me, the
luxurious apartment I was supposed to stay in for two days…then this man
sitting in front of me…his initials were P.T. and he tore off my pajama’s
buttons, made me orgasm at least three times last night…but who was he? Why
couldn’t I remember?


I
shook my head and scooped up some scrabbled eggs.  They were delicious, but I
was reluctant to throw any praise his way.


“This
is more serious than I thought.” Picking up the hash brown patty with his
fingers, he took a bite.


“I
do remember meeting Camille, my neighbor.  She was upset about something.”


“Well,
that’s a start.  What else?”


We
ate as I tried to remember more about the previous night.  It was such a blur,
and what little came to me was incoherent and fuzzy.


“She’d
had a fight with a guy,” I finally said.  “I went over to her place to see the
guy and…”


I
dropped my fork onto my plate.  “Jackson.  Oh, my God.  Jackson was there.”  I
closed my eyes and immediately saw his face.  Slamming my palms to the table, I
jumped to my feet and looked at the strange man before me.  “What’s going on?”


Trembling,
I suddenly felt panicked and out of control.  If Jackson was around, no good
could come of it.


“Laura,”
he said, his eyes as soft and gentle as his voice.  “Please don’t let that
upset you.”  He stood and wrapped his strong arms around me.  “You’ve been
through something rather traumatic.  It’s only normal things are a little fuzzy
in your mind.”


“What
traumatic thing?”  I tried to remember, but suddenly wondered if the blinded
bliss of ignorance wasn’t better.


“It
doesn’t matter,” he said as he sat me back down and scooting his chair beside
me.  “The important thing to remember is that you’re safe.  This is your safe
place, Laura, and I’m going to do everything in my power to keep you safe.”


“My
safe place?”


He
nodded and his eyes filled with such concern, it was impossible for me not to
feel safe.  “Do you know who I am, Laura?”


His
face was the kind that was hard to forget; the kind that women swooned over. 
“You helped me,” I offered.


“Uh
huh.”


“And
I’m guessing we slept together.”


Clearing
his throat, he looked down into his plate and seemed suddenly unhappy. “I’m an
attorney… your attorney.”


“Oh.”


“And
I’m trying to keep you from being falsely accused of murder.”


“You're
the attorney,” I said with a flash of memory.  “Peter.”


He
smiled.  “Yes.  Exactly.  I’m glad to see you at least remember my name.”


“And,
did we have sex?” I asked again.  He seemed to want to skirt the issue, but I
wanted to know.  I needed to know.


Shrugging,
he took a sip of coffee. “Technically, no.”


“Technically? 
What’s that supposed to mean?”


“It
means, there was no intercourse.  I couldn’t very well take advantage of you
considering the condition you were in.”


“So
then, what did happen?”


He
grimaced.  “You really don’t remember?”


I
shook my head.


“I
wanted to do everything and anything I could to get you to relax.  I wanted to
sooth your nerves and clear your mind.” He patted my hand.


“And?”


The
crease in his brow told me he was a little annoyed by my lack of memory.  “And,
I let my hands…”  He looked up at me, his intense eyes driving in the message
his lips were speaking.  “… and my mouth take you to places beyond relaxation. 
It’s a shame you don’t remember any of it, but I did bring you to orgasm at
least three times over the course of the night.”


Involuntarily,
my lower body clenched, remembering his touch.


 “You
may not remember any of it, but it certainly was a pleasure.”


“I’m
sorry.  I wished I could remember it.  It’s been a while since I’ve enjoyed a
good orgasm.” I played along with my memory loss. He didn’t need to know how
much I enjoyed his mouth and lips all over me and how I completely lost control
to the point I was begging him to fuck me. 


“I
certainly wish you could remember, too. Maybe I can work on that.”  He reached
under the table and ran his hand up my thigh. God that felt so good. 


I
might not remember all the events of the night before, but I was interested in
the present events.  My breath caught in my throat and I suddenly longed for
one of those orgasms I’d missed.


His
fingers flickered higher and an excited gasp hurried past my lips.


The
scrambled eggs no longer appealed to me, and even the rich aroma of the
delicious coffee couldn’t bring my attention back to the table top.  My only
point of interest was the happening under the table.


“Stand
up,” he said.  His voice was a gentle command.


I
wasn’t sure if I could, so I steadied my hands on the table top and slowly
rose.  Steadying me, his hands grasped my hips and turned me toward the table. 
A firm hand pressed between my shoulder blades and I leaned over the tabletop,
nearly toppling my breakfast plate.


“I
wish you could remember how I ran my hand up beneath your thong,” he whispered,
his thick raspy voice suddenly filled with longing and lust.  Sliding his
finger beneath the thong, he pressed deeper, entering me with a slow touch.  “I
wish you could remember how I delved deep inside you, eager to see what you had
to offer; eager to see how hungry you were.”


He
pushed his finger in as far as it would go and slowly pulled it out. My eyes
nearly rolled into my head as I gritted my teeth in pleasure. 


“I
wish you could remember how hot and wet you were.”  Leaning over me, he brushed
his lips along my neck and up to my ear.  “I wish you could remember how you
wanted it, how you begged for it.  You were so hungry for satisfaction, so
hungry for the fulfillment of an explosive orgasm.”


His
crotch pressed into my thigh, pressing for more, pressing for what I wanted.


“We
were incredibly explosive together.”  He licked my ear and pressed his lips in
closer.  “And we could be so much more explosive.”


Breathing
was suddenly difficult as my body heated up.  Explosive.  Yes.  That described
how I felt.  If he continued to touch me as he was, I’d explode.


“I
want you to remember,” he said.


“I
can’t believe I could forget this.”  His every touch was positively
unforgettable.


“I’ll
make sure you don’t forget this time.”  While his finger remained lodged deep
inside me, his thumb ran gentle circles around my clitoris.  


I
was in heaven, pure heaven.


Adding
to the pleasure, his free hand rode up under my silk pajama top and cuddled a
breast.  Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, he released me, pulled
his finger out, and spun me around.


Our
eyes met, intense, hungry and in need of so much more.


His
lips clamped down over mine, hot and possessive and the events of the night
before suddenly flooded in.  The heat of his lips, the softness of his tongue
and the strength of his body; it was all too glorious to be true.


Just
like the night before, he devoured me in a way that drew me in and I knew it
wouldn’t be long before I was moaning and screaming his name as I had during
the long heated night.


Before
my lips could get enough of tasting him, he moved on, bringing his lips to my
nipple and suckling until my knees buckled.  I closed my eyes, reveling in
every sensation he brought me.


I’d
been hungry for so long that my body was going into overload.  Too much
pleasure.  Too many emotions.  Too much.


Oh,
my God.  I couldn’t stand anymore.


“Peter,”
I said with a wicked grin.  I was onto his game. “Do you really think seducing
me will make me talk or get me to work for your law firm?”


Coming
upright, he grinned and a guttural groan rumbled in his chest while his fingers
tweaked my nipples.  “Seducing you is purely for our mutual pleasure, but if it
does convince you to come work for me, all the better.  You’d be a great addition
to my team, of that I have no doubt.”


“Is
this how you treat all the girls you want to hire?”


“Not
all.  Only the ones I want to fuck.”


I
was a little surprised by his answer.  “I’m guessing that must happen pretty
often.”  I threw the question out there, but, in truth, I didn’t really want to
know.


“I’m
more selective than you’d imagine.”


“Selective?”


“Very
selective.”


“And
I’m…?”


“You're
in a category all your own, beautiful Laura.”


“My
own category,” I said with a pleased smile.


“Yes.” 
He kissed each nipple and brought his hand to my crotch, delving between the
folds of skin like they belonged entirely to him.  “You're in the category of
women I want to fuck… fuck long and hard… fuck over and over and over again
until we forget who we are and what we are.”


Just
to hear him say it lit me up.  I was on fire and I wanted him.


Then
fuck me, I almost said. Fuck me until I can’t think any longer, until I forget
my name, and all I wanted was to feel you deep in me. I blushed thinking about
how Peter had managed to unleashed my bad girl who wanted to say all that to
him and do it.


But
before I could say a word, he backed away, releasing me and leaving me standing
there cold and hungry.


“Unfortunately,
as much as I’d like to fuck you right here and now, I can’t.”


Why
the hell not? I wanted to scream.  Did he not realize the state he was leaving
me in? What was his game? Whatever it was, at my state, he was getting the
upper hand, which I had to quickly change.


Turning
his attention to the table, he said, “Eat up.  You’ll need all your energy
today.”  He walked away and headed to the bedroom.


While
I listened to him get dressed, I stared at the open door of the bedroom,
stunned and numb. And as hot and bothered as greenhouse on a hot summer day in
August. Damn he was getting right down to my subconscious, and soon I would be
eating out of his hands…just like when I was with Jackson. I shivered.
















Chapter 6


 


 


The entire time he was in the bedroom I didn’t
move.  I couldn’t.  I just listened and moments later he came out.   His white
shirt was crisp and sharp, and his silver blue tie expensive.  His blue slacks
fit him perfectly.


A
flash of memory came to me, but I was certain it wasn’t from the night before. 
I’d seen him like this, in this state of dress, in this situation, in the
heated morning where sex should be the only thing on our minds.


Déjà
vu?


No. 
Everything was suddenly too familiar.  Everything.  Him here… with me.  The
elegant apartment.  The incredible wardrobe.  The promising sex.


I
looked around the apartment, looking for clues of something… more.  I had no
idea what I was really looking for; something that could spark a clear memory,
or confirm that I was completely going bonkers.


“What’s
with the funny face?” Peter said when he spotted me.  “Don’t tell me my cooking
is that bad?”


I
glanced back at my plate of scrambled eggs and shook my head.


“You
didn’t eat anything, did you?”


Pouting,
I just stared at him.


“Come
on.”  He sat me down and proceeded to feed me the eggs.  “I told you.  You need
your strength.  You're not going to make it through the day if you don’t eat.”


I
was still a little disgruntled by his sudden retreat and was in no mood to play
games, but his attentiveness was intoxicating.  I took a mouthful of eggs, then
another, and another.


Peter
Townshend was feeding me breakfast and I had to admit, I was enjoying it. 
Anything to keep him nearby.


When
I’d taken in the last bite, he brought the dishes to the kitchen counter then
pointed to the bedroom.  “I laid out a dress for you.  Go put it on, please.”


I
was curious to see which dress he’d chosen and rushed to the bedroom to get
dressed.  A black garment bag was laid out on the bed and an elegant green
dress was revealed when I unzipped it.  There was even a pair of sexy nude
pumps.


I
couldn’t help but smile as I picked up the dress.  To think that a man such as
Peter, a ferocious lawyer, a tough and menacing MMA fighter, could pick out
such a beautiful and elegant dress for me to wear.


There
was no point denying it; I was flattered.  In every way possible, he was
attentive to my needs and went out of his way to make me comfortable.


Under
different circumstances, I could have taken offense, or even upped my guard. 
For a stranger to go to such lengths for a woman he barely knew could have raised
a few red flags; a stalker.


As
it stood, I trusted him, at least what he’d told me, and I didn’t have anyone
else looking after my interest at a time when I could be accused of Michael
Brooks’ murder.  And even more, I wanted him.  We already had a few things in
common; our love of law, and our strong sense of duty and loyalty to our
respective families.  And I was eager to learn what more we shared besides the
undeniable chemistry between us.


Slipping
on the halter top dress, I marveled once again at his ability to pick out the
perfect fit.  For a man’s man, he certainly knew his way around women’s
fashion.  With the pumps on, I took a glance at my reflection in the full
length mirror.


Something
about the dress was vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t remember having ever worn
or owned such a garment.  It was far more luxurious and elegant than anything
I’d worn as a law student.


“Fabulous.” 
He stepped up behind me and looked at me through the mirror while his hands
glided over my shoulders.  “Perfectly fabulous.”


“It
is a beautiful dress.”


My
skin tingled and my nipples perked up as he slid his hands under the emerald
fabric.  He’d unbuttoned his shirt and pressed his bare chest against my back
while the incredible bulge in his pants nudged my buttocks.


He
was hot and making me hotter.


He
kissed my bare shoulder.  “I’m not talking about the dress, though it does have
a wondrous way of bringing out your eyes and turning your hair even more fiery
red, if that’s possible.”


With
his teeth, he unhooked the halter top and let it fall to my waist.


I
pulled in a sharp breath while a vivid jolt of exaltation flashed between my
thighs.


Damn. 
He made me feel so good, and made me want to make him feel so good.


“Looks
like last night wasn’t enough,” he groaned into my ear.  Pressing his hardened
bulge against my thigh, he squeezed my breasts until I groaned and sighed with
want and need.


“You
have no idea how I look forward to going where I really want to go with you,”
he whispered.


Then
take me there.  Just take me there.


He
turned me around and kissed each nipple with finality.  He was doing it again. 
Bringing me to the boiling point only to leave me to cool off.


“It’s
getting impossible to resist you.”  Pulling the halter top back up, he fastened
it behind my neck.  Suddenly solemn, he said, “We’ve got to go.  Are you
ready?”


Damn! 
Again? Just fuck me, I almost said, but I pouted at him instead.


“Just
give me a minute to brush my hair and slap on some lipstick.”


“Hurry.” 
He stormed out and I could have sworn he was growing impatient.


I
rushed a brush through my hair and applied a quick swipe of lipstick before
rushing out to him.


 “Let’s
go,” he ordered.


No
doubt my face fell with disappointment.  Why the sudden turnabout?


“You
look beautiful,” he whispered as we walked out and I locked the door.


That’s
a little bit better, I thought.


The
elevator ride down was in silence and my shoulder grew increasingly tense.  


Was
it the fear of the day to come?  Facing the accusations that he warned were
coming my way?


As
the doors opened and we stepped out, I realized it was something else entirely.


This
could very well be the last day I spend at the Clarington; the last day and
night I spend with him.  The thought hit me in the gut… hard.


“I
feel safe with you,” I whispered as we reached his car.  The words slipped
out.  I was barely aware of having thought them.


“Good,”
he said.  “You shouldn’t, but that will make everything a little easier.”


I
caught my reflection in the car window and again felt a sense of familiarity. 
“Really?” I was worried. Maybe I was in such deep shit, that he couldn’t tell
me. Maybe I shouldn’t trust Peter or he wanted to toughen me it for the blow. 
Whatever it was, I changed subjects. “The dress seems familiar.” 


“As
it should.” He opened the car door.


“Really?”
I got in and looked up at him. “But I don’t remember where I saw it.”


His
intense eyes held my gaze while his lips curved into a melancholy smile. 
“That’s what you were wearing the first time I laid eyes on your magnificent
body and gorgeous face.”


Oh
God, when was that? 
















 


Chapter 7


 


 


I wanted to ask him when that had been.  When
had he laid eyes on me… all of me?  I opened my mouth to ask, but he shut the
car door and that was that.


When
he got into the driver’s seat, I knew there was no point asking any questions. 
He was already onto the next step, already rushing to bring us wherever we
needed to go.


After
a few minutes of driving in silence, his fingers loosened around the steering
wheel and he seemed to relax for the first time since leaving the Clarington. 
“I apologize if I’m being too forceful,” he said, though his tone was all
business and not very apologetic.  “We’re running late, and I’ll admit I’m a
little anxious to get going.”


I
patted my knees with impatience.  “And where, exactly, are we going?”


He
simply stared straight ahead for a long while, his eyes somber and thoughtful. 
I felt as if I’d made some kind of blunder because his jaw tightened and as the
minutes ticked by, he seemed increasingly troubled and even hurt.


To
see such a strong man suddenly so vulnerable got me in the gut and I longed to
soothe whatever was troubling him.


“Did
I say something to upset you?”


“No,”
he said with a shake of his head.  “I’m just a little surprised, to tell you
the truth.  I can’t believe you don’t remember us together.”


“I’m
really sorry, Peter.  Could it be that you're mistaken?  Maybe you saw me from
afar, but we never actually met.”


My
faltering explanation of the situation only worsened his mood.


Hoping
to reassure him, I put my hand to his lap.  “Peter, believe me.  If ever I’d
met a man like you in my life, I would remember.  You’re not exactly the kind
of guy a girl forgets.”


He
chuckled.  At least it was a sign that we were heading in the right direction. 
But when his gentle chuckle turned to boisterous laughter, I failed to find
that degree of humor in the situation.


“What’s
so funny?”


“I
was thinking of the night we just spent together.”  Stopped at a red light, he
turned to me, his eyes twinkling with amusement.  “You know, you might claim to
have forgotten me, but your body sure remembers.  It remembered every move,
every touch.  Strange how that can happen, don’t you think?”


“What
are you implying?”


“Absolutely
nothing.  I just find it interesting that your body remembered so much of what
we’d been together, how we blended together, yet your mind refuses to remember
any of it.”


“Are
you saying that I’m deliberately blocking it out?”


“Could
be.”


I
harrumphed then huffed as I looked straight ahead for an indignant moment. 
With a defiant glare, I turned back to him.  “I assure you that this is not a
matter of a mental block.  My memory is perfectly fine.  Excellent, in fact. 
Do you really think I just got through law school with a lame memory?  That I
know cases and laws backwards and forwards, inside and out, but I can’t
remember…?”


“That’s
different.  Your academic memory is fine.  It’s your emotional memory that’s
lacking, broken even, and that’s why a part of your past is one big blank.”


In
a huff, I turned to him.  “I have no blanks.  I remember everything.  I
remember how I skinned my toe taking a sharp turn on my bike when I was nine. 
I remember collecting daffodils for my mother when I was eleven.  I remember
how nervous I was when I first took a driving lesson.”


“You
remember key elements of your childhood.  That’s perfectly normal, but the very
fact that you don’t remember me is proof that your memory is lacking in some
regard.”


“It’s
proof of nothing of the sort.  Maybe we got together one…”


“One
drunken night?”  He shook his head.  “Neither of us were drunk the night we
met.  We could assume the gaps in your memory are due to extreme stress, drugs
or alcohol.”  He looked pointedly at me.  “Or something else.”


“Are
you accusing me of having a selective memory?”


“In
a way.  It certainly would explain how you could forget how we met and several
other details.”


“Do
you think I deliberately took some action to help me forget?  That I wanted to
forget about you?”


“I
think there are things in your life you’d rather forget, and then there are the
things that you need to remember.”


“And
what side of this memory blank do you fall into?’


Turning
into the parking lot of a small airport, he grimaced.  “Both.”
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Of all the places I might have imagined he’d
bring me, an airport was not among them.  Again, my mind raced with dozens of
questions.  Where in the world could he possibly be taking me?


He stopped the
car in front of a large hangar where a pristine and streamlined modern jet sat
waiting, and got out.  Only when he’d walked to the hangar and turned around
did I realize he expected me to follow him.


Though I trusted
him to this point, something about boarding a plane and flying away didn’t sit
quite right.  Despite that, I got out of the car and joined him just as an
older man in a blue jumpsuit came to him.


“Mr. Townshend,
you're all set.”


Peter patted his
shoulder.  “Thank you, Tom.  I knew I could count on you.”


Tom glanced at
me and back at Peter with a knowing grin and a cocked brow.  “I can see why
you’re in such hurry to get there.”


“Indeed.  That’s
why I opted for the jet.”


Peter took my
hand in his as Tom led us inside the hangar and a strong sense of déjà vu
overwhelmed me.


I’d seen that
plane before.  I’d even seen the hangar… perhaps even Tom.


Inside there
were three Renoirs, if I remembered correctly; Le déjeuner des canotiers,
Petit nu en bleu, and my favorite, Les parapluies.   The vivid blue
in each painting was echoed on the curtains that separated the seating area
from the more private section and the many cushions that adorned the leisure
portion of the elegant and luxurious craft.


We boarded the
plane and there was not a sign of blue anywhere; no classic paintings on the
walls, no pretty curtains, and every cushion in sight was beige.


“Did you sell
the paintings?”


“Paintings?”


I tried to shake
the confusion from my head.  “Have I ever been on this jet before?”


“No.  I just
bought it last year.”


“I see.”  I
didn’t, actually.  Even without the sparse splashes of blue, something remained
familiar about the private jet.   The more I looked around, the more I felt I’d
been there before, and that contributed to my increased sense of panic and
fear.  


Something was
going on.  Someone was toying with my memories, screwing them up and making
them incomprehensible.


“If I’ve never
been on this plane before, why does it feel so familiar?  Everything about
this…  The hangar, the private jet, the beautiful Renoirs that I remember on
the walls.”


“It’s quite
conceivable that you're confusing this event with another similar one.”


Yeah, that made
sense, but I couldn’t really remember when I’d been on a private jet.  I would
have thought it a big enough event to remember, but aside from the vague sense
of familiarity and the vivid blue, I had nothing.


After a quick
word with the pilot and flight attendant, we settled into our seats and buckled
up and sat silently in our individual thoughts as the plane took to the
tarmac.  Only when we’d reached cruising altitude did Peter speak up.


“I’m sure you
have hundreds of questions, and even those questions will lead to more
questions.”  He stood and headed to the baggage compartment where he pulled out
an expensive looking leather briefcase.  From inside it, he drew a laptop and
returned to sit beside me again.


“You need a
computer to answer all my questions?” I said, hoping to throw a bit of light
humor on the situation.  “I’m beginning to think my life is now just one big
riddle.”


“Then let’s get
to work on solving that riddle.”  He opened the laptop and started typing. 
“Our flight to Vegas will only take about an hour, so we’d better get to work. 
Let’s start with this one; what happens in Vegas…”


“Stays in
Vegas.”


He smiled and I
was instantly warmed by it.  “We’re off to a good start.”


“Did I do
something in Vegas that has remained there… and now you're going to expose me
to my dark, lurid side?”


He touched his
index finger to the tip of his nose.  “You catch on fast.”


“Yeah,” I
groaned.  “Why do I have the feeling I might regret catching on so fast?”


Smiling, he
reached for my hand.  “Discovering a part of ourselves that we’ve tried to bury
can prove trying sometimes, but I think it’ll be well worth the trouble in the
end.  Look at it this way; you're like a coin with two very different sides. 
Now all we have to figure out is which side is the true Laura Turner and which
one is her alter ego.”


Grim, I
muttered, “Can’t wait.”
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Peter looked at me, his teasing grin hiding
something.  “Do you remember the number of the apartment at the Clarington?”


“Of
course,” I said.  I might have been having a bit of trouble with my memory, but
it wasn’t that bad.  “It’s four eleven.  Why?”


“Do
you know why I chose that apartment?”


I
shrugged.  “It was available?  It was lovely?  It was easily accessible?”


“There
were plenty of other apartments available, lovely and accessible.  No, there’s
something significant behind the number.”


“Four,
one, one?”


“Doesn’t
it ring a bell?”  His eyes bore through me, willing me to remember something,
but what?


I
shook my head.  “I’m sorry.  I have nothing.  Not even a glimmer of something.”


He
turned the laptop to me and lowered the screen a bit to meet my eyes.  “Read
this.”


The
screen was filled with a newspaper article entitled Vegas Brawl Turns Ugly.


“I
don’t get it.  You want me to read an article about a fight?”  I quickly
scanned the article.  “This is about some fight at a bachelor party.”


“Yes,
and I’d like you to read it.”


A
little frustrated I looked at the screen and back at him.  “Why bother with the
whole cryptic mystery, Peter?  Can’t you just come out and tell me what this is
about it?”


He
shook his head.  “You need to see it for yourself.”


“Why?”


“You
wouldn’t believe me if I simply told you.”  His gaze softened.  “I also don’t
want to shock you with too much information all at once.”


“So
feeding me pieces of information here and there is going to be easier to
swallow?”  While I was touched by his concern, I was equally offended by his
underestimation of my capacity to deal with difficult news.  “What do you think
I am, Peter?  Some delicate flower who can’t handle any ugliness, any bad
news.”


“Don’t
take offense, Laura.  I’m just looking out for your best interest.  I’d rather
play safe than regret going too fast.”


“Then
tell me what the hell is going on before I go nuts.  That would be safe.”


“No.” 
His lips settled into a firm and determined line.  “I know you think you're
strong and can handle anything, and I know that you are strong to an extent,
but not enough for this.  Not enough to handle all that I need to show you. 
Believe me. I’m not just playing the alpha male who is out to save his damsel
in distress.  This is too much to take on so… trust me.  Now, stop arguing with
me and read the article.”


I
quickly read the article to find that the bachelor party at the penthouse of
one of the more luxurious hotels in Vegas made news because the guest of honor
was a celebrity.  The article didn’t name the man and I was impressed by this
man’s public relations person.  How they managed to keep his name out of the
news was an admirable feat.


The
most interesting part of the article was the mention of the celebrated man’s
fiancé.  Apparently she instigated the incident that caused several people to
get injured.


She
probably came upon him ogling some stripper or something.  But what did she expect
if she barged into his bachelor party?


“Okay,”
I said.  “Article read.  Now what?”


“Still
no bells?”


“None. 
Why should it?  I don’t know anyone who’s been to Vegas, no one who had a
party, no one who was supposed to get married.”


He
looked troubled and took my hand.  “It should ring a bell because you were
there.”


My
jaw dropped.  I don’t just mean that my lips parted and I was a little
stunned.  My jaw fell to my chest and I’m sure my eyes had never been as
bug-eyed as they were that moment.  Shaking my head, I managed to croak, “How?”


“Did
you notice the date of the article?”


I
looked at the article.  “April eleventh.”


He
tilted his chin down and looked intently at me, urging me to find the meaning.


“Four
eleven,” I muttered, still very confused.  “So on this date I witnessed a fight
at some bachelor party?  Is that it?”


He
leaned in closer, cupped my cheek and laid a tender kiss on my lips.  I
immediately wanted to melt, to give myself to him, but he pulled back and
looked into my eyes with foreboding tenderness.  “That was the date of our
first kiss.”


I
laughed.  I laughed so hard, he looked at me funny.  “Do you think I could
forget a kiss like that?  No way.  Unless you're going to tell me that you were
a forgettable kisser back then.”


He
laughed, almost as hearty as I had.  “I had counted on you remembering that
moment, but apparently you don’t.  But let me tell you this; that first kiss,
as forgettable as it might have been for you, convinced me that I was about to
marry the wrong woman.”


Stunned,
I just gaped.  I must have looked like an idiot, but I couldn’t stop myself. 
What in the world was he saying?


I
didn’t get a chance to ask because the pilot’s voice came over the speaker.


“Mr.
Townshend, we’re approaching Las Vegas and should be landing shortly.”


Peter
reached across me and buckled me up before buckling his own belt.


“Don’t
worry,” he said.  “I’ll tell you more once we settle into our hotel room.”


And
our hotel turned out to be the Bellagio.  We’d barely stepped into the private
elevator that would lead us to the penthouse suite then he was all over me, his
hands and his lips hungry for my flesh.  His body pressed into mine, every
strong and sexy inch of it, and I loved it.  I was instantly horny and eager to
reach our room, but the second the elevator doors slid shut, he tore off my
dress and grabbed my breasts with rough hands that were utterly
uncompromising.  Why wait until we were in our room?


The
elevator was perfect.


He
tugged off my thong and ran his fingers up into the smoldering heat that
awaited him, and I growled my pleasure.


Damn
I wanted him, but when the doors opened onto our luxurious suite, he pulled
away, leaving me hungry and wanting.


“Don’t
worry,” he said with a sweet peck on my nose.  “This isn’t over yet.  I do want
to devour you one last time before you find out everything.”


His
declaration left me a little flustered and confused.  I wanted him, but I also
wanted to know the answer to his enigma.


One
last time before you find out… why?  Would I not want him anymore once I
knew everything?


It
hardly mattered, because I wanted him right then.  As we backed into the suite,
we barely took the time to look around.  We only had eyes for one another. 
Hungry eyes.


I
helped him out of his jacket, tugged off his tie and rid him of his shirt.


So
incredibly sexy.  How could one man be so unbelievably sexy?  His smooth chest
was heaven to my fingertips, but it was the rippling muscles beneath the soft
skin that really thrilled me.  Such power.  What were these muscles capable of?


Pinning
me to the floor, taking me, showing me what a man could do.


Ah,
I wanted it all.  Take me, make me yours, do what you will with me.  My body
is yours.


When
I unfastened his slacks and let them fall to his ankles, I marveled even more
at the complete package he was.


And
a horny package at that.


His
cock stood erect.  So primed, it even had a droplet of pre-ejaculation
glistening on the cap.


I
wanted to please him, to take him in my mouth, and to suck on him until he
begged for mercy.


But
he had other plans.  He jacked up my skirt and pulled me off my feet to wrap my
legs around him.  His cock pressed against me, teasing me as he walked to the
console behind the sofa.


The
moment he set me down, he leaned me back, my ass on the console while my
shoulders were cushioned on the back of the sofa.  With my legs in the air, I
looked at him and smiled as I anticipated his entry, but he kept me waiting.


“You're
a horny little thing, aren’t you?”


“When
the situation is right, I guess I can be.”


He
chuckled, almost as if it were an inside joke, like he knew something about me
that I didn’t.  “In that case, I’ll always make the situation right.”  With
that, he licked me, sucked on me, and had me writhing for him, asking for him
to the point he finally plunged deep into me, thrusting until we both cried out
as we climaxed at the same time.


 


***


 


“Okay,”
I said the moment I recovered from my orgasm.  “Let’s have it.  What happened?”


Peter
took in a long, deep breath and pulled me into his arms.  We were squeezed into
the plush sofa and I loved being so close to him.


“The
bachelor party you read about…”


“Yeah.”


It
took a while before he finally finished.  “It was mine.”


He
was silent while the words sunk in.


“This
bachelor party was one week before an incredibly expensive and elaborate
wedding to a woman I’d convinced myself I loved.”


“Oh.” 
I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about his declaration.


“My
friends brought me to Vegas for a surprise bachelor party and, of course, all
of the accoutrements.”


“You
mean strippers?”


“We
didn’t call them strippers.  They were young ladies from the nearby gentlemen’s
club.”


I
shot him a wry glance.  “Okay, go on.”


“Well,
the girls danced for us and quickly lost the little clothes they’d arrived in. 
Then, much to the amusement of my drunken friends, they tied me to the bed and
waved their breasts in my face.”


“I’m
sure you must have been devastated,” I said with a teasing grin.


“It
gets worse.”


Again,
a pregnant pause.


“Once
completely restrained, the girls turned out the lights.  I could hear movement
in the room.  I heard my buddies leave and for a while the room was silent.  I
was about to scream for help when a soft, warm body came to lie down next to
me.  She smelled nice and her fingers were gentle and soft as she undressed me,
her lips hot as she kissed my chest and unbuttoned my pants.


“I
wanted to be strong and resist.  After all, I was getting married a few days
later, and I thought I really loved my fiancé.  But this woman, she made it
impossible.”


“I’m
sure she did.”


“When
she pulled down my pants, tugged down my boxers and put my semi-hard cock in
her hot mouth, I was a goner.  My cock heated up and grew so hard, I thought
I’d come in her mouth right then and there.  But this girl was good.  She knew
when to suck hard, when to pull away and let me regain control, and when to
suck long and slow… damn, so long and slow.  To this day I still get a hard on
just thinking of her mouth.”


“How
interesting.”  I had no idea why he was telling me this, but I was growing
impatient with the sordid story.


“Just
when I thought I couldn’t take any more, she got off me then slathered my body
with a lightly scented oil and massaged me.  It was incredibly relaxing, but
also highly arousing.  And the level of arousal grew when she dropped a nipple
into my mouth.  It was already tight and taut, so big and hard, and when I
sucked on it, she groaned like an animal.”


At
this I felt my own arousal grow.  Though we’d just finished making love, his
story was turning me on and I wondered if that was his intention.


“When
she pushed her other nipple into my mouth, I nibbled on it.  At first it was a
light and playful nibble, but then I bit down to see just how much pain she
enjoyed.  She gasped and pushed her breast into my face, and I knew… she loved
it.


“I
wanted her to untie me, but she refused, so I leaned up and nudged her breasts
up, urging her to bring her pussy to my mouth.  She didn’t resist for long and
the moment I ran my tongue along the hot, moist skin, she pressed into me and I
knew it wouldn’t be long before she exploded.


“And
when she did, it was feral.  She screamed and thrust into me so hard, I thought
she’d knock my teeth out with her pubic bone.”


My
own pussy tightened and grew hot.  I ran my hand up his thigh to see the effect
the story was having on him.  He was hard and I wondered if he’d have time to
finish with his story before we jumped on each other.


“But
she wasn’t finished with me.  Hot and wetter than ever, she straddled me and
nestled her hot pussy over my hard cock.  She had a way of teasing me, bringing
me to the brink and pulling me back to sure ground, over and over again until I
thought I’d black out for the lack of blood to my brain.  Everything that
mattered was happening down there.  Every pull of her cunt, every contracting
pressure of her pussy, every flick of her fingers around my balls and along my
ass.  Her long hair brushed along my chest and I already looked forward to
running my fingers through it.  She touched every part of me that mattered and
when I finally came, accompanied by her second orgasm, I knew I could die right
there a happy and fulfilled man.”


“How
impressive.”


“It’s
only after we came that she finally kissed me.  Usually, after sex, after an
orgasm, I’m out and I don’t want to have anything to do with a woman,
especially a woman I don’t know.  But that night, I wanted her mouth.  Her lips
were soft and her kisses had a surprising effect on my tired and worn out
cock.  Within minutes I was hard again and ready to go, and I told her as
much.  That’s when she let me know that she’d be with me the entire weekend.


“I
have to admit; I didn’t know if I could live though it.  She was a hot and
hungry animal who seemed to have no end.  She fucked me every which way, and
every time I was sure I couldn’t take anymore, she came back stronger and
harder, and every single time, my cock wanted her.  I wanted her.


“I’d
never had such a connection with a woman; to be so sexually in tune and in
synch.”


“And
all of this in the dark?”


He
nodded.  “During the day, she kept the curtains drawn and while a little light
snuck in, I was barely able to make out vague shadows here and there.  But she
kept me so busy, not only fucking me, but feeding me, washing me, tending to me
so meticulously that I didn’t really care to see her. When the lights were on,
she had a silk tie over my eyes.


“That
Sunday afternoon, with only a few hours left to our wild weekend together, she
took my left hand, stretched my arm out to the edge of the bed and laid my hand
on her breast.  It was oddly cool, considering the heat of the room, but firm
and arousing.  But then she took my right hand, stretched it out to the other
edge of the bed and set it on her breast.


“For
a second I thought we were three in the bed and I had two sets of breasts to
play with.  It’s only when the sun stream in for a brief moment that I saw the
silhouette of her body to my right and a set of wax breasts to my left. ‘A
little something to remind me by,’ she told me.


“I
was smitten.  I was in love.  I was in lust.  A crush.  Whatever you want to
call it, I had it all.  I wanted to lose myself in her and when she finally
released the ties on my wrists, I fucked her like there was no tomorrow. She
made me forget all reason, made me forget who and what I was. It was just the
two of us. It was clear to me.  I couldn’t marry my fiancé.  I couldn’t because
this woman in front of me was the woman I couldn’t live without.


“I
wanted to treat her like a princess.  I wanted to spoil her.  I wanted to show
her a part of what her life could be if she stayed with me.  Knowing women’s
love of fashion, I had an entire wardrobe made specifically for her and sent to
my suite.  I asked a few discreet questions to find out more about her, but
truth is, I wanted to know everything about her; absolutely everything.”


“But
she was just a stripper?  How could a woman like that interest you?”


“I
didn’t care what she did for a living.  None of that mattered.  I just wanted
her, forever.  So that night, after she’d left and my fiancé returned to join
me, I told her I wanted to call the wedding off.”


“Wow. 
That’s a hard one to take.”


“You're
not kidding.  She’s the type of woman who gets what she wants and goes nuts
when things don’t go her way.  I learned that little tidbit about her the hard
way.  She blew up and before long the entire hotel knew our business.  Of
course the press amplified the whole thing and blew everything out of
proportion.  Fortunately, Senator Rhys, my fiancé’s father, was able to keep
our names from appearing in any of the articles.  Can’t blame him.  Daddy
wanted to save his precious little princess from the embarrassment.”


“That’s
really horrible.”


“You're
right, but it’s better to call the wedding off than to get married and realize
a few months down the road that it’s not working.”


I
nodded.  He was right about that one.


“Anyway,
once things died down, I went in search of my mystery woman, and when I found
her, I realized she had no idea who I was or what had happened between us. I
knew I had to find a way to make her remember.  So I set up an apartment for
her, an apartment that closely resembled that hotel room.  I filled it with a
lavish wardrobe and had her go there.  I even found the same green dress she’d
worn our last night together.”


I
swallowed a lump of disbelief as his words tried to sink in.


“Laura,”
he said with a gentle hush.  “This woman, this woman who stole my heart, this
woman with flaming red hair, beautiful green eyes and the body of a sex
goddess… it wasn’t one of the two strippers who’d arrived earlier that
weekend.  That woman was you, Laura.”


I
gulped. Holy shit! And it all came flooding back to me…
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If
you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, and recommend it to a friend.
Help support your hard-working author.


 


*****


Let
her know by leaving stars and letting her know what you like about 


 


 


Barely
Legal


*****


 
















 


The
Barely Legal Series features some characters from The Protégé
Trilogy


 


For
18 and Up


 


A
quick read, all three books in The Protégé Trilogy is available here:


 


http://www.amazon.com/Protege-Kailin-Gow-ebook/dp/B00C0TIQ0K


 


 
















 


If
you liked Barely Legal, you would like


 


 


The
Blue Room Series


 


Available
Here: 


 


http://www.amazon.com/Blue-Room-Vol-1-ebook/dp/B00K7M775M/


 


When Danny Blue of the Never Knights inherited his
playboy billionaire father's businesses and legacy, he didn't realized his
father's pet project was the Blue Room, the most elite and secret club in the
highest circle. He was happy to let his half-brother Terrence Blue run the
club, but with Terrence's womanizing ways and carefree attitude when it came to
everything, he wasn't sure if that was a good idea.



Terrence Blue wasn't sure that was a good idea as well because it would cramp
his style as a former patron of the club, but when he spotted virginal Staci
Atussi starting at The Blue Room, he had a change of heart. Not only was Staci
Atussi a knockout without knowing it, but she was the challenge he had been
craving.



For Staci Atussi, working at The Blue Room was her solution to a desperate
situation, but as she became integrated into the world of The Blue Room and the
mysteries surrounding its patrons and the sexy Blues, she wondered if she had
traded in her desperation for something far more sinister.



The Blue Room is a New Adult Contemporary Suspense Series intended for readers
age 18 and up.
















 


 


 


 


 


 


DON’T
MISS IT! 


 


To
ensure you don’t miss Kailin Gow’s next book, text ROCKINGBOOKS at 41411
and you will get an email reminder on the day of the release.


 


 


See
Kailin Gow’s Full Book List


 


At:


 


http://www.kailingow.com


 


 


She
writes in different genres and have known to write where she’s compelled to,
often surprising and delighting her fans with something new.


 


 


 


 


 
















Domestic
Abuse Hotline


 


 


If
you know someone who is experiencing abuse and need to or are seeking help, let
them know they are not alone, and that there are places they can turn to:


 


 


http://www.thehotline.org/ 


 


http://www.dahmw.org/ 


 


 


National
Sexual Assault Hotline


 


1.800.656. HOPE
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