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   Flirting With Desire Book 1
 
    
 
   It hurts. It really, really hurts.
 
   Those were Hannah’s thoughts as she left Chet sleeping in their tousled sheets. He looked so boyish and cute spread out beneath the covers, his overlong blond locks half-shielding his face. His toned, gorgeously cut torso was visible before the rest of him disappeared beneath the comforter.
 
   She bit on her bottom lip with regret and then sighed, stealing one last look of longing before exiting the room. It was getting harder and harder to have to leave Chet in the mornings and make it for work before eight AM. But such was the life of a young top-rate secretary in a highflying corporate environment.
 
   As she passed the gilt-edged mirror hanging on the wall in the hall, she barely took note of her appearance. The upswept blonde hair, the light, classy makeup and the stylish black pencil skirt and striped grey and white blouse, buttoned to the neck. The high, patent black heels that added a few inches to her natural height. Her slightly full-figured form in her carefully picked attire seemed trim, though she was never going to pass for the supermodel type. 
 
   But then, when it came to her looks, Hanna wasn’t overly conscious or concerned. She took care to fit into the appropriate mold of an executive secretary, nothing more. Unlike other girls at the office, she wasn’t all about seizing attention, especially male attention. Why should she anyway? She had the hottest man sleeping in her bed. The last thing she wanted was to catch the eye of any of her co-workers or employers. And even when she did, she nipped any kind of personal interaction in the bud. Her number one rule on the road to success was never to mix business and pleasure.
 
   She felt her mood begin to lighten the closer she got to the high rise that held the Rush Towers. She loved her job and enjoyed working for one of the biggest conglomerates in the city. However, her mind couldn't help flitting back home, to her apartment.
 
    Early this morning, she’d enjoyed a satisfying romp with the insatiable Chet. Always, it felt like heaven to be loved up by her man. She hid a slight frown as she noted how he seemed distracted of late. She knew he wasn’t happy with the minor progress his band was making. 
 
   Chet Howard was the lead guitarist of Hard Hitters, an indie rock band made up of him and three other friends he’d known in college. They were still waiting for their big break after two years together. Playing clubs and small festivals for free wasn’t exactly an encouraging career evolution.
 
   Hanna had nothing but complete faith in Chet’s talent and that of his band. But she had to admit their kind of eclectic blend of rock music would be hard to appreciate for some tastes. She hoped the band would get a promising gig soon. Chet had been broke for months and had to move in with her, which she hadn’t really minded. 
 
   It only meant having another mouth to feed and extra chores to do because as lovable as Chet was, he wasn't exactly the neatest soul which meant there was always more than the usual laundry, dishes or cleaning up when she got home. Hanna knew his mum had spoiled him impossibly and now at that he was twenty-five, Chet was still used to someone else picking up after him. 
 
   Hanna shook any slightly disparaging thought that lingered about Chet. He was supportive of her career, was a caring partner and romantic too. She just wished he could find a way to meet his full potential. Unlike Hanna, Chet had finished from one of those Ivy League colleges. But he'd picked up music during his college days and now that was all he was interested in pursuing.
 
   Hanna had no doubts when Chet promised he'd make it all up to her once things started looking up for him. When his band released that hit song or killer album, he vowed she'd never have to worry about money again. Hanna wanted that so much, for him, not herself. She didn't want him because he was going to be a big rock star. She loved him for him and she felt sure he felt the same about her.
 
   Hanna was already brimming with enthusiasm for the new work day when she was eventually seated behind her desk. 
 
   There was the buzz going round about the job just opening up for executive assistant. But when she heard who was in need of filling that newly vacant position, Hanna thought twice about applying. Her closest friend at work, Carly was nudging her to take the bold move.
 
   “You’re always complaining about having so many bills,” Carly said suggestively. She was the secretary to one of the higher up company execs, and was a petite redhead with a warm, friendly disposition that was refreshing in the cut-throat world of business.
 
   “But I’d have to be crazy to want to work for Damian Rush,” Hanna said dryly.
 
   Just saying his name out loud gave her a certain shivery sensation over the hairs of her skin. Damian Rush, eldest son of Elvin Rush, who owned the company. Everyone knew Mr. Rush Jnr. was hell to work with. It was no surprise he was in need of a new assistant. He changed assistants virtually every few months. No one seemed to work for him for long. Many said he worked his assistants ragged, while others say that once the female ones start to get too sweet on him, he fires them. Hanna huffed at that. Yes, Damian Rush looked like sex on legs but he was still a horrible human being. She’d seen a worker get reduced to tears with just a few words from his well carved lips. She’d never met the man personally, but only seen glimpses of him from a distance. 
 
   One of her friends at work, Bree had been the one at the receiving end of his ire months ago. She’d been sent to get his coffee at one of those pricey coffee bars he frequented, and she’d messed up his order. He’d come out to her desk and in under a minute, had Bree sobbing and dashing from the office hall once he’d stalked back into his inner chamber and slammed the door after him.
 
   Hanna had been standing at the other desk talking to one of the other staff and had witnessed the whole scene. She’d only got to see a bit of his chiselled profile and his broad shoulders as he’d walked back to his office, and her breath had caught in agony and fury on Bree’s behalf. He really was an ogre and she didn’t care how good looking he was with that midnight black hair and movie star features. 
 
   By the end of the day though, Hanna had taken the time to think about it and considered the benefits that would come with the job of executive assistant to the CEO. Their pay was usually triple what she made, with better perks attached. After working for the company three years, she’d climbed up from the bottom and made an impact within that short time. She felt she was more than qualified for the post. But she didn’t really think she’d get the position. On a whim, she finally put in her application before she could change her mind.
 
   As a week went by, she forgot all about it until she was summoned by HR for a meeting in their office. Hanna broke into a sweat but then reminded herself that she’d worked hard to get to where she was and no matter what, deserved everything that she had coming her way.
 
   She was half surprised, half dismayed to finally sit in front of the panel of three HR personnel who told her the news.
 
   “I must say you have a commendable track record, Ms. Simms,” said the middle woman, who looked aristocratic in her dove grey suit and wire-rimmed glasses. “Mr. Damian Rush needs someone like you working for him. I’m happy to tell you that you have been promoted to the position of Executive Assistant to the CEO. With this role comes not just a new title, but your own office and of course, a substantial increase in remuneration.”
 
   It almost seemed too good to be true and even as she felt filled with a strange dread, Hanna couldn’t keep from beaming as she accepted the position. 
 
   Hanna had never shied from challenges. That was why she’d applied in the first place. And she’d faced tougher problems than Damian Rush. This was about moving ahead, making things happen. As they said, opportunities came around but once. She’d let nothing, not even him, stand in her way of success.
 
   *
 
   Meeting Damian Rush in person was every bit as nerve-racking as Hanna had expected – but for a variety of reasons she hadn’t foreseen.
 
   She walked into his office, let in by one of her superiors. “Mr. Rush, your new executive assistant, Ms. Hanna Simms.”
 
   He wasn’t alone in the room; there were two other men present who were seated in front of his desk. Hanna watched with interest as Damian Rush rose from his chair and strode around his desk to where she stood. 
 
   Hanna almost rocked on her heels as her surroundings suddenly faded to the background. Having to finally face him head on, she was struck by just how much she’d underestimated his physical charms.
 
   Damian Rush had to be at least six five, with compelling pale grey eyes and deeply tanned skin. Every line of his face seemed moulded by loving hands. There was nothing out of sync, everything so well placed he looked almost too perfect. Except for the cold, mocking glint in his gaze that had her back stiffening. His frame was not too broad or too lean, with just the right amount of musculature to make his suit seem sprayed on as it moved effortlessly with him.
 
   “Ms. Simms.”
 
   She snapped to attention as he stood before her, even more devastating up close. Before she could speak, he added briskly, “I’m not sure what you heard about what you are taking on, but this is far from a frivolous position.”
 
   Hanna almost couldn’t hear the words spoken in that voice of his that was all timber and gravel. She was busy staring at his mouth, the form enticing and almost sinfully sexy in the fullness of the bottom lip.
 
   Oh my God. He’s fucking hot. 
 
   I still hate him though, Hanna added on almost the second she made the former observation. He was glaring at her impatiently, and she drew in a deep breath as she searched for a suitable response. 
 
   “I’m not afraid of hard work, Mr. Rush. In fact, I thrive on it. I look forward to my new role and for the record, I don’t do frivolous.” 
 
   He raked his eyes over her from head to foot, and she made sure not to squirm. She was conscious now of the other people waiting at his desk, obviously part of the meeting he’d been having before she appeared. Feeling like she could easily dissolve into a puddle and disappear, Hanna decided to endure his somewhat scathing scrutiny before he huffed and turned away, dismissing her brusquely.
 
   Hanna returned to her newly appointed desk with burning cheeks. She was right; this was a plum job indeed but after what she just went through, it had better be worth her resisting the urge to knee her boss in the balls for all his attitude. 
 
   She just had to get through it one day at a time.
 
    
 
   *
 
   Damian found his new assistant to be classifiable as one thing: a distraction. One he couldn’t well afford.
 
   He was used to having pretty assistants. So what was it about Hanna Simms? With her looks, it would have been easy to pigeonhole her as one of those ditzy blonde types who simply did what they were told. 
 
   As the weeks went by, his assumptions were shot down one by one.
 
   For starters, she had no clue what a bombshell she was. Even with her uninspiring fashion sense, he could still see that she was a mouth-watering morsel. She had curves in places he’d never known a woman could have.
 
   After a few days, he had been unable to stand it any longer. He made her know he was implementing a dress code where she was concerned. He made no bones about telling her how much he disapproved of her style of dress. “It might look well placed were you from the typing pool or perhaps worked in the mailroom,” he drawled, “But as my direct employee, I expect more…verve.”
 
   So saying, he ignored her bristling gaze and settled an allowance for a total overhaul of her wardrobe. 
 
   “Is this totally necessary, Mr. Rush?” she’d asked, the words barely making it past her pursed lips.
 
   “In the coming weeks, you’ll be accompanying me on trips and when needed, to social functions. Most times you will be the face of my office, the first person people come in contact with when it comes to meeting me. I’d expect you to look the part and not as if your attire was put together from the bargain sale.”
 
   “I don’t…”
 
   He smirked as she seemed to catch herself from saying something else she would regret. He nodded in somewhat grim approval. “You can take the afternoon off and follow my instructions as to what I expect in terms of appearance. If you show up in anything I don’t like, I’ll just have to send you back home.”
 
   “Point taken, Mr. Rush,” she murmured, and turned sharply on her heels to leave.
 
   “One more thing,” he said in a calm voice. She swivelled to face him once again, her expression schooled. His was penetratingly cool. “Don’t ever question me again. When I say jump, you ask how high. That is, if you intend working here long.”
 
   He watched her stiffly exit his office and then his lips curved in a humourless smile. He’d got to her. Good. Because he had to give her a dose of what she made him feel. He sensed her indifference or perhaps, her outright dislike. Damian had never minded women hating his guts, but one thing he wasn’t used to was anyone being unmoved by him. Especially a woman who’d got under his skin from the very first moment.
 
   He’d seen the look on her face. That mask of shocked lust that had stirred him deep in his loins. But it was gone in a fleeting instant that he’d doubted if it had ever been there. And since then, nothing. She was every bit the efficient ice princess and perhaps, he’d needed to take her down a peg and thus his orders for her wardrobe change. Damn. He had zero tolerance for this. He lived for the company, barely making time for his personal life as his father took great pains to point out regularly. Women were an afterthought, and they generally fell into his laps without question anyway. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d ever had to actively pursue a woman he desired. But it was safe to say he’d never desired any woman of recent the way he did Hanna Simms.
 
   In just the four days she’d begun working for him, he’d pictured the many positions and situations he could have her pinned beneath him, taken hard by him. Or with her rocking those shapely hips from on top of him, impaled up on his dick. Heck, even her shoved against the wall, with him thrusting deep from behind, making her feel him in her farthest crevice.
 
   Fuck. He needed to get laid. He’d hung on to celibacy much too long. His aversion for any form of commitment had seen him avoiding relationships of any sort. Women seemed to want more out of him than he was willing to give. He didn’t need anyone interfering in his life now, or ever. 
 
   He hadn’t expected Hanna to spark his interest or desire. And yet she did, without even trying. Damian knew the image he portrayed was as someone who never really cared for anyone else but himself. It was certainly true that once he’d been a cold-hearted womanizer, and yet now he didn’t even have the patience for the game. Maybe he was done playing. 
 
   What if it was time to switch things up? Perhaps, a diversion was exactly what he needed. And Damian felt he knew exactly where to start in his new quest for a change to the norm.
 
    
 
   *
 
   Hanna felt consumed by her new role. Or maybe it was just the man himself. She would never let him see how much he made her squirm.
 
   She’d always played down her looks. Being blonde, shapely and with a girl-next-door face wouldn’t have done much in her favour if she hadn’t taken steps to curb the stereotype. She was smart, driven and sensible. Getting to be objectified in the workplace had never been her thing. Yet now, Damian Rush was making her conscious of everything about her image, her work ethic, her very self-control.
 
   How she put up with him and his insufferable antics she’d never know. No other assistants had to go through what she did with her boss. Sometimes, she had the strangest feeling he was pushing her to the wall, hoping she’d quit. Part of her longed to do just that, just snap and lose that self-restraint she’d been so proud of. With a perfectly aimed kick to his shin or a resounding slap to his devilishly handsome face, she could then walk out of the company for good. 
 
   She never did that, of course.
 
   And she never strained her sense of principle at the workplace by complaining about what he did to her. Everyone could see she was harried to the bone but she’d never be the one to voice her concerns. He treated her abominably.
 
   When he arrived at work, he never deigned to acknowledge her greeting. He had no qualms showing his disapproval of her dress sense whenever he chose to. There were occasions where he made her endure his examination: she would be instructed to stand in front of his desk, her hands placed behind her back. Then he would inspect her minutely and if satisfied, she would be commanded to return to her desk. As if that wasn’t bad enough, he had her coming in for work earlier than normal and sometimes, she was the last to leave the building. 
 
   On top of that she had to plan his journeys, do the shopping that he didn’t have time for, send out gifts during holidays and birthdays, and scheduled his time so he could visit his family. There were the trips, as well, where she had to accompany him. And she always had to be available when he required an escort for a social event.
 
   The more he pushed her, the tougher she got. Damian Rush couldn’t break her. She had a long history of having to fight for everything she’d earned. She was determined to be nothing like her underachieving parents who’d been the type to settle. Hanna didn’t want to simply ‘accept’ what life threw at her. She’d seize the future with hard work and dedication, not simply expect that life would hand her everything she deserved.
 
   Winning Damian’s favour was never going to happen. Even after months of working for him, she knew she would never get past his impenetrable shell. No matter how she tried, there was no way he’d show her the appreciation and regard she knew was due. She might as well wish for the moon before that happened. But more to the point, why did she even feel his appreciation mattered? This was just a job, and he was just her employer. Just another man who felt his power and money could make her feel less than she truly was.
 
   One thing she did let trouble her, was how it all affected her relationship with Chet.
 
   Three months after she’d started working as Damian Rush’s assistant, she returned to her apartment at the close of a particularly hellish day. There had been deadlines to meet, and agreements to close. She’d barely had time to catch her breath until she walked into her nicely furnished living room where she could relax.
 
   But not for long. Chet came storming in an hour later, his guitar case in his hand and a furious look on his face. “Where were you?” he growled.
 
   “At work,” Hanna said, eyes darting at his attitude. “Why, what’s wrong baby? Didn’t rehearsals go well?”
 
   “It wasn’t rehearsals, Hanna. I had a gig tonight. You promised to be there. It was only for one fucking hour for crissakes.”
 
   With that he huffed and exited the living room, and Hanna was torn by the need to give herself a facepalm or groan out loud in frustration. Shit! She’d forgotten all about Chet’s gig tonight. His band had managed to hook an opening slot for a headlining rock band at some concert. It was supposed to be the big-time and she’d honestly just forgotten. But only because she’d been so busy! She remembered she was stuck still working on compiling files and accounts at the time Chet’s band must have been on. 
 
   “You didn’t even call!” Chet said angrily when she joined him in the bedroom, her expression apologetic.
 
   “I’m so sorry, Chet. Sometimes I’m at work and everything else just closes off. If I didn’t do that, I’d go insane. You know what a slave driver my boss is.”
 
   Chet’s curvy lips curled bitterly. “Are you saying it’s just work? You’re sure there isn’t something more?”
 
   “What else could there be?” Hanna asked in genuine confusion.
 
   Chet let out an impatient sound, shoving a hand roughly through his dark blond hair. “This job of yours. Your boss. Is there something I need to know about the two of you?”
 
   “Like how? Goodness, Chet. No. What are you suggesting?”
 
   “What does it sound like?” exclaimed Chet. “Look at you, Hanna. Look how you’ve changed. Make up always perfect, your professional wardrobe up to the nines. Even your underwear’s more trendy and sexy. You put in more effort for him than you ever do for me.”
 
   “He requires it of me,” Hanna said, hating the blush that swept over her cheekbones. “This wasn’t my personal choice.”
 
   “Your underwear?” Chet scoffed. “Can’t you see he’s grooming you into the perfect woman for him? If you’re too blind to read the signs, I’m not! I know exactly what’s going on.”
 
   “Chet, you’ve got it all wrong. He doesn’t even notice me! He’s just some workaholic control freak.”
 
   “Yeah, sure. Now tell me he doesn’t have more power over you than you’re letting on. This is more than just a boss-assistant thing. He wants you, Hanna. For all I know, you want him too. How long do I have to compete with him?”
 
   Now that made her stop short. “I don’t know what to say,” she breathed. “I never…it didn’t occur to me that you felt this way. I’m sorry I missed your show. I’m sorry I work too much. But the money’s good and we never worry about bills anymore. Life is going so well for us now and I thought…”
 
   “No, it’s not going well,” Chet said hardily. “I want my girlfriend back. The Hanna I’ve always known wouldn’t let some cruel boss push her around. I’ve always supported your career you know this but not if it demeans you the way he does.”
 
   Hanna bit on her lip. “I’ll get some time off. I’ll find a way to make more room for us. I’ll admit I’ve been far too focused on work to realize how much our relationship is suffering.”
 
   “Sometimes, I wonder if it’s him you think about,” Chet said with deceptive softness, closing the gap between them as he stared deep into her eyes. “When we make love I feel like your mind’s somewhere else. With someone else. It’s like you’re under a spell.”
 
   Hanna blushed. How could Chet say that? He was implying that she secretly had the hots for her boss. That she even fantasized about him. That was bullshit! She hated Damian! If he was someone she’d met in different circumstances, and if he wasn’t really a brute in real life, then maybe she might have had a crush on a man like him. But for Chet to even imagine that she’d be thinking of Damian while she and Chet had sex. It was all crap. Utter crap!
 
   “I love you, Chet,” Hanna said firmly, cupping his face and staring into his deep blue eyes. “It’s you I want to be with. I can’t even stand my boss. He’s nothing like you. He doesn’t make me all warm and gooey inside the way you do.”
 
   No, Damian made her feel hot, and then cold. One look from his dark, enigmatic eyes and something strange trilled within her core. A brush of his hand would make her start like she was electrified. He would pass by her and his stimulating cologne made her senses go on a trip. He never smiled, but she wished he would. She wished he’d say one word, just once, about how nice she looked or how well she’d carried out her tasks. None of that happened. But it didn’t stop her from being aware of every little thing about him. The way his suits always fit him impeccably; the jet black sweep of his hair, his thick dark brows and blade of a nose, with lips so generously cut they looked too sensuous on such harsh handsomeness.
 
   Oh shit. Hanna embraced Chet tighter to hide her inner turmoil. Was Chet right? Had she inadvertently started to fall for her boss?
 
   That was an insane assumption. She’d figure out a way to show Chet there was nothing she felt for Damian Rush. He made her so mad at times she couldn’t see straight. How could she desire a man like that? Being a woman there would be times he would strike her as eye-catching and even attractive. But only in a detached sense. None of her feelings for Damian should give her boyfriend any cause for concern. And soon, she’d find a way to prove it.
 
   *
 
   Hanna had to save her four year-long relationship. She’d put too much time and effort to making it work. Even when her friends told her that Chet was having it too easy, chasing his music career while she worked to the bone to pay the bills, she’d stood firm. Now she could feel him slipping away from her. 
 
   She couldn’t let that happen. She hated to fail at anything even love. Especially not love. So she had made up her mind how best to win back Chet’s love and trust.
 
   Hanna walked into Damian’s office for the normal debriefing at the close of day. She could hardly hide her eagerness to rush home and finish packing. That was until Damian’s words made her pause.
 
   “That will be all for today, Ms. Simms. Just make sure you’re ready on time for our Seattle trip. We leave first thing tomorrow,” he informed her. “Please don’t make me have to wait a minute longer than necessary.”
 
   “There must be some mistake,” Hanna said with a confused smile. “I’ve been approved for time off for the rest of the week. I’m not the one to accompany you to Seattle, that will be Ms. Taylor.” She had it all worked out. She’d requested time off a fortnight ago and it was confirmed via email just last week. 
 
   “Wrong,” he said coldly, looking up from his files at her. “You need to do your homework, Ms. Simms. I never approved of any days off for you, certainly not during the Seattle trip.”
 
   Hanna really didn’t want to stand there arguing with him, so she swung round and went back to her desk to check her email. Sure enough, now there was an email showing that her request for time off had been denied. She couldn’t help her outburst as she suddenly swore out loud.
 
   This couldn’t be happening. She rushed back to Damian’s office, and foolishly thought she could reason with him. She knew the Seattle trip was important but he could take anyone. Ms. Taylor, Ms. Brentwood. Hanna had already promised Chet that this time would be different, special. They were going for a London music festival that was the high point of the year for many fans of the genre. If she cancelled for any reason, there was no saying how Chet would take it. Oh God, she had to do something.
 
   “Mr. Rush, please reconsider. I really need this week for…for personal matters.” Begging him was very low, but Hanna suddenly felt she had no problem sinking to that level.
 
   “I don’t think so. No. For some reason you were hand-picked for this position, and you accepted to take it on. Now I have to travel and need you on board. You’ll just have to cancel your plans with your boyfriend.”
 
   Hanna felt her anger build at his smug words. She hadn’t even known he knew she had a boyfriend. He made her so upset with his unfeeling attitude. Her relationship with Chet was too shaky to take this new blow. Could she find a way to make Chet understand?
 
    
 
   *
 
   It turned out Hanna could not. 
 
   Chet took the news badly. She’d never seen him so furious, and yet so cold. He didn’t even yell. 
 
   “You promised me, Hanna,” he said, slowly and quietly. “This is the last straw. He keeps pulling shit like this. You need to quit.”
 
   His frozen tone and words made her chest constrict. “I can’t do that. I want to keep my job, Chet. But I don’t want you mad at me. Please understand.”
 
   “I understand a lot more than you imagine,” Chet said bitterly. “I understand why a woman like you would sit and take crap from a man like him. Gorgeous billionaire boss and all that. You can’t help but be attracted to him and he probably feels the same about you.”
 
   “Oh please don’t start that up again,” Hanna said with her own burst of anger. “The man has no attraction for anyone least of all me. And I’ve told you a million times how much I love only you.”
 
   “Well maybe you need space to make up your mind about that. Because I’m moving out.”
 
   Hanna had had enough. He always did this. He knew all this time why she’d taken the job. They’d been able to move to a better apartment and afford all the bills and more. She’d tried so hard to be there for him with no demands or expectations of her own. Why couldn’t he just be understanding instead of acting like a petulant child?
 
   He always threatened to leave but they were always just threats. What was he going to do now?
 
   “Why don’t we talk about this when I get back? There’s so much you need to get straight,” Hanna said, hating the pleading tone in her voice. Twice today she’d had to grovel to a man and it irked. She hated this feeling of being a doormat, someone who couldn’t control her own affairs.
 
   Instead of replying, he retrieved his cell phone and made a call. “Hey, precious. Yes, come get me. I’m done here.”
 
   Hanna watched in confusion as she saw him pause to listen to the mystery person speaking before he replied, “Great. Meet me at the front door. Yeah, love you too babe. Bye.”
 
   That word shocked her to the core. Hanna was shaking her head, feeling at a loss. She followed him to the bedroom and found he had several bags packed. If he was going for just a weekend, why did he need so much stuff? And who was that person he’d called?
 
   “Will you at least tell me what’s going on?” Hanna asked, fearing the worst.
 
   He looked like nothing more than a stranger as he turned to her then. “Let’s just say, you aren’t the one with someone on the side.”
 
   “Wait! What? You’re seeing someone else? Chet, how could you? How long has this been going on?” demanded Hanna.
 
   He paused, facing her again. “Seriously? You need to ask? Now you want answers. Well, forget it. Because in the past six months, you’ve been with him every day and night. He calls and you run to meet his commands. I mean damn, Hanna. He even has you groomed to look like his very own sex kitten. And if you both haven’t fucked yet, then you will soon. It’s only a matter of time.”
 
   Hanna wanted to scream as she fisted her hair. 
 
   Chet’s smile was somewhat pitying. “Don’t sweat it, okay. Anyone would cave beneath the pressure.”
 
   “I told you, Chet, there’s nothing…”
 
   He spun on her sharply, his face a mere inch from hers. “Tell me something. Two weeks ago you requested for the few days off and it was approved. Did you by any chance tell him or anyone we had plans together?”
 
   Hanna’s head was spinning. “I don’t discuss my private life with him! But…I did mention to one of his secretaries that we were travelling to London for a getaway. Why would she…?”
 
   “If you mentioned it to her while you were in the office, and he was close, chances are he knew about it,” Chet said grimly.
 
   “Can you hear yourself right now? You sound totally paranoid. What has that got to do with anything?” cried Hanna.
 
   Chet merely shook his head. “I’m just a third wheel, Hanna. You two want each other so much it’s palpable to me. And I haven’t even met the guy! I wouldn’t have even guessed anything if not for the total change you went through. The way you look when you say his name or talk about him. Once or twice, I’m sure I’ve heard you say his name while we fucked.”
 
   Oh God. What? No! Hanna was shaking with anger and a feeling of trepidation. “You…you’re so wrong. This is crazy! Chet, please…”
 
   There was a sudden noise from outside, of a car horn blaring. Hanna watched helplessly as Chet gathered up his bags at the front door. She chased after him. “Don’t leave! We can work this out. Chet!”
 
   Chet brushed past her clinging hands and opened the door. Hanna stopped short at the sight of a slim, tall beauty with dark brown hair and startling green eyes. Her sleeveless top was cropped, showing off a concave belly while her snug jeans played off her hips. She looked no older than twenty-one and her breasts seemed ready to burst out of her bodice.
 
   “Ready, Chet? We need to hit it,” the girl said, her voice smoky and smooth.
 
   “Give me a minute, babe,” Chet said quietly, before turning to the shell-shocked Hanna. He reached forward and kissed her gently on the temple. “Take care, Hanna.”
 
   Hanna fell apart. She screamed at them both, telling them she hoped they rotted in hell while she threw anything she could reach their way. They hustled out with the bags and slammed the door after them. Hanna sobbed and fell to the floor, feeling like an earthen jar smashed to pieces.
 
    
 
   *
 
   Damian was prompt in arriving at Hanna’s place to pick her up at five AM the next morning. He told himself he expected some dramatics but she was quiet, and dressed as exquisitely as he’d desired. He opened the door to help her into the passenger side, before filling the trunk with her luggage.
 
   “Glad to see your boyfriend let you leave without incident,” Damian commented with a sidelong glance at her. “And thank you for being ready on time. We have a long drive ahead of us.”
 
   Hanna made no comment, which made him feel curious about her, sensing a strangeness in her behaviour. During the ride, he noticed how distracted she seemed. Beneath the carefully applied make up, it looked like she was trying her best to hold herself together.
 
   Something didn’t sit right with him. Before he knew what he was doing, he rapped out, “Are you okay? Did someone hurt you?”
 
   She sent him a cool glare but he was used to that. What he wasn’t used to was seeing her look so cold and almost devoid of bounce. She was always full of spirit no matter his bossy antics. Now the spirit was replaced with freezing disdain as she turned to him.
 
   “Mr. Rush, I believe my personal life is no concern of yours.”
 
   Damian was perceptive enough to feel not just her anger, but a sense of injustice rolling off her tongue. Somehow, he knew it was directed totally at him. If for some reason her boyfriend had turned out to be upset about the business trip after all, Damian was sure the man would get over it. 
 
   He didn’t say another word until they arrived at their destination and were registered at their hotel. The bell hop carried their bags to their suite and both Damian and Hanna followed in the guest lifts.
 
   Before she could finally walk off to her own room without a word, he found himself gripping her arm and turning her sharply to face him. “We have to meet with a client in a couple of hours and you look out of sorts. Since you don’t wish to discuss what’s troubling you, would you at least ensure you look presentable before our client arrives.”
 
   “But of course, Mr. Rush,” she replied with more sarcasm than he cared for. But he did let her go, an annoyed frown on his face.
 
   At ten, they were meeting with a close friend of his father and one of their biggest clients, Clay Hughes. Damian was seated at the restaurant waiting when Hanna arrived.
 
   He looked up as she approached, and something seemed to go off loud in his head.
 
   Fuck. She was stunning.
 
   He’d never seen her look this way before. She had some sort of dress that stopped at her knees and hugged all those damn curves. It managed to look formal yet sensual, in the best way a dress could be. The angular cut of the neckline merely hinted at cleavage and the way the fabric clung lovingly to her full breasts, Damian felt his mouth go dry.
 
   Her blond hair was set in waves over the side of her face and sweeping her shoulders seductively. The deep red of the dress did amazing things for her skin tone and her beautiful green eyes. Her heels were at least four inches high and screamed pure sex.
 
   Damian had never seen her look exactly this way before and his reaction to her appearance astounded him. He realized just how much he wanted this woman. Wanted to claim her till she forgot any other man who’d ever touched her.
 
   She walked up to their table in strides that showed she was more than comfortable in her own skin. Like a female in her prime, her thickly lashed eyes seemed to gleam with a force that had Damian sitting back and viewing her with unhidden titillation of interest. He locked his gaze with hers and with every fiber of his being, vowed that before the end of the night, he’d be buried as deep inside Ms. Simms as humanly possible.
 
   *
 
   Hanna was well aware of Damian’s response to her get up as he made no qualms about hiding it. He seemed transfixed as he stared her way more often than usual all through the meeting. She could feel eyes follow her when she’d arrived, and still she sensed the admiring looks from staff and other guests. But she only had eyes for Damian; the man who’d robbed her of everything and didn’t give a damn.
 
   She’d wanted to scratch his eyes out earlier when he’d had the audacity to feign concern for her on the drive over. Damn him, he had no right. He’d cost her the love of her life and now he pretended to care? To hell with that.
 
   She’d deliberately gone all out with her look today. At least she’d been able to confirm one thing: Damian Rush was far from immune to her. His eye-fuck as she’d walked up to meet him would have floored a lesser woman. Hanna had ignored the rush of heat that spread over her from the waist down. He’d all but stated his intent with that one look of his and yet, he was a fool if he thought she’d let him touch her with a six-foot pole.
 
   He may want her, but he will never have her.
 
   The waiter arrived with their order of food and the three at the table paused in their conversation. Hanna noted the way the young, handsome waiter could hardly take his eyes off her and she smiled beguilingly at him. His warm blush as she thanked him aloud was so endearing before he walked off. Hanna was conscious of Damian’s dark looks after that exchange but she ignored him.
 
   Finally, the appointment was over and Mr. Hughes, a broadly built African-American, thanked them for breakfast and how much a pleasure it had been. He promised to relay the discussed proposals to the rest of his board.
 
   Their client bid them farewell and the moment he was gone, Hanna rose to return to her suite. She was aware of Damian following her closely but she chose to disregard the fact. Right up to the moment where they got into the otherwise empty lift and he grasped her arm in that hard grip of his.
 
   “Would you mind explaining what all that was about at breakfast? Flirting with the waiter, I mean. I’d prefer you perform your coquetries on your own time, not while we’re discussing business.” Hanna hid a smirk at his obvious annoyance, but her eyes glittered with fury when he added, “After all, I’m sure your boyfriend would frown at such behaviour as well.”
 
   Now Hanna rounded on him with a grim smile. “Well, thanks to your manipulative tendencies, Chet – my boyfriend – left me last night. It amuses me to see you’re jealous that some waiter happens to like me.”
 
   He started and she could tell he was surprised by her revelation regarding Chet. Seeing Damian at a loss was satisfying to say the least but it was nothing compared to what she really wanted to do to him; to make him suffer as she had done.
 
   Nevertheless, he seemed to have collected himself once they reached their floor and he all but dragged her to their suite which had interconnected rooms for convenience.
 
   He led her inside and shut the door, finally facing her with his face, a mask of anger. “Ms. Simms – Hanna, I understand you must be distressed about your relationship issues, but your behaviour this morning was uncalled for. You openly flaunted yourself in flirting with that waiter and in front of a client! That was highly unprofessional and…”
 
   “Oh please,” Hanna sneered. “Like you’d understand the meaning of being professional.”
 
   Hanna had reached breaking point and she didn’t care if she got fired after this but she had to speak her mind. Hands on hips, she glared at him. “For over six months I let you treat me like your slave. You seem to get kicks from messing up my life. I never have a weekend off. You call me up at all times of night with ridiculous requests. You make it seem like you have the total right to walk all over me and run my life because I’m your assistant.”
 
   “Hanna…”
 
   She ignored the warning edge in his tone, the sound of her name gruff and raspy in his throat. She couldn’t see straight because of the fury inside her as she continued. “I begged you to change your mind and let me have this week but you refused, not for any valid reason but just because you could. I hate you. This is all your fault and you don’t even care that you’ve destroyed the one thing that matters to me.” She turned away sharply, hand over her mouth as she forced back a sob. Drawing in a ragged breath, she continued coldly, “Chet and I have been together for four years. And now he’s gone. I have nothing thanks to you. So save me your lecture, Mr. Rush. I’ll do my damn job but I want you to stay as far from me as possible.”
 
   “That is not an option.”
 
   His deeply growled words had her spinning around again in anger, only to realize he was standing so close they were chest to chest. Before she could react, Damian grabbed her by the waist and pounced, his lips closing over hers.
 
   First she fought and resisted. The last thing she wanted was his mouth on hers. It didn’t matter how good he tasted, how firm and giving his lips were. She gasped in outrage, but he merely slid his tongue deep into her mouth, seeking to mate with hers. In the next second, her body imploded in a surge of sensation. 
 
   She reacted purely on emotion, her needs taking on a mind of its own as her lips, her body melted into Damian’s. But not for long. Common sense returned and she pounded at his chest, tearing her mouth away. “Let me go, damn you! How dare you kiss me? As if I’d ever want…”
 
   A second, more overpowering kiss silenced her protests. Beneath her unquestionable fury, Hanna could not deny the way her nerve endings popped to life from the dominant sweep of Damian’s hungry lips. His hands molded over her curves and she trembled, especially when he covered her breasts and massaged them through her bodice. Ugh, she hated to respond to him this way. She hated him, she really did. So why did his kiss feel like fire? Why did she have this coil tightening in her stomach as his potent touch stole over her aching breasts?
 
   She felt shamed by her raging hormones, and made one last attempt to shove him away. “No. This isn’t happening,” she gasped. “I hate you, remember. You cost me Chet. You…”
 
   “Relax, Hanna,” Damian said on a low rumble, hands lifting to cup her face. She squirmed angrily, and his eyes darkened. “Don’t move.”
 
   Oh, how she longed to defy him, but she couldn’t. Seemed physically incapable to. His body was a taut mass of muscle pressed against hers, making her aware of him as a man, a sexual being with the power to make her senses thrum with life like never before.
 
   His gaze pierced into her like lasers. “Maybe you don’t want to hear this right now, but I’ll say it anyway. I may be sorry you got hurt, but I’m not sorry Chet left you. I’m glad because he never deserved you.”
 
   “Oh my God!” cried Hanna. “You have some nerve. Can you really believe what you just said?” Even as she glared up at him, the sexual tension in the air was thick enough to cut with a knife. Swearing beneath her breath, she finally managed to break away and made to exit the room.
 
   Damian caught her fast by her wrist. That portion where his fingers touched seemed to tingle alarmingly. Sparks set off all through her being. Hanna’s heart began to race and her breath sped up as his clearly dominant display had her body humming in secret places.
 
   He tugged her hard against him and her nostrils flared from inhaling his stimulating, masculine scent. A quiver started up right at the apex of her thighs as that unique fragrance he possessed called to the primal hub within her.
 
   Hanna knew now that she wanted him, but it was wrong. How could she desire him with such intensity after what he put her through?
 
   His arms wrapped her in a warm embrace and for a few moments she seemed to float in a mental state of heightened arousal. She really, really didn’t want to want him. He was the opposite of everything she thought a man should be made of. Compassion, a core of human feeling, and a true aspiration to make a woman happy in herself.
 
   Damian was all hard edges, unapologetic, cave-man and…downright too sexy for her peace of mind. 
 
   But she’d never give in to this…this madness.
 
   “Let me go,” she breathed furiously.
 
   “Don’t, Hanna. Stop fighting me,” groaned Damian, keeping her crushed to him as with one hand, he pushed down the left side of her neckline to reveal a pale, soft shoulder to his view. He kissed her exposed skin and she gasped loudly.
 
   “No, you can’t. I…Chet…” Hanna tried to make sense of what she was trying to explain but couldn’t.
 
   “Kitten, he’s not here. It’s too bad he hurt you, but I’m glad he’s out of your life. Now you can no longer deny this, deny us.” 
 
   The rasp of need in Damian’s thick voice floored her. His hands seemed to move in slow motion but still too quickly for her to stop him as he shoved the dress down her arms, along with her lacy black bra so that her bountiful mounds sprang into view. The pink tips were already as thick and hard as rock candy. Hanna saw the blaze in Damian’s now dark gaze, his touch warm and smooth as he stroked her breasts, eyes pinned lustily to the engorged nipples. Hanna bit down a sob of pleasure at how much she enjoyed the feel of his hands on her body. Why did it feel so impossible to stop what he was doing?
 
   “Hanna. Damn, Hanna.” 
 
   She felt his back ripple beneath her roving hands now skimming over his jacket of their own volition. She found herself responding helplessly to the way his hands manipulated her body. 
 
   “No, Damian. Please no.” Hanna heard her own voice and the protest sounded more like a plea. She didn’t understand it, nor even knew herself anymore.
 
   “Finally, you called me by name. I thought I’d never hear you say it out loud. Fuck it sounds good from coming from your lips,” said Damian, his words muffled by the kisses he planted in the crook of her neck. Hanna shivered and bit hard on her bottom lip.
 
   His words brought the juices frothing at her centre. Calling him Damian had come so natural. The word felt so good on her tongue, intimate and intoxicating. She was frightened by it all and it showed in her voice. “Chet told me you wanted me. I didn’t believe him. I thought he was just making stuff up as an excuse to leave me.”
 
   Damian growled deep in his throat. “We can iron it all out in time, Hanna. But the way I want you right now…that can’t wait. Do you feel what you do to me?”
 
   She felt it. It was a jarring echo of her own desire, with the way he pulsed and swelled against her belly. His arousal was a magnificent entity calling out for her capitulation, her ultimate surrender of self and soul.
 
   Damian was powerful, virile. It all oozed effortlessly from his very pores. No man had made her so aware of him as a supreme male with the power in his touch to make her knees buckle. Only the last shred of her control remained and she grasped desperately for it.
 
   “Damian, we can’t. The meeting…”
 
   “We have over an hour. Plenty of time,” he rasped, shifting his lips from her exposed throat to claim her lips once more.
 
   This time’s kiss was a fiery staking of absolute claim. Everything else shut down and the spotlight locked on the passion swirling in her bloodstream like a drug.
 
   His hands scooped up her ass and Hanna felt him lift her off her feet. She eagerly hitched her legs around his middle as her dress rode up to expose her drenched apex to the hardened steel straining against his pants.
 
   He was guiding them inside to the bedroom. His bedroom. 
 
   Hanna never dreamed she could feel this way. Lust overrode every other sensibility and his kisses made her feel like she was performing water ballet, desire washing over her as she fishtailed past all reason.
 
   Her back hit the bed even before she knew it. Damian broke off the kiss to read the tormented hesitation in her eyes. His body covered hers and she could feel his clothed cock grinding into her weeping pussy, making her desire every stitch of clothing between them to be swept away.
 
   “I dare you,” rumbled Damian. “Say you don’t want this. Deny you don’t feel the same as I do, that this isn’t something you want so much you’re panting for it.”
 
   Hanna moaned. Her head flung to the side and she could only push weakly at his chest. Loathing her lack of control, she didn’t stop him as he stripped her of her dress, her bra, her panties. It wasn’t long that she lay naked beneath him. He stood briefly at the side of the bed and in hasty motions, peeled out of his clothes.
 
   Hanna’s eyes widened at the sight of Damian in his naked glory. Holy shit. The beauty of his masculinity seared her from within. Hard, toned muscles in his shoulders and torso, handsome limbs and a cock that was like carved marble, pointing straight up to his navel. He was far bigger than she’d have imagined, and thick. So thick. She’d never been with anyone that size and her tongue dipped out to skim her lips as she realized he was right; she was panting. For him and only him.
 
   His body spread over hers again, his weight kept on one arm as he kissed her lips, her neck while his hand kneaded her full flesh. He whispered words telling her how beautiful and sexy he found her body, and now Hanna couldn’t stop him if she tried. She was awash with swirling emotions. After nibbling at her throat, he shifted to her breast, sucking tantalizingly at her jutting nipple. The pleasure was almost too much, shattering through her system. He alternated from breast to breast, his teeth sinking slightly into the areole as his tongue lashed at the tips. His hands were also busy, cupping each mound, kneading and stroking. Hanna’s fingers dragged into the sheets, bunching them in her fists.
 
   She felt him move away from her breasts, and she whimpered, lifting her head to see him edging slowly down her belly. Oh. He glided over her skin, kissing his way to her inner thighs. Then he pushed his face into her pubes and drew in a deep breath of appreciation. Hanna blushed deeply.
 
   “Spread for me, kitten,” Damian commanded huskily. “Want to taste you.”
 
   Spurred by her need for him to place his mouth on her, Hanna opened her legs wider and knew he could see how wet, how hot she was for him. Her scent seemed to permeate the room and her breathing came in short spurts. Damian’s lips. There. His tongue, pleasuring her folds in ways that her former lover never could.
 
   How?
 
   How could her body respond so sublimely to him that one sweep of his tongue over her slit had her screaming in ecstasy? 
 
   None of that mattered an ounce right now. Damian inserted his tongue deep within her, groaning deep in his throat with clear enjoyment. He licked and tasted her, before seeking out her clit and sucking it into his mouth like he had a burning thirst. Hanna’s fingers released the sheets, sliding into Damian’s dark, silky hair while she eagerly humped his face. The pressure from her core was maddening, rising fast. Her nectar flowed freely now and Damian lapped at every drop. Keeping his lips latched to her tingling nub, he slipped a long finger into her crevice. Slowly fucking her with that single digit, he pulled on her hood and the button embedded within.
 
   “Ooohhh. Oh my God!” screeched Hanna, bucking and writhing. 
 
   She looked down with glazed eyes and met his thrilling gaze. At that very moment, he joined another finger inside her and hooked inwards. Hanna was blown away, each drill of those fingers making stars shower on her vision.
 
   She didn’t even see it coming, not till it was all but bearing on her like a herd of bulls. Seconds later, it slammed into her, the biggest orgasm she’d ever experienced. It pooled outwards from her lower belly and consumed her to the depths of her being. “Damian!” she exclaimed, her body rocking upwards till he had to pin her down to keep her in place, letting her seep onto his tongue until her tremors and moans subsided. 
 
   When he lifted himself over her once more, her eyes flitted open, almost speechless from the force of her unexpected release. “Wow. Damian, I…it’s never felt so…”
 
   “I know, kitten. Believe me, I know,” was his hoarse response. Awed, Hanna touched him, his face, shoulders and chest. Felt his indrawn breath as she ventured lower. Finally, her fingers closed around his cock as she gasped. He felt so big. So hard. She pumped her hand slowly, and heard his feral groan.
 
   Suddenly, a fierce and fearless need enveloped her. She had to taste him, just as he’d tasted her. She pushed him on his back, and worked her mouth on him, listening for his groans and grunts of pleasure. She nibbled at his collarbone, his nipples, and those gorgeous abs. When she finally got to his cock, he looked almost painfully hard. By then she was already wet and ready for more.
 
   She glanced up at him and then couldn’t look away. Her two hands came up to stroke him and the hooded heat of his gaze was an enticement she was powerless to resist. Wanting more, she dipped her head and flicked her tongue over the precum glistening at his tip. Dazed by his sweetness, she sucked his whole cap into her mouth. Damian hissed.
 
   Hanna understood what it meant now to find pleasure in pleasuring someone. She used her lips and tongue, and moaned harder when he began to thrust in and out of her mouth. It thrilled her to hear his growls of deep pleasure, his fingers cupping the back of her head, guiding her to take more of him. “Yes. Hanna…feels so fucking good in your mouth.” 
 
   Hanna never wanted to stop. He felt amazing. She felt his body stiffen and spread her lips even wider, taking him further past her tongue till his tip jabbed at the back of her throat. She gagged slightly, and could hear him rasp out her name mingled with a lust-laden curse.
 
   “Enough, kitten.” She’d never heard his voice so thick and rough with need. He pulled her up for a ravenous kiss that sent heat coursing through her warm, melting sex. “You make me want to explode. But this time, only when I’m inside you. You ready?”
 
   Hanna heard his words as if from a dream. She licked on her lips, savouring their mingled tastes on her lips. He met her eyes and the answer in them brought a primal groan deep in his chest. He quickly grabbed a condom from the bedside drawer, and as he rolled it unto his impressive erection, Hanna could swear her pussy twanged in vicarious bliss. 
 
   Damian propped his back against the mass of pillows at the head of the bed, and drew her into his lap. Hanna sat facing him, legs on either side of his thighs. Hanna didn’t think about it at all; she kissed him, fingers flexing into those sinfully dark locks. 
 
   “Aah, Hanna. I’ve only wished this like a million times,” groaned Damian against her lips, and Hanna felt too breathless with pleasure to respond. All she could do was gasp as with one hand, he guided his broad tip to her entrance, while his other hand reached behind to grab her curvy bottom. Hanna now gripped his shoulders, her body poised for his invasion. He didn’t keep her waiting.
 
   Everything had built up to this moment. All these months…now these past long minutes of foreplay. This would make it all complete. A fantasy fulfilled, a fantasy she hadn’t even known she had, but always seemed to have existed in her hidden depths. Damian’s eyes locked with hers as he pressed his hard dick against her pussy. Suddenly, Hanna needed to be filled. She bit hard on her lower lip and pressed down as he surged into her.
 
   The impact of him was overwhelming. So full. She let out an open-mouthed gasp. The pressure, the friction made itself known in the instant he began to move. Shit. The sheer bliss of it felt like it would capsize her.
 
   “Damian. Oh…oh God. I need you. Need you so much,” she panted, her hips unconsciously dancing, grinding. Damian groaned, thrust up into her and slammed into the neck of her channel. Her words had brought the wash of heat to his face and she could see his cheekbones flush, his jaw gritting as he strove for control.
 
   Quickly, he reversed their positions and she felt winded as she ended up beneath him. He took hold of her legs and placed them atop his shoulders. The sounds of passion filled the air, spilling from his mouth and hers. At this angle, there was no way she could stop from feeling him to the brim. She’d never been so tightly wedged by cock. It brought a sweet pain to the pleasure, and she never wanted it to end. No one had ever made her feel this way. Right now, she couldn’t even think of anything or anyone else. Just Damian, and the way he began to pound her scorching pussy.
 
   “You make me want to brand this pussy, so you’ll understand it’s mine,” Damian said thickly, and she had to force her eyelids apart to see the dark lights of purpose blazing in his grey eyes. “Mine, Hanna. So snug and tight. Fuck.”
 
   Hanna knew exactly how he felt. His cock inside her felt like it was made just to give her pleasure. He hit spots she’d never imagined a cock could reach. His measured thrusts grew rougher, more demanding and it opened up a firestorm inside her. Endlessly, he took her. Time faded and only passion reigned supreme.
 
   She didn’t expect her orgasm to ramp up so soon. But everything about Damian drove her to the brink. The scent of him, the feel of his body crushing into hers, and the way he rammed her as deeply and powerfully as she’d only ever dreamed her lover could do…she was powerless to fight it. Clutching his shoulders, she let out a cry as the force of her climax made her body jerk forward.
 
   “Yes, Hanna. Come for me. Don’t you dare hold back,” Damian growled into her throat before he lifted up to look down into her face.
 
   Hanna was lost. From the moment she’d let him kiss her she’d known she was doomed. Now, she was coming even harder than the last time, engulfing every inch of his rock-hard member in her molten heat. Damian roared, his hips surging harder and faster against her while her clenching cunt seemed to trigger his resultant release. Knowing they came in tandem added more aftershocks of ecstasy rampaging through her frame. It all felt too intense, too consuming with Damian. How the hell was she ever going to get enough of him, after this first explosive eruption of their mind and soul?
 
   *
 
   It felt like an eternity had passed, but it had really been just a little under an hour. Reality dawned the moment Damian slowly pulled out of her and then drew her in for a tight embrace, taking her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. It was the sensation of being claimed that had Hanna pushing against him with determination. He sighed and let her go, thankfully. She turned away as he went into the bathroom, returning moments later to find her dressed and tugging on her shoes.
 
   “I need to…go back to my room and freshen up for the meeting,” she said stiltedly, not looking at him. “We only have about fifteen more minutes…”
 
   “Hanna.”
 
   That one word, her name on his lips in that tone did impossible things to places that still ached and twitched at the juncture of her thighs. He came up to her, unabashedly naked and she didn’t know where to look. Her eyes fell on the rumpled sheets and she couldn’t look at them either so her eyes flew up defiantly to meet his.
 
   “I need to go,” she said, her tone more firm.
 
   “I get that,” Damian said patiently, his fingers combing through her hair. “But we still have to make time to talk. About us. I told you, you’re mine now. I won’t let you go.”
 
   Hanna was already shaking her head vehemently. “I’m sorry. This shouldn’t have happened.” Tears pricked her eyes and she wasn’t sure why she was crying. Shame, disgust at herself, confusion? It was hard to tell.
 
   “Damn, Hanna. Don’t cry. If I hurt you…”
 
   “There’s no ‘if’ about that,” she bit out, finding her voice again. “But that’s okay. What just took place…it doesn’t matter. Because Chet warned me this would happen. That we’d sleep together. I just…I can’t understand how he could have known. How he saw right through me…”
 
   “Don’t think about him,” Damian gritted out. “He has nothing to do with us.”
 
   Hanna’s eyes hardened as she stared into his eyes. “There is no and can never be an ‘us’. A single romp in your bed doesn’t make me your property, Damian. Nothing has really changed between you and me. If you think I…”
 
   “You’re angry, I understand,” Damian said, eyes narrowing, and as he would have gripped her hand she backed away with a grunt of loathing. 
 
   “No; you need to understand this: I still love my boyfriend. I know I’ve messed up, just like he suspected but I’m going to try and win him back. You’ve had your little conquest, Damian Rush but now it’s done. I’ll hand in my resignation first thing Monday.”
 
   And before he could respond, she stalked out of the room, the door slamming behind her with force.
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   Hanna rushed into her room like the devil himself was after her. Thankfully, Damian didn’t follow. 
 
   She stripped off again and went in to shower, telling herself she needed to wash Damian’s imprints off her. 
 
   Minutes later, she exited the bathroom and quickly got dressed. They just might be a little late for the meeting but that couldn’t be helped, she thought grimly. If Damian tried to give her any grief about being just a few minutes behind schedule, she’d…
 
   Hanna let out a deflated sigh as a sudden feeling of powerlessness gave over her. Just what could she do? She’d already succumbed her body to the one man she loathed in the world. She’d given him more power over her and she couldn’t see any way to make him pay for the hell he’d put her through.
 
   She found her phone and saw that there were several missed calls from Chet. Her heart thudded as she remembered the parting words she told Damian. I’m still in love with my boyfriend. I’m going to try to win him back.
 
   She closed her eyes briefly and sighed, letting all the stress of the past hour seep out of her. She wasn’t ready to talk to Chet yet, and definitely wasn’t ready to come to grips with the colossal error she’d just made by sleeping with her boss.
 
   And she wasn’t sure if she could keep from doing it again…
 
   When she stepped out of her room, she found Damian waiting right outside. His eyes searched her face and she lifted her chin to meet his penetrating gaze. 
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked calmly but with consideration.
 
   She choked out a short laugh. “As I’ll ever be. Like you told me once before, I must remain professional at all times. I hope you can do the same.”
 
   His eyes blazed for a moment at her tone. “We will talk after our meeting. Get that straight. This is far from concluded,” he declared, but without another word they left the hotel together.
 
   Damian drove them without a word and yet she could tell, from the looks he sent her from time to time, that he wanted to bring up the tension that so obviously existed between them.
 
   However, he didn’t, and maintained the edgy silence till they arrived at the company where they were to hold the meeting. He got to her side and helped her out of the car and try as she might, she couldn’t avoid brushing against him which she realized must have been his intention. She pursed her lips and made a vow not to let herself get cowed by him. It didn’t matter if just a while ago, she was writhing beneath him, her sheathe filled with his rigid thickness. Bringing her orgasms she’d only ever read about but never imagined she could ever experience.
 
   That was then, and this was now. 
 
   He placed a hand on the small of her back as he escorted her into the building, but once inside Hanna stepped away from him and severed contact. Unable to help it, she shot him a look she hoped would quell any ideas he might have about ruffling her feathers. He was the one always going on about professionalism, as she’d reminded him earlier. She just wanted to get the whole ordeal over with. The sooner the trip could end, the sooner she could get back to fixing her life. She’d meant it about handing her resignation in on Monday. He’d ignored that bit of information, or was saving it for later discussion. But for Hanna there was nothing left to talk about.
 
   The meeting with the executives of the important client firm they were meeting with was lengthy and tedious, with a break for lunch. All through the time the meeting lasted, Hanna maintained her cool exterior, despite how difficult it was to keep concentrating. She only had to look at Damian, seated there along with the other execs, an image of masculine refinement and sleekness from head to toe and be reminded of him as a passionate lover. Powerfully sexual, with a touch that knew just what to do. Hanna found herself crossing and uncrossing her legs several times to quell the almost irrepressible twitching of her secret folds at the images that came to mind. Hands, lips and tongue everywhere on her body, making her melt into a gooey mess that still seemed ready to erupt at the slightest provocation. 
 
   There was no way she could keep working with him after this, not for much longer.
 
   She stayed in her usual seat and was on hand to assist him in any capacity required. If she felt his eyes on her a few more times than necessary, she didn’t let on but instead kept on her efficient mask.
 
   When Damian was through with his presentation, he thanked the other participants for listening. The CEO and execs shook hands with him and the meeting came to an end. Hanna heard him decline their offer to join them on the greens the following morning. Hanna felt a strange relief when they finally headed back to the hotel to prepare for the final meeting of the day.
 
   But the relief was short-lived when they got back to the hotel and made their way back to the suite – the scene of crime.
 
   Hanna made for her door but Damian stepped in front to halt her stride. “Talk to me, Hanna. Don’t pretend what we did never happened.”
 
   Hanna flushed and looked around the empty, plush hotel corridor before facing him with sparking eyes. “What do you want, Damian? Your pound of flesh?”
 
   He actually smiled; the most wolfish she’d ever seen him. “You know I’d never settle for so little. I want it all, Hanna.” He lifted a hand to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. When she turned away with a harsh sigh, he took her chin gently in his thumb and index finger, tilting her face to his.
 
   “Hanna, look at me.”
 
   She lifted her lids reluctantly and met those piercing eyes. “Don’t run from this. I know it’s all very difficult to understand right now. But just…trust me.”
 
   Her gaze was unwavering, even accusing. “I can’t. Why should I? Give me one reason why.”
 
   When his eyes narrowed and he made to speak, she cut him off with her next words. “Okay, answer me this. Did you know about me planning to spend my intended week off with Chet? Was that why you insisted I follow you here?”
 
   He didn’t blink. “There’s a lot I need to explain, but not out here with us putting on a show like a cheap soap opera. 
 
   Hanna gave him a disgusted look. “You didn’t answer my question,” she said angrily, and turned away.
 
   Damian grabbed her wrist and made her face him again. He let out a short sigh and then began in a deep, gruff voice. “Several weeks ago I asked you to stay back late at work and you rang him. You both exchanged words and by the end of the call you were crying.”
 
   Hanna drew in an inaudible gasp. She’d had no clue he’d been aware of the disputes she’d had with Chet.
 
   “That was just one of many times I glimpsed the kind of situation you were in as per your relationship with your boyfriend,” he continued. “I couldn’t believe you didn’t see that I wanted you. And how much I hated that you were with someone who couldn’t appreciate you. Yes, I admit I found reasons to be with you all time, keeping you from spending time with him. My need for you pervaded my senses. You were all I could think about. Just imagining you being with him...” he said, his hand cupping the back of her neck and tugging her face closer. 
 
   “Which brings me to your question. It’s true that I did get to overhear you mention about the plan to spend time with him this week. And that’s when I called HR. I did what I had to do.”
 
   Hanna was shaking her head in disbelief. Part of her felt the thrilling sensation that Damian had wanted her that much to interfere with her plans, but still, it just felt plain wrong. And self-seeking. He took advantage of situations not caring for their consequences and how they would affect her emotionally.
 
   Damian’s head swooped to the side, about to claim her lips, but she turned her face away. “I can’t shake off the feeling of being manipulated. I mean I always guessed you were devious, but…” She paused, letting out a humorless chuckle. “Wow. Just, wow, Damian.”
 
   She drew back firmly, and his hands fell away with reluctance. “Hanna.”
 
   She didn’t want to think about what that soft, silky tone in his voice meant. She just wanted to get away from him or she’d explode. 
 
   “I need time alone,” she said quietly, backing away in direction of the lift. She checked her watch. “We still have a meeting with Gateman Corp President at six thirty. It’s about four now. And I believe our main aim of coming was to work, so…let’s just focus on that for now.”
 
   Without awaiting his reply, she went past him and was relieved he didn’t try to stop her as she headed right back for the lifts.
 
   *
 
    
 
   Hanna was in a daze.
 
   How did she go from dating the same man for four years to falling into bed with her boss at a drop of a hat?
 
   She’d order a stiff drink at the bar and was mulling over her fate when she noticed a familiar figure walk in. She looked up and saw it was the waiter from earlier at breakfast, the one she’d flirted with. It seemed like a lifetime ago but she found herself smiling as he asked to join her.
 
   “Please do. Ryan, right?” she asked, recalling that he’d introduced himself by name when he’d served their table.
 
   He nodded with a grin as if happy she remembered. “So why are you here on your lonesome? I’ve got a good listening ear if you’d like to talk about it,” he offered, eyes twinkling.
 
   Hanna’s smile looked wry. “First off, I’d like to apologize – about this morning. I must have embarrassed you with my silly flirting.”
 
   Ryan looked playfully put out. “Darn. I really did think I had the chance of taking you from your man!” he laughed.
 
   Hanna had a confused frown. “You’re wrong, he’s not my…”
 
   “He seemed livid that I’d taken your attention even for a moment,” teased Ryan. “Would he feel a little differently if I told him I think he’s hot, too?” Ryan winked at Hanna, “I’m into guys as well. Though something tells me he wouldn’t be down for a juicy threesome.”
 
   Hanna laughed for the first time that day, a genuine sound of mirth as she met Ryan’s dancing gaze. Blushing, she hid her face in a glass. “No, I doubt that would be his thing.”
 
   “Oh well,” Ryan sighed, his grin never slipping. “My boyfriend wouldn’t want me dating anyone else, so a little harmless flirting helps to liven the mood. It was nice getting to meet you though…”
 
   “Hanna,” she supplied quickly, placing down her drink and taking the hand he held out. “I’m sorry for being so rude; my name’s Hanna Simms. I’m here as executive assistant to Mr. Rush – officially the most infuriating boss in the world.”
 
   Ryan shook his head and chuckled low in his throat. “Honey, looks like you’ve got it really bad for this boss of yours. You should both kiss and make up – but only after you’ve made him grovel a bit.”
 
   Hanna snorted indelicately, unable to imagine Damian grovelling. “I think we’re way past the stage of kissing and making up,” she said. She still couldn’t forgive him for his hand in destroying her relationship with Chet. That had been her choice to make, not his. But he took the matter out of her hands and did things to suit him. Just so he could get her into bed.
 
   She’d always vowed she wouldn’t be like those women she’d seen him discard unthinkingly after they’d outlived their usefulness. Now, Hanna saw herself as no better than those other bimbos who’d fallen for his silken touch and words. He seemed taken with her now, but how long would it be before he tired of the dalliance and she was fired like any of those other assistants who’d been foolish enough to fall for him?
 
   Hanna shook that thought off. 
 
   No way she’d fallen for Damian Rush. It had just been sex. Hot sex but empty all the same. She believed in love, and true kinship as the key of a relationship. That was why she couldn’t think of letting Chet go so easily. No matter what, they’d made a real connection over the years. They almost felt like brother and sister thanks to how well they knew each other.
 
   Yes, he’d obviously cheated on her and well, she couldn’t say she was innocent of the same crime, not after what had just happened earlier in Damian’s suite. But how could she make things right again?
 
   She smiled at Ryan, who still lingered at her side. “Thanks Ryan, but I’m done with my drink and need to get back. I’m happy we got to speak.”
 
   “Me too,” he said, viewing her solemnly. “You should have my number. Any time you need to sound off some more, give me a call, could both talk about our man troubles.”
 
   Hanna laughed, shaking her head humorously as she took his offered numbers. Ryan went back to work and Hanna paid for her drink before returning to her suite.
 
   *
 
   Hanna was relieved that the meeting with the President of Gateman Corp took only two hours. Once they were through, they were driving back to the hotel. 
 
   “You must be hungry,” Damian said. “Would you like us to stop for dinner?”
 
   Hanna didn’t like the idea of anything fancy. She wasn’t really in the mood for fine dining or whatever. “Maybe if we found a local diner or something?”
 
   To her surprise, Damian agreed, and drove to a local spot. They walked into the cosy eatery and once seated a waitress appeared to take their order.
 
   Hanna noticed a local band setting up as they waited for their meal. They started playing and she found herself enjoying the show. For once, she could take her mind off the disturbing presence of the man seated beside her. At least, until he reached out and placed a hand over hers.
 
   “Still not ready to talk?” he asked, and Hanna found it impossible to meet his eyes.
 
   If she looked at him, she would remember. Would see in her mind’s eye the way he’d made her spread wide for him, so he could spear her with his skilful tongue. And how he’d stretched her lips wide with his girth, both above and below. Sex had never felt like that. Not with Chet or anyone. And Chet was the only man she’d been with for years. But she’d slipped so easily into succumbing to Damian’s sensual mastery. Her senses….blown. Looking at him or talking about it would make it seem real – and she so much wished it was just part of a fevered fantasy. She wasn’t ready for the reality that she wanted Damian – wanted him to take her again, and again. Till she was numb from the feel of his cock ramming her to the deepest neck of her needy sheathe. 
 
   Hanna kept her gaze on the crowd, the band, and anything else that would keep her from meeting Damian’s gaze.
 
   Watching the band play and listening to the uplifting folk music made her think of how she’d planned to be in London with Chet by now, enjoying the music festival. 
 
   “What are you thinking about?” Damian asked, as if reading her mind, hand still on hers.
 
   “I’m not sure. All I can think about is how I would have been with Chet right now. Chet only ever treated me with respect and love. Why would I ever trade that in for you?”
 
   She saw his eyes harden but he didn’t relinquish his hand over hers. Loathsome as she was to admit it, his warm clasp felt good against her skin.
 
   “You think by holding on to Chet as an ideal, you can turn off what you feel for me? The way you melted like ice cream on my tongue?” he asked softly, his thumb brushing over the sensitive swell of her inner palm. “Or when you told me you needed me, deep inside you. And I gave it to you just the way you wanted.”
 
   Hanna was burning from her roots to her toes. She snatched her hand away as she drew in a rough breath.
 
   “I guess you should be proud. You were the one able to bring out the animal in me,” she said calmly while inside, her body turned to molten lava. “But there’s only one man I could ever want or love. How does that make you feel?”
 
   He smirked, back to the same arrogant Damian. “Now that you’re free of him, I’m going to show you what it means to have a real man in your life,” he said with a raspy undertone, his face leaning in close enough that Hanna thought he would kiss her. Her nostrils flared, inhaling the sexy enticement of his cologne blended with his delicious personal aroma. Unable to help it, she stared down at his sensuously carved mouth and licked on her lips without thinking.
 
   His eyes darkened to pools of black heat. “I meant everything I said back in the suite, Hanna. I want you. And it extends beyond this trip. You and me. No other men or women. I promise you this,” were his husky words, his thick eyelashes swooping low to hood his gaze which lingered on the dusky centre of her breasts bared by the cleavage of her jacket.
 
   “Promises are the last thing I want from you, Damian Rush,” Hanna said, surprised by the smoky, sultry tone in her voice. What the hell was she doing?
 
   It was like being taken over by a desire that couldn’t be tamed. Lord help her but she wanted to fight it. Was hell-bent on trying to but when she read the blistering passion within Damian’s eyes, she felt like she’d surrendered to a spell.
 
    Around her, the music thrummed and the crowd faded into shadows. Damian’s lips were just a breath from hers. She parted hers slightly, waiting for him to pounce. But before they could kiss, the waitress returned and they drew apart slowly. 
 
   Hanna thanked goodness for the dim interior of the eatery, the lights turned down so that focus could be more on the centre stage performance. The smell of warm food reached her nostrils and though she realized she was starving, Hanna felt the urges of a different kind of appetite.
 
   The waitress was gone and Damian still hadn’t looked away from her now heated face. At the apex of her thighs was a constant twitching almost like the ticking of a time bomb. “It’s up to me to decide what you do and do not need,” Damian said, gazed narrowing with almost savage arousal. “And I think you need reminding how possessive I am when it comes to your beautiful body. You’ll be so conformed to the shape and size of my cock, you’d want no one else to take my place.”
 
   Oh, fuck. Hanna squirmed in her seat, hoping there wasn’t a big wet spot beneath her. She yearned for this devil of a man, who’d shown her more real pleasure in one hour than she’d known in the past four years. How incredible was that? What did it even mean?
 
   He had her secret folds seeping with juices. Her body was crying out for a storming release exactly like the ones he’d made her experience. She was sure if he suggested they find a room – any room, she’d follow him so they could be alone and gratify the lusts raging within their system.
 
   I was right – he’s turned me into an animal; obsessed with carnal desires that couldn’t be denied, thought Hanna as she closed her eyes and took a few deep breaths.
 
   Is this all there is, this mad, rushing typhoon of physical magnetism?
 
   She didn’t care. It didn’t have to mean anything, not tonight. When she opened her eyes, Hanna found the same level of intense arousal in his gaze as she felt. His breathing seemed slightly harsher, rougher.
 
   “Damian,” Hanna whispered, fists clenching as if to hold back the tidal force of her need.
 
   “Kitten, let’s eat, and I give you my word…you’ll find it hard to feel your legs come morning,” growled Damian, before taking her hand and kissing her knuckles, making her feel branded by his heated lips.
 
   They ate in silence but this time, the tension had a tactile quality to it, like the feel of a whip teasing the spine. Hanna’s every nerve ending tingled in anticipation and neither of them lingered over their food, nor stayed for dessert. It wasn’t long before they were done in the diner and Hanna let him lead her out of the restaurant and back to the car, their movements hurried.
 
   Hanna’s cheeks were flushed, flames rising within her core. As soon as they made it into the car, Damian tugged her head close and kissed her hungrily. His tongue plunged into her mouth and she moaned with agonised pleasure. He tasted incredible. Just like sex. Her hands found their way into his silken dark hair, combing through the locks. Then they slid down beneath his jacket to feel the breadth of him, his torso and abs and then, below his belt where she boldly cupped him.
 
   Now it was his turn to groan in torment, his lips tearing from hers to slide down her throat which he bared by grabbing a handful of her hair at the roots. Hanna felt him suck rawly on the inner curve of her neck and her eyes rolled back in her head, pleasure zipping through her. She squeezed on his hardness, shocked by the sheer size and girth barely held in by his pants. She still felt dazed that she’d taken all of him just hours earlier. Already, her pussy throbbed in memory of the ultimate way he’d owned her pussy with this cock, taking her to places she’d never seen.
 
   Damian pulled back and she whined out loud, reluctantly slipping her hands from his body. Damian didn’t speak but started up the car, while his free hand grasped one of hers in a strong, possessive grip all through the quick drive back to their hotel.
 
   Hanna was shivering from the way Damian kept his hand on her waist as he guided her back to their suite. 
 
   As they got closer and closer, Hanna’s steps began to falter. Her resolve to get taken hard by Damian weakened bit by bit as common sense returned. By the time he was closing the door of his room behind them, she suddenly realized what the hell she was about to do.
 
   “Damian, I…” She spun around, shaking her head waveringly, but was taken by his strong arms, his solid frame like a rock wall while he kept her imprisoned against him.
 
   “Don’t think, just feel me. Feel how much I want you. Need you,” he husked, cupping her face and nibbled on her mouth. His teeth sank into her full bottom lip and they both groaned. His arousal throbbed like something with a life of its own, prodding into her belly. Hanna’s head swum and she almost sobbed with the way she warred within herself. She’d already been foolish once. How could she let this happen again? As good as it felt, it was wrong. Damian didn’t love her; she was simply an object that he’d coveted because she’d belonged to another which made her a challenge he couldn’t resist. And when the novelty wore off, she’d be history – just like the other females in his life.
 
   She longed to scream out loud, Damian no! I can’t do this again. This is crazy!
 
   But she didn’t. Instead, she turned into that sultry she-wolf that knew just what she wanted, and that she wanted it now.
 
   Damian had to feel the same. He pulled her even closer against his body, and dipped his head for a passionate kiss that stole her breath. Hanna ran her hands over him much like she had before, this time lingering over the ripples and muscle-cut dents evident beneath his shirt. Unable to resist, she unbuckled his belt quickly and delved beneath his waistband, feeling for that part of him that hardened impossibly to her touch. His sudden intakes of breath disclosed his appreciation for her zeal. He felt as good as ever, and filled her palm impressively. She stroked the veins on his shaft with her fingertips, then tried to close her fist around him. She caressed him knowingly and was rewarded with his deep groan.
 
   “You’re in dangerous territory, woman.” His eyes blazed into hers and she almost smiled wantonly. There was an edgy rasp of warning in his voice, telling her she was pushing him close to the edge.
 
   But Hanna couldn’t stop. She was touching him and she loved it. In all these months past, he seemed so unattainable, like a perfect sculpture in a gallery that you could only look upon but never hope to get close enough, to trace each classic line with worshiping fingers. Now she had her chance and she was drunk with it. High as a cloud with pleasure just from having him within her grasp.
 
   She didn’t expect what happened next. With a deep growl, Damian seized both her wrists and backed her into the nearby bed. She fell flat on her back, her arms pinned above her and with Damian on top of her. Heavens he was so big, and strong. It would have made her frightened to be immobilized beneath him, her two wrists restrained in his one fist while with the other, he closed gently around her throat, effectively trapping her. She tried to wrestle free, straining against him but knowing she wasn’t strong enough to release herself. 
 
   She’d never felt this helpless, and she felt a strange delight to be dominated this way. Hanna realized she liked being at his mercy. What was he going to do to her?
 
   The room was silent. Damian stared down at her with an intensity she’d never seen before. Her stomach plunged and warmth spread from her waist down till it reached her toes. Deep inside her pussy was an aching twinge of longing, and she could feel the way her nipples hardened against the lacy cups of her bra. She felt turned on more than she’d ever been in her life. God, she needed him to touch her, kiss her – stretch her to the limits. Hanna could tell that he was on the very edge of control, his breath thick and fast and his eyes darkened almost black. She didn’t understand what was happening, but it made her pulse race, her lips panting as her breasts rose and fell with difficult breaths. 
 
   Her dress had ridden up to reveal the smooth length of her upper thighs, and she shivered when she felt his hand rest just underneath one knee, his fingers teasing the sensitive flesh in the crease of her inner knee. “The things you make me want to do to you,” Damian said huskily, hooded eyes travelling over her shivering frame arched beneath him. “Sometimes I feel I’ll go too far and it would be hard to turn back. The last thing I want is to scare you.”
 
   “I’m not afraid of you,” Hanna whispered truthfully. She was only afraid of the way he made her feel. So that he was engrained into her subconscious and she didn’t even know it till it was too late. 
 
   “Maybe you should be,” he said with a light tone, fingertips trailing upward from her knee to her inner right thigh. “Maybe you aren’t ready for the things I enjoy. For a long time I’ve wanted to know your threshold for pain, the sort of pain which is laced with the most sublime pleasure you’ve ever known.”
 
   Hanna’s eyes clouded with confusion. For the first time, she did feel a wrench of doubt. What did he mean by pain? She wasn’t into that. 
 
   “Damian, I don’t think…”
 
   He hushed her with a finger to her lips. With his free hand, he pulled off his already loose tie. Then he quickly wrapped it around her wrist, knotting it tight but not uncomfortably so. This he attached to the headboard above her, ensuring she had nowhere to go. Her breath caught.
 
   Oh…my, thought Hanna. But that was the first shock. Next came when Damian grabbed her neckline and ripped the dress she wore in half. Hanna cried out in surprise, her shredded dress gaping open to reveal her lacy black underwear.
 
   Hanna was in a daze and wasn’t completely sure of what was happening. She only knew that Damian’s rough actions were making her tremble with a monstrous excitement that echoed within the folds of her now streaming pussy.
 
   “Beautiful,” he murmured, skimming his gaze over her heaving breasts in the lacy bra and the triangle of black lace at the apex of her thighs, barely concealing the pulpy mound beneath.
 
   Damian’s face came close to hers and he mouthed silkily in her ear, “Trust me.”
 
   *
 
   Hanna twisted against Damian’s tie. Helpless. She couldn’t get free. Didn’t want to. His words, Trust me, rang through her bloodstream and made her quiver inside. She wasn’t sure what a man like him was capable of behind closed doors. She’d only seen the man he’d wanted her to see; cold and unapproachable. Driven and heartless. But, earlier that morning, when they’d had sex, she’d seen his other side. The passionate, feral Damian, who exalted in the bliss they evoked when they clashed together in abandoned lust. He’d blown her away then, making her unsure of where she stood. How she loved to hate him, but couldn’t resist his carnal enchantment.
 
   Damian started to move against her, his hands rubbing up her body. 
 
   “Your skin feels like velvet,” he breathed. 
 
   Hanna stopped trying to move. She felt guilty…tangled up. Perhaps this had always been her fantasy. Deep, deep down she’d always imagined being taken and ravished by Damian. All those times she’d despised him, she’d felt an uncontainable attraction for the man that he was: handsome, forbidding and filled with leashed power. 
 
   Now, it was out. The secret truth. Chet had been right all along. It had been obvious to the outside world how much she’d wanted this.
 
   And the realization made her feel wetter and even guiltier.
 
   His roving hand reached closer to the juncture of her thighs and Hanna couldn’t keep from writhing as jolts threatened to send her spiralling into a dark, wondrous place. She gasped.
 
   “Ssh, honey, just ssh.”
 
   Then he fisted her panties and ripped them away like they were wisps. He did the same for her bra and now she was naked, her clothing in tatters around her.
 
   Damian let his hand rub her breasts, his fingers lingering on a nipple and pulling it roughly. Hanna whimpered. He paused and looked into hers, as if to ask, Did you enjoy that? He tugged again, harder this time. Hanna moaned in protest, but she was into this. And she knew he could tell.
 
   “Please,” Hanna pleaded.
 
   “Please what, Hanna? You know I’m going to punish you. I think you’ll like my methods of discipline. And you’re not going to stop me, are you?” he asked leisurely, though there was a steel edge to his words.
 
   Hanna’s head moved in agreement. “But just please…don’t hurt me.” Much as she wanted this, she really wasn’t down for any kind of extreme pain or stuff like that. She knew other people got into those kinds of play during sex and she definitely had no tolerance for any severe kind of physical cruelty. 
 
   “I can’t promise I won’t hurt you – but I can promise it won’t be in a bad way. You’ll want to ask for more of this,” he told her in that same confident tone that somehow calmed her. He seemed to know what he was talking about. She remembered how deftly he’d tied her to the headboard, his movements precise and economical. He’d definitely done things like this before.
 
   She felt a certain irritation when she thought of any other woman getting tied up and teased by Damian in the past. But there was nothing she could do about that at present. She drew in deep breaths and tried to focus. Meeting his expectant gaze, she nodded slowly.
 
   He smiled, and then leaned forward and took a nipple in his mouth. Hanna was filled with instant tremors. He sucked her beaded tip hard and flicked it with his tongue. He groaned and Hanna couldn’t breathe from how delirious the pleasure became with just his mouth covering her nipple. His hand cupped her sex, and then started to move up and down, pushing past her pussy lips to her very core.
 
   “I’m going to fuck the shit out of you, Hanna,” he rasped into her breast.
 
   Hanna heard a sob escape her, lust rising up inside her. Damian talking dirty to her like that had the wildest effect on her brain, which already felt ready to implode. She liked how the crude words sounded on his lips, in that deep cultured voice of his. His two fingers pushed into her hot, wet centre and began to fuck her insistently. Hanna let out a helpless cry as she got wetter and wetter. His thumb brushed her clit and she bucked almost a foot off the bed. 
 
   Damian’s lips released her nipple and he straightened up to look into her eyes. Then he kissed her hard on the mouth.
 
   His hand moved in a blur as he finger-fucked her harder until the lewd sounds of her soaked pussy filled the air. He rubbed her clit at the same time and Hanna couldn’t hold back her moans.
 
   “Not yet,” he rasped, just as she was close to her peak. Hanna felt like screaming even as she fought back the urge to simply give in to the mounting pressure threatening to splinter her.  
 
   He licked her earlobe. “I say when you get to come. You do so a second earlier than I command, and there will be consequences.”
 
   Ooooh. Hanna’s spine arched, her stomach doing flip-flop at the dangerous strain in Damian’s voice. His fingers pounded in and out of her and she felt full, brimming with pleasure that just kept from tipping over.
 
   “Damian,” she moaned, lost in a lustrous realm without end.
 
   “Yes, baby. Say my name. Don’t ever forget I’m the only one who can make you so wet you’re streaming down my fingers. And when you come, you’ll skeet like a water gun all around my cock.”
 
   He turned her over before she could even guess what he was up to next. Her wrists twisted over her head and her cheeks dug into the pillow. She felt him re-insert his fingers and the heel of his palm bumped into her ass as he pummelled her with his fingers from behind.
 
   Hanna tried to inch up and look back at him over her shoulder, but he held her down with a strong hand in between her shoulder blades. 
 
   Hanna couldn’t recognize the sounds she was making. They were a cross between screeches and animal growls. And they grew even louder in the passing minutes, when Damian leaned down and let his tongue take the place of his fingers. 
 
   He held her buttocks apart with both hands and jabbed her with his tongue. He started off slowly, savouring her taste. But then he intensified the pressure, his stiffened tongue moving in and out of her rapidly.
 
   Hanna had never felt such a physical thrill. Even though his tongue was cool and wet, her pussy felt like it was scorched. His tongue ravished her pussy and she laid her head to one side, unable to keep her body still from the neck down. 
 
   She needed to come so bad she shook. “Damian, please. I can’t hold back. I need…”
 
   “I know exactly what you need,” she heard him say calmly, which did nothing to warn her about the hand that suddenly came down on her ass hard.
 
   Hanna gasped, the shock of the impact making her start up. He smacked her again sharply and she felt her ass jiggle as it stung massively. Again she tried to sit up but his body weight was used to keep her down.
 
   Oh God. So much was happening at once. Damian began to spank her in earnest, making one buttock smart along with the other as he spread the thwacks evenly over her entire behind. Hanna jerked each time he struck her, moans spilling from her throat – whether in pleasure or pain she wasn’t sure. He spread her legs wider and she knew he could see her pussy, which felt swollen to twice its size. When he slapped her there, she gasped in shock. A swift, powerful heat rushed to the surface of her sex, engorging it even more. All over she was buzzing from how good this felt and how bad it all was. Why had she never felt like this before? It felt incredible.
 
   Dark, and light. Hard, and soft. Deep, and shallow. The contrasts almost overturned all her senses.
 
   She tried to squirm away from him, but he only slapped her pussy again, this time harder. Fuck she was going to erupt if he did it again. Maybe he knew, so he stopped. Hanna drew in a loud, harsh breath as she thought it was probably over. Damian was very still.
 
   Seconds later, she felt his weight leave the bed. Tied as she was, she couldn’t turn in his direction and see what he was doing. The not knowing had her mind going crazy. Then she heard the sound of his belt being pulled from his trousers. Oh shit.
 
   Even before she could process that sound, she heard another. A condom packet ripping open. At that familiar sound, her traitorous pussy began to pulse like a beating drum. 
 
   Then suddenly, Hanna felt him grab her hips right before he forced his big, hard cock inside of her.
 
   “Fuck,” Damian breathed. Hanna couldn’t even think. He was fucking her. Hard and fast and deep. Plunging, ramming, pounding. She put her face into the pillow and bit down fiercely to keep from screaming the hotel roof down. Her legs were shaking and she could tell he was holding up all her weight. He used this to his advantage as he began to move her body on his cock.
 
   “So-fucking-tight,” he groaned, and pumped her deeper with each word.
 
   There had to be some line to pleasure and she’d crossed it, right into another zone of being. But whatever she’d felt before, it was nothing. Damian showed her this when without warning he doubled up the belt and laid it to her buttocks. It was a mere glancing stroke, but she felt it mightily. It added a new, titillating quality to the fact that he was filling her again and again with his cock. 
 
   “Oh my God,” Hanna gasped, when the belt connected with her flesh again, all in time to his thrusts. The angle and depth brought a sensation of wicked ecstasy that Hanna almost wasn’t equipped for. What do you do when pleasure became knife-edged, making your neurons snap like twigs with each drilling push of cock inside you?
 
   Now, she welcomed the burn of leather on the fleshy tops of her ass. Damian shoved inside her with unrestrained energy, his pace unbroken for full minutes at a time. It took that continuous pressure to trip them both over the wire and Hanna knew it was moments more before they toppled together.
 
   “Too close,” Damian gritted out. “I want to see your pretty face when I come inside you.”
 
   With that she felt him pull out of her and turned her on her back once more. She looked into his penetrating eyes and face, edged with harsh passion. He looked like he’d lost control. But his wicked smile twisted her heartstrings as he pushed back inside her with a groan.
 
   Yes yes yes, chanted Hanna in her head as he ramped up speed while fucking her depths. His hands shifted up to bunch her breasts together so he could lick both nipples as they touched. Hanna cried out with pleasure, her every limb tingling.
 
   As their eyes held, he reached up and closed a hand over her throat. It wasn’t restrictive in any way and she could easily breathe. But the sensation of being in his control got to her. That as well as his balls slapping against her as he rammed her deep, taking his pleasure from her pussy. For some reason that made her even more turned on and this blended in with her own enjoyment of being filled snugly. He built up a mind-blowing rhythm and she couldn’t help the way her walls tightened and pulsated around him.
 
   When his command finally came, she was ready. “Come, Hanna,” was all he breathed in her ear. The resultant climax shook her to her foundations. Round and round she spun, riding a rainbow-colored carousel to the ends of the world and back.
 
   Damian rested half on-top of her, his heart beating against her chest. Hanna felt like she never wanted to move again for the next…week. She felt him undo his tie from around her wrists, and gathered her up against his shirted body. The fact that in all this time he still had on all his clothes while she was practically naked, made everything that happened seem even more wired up.  
 
   Even though her body felt too stampeded to stir a muscle, her mind still stayed active as she mused on her next step. What now? 
 
   *
 
   Damian held her tightly and soon realized his shirt was wet. He tilted her chin so he could look into her shimmering eyes. “Too much?” he asked, his voice tinged with concern. 
 
   “No…I’m alright,” she said quickly, shaking her head. “I mean, it’s not that. Yes it was intense, but…” She took a deep breath. “I’m just so confused.”
 
   He stroked her hair and she loved this gentle side of him. That was why she was so mixed up. There were so many facets to him and she didn’t know which one to put stock to. 
 
   “That’s fine,” he told her soothingly. “It’s supposed to be like this. Just like I never thought I’d get this chance with you.”
 
   “How long has it been since you…felt this way?” She’d been about to say ‘since you fell in love with me’ but had corrected herself. Damian didn’t and could never love anyone least of all her. Even she could see that.
 
   “Almost since the first moment I met you. You walked into my office and someone introduced you as my new assistant. My mind went blank for a moment and I know I said something really uncalled for and disparaging. From then on that was the mask I used because I realized it was the only way to fight the way you got to me.” He inhaled roughly. 
 
   Hanna let out a disbelieving laugh. “Now that can’t be just me. Everyone knows you have a reputation of being the toughest, most mean-spirited and disagreeable boss to work with.”
 
   “And yet with you it felt different,” he said with a hint of laughter beneath his words at her description of him. “I kept wanting you to see me as a man, and not just your boss. Admitting that to myself was one hell of a wakeup call.”
 
   His hand tipped her chin up again so he held her gaze. “I know you need time to come to grips with this. But if you think I’m going to let you go, you’re mistaken. Everything you used to know about me was true and I don’t deny it. I’ve been an insufferable, hard-headed and conceited know-it-all with no remorse or compassion for those forced to work with me. But you’re the one woman who’s pushed me this far that I’d do anything for, do anything to make you mine.”
 
   Hanna felt a stirring of anger at his words. So he wasn’t sorry for what he did. Maybe he felt it was his right to come between her and Chet. Once again, she saw clearly how far from perfect he was. It was okay to have a bad side but it irked her a lot that he seemed unrepentant about his role in her break-up.
 
   She knew he could read the defiance in her eyes and she didn’t cloak her emotions. “I told you. I’m not going to be your property. Something you can toy with and then discard when you’re done. I’ve seen you with women, Damian. Remember? I know how little you value matters of the heart. But that’s okay, because I walked into this with both eyes open. I know the deal.”
 
   Damian’s eyes narrowed with interest that had anger laced in his brow. “You do?”
 
   “Yes.” Her voice was firmer now, her gaze unwavering. “This is just sex Damian and it works both ways. You don’t want any strings attached any more than I do. My boyfriend took off with some barely legal groupie. I guess I needed a pick-me-up from my hot billionaire boss. Now I guess Chet and I are even. I do owe him a real apology though because he told me about you. Maybe I can work things out with him, who can tell? He just might forgive me and want me back. If it comes to that, I already know what my choice would be.”
 
   Hanna had pushed Damian to the wall this time and she could tell. She didn’t know how someone so furious could keep it reined in the way he did, fury etched in every line of his face yet his whole body left with no sign of agitation. That didn’t fool her for a second though. He still looked ready to smash a fist through the headboard. 
 
   “I’m going to leave now before I do something stupid,” he said with cold composure. “But you and I both know this: I can have you when I want you, Hanna.”
 
   He leaned in and pressed a kiss to her forehead, and Hanna stiffened at the warmth of his lips. “You do what you have to do. And I’ll do the same. Get some rest.”
 
   And with that, he rolled off the bed and left after gathering his things.
 
   Alone in her bed, Hanna stared after his departing figure as the door closed behind him.
 
   She hated when he was right. Even now she itched with renewed need for the ways in which only he knew how to please her. She was as confused as ever now. 
 
   He’d always make her vulnerable, she could see that already. There were no half measures with him and if she let it consume her, it would. While he could always walk away – but only if it suited him.
 
   She wasn’t ready to be Damian Rush’s passing fantasy. 
 
   Nothing would make any sense till she spoke to Chet again and found out where her heart really lay, Hanna couldn’t repress a shiver as she hugged her pillow closer beneath her cheek.
 
   All Hanna could hope for was that she’d make the final choice that was best for her and no one else. So what was it going to be?
 
   . 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   Flirting With Desire Book 3
 
    
 
   It had all happened so fast. Hanna never gave herself the chance to think it through, but had let her treacherous libido lead the way. Not once, but twice in the same day she’d succumbed to the ravenous blast of need Damian evoked.
 
   Hanna could hardly imagine having to look herself in the mirror after this. She’d always thought she had more sense, more self-control. But Chet had been right all along. And it ripped at her to think he’d known her more than she knew herself.
 
   Thinking about Chet, she let out a groan of dismay. She had to face this sometime. So she got out her cell and called him. After a few rings, his distinctly deep voice came on the line.
 
   “It’s great you called back, Hanna. I wanted to make sure you were OK,” he explained. “I was concerned about you.”
 
   “I’m alright,” Hanna said, feeling anything but. All over she still tingled from Damian’s rough, deliciously wicked taking. But it went deeper than that; her head was in a whirl about her true feelings and where they stood. 
 
   She sighed deeply and added, “I mean I don’t really understand all that’s happening, but I’m getting it together. Chet, you need to be straight with me. Just how long have you been cheating on me?”
 
   He let out an impatient sound. “Hanna, you had this infatuation with your…”
 
   “What in the world? Chet, I was faithful to you all the years we were together. I loved you. And you could just turn around and pull that shit on me.” She couldn’t help the anger and betrayal, remembering how she’d felt when he’d walked out with that young spritely thing.
 
   “I never wanted to go over this, not again,” Chet began heavily. “But, Hanna I heard you call him name when we had sex. This happened more than a few times. I tried to ignore it at first, but then even in your sleep, you spoke his name.”
 
   Hanna sat back heavily on the pillows, her body going weak. “What?”
 
   Chet went on relentlessly, “And then there was all that dressing up you did for him. You never cared to dress up for me. What was even worse were the constant trips – you couldn’t seem to wait to go. I know I hurt you, and I’m sorry. It just couldn’t work out anymore with him between us. Just think about it, Hanna. And how you’d react in my shoes; that just with hearing his voice on the line, makes your breath catch. How do you think that made me feel?”
 
   It was Hanna’s turn to feel apologetic, all the while her mind reeling. She called Damian’s name while she had sex with Chet…even while she slept. This whole fixation with him had gone even deeper than she realized. Shit. 
 
   “I’m really sorry Chet. This is a shock to me. I know I’m not in love with him.” To her own ears, that declaration sound half-hearted, and she hated to acknowledge that.
 
   “The thing about fighting the inevitable is that you only make it worse,” Chet said patiently. “I saw the signs but told myself it didn’t matter, that you weren’t like other women. But the fact remains that you couldn’t be true to yourself so how could you be the same to me?”
 
   Hanna chewed on her lip hard. She hadn’t been true to herself. She knew that now. In a ‘safe’ relationship, she’d used it as her crutch to deny what she felt inside for Damian. He engulfed her soul, and now her body was his as well. He’d laid claim to all that was feminine and submissive within her and that was why it had been so easy all these months to do his will, even when she said she’d hated it. But was that love? 
 
   “I never meant to hurt you,” she told Chet quietly at last. “Damian is…different. I’ve never really met anyone like him and I truly didn’t want to fall. I can only wish the best for you. I hope she treats you right.”
 
   She heard his gentle laugh. “And I hope you’ll finally put your head right and go for what you want this time. You deserve it.”
 
   Did she really? Hanna wanted to laugh self-deprecatingly at that. No woman deserved a man like Damian Rush. You could desire him all you want but it was a fantasy best enjoyed from afar. Unluckily for her though, she let herself forget every element of survival tactics she’d learned over the last few months. Falling for Damian was a luxury she couldn’t afford and she knew exactly why.
 
   This was just another conquest for him. He said it himself: I can have you when I want. He knew exactly the hold he had on her. Men like him thrived on the power rush they got from claiming that elusive prize. And yet now that he’d had her, he had no intention of letting go.
 
   That told Hanna she had some power of her own.
 
   *
 
   The next day they had another set of meetings and it was time for them to check out so Hanna gathered up her things, knowing that Damian would be packing as well. 
 
   She felt relieved he’d let her spend the night alone. Whether she’d have been able to send him back if he’d slid underneath the covers next to her, she couldn’t say. Thinking about the drive home, she winced. That should give them plenty of time to have that talk they hadn’t got the chance for yet, but Hanna wasn’t looking forward to it. The last thing she wanted was to come to terms with anything, especially not about her feelings for Damian.
 
   They checked out in silence, their bags taken to the car by the bell hop. Once on the road, neither spoke and the drive was quiet if not a bit tense. Hanna drifted off wondering how things would change now they were returning to reality.
 
   It was three AM. when Damian pulled in front of a house. Hanna stirred and recognized that they were at his place, not his.
 
   She sighed. “I need to go home, Damian.”
 
   He didn’t speak at first but got out of the car and went around to her side, opening her door.
 
   She didn’t feel like struggling as he drew her out on her feet. His hand cupped her elbow as he gazed down into her puzzled face. “You are home. If you think I’m going to have you tempted to run begging after Chet, then think again. You definitely need saving from yourself.” He had a smirk on his face she longed to smack off and her eyes were blazing. He turned and walked up to the house and Hanna stalked after him, this time ready for a fight.
 
   He threw her a glance over his shoulder as he unlocked the doors and led the way. “Besides, I bought this place for us. From now on, I intend to give you things he couldn’t, everything you deserved.”
 
   Hanna was almost dumbstruck, stopping dead in her tracks. “How…why would you buy a house for…us?” She felt like she should be frightened. Maybe his controlling streak went beyond having a kinky side in bed or pushing her around at work. This was different – maybe even crazy. He couldn’t be serious, surely?
 
   “I can’t imagine what’s so perplexing. After all you decorated it,” he reminded her seriously.
 
   “I decorated it? Now what’s that supposed to mean?” she demanded, then frowned as she did begin to recall being instructed to handle the selection of the furniture for the place with the aid of the interior designer she’d hired.
 
   Hanna pushed a shaky hand through her hair and tried to gather her wits. She saw Damian lock the door after her before coming to pull her up against him. “Come up to bed. We really don’t want to spend the rest of the night arguing, do we?”
 
   Ignoring the silken sweep of his voice on her senses, Hanna strained away. “Being my boss doesn’t give you the right to order me to bed.”
 
   “Ah, what fire. I must say I love when you defy me – or try to. You always did give as good as you got though.” He kissed her lips and effectively put rest to any more protests. “Now let’s go to bed.”
 
   Hanna’s soft cry of surprise filled the air when he swept her into his arms and carried her up to the bedroom before depositing her on the bed. He undressed her slowly and began to kiss every inch of her naked frame. Hanna shivered all through his ministrations though all the while she berated how easily she let him get his way. Or maybe…it simply suited her to let him think he was having his way all the time. Yes, that sounded like a better prospect.
 
   When he reached up to catch her lips, Hanna chose that moment to push firmly on his chest till she had him on his back. Her little smile of mischief had his eyes narrowing into slits of heated desire.
 
   “Allow me,” Hanna murmured, and this time she was the one to disrobe him. His tie, shirt, shoes and socks, followed by his trousers and then last to go were his black silk boxers.
 
   Hanna was done being the placid little assistant. She certainly wasn’t in the mood to play his malleable submissive tonight. Yes, he’d shown her so much and she knew she still had a lot to learn about her deepest, hidden urges to surrender. But tonight, just this once she wanted to know what it felt like to be the one in command.
 
   She got her first taste when she settled in between his thighs and he started up slightly. She pushed him back with a strength that surprised even her. “No. Don’t move.”
 
   He leaned back, his broad chest rising, expanding till he exhaled in a harsh gust. She smiled.
 
   “Very good,” she said demurely, her hands smoothing up his thighs. She knew feminine power then, when every muscle he had seemed to stiffen at her feathery touch. Not taking her eyes from him she let his thick, heavy cock fall into her palms. The weight of him sent her chest pounding till she felt breathless. His erection looked massive and angry within her small, light fingers.  
 
   She’d fought the feeling so hard it didn’t seem real now: the way her whole self wished to engulf him till he flowed through her veins. As she stayed kneeling between his legs, Hanna at last understood Chet’s final words. She had to go for what she wanted, and stop denying herself what she really craved. Watching the agony etched on his handsome face, Hanna pumped him slowly, his girth wrapped in her delicate fist. She stilled, and then leaned forward to rest her lips on the glistening head, so broad and spear-like. She felt an unhurried enjoyment seeping through her skin and she welcomed it, darting out the tip of her tongue and flicking it over his entire cap.
 
   Damian groaned, his thighs growing taut as his hips strained slightly off the bed. Hanna closed her eyes briefly in delight as she parted her mouth and drew him in inch by shallow inch. With her mouth sealed around his firm, rigid flesh, she sucked hard, holding his mushroom cap in and twirling him with her tongue. She glanced up quickly at him and saw his lips move in an almost soundless yet heart-felt curse while his hands were knuckle-white, clutching at the sheets.
 
   Hanna wasn’t done yet. There was so much she wanted to explore. Like how much deeper she could take him than the last time she’d had him in her mouth. And how far she could push him before he found it impossible to hold back. She wanted his all; every single jet of his cum spilling into her throat and only then would she be content.
 
   It was the sweetest task she’d ever set for herself. So this was power. This was being in control of your lover’s every gasp and groan. Damian clenched up, lifting to meet her mouth, which stretched wider to take more of him, and more. How satiny his cock felt in texture, yet how steely in substance. He throbbed against the roof of her mouth and she moaned, the vibrations causing a deeper growl to escape from his lips.
 
   Her fingers stroked his balls and moved daringly lower, to tease that secret place as she bobbed energetically up and down his shaft.
 
   “Hanna. You’re…fuck. Killing me,” grunted Damian, his hips canting forward as he cupped the back of her head. Hanna read his movements and the sounds of his pleasure and knew just when he drew too close. She’d slow down on her active motions, instead wrapping him round with her dancing tongue and jacking his thick base with hands now damp from her dripping slurps and sucks. She felt as pushed to the edge as he was, and there was no line she wasn’t ready to cross. She noted how his belly sunk in with a pant as she rubbed on his secret entrance. She used tiny, teasing spirals till his cock seemed ready to explode within her lips. Not thinking twice about it, she pushed in just the slightest bit with her moist index finger. Her mouth shoved even further down his cock till he hit the back of her throat and her lips almost brushed the nest of dark curls at his crotch. One second later, he let out a roar and was gushing streams of thick, warm sperm to fill her mouth.
 
   Damian shuddered with every blast of his seed into her gullet. Hanna had never thought of the time she’d ever consider swallowing cum; she’d certainly never did that with Chet’s. But with Damian it was a personal choice she made to swallow each last trace of his essence, reveling in the taste of him that clouded her senses till she felt intoxicated. Then she carefully cleaned off each stray droplet from her lips and his tip. It was then she realized how much her pussy throbbed in between her legs and how her folds rubbed together in swollen wetness.
 
   She moaned when his fingers sank into her hair and drew her up to meet his kiss. It was a wild, hot kiss heavy with wicked promise that told her he was far from sated even if his cock had just been. 
 
   They drew back at the same time and Hanna stared into his face which seemed chiseled from marble, his eyes now blue-black and liquid, for once seeming to soften his sharply handsome features. His hair, rich and dark, was a sexy mess she wanted to sink her fingers into. 
 
   She’d always felt invisible to him, like she could never get through his hard shell. But now, instinct told her he was the source of all these strange feelings and notions taking her over. How could she have been in love with Chet if she’d so easily tumbled to Damian’s mastery? Quickly, Hanna lowered her eyes to conceal the vulnerability that suddenly flooded her. She felt lost, frightened, even with her new-found power. He firmly tipped her chin up again so that he held her gaze and she grew wetter just watching him. Hanna could feel something pulling at her soul, and she gasped with all the weight of need brought on by this man.
 
   His fingers reached up and combed through her disarrayed locks. “Tell me what you want,” he said, softly.
 
   His words sent a shiver through her. “I want…” She blinked, heart pounding faster and faster. “I want you.”
 
   She’d never have imagined what her simple response would instigate. The rest of the hours before dawn, she had the most ferocious sex she’d ever experienced. Damian took her in ways that had scarcely been conceived. She was certain of it. And his appetite seemed to be never-ending, immeasurable.
 
   Days after, Hanna would remember with soaked inner thighs how she’d thrashed about beneath him, feeling hands, lips and his thick hard heat making her swollen and slick. She came and came, ebbing and flowing with each thrust. Damian pushed the pleasure to build and build till it tumbled over into some new kind of bliss, like she’d never felt before.
 
   After what must have been her fifth orgasm, Hanna watched Damian come up for air, licking his way up her shivering body. He took each pink nipple into his mouth and suckled like a starved infant.
 
   Hanna moaned airlessly. “I can’t…no more,” she begged, tingling right to her bone marrow.
 
   But Damian merely chuckled softly, lifting up on his elbows and edging his hard cock back into her pulsating sheathe. 
 
   A warmth pooled in her belly, sending more wetness flooding between her legs as her sensitive flesh throbbed around his plunging shaft. Hanna felt hot and irresistibly drawn to his sexual energy that they seemed to batter her insides to submission. She’d never thought it imaginable that she could orgasm so many times. Even when her body screamed enough, her mind told her she could take plenty more. 
 
   Damian’s breathing was heavy, his lips nuzzling her neck before he gently nipped her elbow. His hands roamed freely on her exposed skin, caressing and squeezing in ways that made her feel each touch to the extreme. Oh, how he made her feel. She needed each raspy bite, each drilling thrust. From now on, she only wanted to be fucked like this, with a streamlined savagery. Every lunge of his hips sending him through her walls like he had a battering ram between his thighs. Once, Hanna had believed true passion and lust could only be born from love and other sentimental emotions. What she felt for Damian went far beyond that, superseding everything she’d ever known about pleasing and being pleased by her man.
 
   Her man. Thinking of Damian in those terms had her chest rising and falling rapidly. With him everything was even more of a wonder, like when his hands traced her nipples and they turned to tiny diamond-cut buds of ecstasy. Or when he trailed his fingers down her small belly, all the way down to her sex with its small triangular patch of slick blond hair and made her clit engorge just by brushing over it. Hanna stared down at his cock ramming in and out of her folds, while his thumb pressed down on her sensitive nub. She lay there beneath him trembling and torn, arching her back and grunting at the amazing sensations. 
 
   Damian had given her insights of what they might be, but nothing could ever eclipse the reality of being made to encounter every ounce of bliss he’d promised. His eyes were fastened on her face when she finally came, again, her mouth spilling with little yelping noises. He captured her mouth with his, his fingers coaxing her clit into several more mini-climatic shudders. Damian’s kiss was a moist, hungry, lingering treat.  He dove in with that generous tongue of his that knew so well how to please her. She kissed him back with equal fervor, gripping his hair in her fingers while her inner muscles gripped him in twitching bursts that made him groan roughly. 
 
   Her rhythmic clenching around him had him thrusting harder and faster, riding her into oblivion till he exploded deep inside her. Hanna couldn’t help the way every inch of her vibrated in orgasmic response. This new climax of hers knew no limits, pushing her face-first into a pool of pure pleasure. She had to have blacked out for a few minutes, because she was suddenly aware of being wrapped beneath the covers, gentle lips pressed to her now cool temple. Hanna sighed, losing herself inside the perfect mist of sleep.
 
    
 
   *
 
   Hanna woke up several hours later and heard Damian in the kitchen, talking with a woman who had a matronly, accented voice. Rightly assuming it was the housekeeper, Hanna quickly pulled on one of Damian’s oversized shirts, brushed her teeth with the spare packaged brush and tried to salvage her face and hair. She made her way to the kitchen and blushed when Damian promptly drew her to him and kissed her soundly.
 
   The housekeeper, a stout and portly woman smiled and cleared her throat, which made Hanna blush harder. Damian chuckled and drew back a bit. “Hanna, hope you’re hungry. Mrs. Alvarez made us a big breakfast.”
 
   Hanna was famished, and smiled gratefully at Mrs. Alvarez when she took in the feast spread out. The kitchen was filled with aromas that made Hanna want to swoon with pleasure. 
 
   They were left on their own to eat while the housekeeper announced that she was going out to the market to get some supplies.  Hanna’s eyes felt drawn to Damian dressed in a pristine white shirt, open at the neck and tucked into his dark pants, making him just as edible as the food before her. She looked down when he grinned her way.
 
   “That shirt suits you more than I think it ever did me,” he commented, indicating her attire with his cup of coffee. 
 
   Hanna’s fingers crumbled her bread. “You know I still have to get back to my house so I can dress for work.”
 
   He nodded. “I’ll take you once we’re done.”
 
   Her brow creased slightly. “Did you mean what you said, about this house?” Hanna felt silly for bringing that up but she seemed incapable of holding it back.
 
   “Sure,” he said casually, reaching forward to refill her glass of fresh orange juice from the pitcher. “I got this place with us in mind, Hanna. There’ll be weekends, and some times during the week I’ll require us to spend time together. This place will be perfect for our needs.”
 
   “What, like a love nest?” Hanna asked through tight lips. She should have guessed. Why did she even imagine for a second this would be anything but a little hideaway where they could indulge in kinky games whenever he had the need. She must have been a fool to think he’d planned it as their home where he intended they move in together. That he’d even – lord help her – propose. Ask her to be in his life as something other than his property, a sex doll he could dominate according to his pleasure.
 
   He tipped up a dark brow at her tone. “I’d like to have you all to myself as much as possible but you and I know that with my kind of schedule, that’s not practicable.” He leaned in again, this time to tease a stray blonde lock within his thumb and forefinger. “Think about how good it was last night…this morning. Tell me you don’t get wet thinking about coming back here and letting me show you how much more there is in store. There’s a room in particular within the house that I chose to decorate myself, and once we can make time I’m giving you a guided tour.”
 
   “Let me guess…that would be your little room filled with every depraved toy and prop known to man where you intend to introduce me to the joys of BDSM.” She twisted her lips at his look of surprise. “Oh, I heard the gossip. Your ex-girlfriends do get a bit chatty and drippy when I give a listening ear before I have to kick them out on their butts. I might like it a little rough as I discovered on our trip, but no way I’m into whips and chains or having to be neck to toe in leather.”
 
   Damian actually threw his head back and laughed heartily. Hanna scowled, detesting her heart for lurching at the sound of his deep, throaty mirth.
 
   “For once, you don’t have to believe all you heard about me. I might like some mild BDSM but that’s it. A little role play, light discipline and the like. I told you, Hanna; you’ll like everything I want to do to you and in fact will look forward to having it done to you again and again.”
 
   Shit. He was right. The devil was always right but that didn’t make Hanna feel any less peeved. Not sparing him another word, she dumped her mutilated toast and flounced out of the kitchen to get ready, trailed by his hearty chuckles…
 
   *
 
   Eventually Damian drove her to her apartment and she quickly went in to get ready for work. 
 
   Damian walked in after her and was waiting in the front room for a few minutes. He’d never been inside her personal space before. Suddenly curious, he ventured in further, walking down the hall to her bedroom. He came to a standstill once inside, knowing the bed was one she’d shared with Chet which gave him an overwhelming urge to burn it to cinders.
 
   He sighed raggedly and combed fingers roughly through his hair. Hanna came in from the bathroom, saw his expression and teased, “Look, you don’t have to wait if you don’t want to. I can easily get a cab to work if you’re in a hurry.”
 
   “It’s not that at all,” Damian said gruffly.  He reached for her nape, cupping it and drawing her closer till the gap between them lessened. “I’m happy you’re mine now. I watched you with Chet. I hated him. He didn’t treat you right and you deserve so much more.”
 
   “Funny enough he said much the same thing,” Hanna murmured. Damian growled, quelling his anger at the fact they were even mentioning that toad’s name. He didn’t even want to think of the possibility that Hanna might still be in love with the jerk. 
 
   Damian had zero likeness for Chet. Chet didn’t appreciate Hanna the way he should have. Hanna worked hard to support them while Chet had never bothered to keep a job – unless his questionable musical aspirations could be considered a worthwhile pastime.
 
   Damian knew for a fact that Chet had cheated on Hanna, even before Damian had been in the picture. Damian had actually hired an investigator to follow Chet and take pictures to prove it. It had been Damian’s intention to show them to Hanna on their trip but then she’d told him about Chet breaking up with her so Damian decided the pictures were no longer necessary. But if she kept thinking of Chet as some wronged hero, there was no saying what Damian would do.
 
   When he started to get hung up on Hanna he couldn’t say. Things had kind of just snuck up on him. There had been that one time though, in the first week she’d begun working for him. She was leaving work that day and he got in the lift with her. Damian didn’t speak to her for want of something to say and had kept up his glacier-cool façade. When Hanna got off the lift she had Chet waiting and they both embraced before walking out the exit arm in arm. Damian hated Chet in that moment and it was then he knew for certain that Hanna was a woman he wanted as his. 
 
   Now, with her showered and refreshed, he felt his need for her throb up to the surface effortlessly. He’d never desired a woman the way he did Hanna. Her skin, her hair, her eyes and even the soft way she breathed. Damn. He pulled her to him and kissed her with a slow-burn passion that he knew was just as effective as a full-blown bout of lustful locking of lips. She moaned, shivering in his arms. Her smell hypnotized him and turned his cock to rock-hard stiffness in his pants.
 
   “Damian, we have to go to work,” she whimpered, struggling weakly against him.
 
   “I’m the boss and I say let’s call in sick.” He nuzzled her neck, drawing in her delicious, natural scent. He backed her into the near wall, her towel loosened and flung away before she could protest further. Her naked body writhing against his made his mind ready to combust. He grabbed her hips and lifted, causing her to link her legs around his waist. His hardness nudged against her soft wetness and they both groaned. She was just as on fire as he was.
 
   “Oh my God,” she moaned, in that way that sent the blood vessels swelling in his cock and balls. He hitched her even higher with his hands cupping her bare ass. She gripped his shoulders, her hair falling forward around his face as she leaned her temple against his.
 
   With one hand, he reached up and cupped her breast, before pinching her nipple.
 
   “Aaaah.” Hanna undulated her hips, simulating riding herself on his cock. 
 
   “So sexy,” he commented with husky approval even as he chuckled low. “Do we get to skip today?”
 
   “We have that meeting at eleven. We just have to be quick. Take me now, Damian,” she panted.
 
   Damian let out a pleased laugh. “So demanding. Wish there was enough time to do justice to your request. But I’m known for always rising to the occasion so I’ll make do as best I can.”
 
   Her hand slid down to fumble at his belt and soon opened his pants, pushing in to brush his rigid cock. It became Damian’s turn to grow overheated and impatient.
 
   It took moments for his cock to spring free and he stroked a hand against her slit to find her slick and puffy with readiness. He groaned, deftly whipping on a condom before ramming up into her with a swift, single-minded stroke.
 
    
 
   *
 
   Damian surged deep inside her and Hanna bore down at the same time, impaling herself on his invading shaft. She cried out in shocked pleasure, never expecting such depths could be reached. But the angle and position proved perfect for it, sending Damian to her sweet spots with each decisive thrust. Her head tipped back against the wall though her body stayed propped up by his strong arms. She’d never felt so tightly stuffed, with Damian bottoming out inside her as she met him pound for pound with every bounce of her hips. She felt him against every bump and ridge of her vaginal walls, her powerful muscles gripping him.
 
   There was no holding back – no need to. Both their hips moved furiously and Hanna could hear her rattling breathing match his own short bursts of air. His groin slapped up into her again and again and those sounds heightened her almost fiendish arousal. 
 
   Their lips reached blindly for a kiss and Hanna surrendered his moist, open-mouthed foray. His hands squeezed hard on her ass cheeks before she felt his fingers edge closer to her winking crack. He teased the tiny ring of muscle and she gasped. Her wetness from their coupling had spilled down to whet her rear entrance which made it easy for his finger to drive in knuckle-deep. 
 
   The sense of being doubly penetrated was mind-blowing, especially when Damian began to push in and out of her anal sheathe with that single digit. Already she felt full, front and back and if his intention had been to accelerate her mounting release, he succeeded. It didn’t take long before the synchronized pumping of his cock in her pussy and his finger in her ass drove her to a spine-curling orgasm that triggered him to burst just moments later.
 
    
 
   *
 
   The meeting was with his father and other top-ranking execs of the firm. Damian noticed that his father kept sending him curious looks. Maybe it had to do with Damian being uncharacteristically late. That last session against the wall with Hanna had taken a bit longer than expected. Because she had to take another shower and he ended up joining in. One thing led to another and he was fucking her from behind, her palms pressed against the tiled walls. He’d rammed so hard inside her again and again that her feet had lifted off the floor. Damn it felt good inside her. He also liked that she could handle his rampaging libido, something not many of his former women could do. 
 
   Damian had a reputation with the opposite sex that he wasn’t proud of but he’d done nothing to alter the image he seemed to have as a heart breaker. Those women had walked in knowing the deal and yet, still acted the wounded angels when it was through. 
 
   Damian might have stopped believing in love a long time ago, but he couldn’t deny that he felt a strange connection with Hanna. Even with her sitting just beyond his line of vision as she took notes and even with the other people present, he was still aware of every little thing about her. The dark golden highlights in her long hair tied up in a ponytail, the gentle scent of her perfume that got his cock stirring, and the delicate turn of her wrist as her hand flew over the pages.
 
   Imagining how those soft, small hands had cupped his balls and pumped his cock, he had to smother a heartfelt groan. Damn damn damn he had it bad for this woman. He knew he’d started off being a beast to her and he was glad she hadn’t ended up resigning as she’d threatened. He vowed internally to give her enough reasons to stay and that’s what he’d meant when he told her he’d do what he had to do. 
 
   That meant, also keeping Chet the hell away from his woman. Damian knew Hanna was the loyal type and he could imagine her confusion after walking away from a relationship that had lasted four years. 
 
   Damian felt sorry she had been hurt but he knew she deserved better. He might not be her dream man in terms of romance, but he would show her in every way he could that she’d made the right choice giving herself to him – whether willingly or unwillingly. 
 
   Damian smiled slightly when he thought of the things she’d said about the bondage room he’d had fitted for them. Aaah, he’d love teaching her more things about the world of pleasure and how different equations of pain, discipline and strong hands could enhance everything from the first touch to the moment of full-body orgasm. When he’d watched her with Chet, he’d seen she had a submissive nature but this time, he would show her what it meant to have a man strong enough to bring out the best in her even as she surrendered totally to him.
 
   Damian tuned into the meeting and was relieved when it was finally over. Business and the firm used to be the center of his focus but now he felt a strange thrill knowing he could afford to occupy himself with the tantalizing treat that was Hanna Simms.
 
   “Damian, a few words?” his father asked as the other execs filed out. Damian sent the hovering Hanna a nod and then turned to where his father Elvin Rush stood waiting at one of the picture windows lining the walls of the boardroom.
 
   “I’ve been meaning to talk to you too, Dad. And I apologize for being late for the meeting today,” he said as they both stood viewing the skyline from Rush Towers. Both men almost stood shoulder to shoulder, Damian just that much taller and yet Elvin Rush remained just as straight even for a man pushing his sixties. They might be alike in looks, right down to the inky black hair which only had a few pinches of grey in Elvin’s case. And Damian might have much of his corporate drive from his father but that’s where the similarities ended. Elvin had only ever loved one woman in his life and that was Damian’s mother who’d died when Damian was a teen. Elvin had never remarried and Damian couldn’t say he’d ever seen his father show an interest in any kind of relationship since then. Damian respected that but he didn’t get it. Why would anyone want to be alone?
 
   Not that he thought he was any better. Damian was well aware that one night stands and strictly physical contact with women had to be just the same. No woman could interfere with his life which was fine with him. In and out. But maybe that would change with Hanna. He just had a feeling.
 
   “Don’t worry about that,” his father was saying. “But I’m glad you seem to be getting along with your assistant.”
 
   Damian stiffened, wondering how to take that. His father’s next words put him at ease.
 
   “She’s lasted far longer than any ever had and she is undoubtedly competent handling your many known traits – one of them being someone very hard to please,” commented Elvin Rush.
 
   Damian couldn’t hold back a smirk. “Oh, Ms. Simms pleases me very well,” he murmured. “You’ll get no complaints from me.”
 
   It was Elvin Rush’s turn to stiffen, sending his son a sideways look which Damian returned with an innocent one. “Good to know,” his father said moments later. “I’ve followed her track record and she’s deserving of how high she’s risen in the company. She’s a priceless employee, Damian. Try not to send her off like the others.”
 
   The older man sighed deeply and didn’t seem to require a response, adding in a more troubled tone, “But that’s still not why I asked to speak to you. Remember the Bertillon acquisition?”
 
   Damian frowned and nodded. “Our bid won amidst some very tough competitors. One of them your old friend Otto Jessup. He wasn’t too pleased about being bested, I take it.”
 
   Elvin Rush nodded. “Word going round is he’s made some questionable contacts. People who don’t play fair. And considering that Jessup’s no more than a thug dressed in a Saville Row suit, there’s no saying how sore a loser he’s going to be.”
 
   Damian looked worried. “I know you guys are no longer as close as you once were…”
 
   Elvin huffed. “Plainly put, we stopped being friends and settled for having some less than healthy rivalry. He said some things during negotiations that made me concerned.”
 
   “Did he threaten you?” Damian asked, turning to face his father as he felt his fists clench. 
 
   Elvin shook his head. “He just dropped a few hints. Told me not to be such a workaholic, to take some time off, focus more on family. That one never knows when something might happen, and you wish you took care to concentrate on the little things.”
 
   “What the hell does that mean?” Damian said with a scowl. 
 
   “Nothing. I just want you to be more careful. The deal’s in the bag but one wrong move and Jessup could take advantage since he had the next best bid. All I’m saying…take it easy. I’m glad you’re back from your last trip. I had talks with a few security outfits and…”
 
   “Dad, seriously,” Damian said impatiently. “I don’t care if Jessup has ties with some mafia kingpin. I don’t believe he meant any mischief by his comments. What are you going to do now, hire a few bodyguards, beef up our already state of the art security both here and at our homes?”
 
   Elvin paused, then burst out laughing. “You know, you’re right, that sounds crazy. I’m sure losing a billion-dollar deal isn’t going to make Jessup so mad as to do something stupid. Like I told him, you win some you lose some.”
 
   “He was right about one thing though – you need to relax, go on a cruise or something. You work too hard,” Damian said as they headed out of the boardroom.
 
   Elvin rested a hand on his shoulder. “Only if you go with me,” the older man said with a grin. “Coming from you, going on any kind of vacation sounds like you’re speaking another language.”
 
   “Oh, I’m definitely planning to take a few days off – personal time,” Damian said, already thinking about Hanna and how that one day out of town had hardly been enough to explore how good she’d felt, wrapped around him in many different ways. Damian already knew he was obsessed with her. It scared him sometimes but he told himself he needed this chance to know if he could get her out of his system. She’d never know how close she’d come to being the one woman who could bring him to his knees.
 
   “I see,” his father said shrewdly, pausing on the way to his office and turning to cock a brow at Damian. “Let me guess. You met someone?”
 
   Damian grinned, wondering what his father would think if he knew Damian had a thing with his executive assistant. “Something like that. But I wouldn’t want you building fairy castles just yet, Dad.”
 
   “I know,” said Elvin Rush wryly. “But one day, son, who knows. You’ll find what your mother and I had. I really wish that for you.”
 
   His father’s serious tone sobered Damian, who said deeply, “Thanks Dad.”
 
   *
 
   Hanna scolded herself for what she just agreed to. Did she really want to spend the next few days enjoying a sex-filled getaway with Damian?
 
   He’d brought it up at the end of the work day, and she’d actually wanted to smack his face. But when he pulled her down to straddle his laps as he stayed seated on his chair behind the desk, somehow all she could do was give in to his honeyed, smoldering kiss.
 
   Ooh, he was smooth. He knew how to pour on the charm so well and there was the case of her crazy hormones. She should hate him for all he’d done! First he messed things up with her boyfriend, then he simply took over her life, expecting her to play along. Hanna didn’t like to feel like a doormat and she’d taken a lot of stuff dating Chet, but now faced with Damian who had alpha issues of his own, she was torn.  
 
   As he kissed and caressed her into acquiescence, Hanna suddenly realized what she had to do. Damian had taken so much from her and now he seemed ready to keep taking. And she couldn’t do a thing about it. Because she wasn’t strong enough to walk away, not yet.
 
   But as she stared deep into his eyes, Hanna’s heart tripped over itself and for a breathless moment, she felt tempted to voice out her heart’s wish…One day, Damian Rush, I’m going to make you admit that you love me – and then I’m going to laugh in your face. I’ll want you to know how it feels when someone walks all over your heart and doesn’t look back.
 
   She didn’t say it of course, and kept her musings to herself. The kiss deepened and for the next few minutes she couldn’t even think. Yep, she definitely couldn’t walk away from this. 
 
   “Much as I like the thought of fulfilling my hottest fantasy of taking you hard over every corner of this desk – I booked us dinner at Taranga’s. Wouldn’t want to be late.”
 
   “Glad you’re always so mindful to keep me well fed,” Hanna noted, sliding fluidly from his laps and hearing him groan with pronounced agony as she rocked slightly on his evident erection before climbing off.
 
   She straightened her skirt and turned away, looking over her shoulder to find his eyes glued on her swaying hips. “We both have to build up our strength,” he murmured, easily catching up to her and making her squeal when he smacked her bottom from behind. Then he pulled her back against him with hands heavy on her waist, adding, “Now that I found out you’re multi-orgasmic, there’re a few things I’m interested in trying.”
 
   Dear heavens, does this man ever slow down, Hanna thought in wonder as somewhere between her legs, she turned to molten liquid. They were the last in the building and soon, were driving into the evening light headed for the restaurant. They’d barely been on the road ten minutes and Damian was just picking up speed when he suddenly seemed to start losing control of the car.
 
   Hanna shot him a look of alarm and caught his puzzled expression as he struggled with keeping the Audi steady. “Damian, what…?” she began but didn’t get to finish. The car suddenly spun, tires screeching. Hanna’s eyes widened in horror as she turned to look at the road and saw they were headed straight for a tree on the side of the road. Hanna’s scream froze in her throat and the last thing she heard was a loud crash and the splintering of a thousand shards of glass.
 
    
 
   


 
   Flirting With Desire Book 4
 
    
 
    “Damian!” Hanna gasped, heaving off the pillows as her eyes flew open.
 
   She didn’t understand why she had to awaken and find herself in a hospital room. The figures around her bed moved closer and her eyes widened in recognition. Her family. Her mom and dad, sister and brother. What was happening? They lived hours away, in different cities. Why were they gathered around her now? She’d had terrible dreams of losing Damian as she slept, him slipping away from her into a dark endless void…
 
   “You had an accident. Three days ago,” her sister said gently, squeezing her hand gently.
 
   Hanna’s head spun as images came flashing back.
 
   Now she realized why her dream had seemed so real, that fear she’d had of losing Damian. The crash. By the time all the moving parts of the vehicle came to a stop and the sounds of breaking glass and crushing metal ceased, Hanna had remembered turning her head, seeking Damian out and finding him in his seat, and just like hers his airbag had discharged. But suddenly she realized there was something not right in the way he was lying still, unmoving. Then she’d fainted.
 
   She returned fully to reality and for the second time, said the one word that mattered to her in that moment. “Damian?”
 
   It was her mother who came forward just as Hanna saw her father disappear, apparently to get hospital staff. “You don’t worry about him darling. You need to get better. We came as soon as we could. You were hurt so bad, honey.”
 
   Hanna wanted to scream. No one was listening to her. Even the doctor and the nurses when they hustled in. as they fussed around her and went over her injuries, it was then she noticed that her arm was in a splint and her head felt like it was wrapped in some kind of neck brace. Apart from a broken arm, the doctor informed her she had a bruised hip. She told them she felt fine, but the doctor insisted that they’d keep her overnight for observation and some x-rays to make sure there were no internal damages.
 
   Hanna somehow found the strength to grip the tall, lean man’s arm. She looked straight into his warm and intelligent brown eyes. “The man I was with. Damian – Mr. Rush. I need to know how he is. If he’s OK.”
 
   The doctor glanced up quickly at her hovering family, before bending slightly to look into her face. “Mr. Rush had no life-threatening trauma. But he did get some serious burns to his shoulder and back. You’ll be happy to know he’ll be well enough to have visitors soon. For now though, he’s still too heavily sedated.”
 
   Hanna expelled a breath she’d been holding since she woke up. She hadn’t heard much since the first sentence when the doctor had said Damian’s life wasn’t in danger. But he’d been badly hurt. How had he gotten those burns? It made no sense. 
 
   It was later her father had explained everything. How Damian had woken up in the car and found her unconscious and the car already on fire. He’d managed to free himself and go round to lift her out of the car. He’d been just in time to carry her to safety before the automobile was engulfed in flames. He’d caught some on his back and the side of his face but he’d used his body to protect Hanna from the eruption.
 
   “He risked his life to get you out of the car, sweetie,” her mother added, cupping Hanna’s stricken face. “He could have worried about saving himself but he took care to stay back long enough to see you were out of harm’s way. By the time the ambulance arrived, he was barely conscious but managed to explain what happened. He hasn’t been out of his black out since.”
 
   “That’s a courageous boss you have, Hanna,” her brother said, eyes warm as he bent over her, his handsome face creased with concern but with a gentle smile on his face.
 
   He’s not just my boss, Hanna wished to say aloud. He’s the man I love.
 
   She was just so happy he was going to be okay. She’d never forget how empty and stricken she’d felt in her dream when she’d sensed him slipping out of her reach. She knew she’d need to get better so she could be strong for him, as he’d been for her. That was all that mattered now.
 
    
 
   *
 
   The police came to question Hanna about the wreck. Hanna didn’t know what they expected her to say. Damian had always been a competent and careful driver. They’d gone on several trips together where he’d driven them long distances without incident. They’d been on their way to dinner and as far as she knew Damian had had nothing to drink. It had simply been an accident. Somehow, he’d lost control of the car. It could happen to anyone, couldn’t it?
 
   She also got a visit from Damian’s father, her overall boss Elvin Rush. Hanna felt touched by the genuine concern he showed. “I’m sorry you had to get involved in any of this,” he said gently, patting her shoulder. Something in his tone had her frowning slightly in confusion. “And you don’t have to worry about the emergency hospital bills. Everything’s been taken care of. One thing I can promise you though: those responsible for this will be made to pay.”
 
   Now Hanna was even more muddled. What could he mean? “Mr. Rush…”
 
   He patted her shoulder again, the one not in the sling. “You just focus on getting better.”
 
   “But, Damian, what…?” Hanna stopped short, just remembering she was speaking so familiarly of her immediate boss to his father. 
 
   Elvin Rush turned to her again, his lined, handsome face kind. “I’m sorry, I forgot to tell you he just woke up a few hours ago. The first thing he wanted to know is how you were. He knows you’re doing well but neither of you are exactly allowed to move. Knowing my son though, he’s going to have something to say about that.” Elvin suddenly grinned, and Hanna caught her breath, thinking how alike Damian and his father looked with that rakish smile.
 
   “We miss you at the office. Get well soon my dear,” the older man said as he left.
 
   Hanna exhaled deeply. It slowly began to dawn on her just what she’d just survived. The aches and pains on her body told her she was lucky to be alive. She couldn’t help but wince from time to time and shift about in the bed, her bruised body still aching considerably. Deciding she was better off simply lying back and not trying to move, Hanna thanked goodness for the painkillers she’d been given. She could only imagine how unbearable the pain could have been otherwise. She didn’t want to think beyond getting better, so she closed her eyes and sighed deeply.
 
   The next time she awoke, Damian was sitting by her bed. For a few seconds she simply drank him in. He looked like he’d been in a wreck. There was a bandage just at his hairline and beneath his shirt she could see bandages crisscrossed over his chest and shoulder. 
 
   Finding him sitting there waiting for her to wake up brought a warmth to her chest. She blinked her sleepy eye and smiled slowly.
 
   “Hello, Lancelot,” she whispered.
 
   “Lancelot?” he returned with an answering smile.
 
   “Or would you prefer Ivanhoe, or Galahad – after all you’re my knight in shining armor. Thank you, Sir Damian – you saved my life,” Hanna said deeply.
 
   Damian’s eyes looked pained for a moment. “More like I got you in the mess in the first place.”
 
   “It wasn’t your fault. I was there, remember, I saw what happened. The car…it started acting crazy and you tried, but…”
 
   “Hanna, my car was sabotaged,” he said gruffly. Hanna’s mouth clamped shut. “We couldn’t know for sure till today after a thorough investigation.” He grimaced. “My father…the company, has powerful enemies. Looks like I was a target. I want to apologize that you were in any danger because of me.”
 
   “Oh God. Damian, you could have died,” Hanna gasped. “Why would anyone want to kill you?”
 
   “I’m not worried about me,” he said, his jaw working harshly. His hand reached out and linked with hers. “If anything had happened to you, I’d never have forgiven myself.”
 
   His touch was comforting but with him gazing so deeply into her face, she suddenly felt self-conscious. “I must look a sight,” she said weakly, running her uninjured hand through her unruly hair.
 
   “After what you’ve been through, you look pretty much better than expected,” Damian said, giving one of his rare boyish smiles. 
 
   Hanna felt touched that Damian wanted to be there for her. He took it all as his fault but she chose not to blame him. He couldn’t have known there’d been an immediate threat and normally she wouldn’t be in his car anyway.
 
   Hanna went over the past few days and how everything seemed tipped upside down. Just that week Chet had walked out and she’d gone on that trip with Damian, returning to find herself caught up in some kind of business rivalry gone wrong according to Damian’s explanation.
 
   The day she checked out, Hanna had to endure being rolled out in a wheelchair by an orderly even though she assured Damian she could do fine on her legs. He walked beside her and she noted his slight limp but she felt overjoyed he’d recovered so well after what she knew he’d suffered.
 
   The first thing she realized was different was that there was a security detail that stayed close as they made if for the car. Damian didn’t drive, a chauffeur waiting at the wheel as Hanna was lifted into the car. Damian said something to the two men in dark suits and glasses and they nodded, going behind to where their own car was parked. Hanna knew they were bodyguards even if their solid builds and can-do exterior were anything to go by. 
 
   Hanna found it difficult to find a good position to sit in considering how she ached on her left side. Damian got in beside her and noticed her obvious pain his face creased with concern. “We’ll be home soon and you’ll be able to be more comfortable.”
 
   Hanna nodded, curious to know which ‘home’ it would be. She knew he didn’t have just one. When they arrived at a stately brick home she recognized it as his private residence which she’d never visited. At once, a uniformed operative appeared from the house and Hanna stepped out, assuring Damian she could manage but he didn’t listen. He came to her side and lifted her easily into his arms, showing no strain at all. Hanna blushed, what with the other men around though their expressions stayed unreadable.
 
   Hanna realized she was going to have to get accustomed to her time or privacy no longer being her own. 
 
   Damian’s private home was beautiful. Wide open spaces, modern yet welcoming décor and flowers in every room they went past. Damian made his way to a large couch and lay her down with her feet up. She grimaced slightly, aching from the ride over. 
 
   Her eyes already felt heavy. The couch was so comfortable. She felt Damian’s fingers comb through her hair. “I need to take care of something in the study. Just a few calls. Will you be okay?” he asked, in the tenderest voice she’d heard him use.
 
   Hanna nodded. “I’ll be fine,” she murmured and was asleep before he even left the room
 
   When Damian came back, he found her standing at the picture window gazing out at the surrounding gardens, beautifully tended and vast. She turned and smiled at him. “I love this place. And the gardens are awesome. So pretty.”
 
   “I knew you’d like it,” he said, his arm slipping around her waist. Hanna shivered when she felt his face nuzzle at her throat. She was glad her mother had helped bring her something nice to change into for leaving the hospital and she’d freshened up with a bath that morning. Damian’s lips brushed over her skin and she heard him inhale deeply, making her body contract in secret corners.
 
   “Considering the ugliness of the past several days I’m glad to offer you something pretty to enjoy. Would you like to see your room?” he asked lightly, lifting his head to look at her. Hanna nodded, curious because she assumed they’d be sharing a room.
 
   Hanna moved better now that she’d had time to rest. The room Damian showed her was filled with windows and gorgeous fittings. Once again, there was so much space and no chance for clutter, every piece looking well thought out. There were flowers here too, which made the room smell incredible. She found much of her things in the closets and placed around the room but she didn’t comment. She should have known a control freak like Damian would see to it that she’d have no cause to return to her apartment for now. 
 
   And then Hanna felt guilty for her thoughts. Damian had been stuck in hospital almost as long as she had. Yet he’d found time to arrange all this. She turned to him with a grateful smile.
 
   He seemed to flush slightly at her warm glance and Hanna’s smile deepened. He said gruffly, “If there’s anything I forgot, we could always go shopping once you’re up to it. I want you to have all you need at your disposal.”
 
   Other girls would have jumped at the prospect of shopping on Damian Rush’s tab but Hanna wrinkled her nose at the suggestion. “Oh, I think I’m good.” The last thing she wanted was to be indebted to him more than she already was. Besides, Damian having to spend money on her clothes and such would give this an even murkier perspective. 
 
   Hanna wasn’t sure what she was doing anymore. But something told her to keep from rushing into any decision especially with Damian looking genuinely bothered about her safety. Did he really think anyone would care about hurting her to get to him? She still believed it had been about her being at the wrong place, wrong time. And yet, imagining once again that Damian could have been alone in that car when it lost control and that he could easily have died, made her shiver with agony.
 
   She found her feet going shaky so she sat down on the bed, shutting her eyes as she began to lie back on the bed. She felt Damian’s hands on her ankles, lifting them gently like he had in the living room. He sat on the side of the bed and found her hand, holding it in a warm grip. Hanna’s head turned in his direction and she sighed. “You’ve been very thoughtful and wonderful, Damian. I could say thank you all day and still it wouldn’t be enough.”
 
   He only shook his head. “It’s the least I can do. How do you feel?”
 
   Hanna made a small face. “It doesn’t take much to cause me pain but funny enough my broken arm doesn’t hurt as much as the bruises,” she said ruefully, lifting her arm in the cast.
 
   “Anything I can do to make the aches go away?” he asked, stretching on his side next to her. Hanna’s body began to come alive when she felt his hand push back her collar with a gentle brush of his fingers. He slowly rubbed on her shoulder, digging softly into the flesh. She closed her eyes and sighed. She felt drowsy but she’d been sleeping so much already. Squirming, she edged closer to his solid frame, nestling her face against his neck. Her lips parted and she gave the strong, corded flesh at his throat a slight lick.
 
   Damian groaned low in his chest. “What are you doing?”
 
   “Making you want me,” she said factually. She could no longer deny it to herself least of all him. A part of her had worried if he still found her as irresistible, or even attractive. 
 
   “Hanna, I don’t want to take advantage of you. Not in your condition,” he said, his voice slightly hoarse. He stroked her shoulder. “Rest now.”
 
   Hanna wanted to say something lippy, such as telling him he should be worried she’d take advantage of him. She pouted, but let him pull her into his arms chastely, his chin settling on the top of her head. “Much as I’d like to go against my better judgment, you simply aren’t strong enough,” he added gently, kissing her hair gently and then ordering her once again to sleep. Surprisingly she did, almost in an instant. 
 
   Wonderful smells came from the kitchen when Hanna woke up. She saw that the room had dimmed slightly. She followed her nose and found Damian in the kitchen, busy prepping vegetables. Something divinely delicious was cooking in the oven and she inhaled with appreciation. Working her shoulders slightly to loosen them, Hanna stretched her right arm over the kitchen bar as she sat down.
 
   “Whatever you’re preparing smells delicious. I’m starved,” she said, realizing she meant it. The hospital food hadn’t exactly been inspiring.
 
   “Good. Hope you like pork chops,” he said as he finished with the salad.
 
   “Mmmm, definitely like pork chops,” she said with an enthusiastic nod. She watched in amazement as Damian worked the kitchen, moving like he whipped up delicious meals all the time. Watching him was a delight and she shook her head realizing how much more there was to him that she’d yet discovered.
 
   After eating Damian suggested they retire to the living room. Hanna settled in the couch next to him but thanks to her bruised side could hardly get comfortable as she shuffled on her side. She knew she needed the pain pills again but didn’t want them because they put her out so fast. She’d find herself laughing at any little thing and she’d feel like a twat acting that way around Damian. 
 
   Hanna was sure Damian could tell she was in pain and felt him put his arm around her gently, tucking her into his side. “You know the pills are actually good for you,” he said lightly as if he’d read her thoughts. Hanna shrugged and made a noncommittal sound.
 
   “Or you could simply kiss the spot and make it better,” she suggested, eyes lifting hopefully to his. He chuckled and shook his head. 
 
   “You and I both know it’s not going to stop at kissing, so don’t even start,” Damian said. But he did tip her chin up and pressed his lips against hers gently. Hanna purred, closing her eyes and opening her mouth. He groaned, pulling his lips away from hers and began to kiss the length of her neck. Hanna’s pain was forgotten for a few moments as she began to release short, soft moans. Her one available hand caressed his back beneath his shirt, navigating his toned muscles and reveling in each hard sinew.
 
   “Touch me, Damian. Please.”
 
   His breath snagged, and he tenderly cupped her right breast over her top. His mouth worked its way along her collar bone and down between her neckline. Hanna held her breath as his fingertips brushed over her nipple. She could feel him hard against her thigh and that made her moan louder. But before she had the chance to reach for him there, he gripped her wrist and stopped her.
 
   “Enough, Hanna,” he said, his tone rigid. She stared up at him and saw his cheekbones flush as if with anger and some other emotion. Hanna felt like an idiot.
 
   “I’m sorry.” She exhaled and sat back, wincing slightly as the pain hit in full force.
 
   “Don’t be,” he said more gently. Without another word he rose and left the room, returning with a glass of water and a pill from the ones the hospital had given her.
 
   She thanked him softly and swallowed the water and pill down, knowing there’d be some time before they took effect. They watched TV but Hanna felt drowsy. She barely felt Damian’s warm, gentle kiss on her temple or his fingers combing back her hair from her cheek, a strange look on his face she’d have found hard to describe if she’d seen it.
 
   *
 
   After two more days recuperating and being confined to the house, Hanna couldn’t help feeling restless. She knew that there was an investigation going on into the accident but she didn’t believe they’d be stuck at home because of some imagined threat. Okay, maybe not exactly imagined but still, she didn’t like the idea of being cooped up.
 
   “We could go for a drive if you want,” Damian suggested, his small smile indulgent when she suggested they do something outdoors for a change. 
 
   “But what about, you know,” she said hesitantly. She thought it was commendable that Damian had no problem going behind the wheel again after what happened. But would it be safe?
 
   He seemed to read her mind, and said, “You have nothing to worry about. No one will get the chance to come within a foot of us and we’ll certainly not be in any danger. My father hired top-flight security and even though you won’t be able to see them or notice them, they’ll be in the background at all times because it’s part of their job to be inconspicuous.”
 
   “Great,” Hanna said enthusiastically, as she jumped to her feet. “Because I was thinking of rustling up a picnic.”
 
   Getting outside again felt like a great treat. Damian drove them around town and they even rode by the wrecking yard where Damian’s totaled Audi had been taken. Hanna shook her head in amazement that they’d got out alive or that they weren’t more hurt than they had been. 
 
   Damian then decided that since she wanted a picnic they could have it at the nearby lake. When they arrived, Hanna’s delight increased when she took in the scenery. The slight breeze coming off the water was chilly, but she loved the nip in the air. She felt more grateful to be alive in that moment. As Hanna walked closer to the shore she felt Damian place his jacket over her shoulders and she turned to him with a grateful smile. Then she watched him grab a handful of rocks and began to send them skipping across the water. 
 
   “Chet called me earlier today,” Hanna began, and saw Damian stiffen as he turned to look at her. She shrugged. “He was worried about me. He heard about the accident from my brother. My family doesn’t really know that I’ve broken up with him. Anyway, he got the number of the house from my brother and we talked a bit. He said he came by the hospital but for some reason, wasn’t allowed to see me. And that he was told only close family were allowed – even when he explained our connection. Would you know anything about that?”
 
   “I have nothing to do with hospital policy, Hanna,” Damian said lightly, before dropping the rocks in his hands and brushing the dust off. “But if I had my way, Chet wouldn’t get to come close to you. I’m not sure you understand that no one can be trusted, not until I find out who pulled the stunt with my car.”
 
   Hanna felt suddenly put off by his controlling tone. “I can’t let you babysit me forever. And I promise I don’t hold the accident against you. I just want to get my life back. My friends, my family…”
 
   “I’m not keeping you away from any of them. They can get to you whenever they want,” Damian said stiffly.
 
   “Like you let Chet get to me?” Hanna asked with a slight tilt of her head. She knew he had something to do with Chet being kept from seeing her, no matter how much he tried to beat around the subject. She stared at him and wished she could see deeper into his heart. “Damian, I don’t understand why you have to be in control all the time. I didn’t sign up for that level of power exchange. I’m not exactly sure what I did sign up for. Your girlfriend, lover, submissive?”
 
   “I never knew you were the type to put much stock in labels.” Damian’s thick dark brow cocked in her direction. “It’s enough that I want you in my life. I know I can be good for you. You’re certainly good for me.”
 
   He took her hand, and brought it to rest on his chest. Now they only had inches separating them and Hanna’s throat suddenly went dry. How could she go from being angry at him to panting with heated need for him to possess her?
 
   “I know I’ve been holding back in a lot of ways,” he said, his other hand trailing over the side of her face. “Especially since the accident and not getting to touch you. Does my kitten feel neglected?”
 
   Hanna’s cheeks grew rosy. Why did he have to make this about sex? Did he think she was all antsy because he’d refrained from touching her since she’d moved in to his place? She liked to believe she wasn’t that infantile.
 
   “You know what, forget it,” she said in a rigid voice, turning sharply away and heading for the back of the car to get the picnic basket. She really didn’t like being made to look like an idiot – a sex-mad one at that.
 
   His hand easily caught her wrist and he pulled her to a stop. Hanna wanted to look anywhere but at him. Without saying a word he drew her gently in his arms and leaned down closer to her face. His lips hovered inches from hers and he held her gaze piercingly. His hands fell lightly just above her hips and she quelled a wince as she felt a slight twinge on her injured side. The next moment her eyes drifted to his beautiful mouth as it moved closer, closer. His deliciously cool lips pressed against hers and she closed her eyes dreamily to let this sweet, melting kiss sink in.
 
   In no time at all warmth had seeped from both his mouth and hers turning the kiss hot and fierce. She opened her mouth wider to him and Damian’s tongue darted deep inside to snake around hers. Still, she knew he was using restraint, felt it in the tension radiating from him. Beneath her palms resting on his chest, she felt the pound of his heart and her inner folds moistened and twittered to the beat. When he pulled his lips from hers, her eyes were still closed and her mouth parted remained parted in panting expectation.
 
   “I think of your sweet body every single minute we’re together,” he murmured softly against the corner of her mouth. “But then I think of what you had to go through and I feel more and more like you’re my responsibility. I tell myself I need to be sensible and put my desires on the back burner. On the other hand…it’s obvious you’ve got all this energy that needs channeling. I’m beginning to consider the fact that if I’m very, very careful, we could…”
 
   He didn’t finish, his lips lifting at the corner in a decidedly wicked smile that stirred the molten droplets slicking up the V between her legs. Hanna wanted to moan as her nipples grew in size till they pushed restlessly against the inner cup of her bra. “Were you serious about those security agents? I mean about them watching us even without being seen?”
 
   Damian’s dark eyes twinkled. “Yes. So unless you don’t mind having an audience, I suggest we save the raunchy stuff for back in the house and just enjoy our picnic.”
 
   Hanna’s face had a playfully disappointed look. “And there I was looking forward to my first foray into outdoors sex,” she teased.
 
   The resultant flash of fire in Damian’s eyes left Hanna breathless. “Now that’s a definite top priority on the to-do list,” Damian said approvingly, his gaze growing hooded in the way that convinced Hanna she only had to voice out her fantasies and he’d see to it that they found fulfillment one after the other…
 
    
 
   *
 
   Hanna woke up to a lonely bed again and sighed. Judging from the time on the clock by the bed as well as the warmth of the sheets next to her, it wasn’t that long Damian had risen from her side. Images of the time they’d spent making love had her cheeks growing hot along with the parts of her still aching from his attentions. They hadn’t had actual sex, but did everything else that could be close enough to be labeled as such. Hanna figured he was still worried about hurting her hip which still had a fading, painful bruise. Aah, but his tongue, fingers and lips had more than made up for it. She loved getting oral from such a skilled, dedicated lover and being who she was, had no qualms returning the favor which she believed she’d done to his maximum satisfaction.
 
   However, he never stayed the night in her bed and she wondered if that was simply one of his means of staying detached, keeping some distance. In a way, the fact that she took note of his absences and that it affected her made her wonder why she had to be so needy. Hadn’t she vowed she wanted nothing from Damian?
 
   Unable to go back to sleep, she walked downstairs and when she didn’t see him in the living room or the kitchen, she decided she knew just where to find him: the study. If not then he’d probably be in his bedroom which she’d never seen.
 
   She paused at the door to his study/office, about to knock. She smiled when she looked down at her skimpy tee-shirt which was all she’d managed to pull on. She was back in seduction mode and wondered if she could finally break down Damian’s last walls and get him to take her powerfully with his cock. Her body shivered from her mind thinking such dirty thoughts. 
 
   Goodness. 
 
   For the ever-efficient and work-driven exec assistant she normally was, she was turning into one hell of a vixen, she noted to herself as she lifted her knuckles to the closed door.
 
   That was when she heard Damian talking on the phone, and she stopped short when she overheard him mention Chet’s name. At first she thought he was on the phone with her ex, but then after a few sentences, she realized he was asking for more info. Info about what?
 
   “What else have you been able to find out?” Damian asked into the phone as Hanna pushed open the study door to find him with his back to the door, hands on his hips, facing the window. It took a few moments before he noticed her presence and he looked back with a surprised frown.
 
   “Look, I’ll call you later,” he said briefly, before replacing the receiver and turning to Hanna who stalked up to where he stood. 
 
   “What was that about?” she asked, looking up at him with glaring eyes.
 
   Damian sighed exasperatedly. “What is it you think you heard, Hanna?”
 
   “I don’t know. Something about Chet. Like maybe you’re having him watched. What’s going on, Damian? How long have you been…spying on him?”
 
   This time Damian huffed and went behind his desk to ruffle through some files, unperturbed by her anger. He was dressed in jeans and an open-necked white shirt with his sleeves rolled up. He seemed laid back but Hanna guessed he wasn’t as casual as he appeared.
 
   “I wouldn’t call it spying,” he said, finally glancing up at her. “Just keeping tabs on him. Making sure he’s not going to be a problem.”
 
   “What?” Hanna said incredulously. “Damian, I dated him for four years. He’s the last person that could be a threat or a ‘problem’. But something tells me you know that. No, this is more about you being the control freak again. It wasn’t enough that you were the main cause I broke up with him, oh no. You won’t be satisfied till you cut me off from anyone who could care about me.”
 
   “You think he cares about you? Well then he has a funny way of showing it,” Damian said calmly.
 
   “Maybe that’s not for you to decide,” Hanna said, trying to fold her arms angrily – a difficult task since she still had one of them in a cast. 
 
   Damian’s eyes narrowed. “Hanna, Chet was a cheat and a user. I’ve known about his wandering ways for months. He never deserved you and it had nothing to do with me getting in the picture. He’s no good for you and I thought you understood I didn’t want you to have anything to do with him.”
 
   “Whatever happened between my ex and me, we still intend to stay friends. I’m as much to blame for the relationship going wrong as he was, and as much as I like to put the blame on you I realize I could have handled things better. If I hadn’t let you push me around…if I actually stood up for myself more, Chet would have never felt like he was second best. I was so focused on my career and pleasing you I forgot all that really mattered.” The last words she said while jabbing at his chest accusingly.
 
   With that, she spun sharply on her heel and was out of the room before he could stop her. By the time he joined her up in her bedroom, she was filling up suitcases.
 
   “What are you doing?” he asked quietly.
 
   “What I should have done long ago,” she said, holding his tone steady to keep from bursting into tears. She’d never realized she had so much angst left over from the break-up and Damian’s hand in it. The fact that he just might have found out things about Chet she didn’t even know about left her feeling even more vulnerable and stupid. Was there no end to his dictatorship attitude?
 
   He stood at the door, hands on his hips. “Don’t go.”
 
   Hanna glanced up, her injured arm hugged to her chest while her free hand stilled from its task of flinging items indiscriminately into her cases.
 
   She shook her head at him, steeling her heart against his open expression. “This isn’t working. I’m not so spineless that I need a man with a compulsive wish to dominate every aspect of my life. Without my permission, you virtually browbeat my family to leave so you can have me to yourself. You never thought to consider that I just might want them around at this time. Oh no, it always has to be about you. My relationship with Chet had to be about you and your opinion that he wasn’t good enough. I couldn’t speak out when you pushed me around in your capacity as my boss, but this is way different. I don’t remember giving you the authority to take over my life, Damian. You’re not my boyfriend.”
 
   Impatiently, she dumped the clothes in her hand. “You know what, I’ll just send for my stuff later. They should never have been taken from my place. This little fiasco is over.”
 
   “Nothing’s over till I say it is,” Damian said, his voice dangerously low as he shut the door behind him and walked up to where Hanna stood fuming. “And I say this isn’t over.”
 
   Hanna’s eyes rolled to the ceiling and back. “And you think talking like that will actually make me to stay?”
 
   “Maybe I don’t need to be talking at all,” he said. His hand lifted and traced down the length of her exposed arm. 
 
   “I’m going to undress you,” he said, simply. He already had his fingers working on the buttons of her jeans skirt she’d only minutes ago managed to struggle into.
 
   Hanna swallowed, nodding as if hypnotized. Damian never broke eye contact, even as he carefully pushed the opened skirt down to her feet before rising and pulling her shirt over her head. Hanna figured she should make some word of protest but not when Damian was touching her like he thought she’d break. 
 
   The act of helping her out of her bra was the most erotic gesture she’d ever experienced, the way Damian did it. He wrapped his arms around her, his face tucked against her neck as he unhooked the clasps and then drew the straps down her arms so slowly her nipples began to grow taut by the time he’d flung the flimsy contraption away.
 
   Leisurely his hands moved up from her waist and up over her heaving breasts. He smoothed his hand along her skin and his warm touch set her alight. His head lowered and he rained soft kisses along her bared flesh: collarbone, throat and down in between the mounds of her chest. He cupped both breasts in his hands and when his lips touched her body this time, it was to take each of her tight nipples into his heated mouth.
 
   Hanna jumped visibly, lifting a hand to his broad shoulder for support. Oh God oh God oh…There had to be something wrong with the way she was wired. She knew he was no good for her, and yet his lips on her body felt like magic, turning her on faster than anything. As he suckled her breasts one after the other, she felt her knees tremble. Before she could tumble backwards, he put his arms around her and slowly lowered her to the bed.
 
   He didn’t stop lapping and sucking on her nubs till they were sore with pleasure. Hanna hadn’t let off moaning the whole time. His hand rested on her belly for a moment, before he slipped his fingers in between her legs, dipping one into her sopping vagina. He drew that thick finger in and out of her, rolling and twirling it inside her moist tightness. She closed her eyes in agonic pleasure. 
 
   “Open your eyes, Hanna. Look at me,” Damian commanded, releasing his finger from her, just as if he could tell she was trying to lock herself out of what was taking place.
 
   She took a shuddering breath before lifting her eyelid sand meeting his searching gaze. She felt that gaze travel up and down her body, naked except from her panties, and she shivered slightly – not from cold, but exposure. She felt so defenseless…and yet she could never be afraid of Damian. He could hurt her and he did, but not in ways that held her in any bodily danger.
 
   He hurt her when he thought he only needed to satisfy her body without needing to claim her heart. He hurt her each time his cold-blooded determination to control every facet of her life left her feeling empty, like something was missing. Now she knew exactly what that was.
 
   She didn’t seem to be meeting his gaze as directly as he would want, so he tilted her face up to his, right before he kissed her. His tongue pushed steadily into her waiting mouth and as always, Hanna felt powerless to keep from opening to him. She couldn’t fight this, not now. Not when he kissed her so deeply, breathing in her breath, stealing it from her. Hanna’s lust built and built till it was restless to be unleashed.
 
   Damian began rubbing her clitoris, this time with the aim to get her just on the verge of orgasm. His rubbing, stroking and pinching soon had her writhing as she gave in to the rising heat of desire. Her thighs fell open, and he took advantage of her spread legs to pull and stretch at her swollen labia. He manipulated the slick flesh till she was pushed to the edge of release over and over.
 
   Hanna was moaning and half-sobbing by the time she felt him pull away completely. Her half-lidded eyes watched him undress and at this point his movements were no longer fluid, but raging and fast, like his clothes were burning his skin. Finally he had them all off and Hanna felt transfixed by his muscle-bound form, his cock. The head was flaming, and thickly mushroomed. It jerked and jumped like it had a life of its own, the balls heavy and visibly filled with cum. Hanna gasped, beyond aroused by the sight of him so powerfully aroused for her.
 
   He quickly returned to the bed, and she couldn’t stop whimpering as she watched him stroke his dick slowly. His big, fine hand on his angrily veined cock turned her on impossibly further. The circuits in her brain felt ready to shut down from the way her need for him took over her senses, even her soul.
 
   “Grab your knees, kitten, and pull them high up. I need you to present your sexy pussy to me,” Damian said plainly. He stroked his cock in that mesmerizing way and Hanna couldn’t think of doing anything but obeying. Her hands cupped the back of her knees and she lifted and spread for him, stopping just short of the angle where it would have hurt her bruised side. Even at that, she felt more than open, her labia separating as she looked down and saw how her clit throbbed in view. The sight seemed so wanton and carnal to her that she could only imagine how it would seem to Damian. One glance at his face and she almost didn’t recognize him, his features drawn taut beneath his flushed skin. 
 
   “Good girl,” he said. Even his voice sounded different. Rough and thick.
 
   Still holding on to his cock, he began to rub the crown up and down her exposed slit. Hanna let out an open-mouthed gasp, watching as he dipped the head of his dick in her juices, running himself up and over, back and forth along her clit. Unconscious to anything but the pleasure of it all, Hanna pulled her legs wider, higher. Her eyes felt glazed with bliss and she could feel herself throbbing, her bucking hips straining for him. 
 
   “You make me mad for you,” he told her, feelingly. And that was all he had to say to start off a chain-reaction that would lead to the most exquisite series of orgasms she’d had in one sitting.
 
   Breath hitching, Hanna watched through a hazy vision as Damian placed a thumb on her clitoris, then position his cock right at the entrance of her pussy. She could see the beads of sweat gathering on his forehead and only then did she realize the effort he maintained to keep from violating her savagely. Slowly, he eased the tip into her vagina, and it felt like being taken for the first time. She stared in a daze as the head pushed her lips apart, then in, before drawing them out as he buried himself inside her furnace-like walls. Hanna’s eyes rolled to the back of her head and she lost all sense of sight as Damian began to work her clit with his thumb. At the same time, he steadily pushed and pushed inside her until she was moaning wildly. 
 
   A second later she went still, and then began a rhythmic yet uncontrollable writhing. She heard Damian’s shout of conquest as he slammed his entire shaft right to the neck of her snug tunnel.
 
   She felt like her insides turned to cotton candy when Damian sheathed his wholeness deep within her heat. It was like being ripped apart and she couldn’t stop the convulsive jerk of her body or the way her vaginal muscles seemed to spasm as they sucked, gripped and contracted on his huge dick.
 
   Hanna gripped his bulging arms for leverage as he rocked within her. She felt massively raw and unshielded from his erotic assault, but then the beginnings of an even more terrifying and deep-set sensation began to emerge…
 
   Her nails raking up and down the flesh of his back, Hanna linked her ankles at the base of his spine, her heels digging in, urging him deeper. Damian grunted, driving himself to the hilt inside her slick passage. Hanna’s tightness grew vise-like and she never wanted to let go. Damian held himself within her, just there, like he was savoring her heat as it engulfed him. Then he began small yet grinding rotations of his hips, making her feel him in every crevice. 
 
   “Damian.” She could hear herself chant his name over and over, knowing the word so well. Begging him not to stop, to keep fucking her. Her muscles already began milking him, her whole body coiling and then tensing as she anchored on to her oncoming orgasm. 
 
   With her nails now buried into his flesh, and her legs wrapped around him, Damian arched above her and began a piston-like motion that had an edge of madness in it, like he was already past reason. He pounded and pounded his thick cock inside her wet, clutching pussy and it was hard and fast. Cupping his hands beneath her ass, he lifted her to meet his ravaging thrusts.
 
   Hanna felt so stuffed, she was powerless to do more than flop about like a rag doll impaled by his stake-like shaft. She could sense the tide of release rising higher and higher. It rushed for her fast as lightning and the next thing she knew she was crying out in pure ecstasy, erupting in silvery lights of bliss.
 
   A few more choppy, unrestrained thrusts and Damian joined her in release, his thick cock pulsing in urgent bursts of energy. Hanna’s senses soared to places that seemed as distant as the future itself, and she felt blinded by its brightness. Oh, if only it could remain so perfect, forever. But too soon, once the wonder wore off, Hanna knew reality, the here and now would come hurtling her down to earth once again.
 
    
 
   *
 
   Hanna kept her mind blank as she finished dressing. She wouldn’t let herself even consider the right or wrong of her decision. It was barely light outside the bedroom and she’d been as quiet as she could getting bathed and ready. For the first time ever, Damian had slept over in her bed. He’d held her trembling body close after that body-shaking orgasm, stroked her face and caressed her hair. His lips had pressed to her neck, gentling the beating pulse there. And she’d slept better than she’d done in ages. 
 
   She was just wrapping a band around her hair and tying it up in a ponytail when she glanced back at the bed and found Damian sitting up in the pillows. She stopped short, biting on her lip as she wondered how long since he’d been awake, watching her.
 
   “You’re leaving,” he said more than asked. She felt chilled by the fact that his voice held no tone at all. She couldn’t tell if he was angry, resigned or disappointed.
 
   She sighed heavily. “Damian, last night…doesn’t change anything. I need some closure on a lot of things. But most of all, I need space. I need to find myself again and I can’t do that if I’m here. If I’m with you.”
 
   She didn’t know what she expected. That he’d plead with her? Force her to say? What she didn’t expect was him tossing aside the covers and rising from the bed without a word. He reached for his jeans and pulled them on before turning to her with an expression that gave her no clue as to his thoughts.
 
   “You have to be really, really sure about this. Once you walk away, there’ll be no going back,” he said, with a shade of warning in his voice now.
 
   Hanna squared her chin. “I know that. And I called your father asking him for a few weeks off and he assured me that was fine. Also…you don’t have to worry about getting me home. I called Chet and he’ll be picking me up in ten minutes or so.”
 
   The dark embers in Damian’s eyes went cold and Hanna actually shivered. “If you truly want to go, I won’t stop you. I’ll tell the guards not to give you any hassle leaving.”
 
   With that he strode out of the room and Hanna was left standing there thinking, what?  She felt like she was the one who’d been left feeling small. Damn him. Damn it all. She didn’t care. If he wanted to stay behind his walls, then fine. She’d walk off with her pride intact, knowing she’d made the right decision and he’d never be the man for her.
 
   *
 
   “You made the right decision, Hanna,” Chet told her as he drove her back to her place. “For goodness sake, the man’s a psycho. I can’t believe he was snooping on me, and then tried to paint me up as the monster when clearly, he’s the one with serious issues. I feel like I pushed you to him, and I’m sorry,” Chet was saying soberly and Hanna forced herself to focus on his words. She glanced at him and saw his repentant look. “You were always so driven and I confess that in the beginning I felt intimidated, especially when my career in music wasn’t taking off. When you got that promotion, I just saw you increasing while I seemed to keep decreasing. It was very juvenile of me and I need to let you know I’ll make it up to you as much as possible. Even if we can’t be together, I still want to be the best friend you could ever have.”
 
   “I appreciate that,” Hanna said deeply. “And thanks for picking me up.”
 
   “It’s nothing.”
 
   Hanna nodded gratefully. They’d had a long talk when he’d called days ago to wish her well after the accident and had decided to remain friends. Now he was probably the only real friend she had, the one person she could confide in about Damian and her feelings for him. And yet Hanna could never be really sure if even Chet could understand how entirely she’d been immersed in Damian over the many months they’d worked together. And now these past few weeks, getting to know him so deeply had placed her in an even harder position. How was there going to be any her without him?
 
   She’ll have to find out. Because she didn’t think Damian could ever forgive her for turning her back on what they’d had.
 
    
 
   *
 
   It didn’t take a couple of days for Hanna to find out she may have been wrong about Damian.
 
   Her phone rang that morning and she was shocked to hear his voice on the line. For a few moments she could barely even fathom the words to say, or describe how she felt hearing from him again so soon.
 
   “I had to make sure you were okay. How’s the bruise?” he asked calmly, as if they were pals just a few weeks out of touch with each other.
 
   Hanna dragged in an inaudible breath and thought of coherent words to reply. “It’s better. I can move easier with my cast too. I’m really…I’m doing good.”
 
   There was a pause, and then he said quietly, “My behavior the morning you left and even the night before – I apologize. I can imagine you might have felt I was trying to strong-arm you into going against your personal decision to leave. I truly wasn’t. I had just assumed you’d come to terms with our…arrangement. I understand if it’s not something you found totally acceptable.”
 
   Hanna felt like bursting out screaming. Just tell me you love me! Say one word to show you care, and I’ll come running right back.  
 
   But instead of doing that she simply sighed and shook her head internally. 
 
   “And another thing. In case you were wondering,” he said casually, “You can resume work when you feel you’re rested from the accident. I mean working as my assistant. You don’t have to worry about if you can come back or not.”
 
   His lightly spoken words lifted her spirits foolishly, but Hanna didn’t want to get so easily swayed as usual. Yes, she wanted her job back and had certainly worked too hard to simply walk away from it. But still…maybe she’d better start looking for some other establishment to work in. The way she felt for Damian…staying around him would be an ordeal she’d be hard pressed to endure for long.
 
   “Thank you. I never once doubted your integrity. I’ll just…I’ll let you know my decision in due course. I have to go, Damian,” she said quickly, choking on his name. She felt a sudden inexplicable urge to quickly hang up before he heard her crying.
 
    
 
   *
 
   Damian called her a few times after that and on each occasion, Hanna felt like she was ripping her soul out being so aloof to him. She knew he still felt responsible for her considering the accident. She was just as worried about him, and used the opportunity to ask if there was any new development about finding the culprit behind the crash. Every day she said a prayer for his safety and for his dad’s too.
 
   The other night he’d asked her to meet him for dinner but Hanna had declined. She wasn’t sure what he really wanted. She didn’t think he knew himself. When he did, she felt he’d know the best way to approach her. Till then, she wasn’t going to raise her hopes.
 
   She remembered the vow she’d made to herself what seemed like a lifetime ago. About making him fall in love with her – and then, she could walk away. That wasn’t what her agenda had become at all. In the end, she did walk away but it seemed like she’d left a bigger piece of herself behind with him than she’d taken with her.
 
   The next time he called, he invited her to a charity event that Rush Enterprises were planning. Hanna knew about it; it had been in the calendar for months. Damian’s father would attend along with many top officials at the firm. Celebrities and other corporate big wigs would be in attendance to honor several good causes. Hanna figured it was a great chance to see Damian again without worrying about it being too private. Here, there’d be a whole backdrop of people to cushion the effect of facing him after so long.
 
   Hanna showed up at the event alone. Chet knew about it and had offered to be an escort but she’d declined. She hadn’t wanted to stir any more bad blood. She knew how Damian felt about Chet so she really didn’t like the idea of aggravating anyone.
 
   She’d dressed carefully, taking time with her hair, makeup and attire. Everything was in perfect place, and even the cast on her arm didn’t seem like it detracted from her effort to look exquisite. When she came face to face with Damian soon after her entrance, she took one look at his expression and decided all the effort to look good had been worth it.
 
   “I can’t believe how beautiful you look,” he said. They shook hands and he leaned close to kiss her cheek. 
 
   Just that touch gave Hanna chills up and down her spine. “And you look fantastic as well, Damian. Thank you for inviting me.”
 
   She could hardly tear her eyes from him in his dark tux and pristine white shirt. He easily outshone every other male in the room. Hanna felt the stares of yearning sent their way by the surrounding women and knew just how they felt. If only they knew that Damian was as untouchable and out of reach to her as he must seem to them.
 
   “I’m glad you came,” he said, not hiding the desire in his eyes or from his tone. Hanna bit hard on her lip and looked away, too speared with equal need to speak. She felt a thousand eyes watching them and wondered how it must look to the others, many of them top employees working at Rush Tower, and others members of Press and even friends of Damian’s and his father. Hanna’s glance however, suddenly caught the gaze of a woman who seemed to have her eyes glued on them too fixedly. Hanna’s eyebrows raised quizzically as she realized the woman looked familiar. One of the other executive assistants at work? No…the woman’s dress looked like it had come straight off the runway from New York fashion week, and her sleek hairdo, jewelry and heels had to cost more than many secretaries earned in a year. She had distinctive auburn hair and a slender, almost emaciated frame favored by many of the diet-fad-crazy socialites. Deciding she wasn’t important, Hanna shook off thoughts of the woman and faced Damian once more.
 
   “I won’t be staying long,” she informed him.
 
   His look of concern tore at her heartstrings. “I’ll expect you wouldn’t want to tire yourself out. I was hoping however, that you would share a dance with me when the music starts. Even for a few minutes, right before you have to run off and leave behind your glass slipper.”  His smile was rueful, as if he knew that was a lame joke. The fact Damian was even making an attempt at a joke at all had Hanna bursting out in humorous laughter.
 
   “I need to mingle,” he told her almost apologetically. His hand reached out and squeezed her arm and it felt like the most intimate touch ever especially coupled with his long, searing look skimming over her face and body. “I veritably missed you, Ms. Simms. In my life – in my bed. I’ll have to think of an ingenious way to get you back into both or I’m liable to lose my fucking mind. You understand, don’t you?”
 
   He was overwhelming her with his magnetism again, and the way the room became small when he touched, looked or spoke to her. 
 
   “I think I do,” she answered through parched lips, and saw his pleased, rakish smile that had Hanna wondering what the hell he thought she’d just agreed to. As he walked away with that puma-like stride Hanna’s eyes followed him longingly and she realized she didn’t care. She’d missed him too – crazily. And she needed back into his life and bed as much as he seemed to want her to be.
 
   At whatever the cost, she decided, snatching a glass of champagne from a passing waiter.
 
   All through the rest of the evening Hanna couldn’t shake the sensation of being watched. She kept looking around to find out why she had that feeling but she never seemed to catch anything. Soon she was distracted by the band setting up music and then Damian promptly seeking her out in order to extract the promise of a dance. Hanna thought it was cute the way he couldn’t seem to stay away and drew her to him once he got the chance.
 
   “Careful, Damian,” Hanna teased, laughing softly as he twirled her elegantly across the floor till she felt breathless and dizzy. “I’m beginning to observe we’re making a spectacle. Wouldn’t want to let the world think you’ve got a thing for your executive assistant.”
 
   “I have got a thing for her and I don’t give a damn really who sees,” he said, eyes growing sober as he pulled her more snugly against him. She looked up and felt breathless when she met the branding heat of his gaze. “Why did you leave, Hanna? Really?”
 
   “Apart from the fact that you were acting like a control-mad fiend and had started freaking me out?” she asked him, half-teasing.
 
   “I can’t help how I feel about you. I have – I need to protect you each time you’re close and then a part of me realizes I’m the thing you need the most protection from,” Damian said heavily. “Yes, I have control issues and I’m working on that. But I want you back, Hanna. Say you’ll come back.”
 
   “I want to come back,” Hanna whispered, gazing up into his intense expression and phasing out the crowd, the music. “But…”
 
   “No buts,” Damian said, his hands flat on her back and pressing her soft apex to the hard heat of his groin. They both let out collective, low groans. “Damn, Hanna. I don’t think I could go another hour not being able to kiss or touch you the way I want to. I know my father will probably want to skin me alive but I suggest we leave soon. I’ll make my excuses and then will you meet me outside? As usual there’s my security detail hovering about but they won’t bother you if you decide to wait in my limo while I speak to my dad about leaving early. It’ll be parked just down the curb from the building. I’ll call and let them know to let you through.”
 
   “Okay,” Hanna said simply. Damian grinned, a flash of sexy, lethal white that lit up his beautifully dark eyes. Hanna’s world spun round and round and she didn’t care anymore about who was right or wrong. She just wanted to feel again all the sweet agonies of pleasure only he could create within her.
 
   Once the music ended they broke apart, hands lingering on each other before they finally split, Damian turned away with one last smile and Hanna stepped back with breathless excitement. She could barely look about her at the surrounding crowd before she spun around and started to make her way for the exit. 
 
   A hand stopped her with its grip on her arm and she frowned, looking back in surprise. She stopped in her tracks when she came face to face with the redhead who’d been staring so intently earlier. 
 
   “Ms. Simms? Hanna?” the woman said with a bright smile that didn’t reach her startling green eyes.  
 
   “I’m sorry. Have we met?” Hanna asked curiously.
 
   The woman smiled. “You don’t remember me. Belinda Scott.”
 
   “I’m really sorry, but…” Hanna’s confusion cleared as she suddenly placed the face. She wanted to blush when she realized who this was: Damian’s ex. Or one of them. Hanna had long lost count in the past of how many women she’d seen walk through Damian’s life. Some after merely weeks or at most a month or two of holding his attention.
 
   Belinda had been a slightly different mold from Damian’s usual pick of bimbos. She came from old money with a family who had almost as much influence as Damian’s. They’d even attended the same top ranking college but had never had anything until later when both got to meet over business between their respective family-run companies. 
 
   Hanna remembered their romance as being whirlwind and then crashing just when Belinda had expected things to progress into something more permanent. Hanna had heard rumors from the gossip rags of Belinda having a nervous breakdown but she’d never verified it. All Hanna could remember was having to send masses of flowers to Belinda’s family home where she’d been said to be recuperating.
 
   But why was Belinda waylaying her here, wondered Hanna? Was she hoping to get Damian back and perhaps, thought Hanna, was a link to drawing close to him?
 
   Considering the display on the dance floor which Hanna guessed many had witnessed, she couldn’t help but blush wondering what Belinda must have thought seeing that.
 
   But Belinda looked far from antagonistic as far as Hanna could tell. “I’m sorry,” said Belinda in her cultured, smooth tone. “I didn’t mean to impose. I just didn’t know who else to approach with my information. I have the feeling Damian wouldn’t take this seriously if he knew it’s coming from me. But after what I overheard…I can’t stand by and let him come to harm.”
 
   Hanna’s chest tightened at those words and she came alert immediately. “What did you overhear?”
 
   Belinda lifted her narrow shoulders in the exquisite lime-colored lace gown. “Something that tells me Damian could be in great danger. After that attempt on his life with that car crash, I should have known they’d want to try again. But to show up at his charity event…” She shook her head in dismay.
 
   Hanna had to clench her fist to curb her impatience. “If you know something, or even suspect something, you should tell me. Why exactly do you think Damian might be in danger?”
 
   Belinda took Hanna’s arm and squeezed urgently. “I can’t talk here. Please, come with me. They could be watching. I think they realized I caught a hint of what they were discussing. Damian was making his speech then and they were standing just inches from me, murmuring. I only got to glean a few sentences but it was enough. If we act now, we can stop them from carrying out their nefarious plans. I think one of them even had a gun,” she added on a hush, and Hanna’s stomach dropped. It didn’t even occur to her to inform anyone else, like the police or even Damian himself. She only thought of how he was totally clueless that he might be a target at the event and there was no time to waste. Damian could well be on his way out to his limo to wait for her and they’d get him then…
 
   “What do we do now?” Hanna said with urgency, already letting Belinda lead her away.
 
   “You need to see something. I think I know where they intend to strike from. I was able to catch one of them making for one of the back rooms leading to the roof. They could easily reach any mark from there.”
 
   “Oh my God. We need to hurry. Damian’s already planned to leave the party early. He’s probably out in the open now,” Hanna said in panic. She really wasn’t thinking. In a crowd full of people there was no way she could cause a stir by announcing to anyone that there were possibly would-be murderers on the loose. So she let Belinda hurry her out of the music-filled hall.  
 
   “They went this way,” Belinda said, her heels clacking fast on the wooden floors as she led Hanna past passageway after passageway. Hanna followed quickly, and saw they’d reached an unlit back room with some kind of ladder steps reaching to a skylight.
 
   “Up there,” Belinda said hurriedly. “That’s the spot where they’ll probably have their marksman.” 
 
   Hanna gasped, already clutching at the ladder to spring up the steps. She wasn’t sure what she’d do if she did see anyone on the roof with a rifle or gun about to take a shot. All she could think of was Damian’s safety and how she just might be the only one to keep him from danger.
 
   Hanna could hear Belinda climbing up after her and was glad that at least there’d be help if she needed it. Both women were now able to clamber on the roof and the first thing Hanna noticed was the chill from the wind biting in through her dress. 
 
   “Do you see anyone?” Belinda asked from behind her. Hanna’s eyes scanned the roof and the shadows that could be anything from crates to crouching figures lying in wait to commit some nefarious deed…
 
   The hairs on the back of Hanna’s neck lifted and she realized suddenly that she could no longer hear Belinda behind her. Something made her turn her head and she was in time to see the other woman inch forward as if on tiptoe, arms outstretched. Hanna still had no clue what Belinda could possibly be up to. It was then she heard a loud shout from behind them.
 
   “Stop, Belinda!” 
 
   Hanna jumped. That sounded like Damian! She spun round quickly and heard shuffling feet. Suddenly Damian appeared from the shadowed opening of the skylight followed by the guards he usually had with him. To her shock, they went straight for Belinda, grabbing her arms. Before the woman could even struggle they’d dragged her off while she screeched in fury.
 
   “Damian, what’s going on?” Hanna exclaimed. He rushed forward, hands on her shoulders as he searched her face.
 
   “Are you okay? Did she hurt you?” he asked with deep worry.
 
   “No! She’s here to help. Damian, she told me about the shooters. She heard them talking…”
 
   “Hanna, there are no shooters. Belinda’s a fraud. If I was seconds too late she was about to push you off the edge of the roof.”
 
   “W…what?”
 
   Damian didn’t speak again but pulled her to him and hugged her tight, like he’d never let her go. “I’ll explain soon enough,” he said when he finally drew back gently. “But we need to get off the roof.”
 
   Hanna nodded mutely and followed, shaky, with her head in a whirl.
 
    
 
   *
 
   The police had just left and Hanna heard Damian return to the room. She felt like she was still in shock, and almost started when he came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her shoulders.
 
   Sighing, she let her head rest back against his chest.
 
   "You're safe now. I'd never let anyone hurt you," he whispered in her hair. Just hearing him say that put her mind at ease. 
 
   "I know," she replied, voice soft. She thought about all she'd found out tonight. Belinda Scott had been the one behind Damian's car crash. It hadn't seemed probable till Damian gave her the full story.
 
   “Six months ago Belinda came to me with a business proposition, supposedly with the backing of her father. It involved a contract worth millions and while we were mapping out negotiations, work turned into play,” Damian said with a bitter twist to his lips. “I’m not proud of the fact I had no qualms taking her as a lover. She was using me just as much, so I told myself. It wasn’t meant to count for anything. It was just as Rush Enterprises was about to sink loads of money in the deal that we found out Belinda had involved us in a scam she’d cooked up with her boyfriend, who also happened to be her ‘dealer’, feeding her addiction to prescription meds. My father and I decided not to press charges out of respect to the friendship between families. I don’t think even her parents were aware how far into depression and other psychological issues Belinda had fallen into from her teenage years after her mother and father broke up. As you’ll expect, things ended between us after that. Her parents got her help and for a while she seemed okay but she kept relapsing and meeting up with her dealer ex. To fund her addiction she’d almost run her family’s business to the ground. I would never have dreamed she was behind the sabotage of my car if camera footage showed it was her boyfriend who was seen sneaking into my underground garage at the company and tampering with my vehicle. The police only made a positive ID tonight, after she confessed. The most important help came from her parents who called me while I was about to leave the party. They said she’d escaped her carers who’d been assigned to her and that she’d dressed up as if for a party. They guessed she was headed for my charity event because they saw a newspaper opened to the page where it was being advertised in an article. I came straight back in to look for her and I was just in time to see you follow her out of the ballroom. I was too far away to stop you and I went berserk thinking I wouldn’t get to you in time. Something told me she was up to no good and I was right. She really would have shoved you off the roof and she finally confessed to it at the station.”
 
   “But why me? I never did anything to hurt her,” Hanna whispered.
 
   “Hanna, Belinda is a sick woman. And she’s hopefully going to get the help she needs. Her family are going to make more certain of that this time. On the outside people like that seem like you and me but they’re far from normal. They have a warped sense of reality and just thinking that she could have hurt you makes my blood run cold. She tried to kill me for foiling her plans of cheating the company out of millions. When she realized she couldn’t get at me with all the security, she decided you were an easy target – all to make me pay.”
 
   “I caught her watching us at the party. She must have realized we had something together and that’s why she decided to make her move by tricking me into following her. Oh my God, I was such a fool...” Hanna shook her head in disbelief.
 
   Damian shushed her and drew her close again. “Now you’ll understand why I don’t intend to let you out of my sight after this. This time it was Belinda – tomorrow it might be anyone else trying to hurt the people I love just to get to me.”
 
   Hanna’s immediate urge to protest at his high-handedness cut short when his words fully sank in. Hurt the people I love...She forgot all about her anger at what he’d said about not letting her out of his sight – and dissolved inside from processing the tail end of his sentence.
 
   Did he even realize he’d made that slip? Even she was beginning to doubt she’d heard right. She felt him turn her round to face him and could only stare up at him in confusion and a hope she almost didn’t dare to show.
 
   “Hanna, is the anything I have to do to make you stay with me?”
 
   When he was the aggressive Damian he was hard enough to resist – but when he turned on that molten charm with his eyes burning and his voice deep and rough, Hanna couldn’t even tell her left from her right. 
 
   “I don’t want you to think you have to do anything,” she began, heart thumping because she knew she was lying, sort of.
 
   He cupped her face. “Hanna, I know you need...things. And I don’t mean material stuff. But I know you want a man who can give you romance and all the frills.”
 
   Hanna shook her head quickly. “Maybe I thought I did, in the beginning. But it took meeting you and knowing you to realize the truth. You opened my eyes to the things I really wished for. You made everything seem brighter, warmer. The only thing I could ask for to make it complete was knowing it wasn’t just a game of control for you. I needed you to invest your emotions as well. And now...”
 
   “Now?” Damian pressed, looking at her with those piercing eyes of his that seemed to wrench every hidden element from her very soul. 
 
   “I can tell that you do mean to be all you can be, for me. I think you’re ready to try.”
 
   “I’m more than ready,” he said with heartfelt conviction. “Marry me, Hanna, and I’ll spend as long as it takes to prove myself.”
 
   Hanna pulled back in shock. She hadn’t been expecting that. As much as it was the fulfilment of her hopes and dreams, she was never the type to think a ring on her finger held any more symbolism than being just a seal on paper that could be broken at any time. But when you had a seal on someone’s heart, that counted for more than anything.
 
   “Damian, I’m not saying no to us being together. I already know we have so much to share and I’m happy to explore the prospect of more time in a relationship. After a few months, maybe...”
 
   “No,” Damian said, gruffly. “I can’t wait that long to make you mine, truly mine. I know I messed up at the start with my domineering antics and I’ll make it all up to you, I promise. But I want you as my wife, sharing my life and everything it entails. I can’t keep holding back, Hanna. I’m in love with you.”
 
   “I know.” Hanna’s heart sang and she wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing his lips. He seized her tighter to him and deepened the exchange, delving deep to devour her in ways that sent quivers through her core.
 
   “Why would you even think we need more time?” Damian growled against her lips, making her giggle as he added, “I just spent the last several months courting you though neither of us even knew it. Ostensibly we were boss and assistant, but in our hearts we knew that things ran deeper than we were both ready to admit. You know everything there is to know about me and it’s the same with me about you. Now we simply need the whole world to know we belong together. Once we go shopping for the ring we can start planning the biggest wedding this town has ever seen.”
 
   “No big wedding,” Hanna said with a firm shake of her head. “Nothing fancy, Damian. Just family and a few friends.”
 
   His grin told her she’d fallen for the bait. “So the answer is yes?”
 
   “Yes,” Hanna said, and it was the easiest one she ever had to give. She squealed when he gave her an impossible tight hug. Then he carried her to bed and slowly stripped them both off and made love to her into the night. As he pulled her close in his warm embrace some hours before dawn, she kissed him on the lips and whispered her words of love, and could have sworn she saw a glistening in his eyes in the moon-lit bedroom. She smiled and rested her face on his shoulder, already in dreamland moments later as she mapped out their beautiful future together.
 
   THE END
 
   *
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   Desire
 
    
 
   Sandra Eckhart is a woman who is used to being alone. Raised on the same college campus she now teaches on she is hardly the type of woman to have a one- night stand at a writer’s conference, but that is what she does. Connor Beaumont is a rich and talented writer who has no plans to settle down, his late wife was the woman who understood the turbulent and dark passions that drive him and he had never met anyone else who did, until Sandra. Can they teach other how to live and love again?
 
    
 
   Risking Attraction
 
    
 
   A week after breaking off her engagement to Christopher, Amy’s friend and colleague convinces her to go to a Halloween masquerade ball hosted by the illustrious and mysterious, Joshua Hunter. Reluctantly, Amy agrees to go. She never had intentions of meeting anyone, especially not Joshua himself. But she catches his eye, and then he catches her, intent on making her his submissive for just one night. It’s an offer Amy can’t refuse.
 
    
 
   Finding Passion
 
    
 
   Myrna never dreamed Zach Snow would look twice at a woman like her, not when he’d also seen her sexy, willowy blonde of a cousin Ashley. Both women met the enigmatic hunk one evening and Myrna is shocked to soon discover she was the one he wanted. Men always picked Ashley. But Zach’s motive was clear: “Ashley can’t give me what I want – you can.” And what he wanted from Myrna was the fulfilment of dark desires untold. Would she indulge in the delights he promised? Or would she let her deeply rooted insecurities deny her the exciting new enticement she craved?
 
    
 
   Forbidden Love
 
    
 
   Olivia is by no means shy or afraid of the darker side of herself. However, when her boss sends her to a local 'alternative' club to gather information about the lifestyle for an article she has to write, Olivia is intimidated and overwhelmed. When a Dom, Master Dean, takes an interest in her, she’s thrust into a world she never knew existed. It’s exciting and it awakens her in a way she didn’t know was possible. But when Dean asks her to become his sub, she must make a choice: tell him the truth about why she was there in the first place and risk him never speaking to her again. Or she keeps her secret and indulges in a new, exciting world with Dean as her guide.
 
    
 
   Click Here to get your copy of Volume 4
 
   Volume 3 is a seriously hot and provocative collection by Lucia Jordan, written in her signature style of passion, searing depictions and high emotion.
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