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Touch Book 1: Passionate Encounter
“Done!”
Kelly Miller took a long breath and wiped the sweat from her forehead before heaving the armful of clothing she held out the window. Jeans and tee shirts fluttered in the wind and a hysterical giggle erupted from her mouth when a colorful pair of boxers caught on the antenna of a car parked at the curb. They fluttered there, gaily, for a moment before an angry looking woman strode out of the nearby pizzeria and yanked them off.
“Sorry!” Kelly yelled from her second floor apartment, “I was hoping to hit him with them.”
The woman looked at Greg, Kelly’s ex, and an expression of understanding crossed her face. She tossed the boxers to the pavement and got into her car. Kelly laughed helplessly as the woman’s tires rolled right over the boxer shorts.
“You bitch!” Greg yelled, “That’s totally stupid! Stop throwing my stuff out the window!”
“I’m stupid?” Anger exploded into her. “You’re the jerk that was cheating on me and your calling me names?”
She tossed a bag filled with his video games to the ground, he gave a wounded howl and she slammed the window shut and pulled the blind down behind it. She slumped into a chair, her face in her hands, exhaustion overwriting the anger.
How could I be so stupid? How could I not have known he was screwing my best friend? Best friend, really? 
Her thoughts were interrupted by a pounding on the door. “Go away!” she cried.
Greg’s voice, pitched to a conciliatory croon, came through the door. “Come on, don’t be like this Kelly. I love you, I made a mistake. I’ll never do it again, I promise, you just have to stop hanging around girls like Candi. It’s not my fault you have such hot friends.” Candi, god how she hated that name.
She stared bleakly at the wall. Her emotions were swinging too fast in too many directions and she didn’t trust herself to even answer. This wasn’t the first time he had cheated and she knew with a steely certainty it would not be the last. 
“The first time it had happened she had blamed herself. They had never had a really good sex life, after all. There always seemed to be something missing. She could never seem to connect with him in the way she wanted to despite his being a tender and very ardent lover. He often finished and went to sleep while she lay there aching with a need she couldn’t express and frustration knotting her nerves.
She had faked it for a long time but when she had grown weary of that and tried to talk to him about it he had become angry and the first affair had followed soon after. She no longer believed she was at fault for his cheating and she sure as hell wasn’t in the mood to try to work it out any more either.
There was something missing between them, point blank period. 
Greg pounded on the door a few more times, his fists growing heavier on the thin wood and she knew he was becoming desperate but she didn’t care. She was over it and he wasn’t getting back in, not into her apartment or her life. Not ever.
“Come on baby, don’t you remember the time we went down to the beach and made love under the stars? Let’s do that again, what do you say? Wouldn’t you like that?”
 His voice was still pitched in that pleasant tone but she could hear the cajoling whine just below it. Next would be the recriminations and name calling. She closed her eyes, not wanting to deal with it any longer and the memory swam up: the sand was warm from the sun it had absorbed all day, the sky pricked with stars and he had knelt between her legs, his long lean body a dark silhouette.
He could be a stranger, we could get caught and arrested she had thought and an orgasm ripped from her, soaking his organ and the sand below her ass cheeks with sticky fluids.
That memory made her feel incredibly ashamed, It had not been Greg who had turned her on, it had been the idea that had entered her head at that moment, that feeling of utter vulnerability and the fear of exposure. The whole thing had felt taboo and slightly terrifying and it had been that excitement that had caused her to come so hard, not the feel of his member inside her.
She crossed her arms over her chest and listened to his footsteps receding down the hallway, there was a second when she was sure he was going to just leave but then the sound of his footsteps coming back sounded out. She had often wished the landlord would install carpets out there but he never had. Greg pounded on the door so hard the wood shuddered and she stared at it, fully expecting it to shatter below the blows.
“I’m going to call the cops on you!”
That would be Mrs. Hagman who lived three doors down. She was a frail old lady with a piercing voice and .
“Shut up!” Greg yelled but his footsteps receded once more. This time they didn’t return. 
Kelly peeked out of the window, relieved to see him stuffing his things into his car and peeling away from the curb. The silence left behind was intensely quiet. It was too quiet and she huddled down into the chair, willing herself to cry, to let it all out but her eyes stayed dry and her heart lay hard and heavy as stone on her chest.
“I am never going to date ever again,” she said to her the mountain of fur and attitude that came creeping up next to her. “Do you hear me Princess?”
Princess, an orange and white Maine Coon cat that weighed nearly twenty pounds and hated anything that moved into his line of vision growled at her before deciding to curl up on the right side of the tiny sofa. Hair scattered everywhere and Kelly sighed, Princess had been a gift from Greg the first few weeks that they had been dating and then he had been cute and cuddly. Three years later he was an oddly named hateful thing that only wanted petting when he wanted extra feeding.
She had thrown Greg out of the apartment after he had cheated the first time and Princess had stayed with her out of convenience. Greg had never moved back in and, to be fair, Princess hated him more than he disliked her so he had stayed. Kelly would never have spoken it out loud but she had come to love the irascible creature.
“I should have you never had you neutered. It might have done you some good to have gotten your evil little heart broken,” Kelly said but Princess didn’t take the bait, he just rolled over on the sofa to show her his fluffy belly before going to sleep. Loud rusty snores filled the apartment and she laughed, grateful to have something to laugh about in an otherwise dark day. 
**
The next morning Kelly stood in front of her bathroom mirror carefully surveying her reflection. She had chosen to pin her dark auburn hair up in a low and very tight twist, her dark brown eyes had a smudging of russet colored shadow around them and her high cheekbones had a slight shading of blush. A thin layer of sheer lip gloss and a single coat of mascara completed the look.
She wore a very severely cut suit and sensible shoes. Her only jewelry was a thin watch on her right wrist and a pair of tiny freshwater pearl earrings. “You’ll do,” she said.
Kelly knew why she was nervous. Today was the day the new president of her department started work and she wasn’t looking forward to it. Michael Adams had a reputation for being a perfectionist who was not about to let anyone or anything get in the way of his climb up the corporate ladder. 
Michael was the youngest person to have ever reached a corner office in the billion dollar corporation, he was clearly on the fast track to CEO status and, some whispered, to the multimillion dollar salary that went along with that.
Princess mewled and tried to twine around her legs, likely in an attempt to trip her, but she avoided him neatly. “Not today,” she admonished. “I can’t afford to go in looking like a hairy mess. I could get fired and you would be out in an alley begging for scraps.”
Princess shot her a filthy look and sulked all the way over to the sofa. Kelly took a deep breath, grabbed her briefcase and headed out the door.
**
Michael Adams saw the gorgeous young woman darting for the front door of the building and paused for a millisecond to hold it open for her. Courtesy had never been a large topic of conversation in the Adam’s household while he was growing up but he had learned quickly that courtesy, as opposed to ass kissing, could take him up a few notches higher in the eyes of his superiors and it was a hard habit to break.
“Thank you,” her voice was a breathless gasp. He deliberately lengthened his stride, her legs were long and slim and she matched his steps perfectly, both of them heading for the elevator without any further chit chat. 
Kelly checked her watch, she was twenty minutes early which meant she would be fifteen minutes early when the elevator disgorged her on the twenty third floor, where her office was housed. She knew that Michael was always early and always left late. On one hand she wasn’t looking forward to that because she already worked long hours but on the other hand she was hoping to keep thoughts of Greg and his cheating ways at bay by burying herself in work.
The elevator filled and emptied. Michael found himself covertly studying her, the long creamy arch of her neck, delicate lines of her face and the soft curve of her lip kept drawing his attention. He didn’t have to look to know that her breasts curved out gently under the white blouse and her hips swelled softly from below the taut lines of her waist.
Small daydreams were too much of a distraction so he fixed his gaze firmly forward and forced himself to think about the long day ahead. The former president of the department that he was taking over had let everything go to hell. The whole department was in chaos due to the mismanagement that had gone on.
He didn’t want to fire anybody, he already had a reputation as being the executioner of careers due to his history and he would fire anyone who had simply not done the work but he was not going to reward loyalty and hard work with a pink slip if he could help it.
Kelly was incredibly aware of the devastatingly handsome man in the elevator next to her. He wore a very subtle cologne and his charcoal suit was cut perfectly and showed his powerful body off even while covering it with an elegant flair. He had black hair that waved back from a small widow’s peak and a set of eyes that were deeply and almost impossibly blue. She would have had to be utterly blind to not have seen how attractive he was.
“The last thing I need is a man,” she told herself sternly.
The elevator dinged, announcing her stop and she exited. To her surprise the dark haired man fell in step beside her. Neither of them spoke, Michael was suddenly aware that she was likely an employee and Kelly was too worried about the new boss to try to make conversation.
She opened the door to her tiny and cluttered office and stepped inside, breathing a sigh of relief as she stepped inside and turned on the light. Her computer monitor sat dark and silent and she went to it and cut it on, bringing up the page she had been working on the day before.
She tossed her purse in the bottom drawer, pulled out files and bent her head to her work, not looking up for several hours, when a knock sounded at her door.
“Come in,” she called, the small irritation she felt at being interrupted bleeding through the words slightly but her irritation died instantly when Michael opened the door and stepped inside. 
His eyes took in the office without ever seeming to wander: she was obviously deeply involved in her work, there were stacks of papers on one side of the desk and a large memo board on one wall with tasks ticked off in neat lines. The nameplate on the desk said Kelly Miller, the fact that it was on the nameplate and not the door said this was a job that had been vacated and taken over a multitude of times. Her employee records showed she had been in the department for seven months, she had begun work as a receptionist and worked her way up to assistant then she moved again once she got her degrees in financial management.
He admired that, her willingness to work her way through college showed determination, her willingness to stay with the company showed she was loyal. If there was anything he valued, it was loyalty.
“I’m Michael Adams,” he said without preliminaries. “I’m here to talk with you about the project you are working on.”
Kelly braced herself. The project had been handed to her as a collection of memos and untidy documents. It had been through five people’s hands before it had hit hers and she had worked it into something that resembled order but it was nowhere near ready and would not be for at least another few weeks. 
“What would you like to discuss?” Her voice sounded calm, a surprise in itself.
“There seems to be a holdup.”
“There are some legal issues at play as well as financial ones. I’m not a lawyer so I had to pass those concerns on to the legal department. I’m working on the financial aspects unaffected by those issues at present and hope to have it all finished as soon as I can get the other ones seen to.”
He had already known that. Her unwillingness to lay blame or make excuses and her calm statement of the facts was heartening. Some would have given hasty excuses as to why the work wasn’t down, would have told him the name of the person in the legal department and claimed that they were holding the project up. She had not done that at all.
“I’ll see what I can do to expedite that.” He said smoothly and saw her shoulders relax slightly. 
“Thank you. I will have it in to you in less than two weeks.”
“Good.”
He opened her file and she stared at the neatly manicured nails on his large strong hands. “You seem to be determined to do well in this company.”
“I am.”
She didn’t say anything else. He stood there, his eyes locked onto hers for a few seconds then he nodded, once, a curt little nod and said, “”I’m sure you will do just that. If you’ll excuse me?”
“Certainly.”
The door closed softly and she slumped down into her chair. Her legs trembled and she had to take a long breath. For a moment she had had the oddest sensation; that he had known exactly who she was.
Her fingers trembled as she tapped on the computer’s keys. Growing up had been a nightmare for her, she had spent much of her childhood being shuffled between foster homes, relatives and her parents. When her parents had come around it was when they were out of rehab or needed her to collect some income for themselves, she had been the reason they had been able to get the food stamps they traded for beer and the check they used to buy heroin or pills or anything else that they were into that week or day or year.
She had been carted around the country as they fled from cops and drug charges, left in motel rooms while they robbed stores and had been taught to shoplift and used as a carrier for stolen items because they had known that stores would rarely stop a small child.
She had never known stability and she craved it. Deep down she knew that was why she had clung to Greg for so long, she was terrified of changes. Change had never been a good thing for her growing up.
**
Michael looked up as she knocked on his open door. He had been watching her closely, too closely over the last two weeks. She always arrived before everyone else and left after everyone else, except for him. He had seen her skip meals and leave the office with dark circles under her eyes and a drag to her feet, he knew that look and walk, it was often his own as well.
He wondered what drove her, what fueled her ambitions and those thoughts often intruded upon him while he was working himself, no matter how hard he tried to block them out.
Kelly had been just as distracted by him, though she had never given an outward sign of it. She’d had a distinctly sexy fantasy or two about her boss but she was unwilling to deal with anything outside of a fantasy, though those fantasies had helped shove Greg out of her mind on several nights, which had been a welcome relief.
“I’m finished with this project.”
He nodded toward a corner of his desk, “Set it there please.”
She did and though she did not intend to spy she could not help but notice the department’s financial reports for the last few years were also there and that there were some folders with stickers affixed to them.
Before she could stop herself she blurted out, “Some of the financials are out of sync. I worked on that set myself when I first came in and two months later, they were altered. I told my department head who said they would pass it on but he got fired a few weeks later and now…’
“Now I’m here.”
Her face went scarlet. “I apologize. I didn’t mean to…”
Michael waved a hand at the chair in front of his desk, “Close the door and sit down please.”
She was about to get fired. Her heart sank and her breath threatened to cut off completely. She walked, woodenly, to the door and closed it and then went to the chair and sat in it. Her back was ramrod straight and her hands were clutched in her lap so tightly her knuckles were white, none of which went unnoticed by Michael.
“Would you say there were misappropriations of funds here?”
“Yes.” Her voice was steady despite the dryness of her mouth. “But I could not say by whom.”
“Thank you.” His sooty head nodded at the pile, “It’s obvious there has been embezzling going on for many years but that it’s been covered up time and again. I need some answers here and since you haven’t been here very long I doubt you can help me there, what you can do however, is tell me about this file.”
“Other than it has been tampered with I’m not sure what else I can say.”
Michael had known that, he just wanted an excuse to keep her there. She sat in the chair, her pale features growing less strained by the second as she began to understand he wasn’t blaming her and he couldn’t help but wonder if her skin was that same lovely porcelain white all over.
Kelly fidgeted slightly. She already had another large project on her board and a nearly desperate desire to escape from his heated gaze. She flushed a little, recalling the last fantasy she had had of him and he saw the heightening of color but had no idea what had put it there so he assumed she was becoming upset at being detained.
“If we’re done here?”
“Oh, yes.” Michael leaned back in his seat, his crystalline eyes giving away nothing. “Please close the door on your way out.”
Relief gusted through her. She sprang to her feet and headed for the door. Watching her go, Michael could only appreciate the uptilted curve of her ass from afar. The door closed behind her and Kelly let out a long breath she had not been aware that she was holding. Sweat popped out on her forehead and she had to stop for a long drink of water at the cooler before going back to her office.
Kelly sat at her desk, trying to focus her mind but she couldn’t. She kept thinking of his long and strong fingers and the way his gaze had held hers. She had always wanted that with Greg but he had rarely looked higher than her breasts, even when they were having a conversation.
She picked up a document and began working, trying to empty her mind of thoughts of Michael. She stopped, her fingers poised in mid-air over her keyboard, wondering just when she had stopped thinking of Greg and started thinking of her boss instead.
Either way, those were thoughts she didn’t need. Men she didn’t need. Giving herself a stern shake she buckled down.
**
Michael walked down the hallway, his footsteps echoing softly. The entire office was deserted except for the light that burned in the window of Kelly’s office. He paused, she had come in even earlier than he had and she was still there, once more he wondered what it was that drove her to succeed.
He knew what drove him. He had grown up dirt poor and hungry. His mom had died when he was a toddler and his dad had been one of those people who drift through life with stars in their eyes and pennies in their pockets. 
Growing up Michael had often been shaken awake in the middle of the night with his father’s face leaned over his bed and his voice throbbing with urgency.
Sneaking out of weekly rentals they were months behind on, houses they had squatted in, away from the endless stream of women that his father first charmed and then moved in on and out of more towns than either of them could remember.
By the time Michael was fourteen he had learned to fend for himself through a series of small hustles, but when a young teacher at his high school had noticed Michael’s gift for learning and then explained to Michael what could be gained from an education, Michael had turned all of his schemes into one grand plan: to escape from the life he had born into.
He had most certainly done that. He made a high six figure a year salary, lived in a condo at one of the nicest addresses in the city, drove a Mercedes that was his pride and joy and had nowhere to go but up. He had proven everyone who had thought him his father’s son utterly wrong.
But despite all that, he felt there was something still missing. He understood everything he had gained was transient, that he had lifted himself up but was not yet whole.
Kelly looked up as he knocked at her open door and said. “You can’t be the last one at the office, you’ll make me look bad.”
She glanced over at her watch. To her surprise the hands stood at nine thirty. Where had the time gone? Flustered she stuttered out, “I got caught up in some reports.”
“I do that a lot too. Have you eaten?”
She shook her head. Some of her auburn curls had escaped the twist she had captured them in and hung around her face in flattering little wisps. “No.”
“Me neither. There’s a dynamite little diner on the corner. How about I buy you dinner?’
Tension sizzled between them; they were both aware of it. Kelly knew she should say no, he knew he should retract the invitation but neither of them wanted to take that course of action. “That would be great. I really like their Ruebens and steak fries.”
“A woman who eats.” Michael’s grin was real and it lit up his handsome face in a way that was nearly her undoing. “That’s refreshing.”
She laughed at that, she couldn’t help it. “How come?”
She gathered her purse as Michael said, “I don’t know why but it seems like when I take a woman to dinner she orders lettuce and glass of wine, no red meat, no dairy, no pork or anything else worth eating.”
“Maybe you aren’t taking out the right kind of women.”
Her face flamed as soon as the words left her mouth. She wasn’t normally that bold. “I didn’t mean…’
“I am not disagreeing with you,” he said amiably.
The lower floors of the offices were dark and quiet. Occasional lights burned here and there, other driven people working late into the night. They opted to walk because the night air was soft and warm and neither of them wanted to be as close to one another as the car would have caused them to be.
The sidewalks were mostly empty, a few college kids and tourists were scattered around. They reached the diner and took a seat inside. Kelly was still trying to think of something to say when the waitress appeared to take their orders. They both asked for the meatloaf and garlic whipped potatoes, brown gravy and creamed peas. 
“You’re just two colleagues having a meal,” Kelly told herself but she kept staring at his hands and full lower lip. That lip looked kissable; she wanted to kiss it. So much so that she actually felt her body swaying toward his. She yanked herself back and forced a thought to coalesce.
“How do you like the department?”
“I like it.” His eyes locked onto her own and he said the words with just enough of a smile that they somehow became a innuendo. “There’s work to do but I like a challenge.”
“So do I.” Her voice was a little breathless.
“So tell me, what keeps you in the office burning the oil like you do?”
“What keeps you doing it?” She countered.
She was defensive and that told him a lot more than she knew. He studied her carefully; she was a beautiful woman and young as well. He knew from her transcripts that she was intelligent and her work proved her to be far more than competent. She had no worries on that score, she would have a job for a long time to come. So there something else, something deeply rooted and personal that kept her working when others had gone home for the night.
“Doesn’t your boyfriend mind?”
Her face tightened instantly, subconsciously revealing to him far more information than she would have desired. His eyes went to her fingers, no ring marks, no tan lines or anything else to indicate that there was a fiancée or significant other.
“No.”
He didn’t press and she didn’t offer. The food came and they filled up the silence with small talk: weather and music, theatre. To his pleased surprise she was a sports fan and they had a long conversation about the local teams and their chances before the waitress came back to ask if they wanted dessert.
They did, but not the fare that was on the menu, they were both hungering for something more, something slightly less ordinary.
**
At the office they headed into the parking garage. Her space was on the floor below his and he walked her there. An awkward silence had fallen and she turned to face him, a half-smile on her face.
“Thank you for dinner,” she said. “I know that sounds terribly inane.”
The sodium vapor light glowed around her face, brought out the gold highlights in her hair. His cock throbbed against the front of his slacks. He wanted her and he was no longer in the mood to deny it.
He stepped closer and his strong fingers tilted her face up, she heard her own indrawn breath then his lips came down on hers in a demanding and fierce kiss that left her gasping even as she pressed her body to his and kissed him back with just as much unbridled passion as he was using.
Michael knew he should stop but he couldn’t help resist. He cupped his hands and ran them down the long column of her spine, stopping when his fingers could cup the undersides of her ripe buttocks. Her crotch tiled and he rubbed his hard prick against her there, a moan told him that she didn’t find that an unwelcome gesture.
Kelly was spinning in a lust fueled haze. Her senses were lit up so that every breath, every slight movement made sensations rocket through her body. Michael gripped her jaw slightly tighter; his mouth came down on the soft flesh of her neck. Teeth grazed her skin, then bit. A shriek erupted from her, fear and excitement both mingled as he paused for a moment then kissed her again.
It was heady, his unrelenting kisses and the burning in her neck. When his fingers slid to the top button of her blouse she held her breath, eagerly anticipating his unbuttoning her blouse.
He didn’t. He tore it instead. There was an oddly musical jingle as the buttons hit the asphalt and bounced upward before rolling off into the night.
The same feverish passion that had filled her on the beach that night with Greg erupted again. His fingers gripped the lacy red bra she wore below her prim blouse and a devilish smile crossed his face, here was proof that she was a sensual woman below her prim and proper exterior. 
“Do you want me to fuck you?”
The words shocked her. She couldn’t believe he had just asked her like that. But his voice, deep, hoarse and full of lust was a thing so primal she had never heard those words said like that before. “Yes,” her hard exhale and answer shocked her further. What was she doing? Were they really going to fuck in the parking garage? Was she losing her mind? The bra opened and his teeth and tongue caressed her nipples, tiny nibbling bites making her cry out.
Michael tore his tie off. Before she could understand what he planned to do with it he had gagged her with it. The tie tasted like his skin and she fought fear down, forced herself to relax.
He bent her over the hood of her car. She shivered as he pushed her staid knee-length skirt up past her hips, exposing her panties. The panties tore with a long sound that reminded her of a zipper being pulled down. Her heart thundered in her chest as his fingers caressed the firm globes of her ass cheeks, his nails scratching slightly.
The breeze blew against her exposed mound, vulnerability snaked in and so did shame. What if they got caught? What would she look like to anyone who saw them? That thought titillated her further and she could feel slippery oils dripping onto her inner thighs.
Michael ran a finger along the exposed outer seam of her labia. She opened under that touch, showing him her slick inner lips. He found her clit and circled it with his fingers, her hips jerked and bucked in response.
He couldn’t resist. He rubbed her ass cheeks again, kneading them and caressing them. One finger slid into the deep cleft and out again before she could really register anything more than the lightness of the touch.
She sighed, the ardor she had felt cooling at that touch. Michael sensed it and a grin crossed his face. He knew exactly what it was she wanted, needed, even if she didn’t.
His hand came down firmly on her right cheek. When it came away a red stain in the shape of his handprint stayed behind. She shrieked and jumped and her pussy gave off a low and insistent throb that made her arch her ass up toward him, a plea rising to her lips.
“Again?” Michael asked.
“Yes,” she moaned behind the makeshift gag.
“Say please,” he ordered.
She said something that sounded enough like please. He smacked the other ass cheek. Pain rose and faded but the pleasure stayed behind. Her swollen tunnel spilled more heated oil into her dark pubic curls and he began to alternate the slaps to her ass with the slow circles around her clit.
An orgasm exploded from her, she couldn’t control it. Her body locked into rigid lines and then relaxed as her wet slit opened and closed, gushing sticky white fluids across his expensive cuff links.
“Good girl,” Michael said and helped her stand.
Emotions swam in and out as he kissed her tenderly and helped her to dress. He held her against his broad and warm chest and she buried her face in his neck, breathing in the scent of him, the same scent that had been in her mouth.
He helped her into her car and said, “I’ll follow you home to make sure you’re okay.”
She wanted to protest but didn’t. Exhaustion had crept in and she was grateful for the comforting sight of his headlights in her rearview.
At her apartment he walked her to her door and waited until it closed to leave. Watching his lights head back down the street a new fear hit her hard. What would she say to him tomorrow at work? Worse, what would he say to her? Would he tell everyone what had happened?
She began to cry, everything she had worked so hard for could come tumbling down. Princess crept out of hiding and tried to gnaw off her foot and she gave the cat a glare that must have looked scary because he ran off without another bite.
She dried her eyes and made a cup of herbal tea, fed Princess and went to bed. She lay there, looking at the ceiling and doing her best not to think about the feel of his hands on her body and his tongue moving against hers. That was a losing battle. It was all she could think about.
**
“I thought you would be in earlier.”
Embarrassment kept her eyes rooted to the computer screen. “I overslept a bit.”
He doubted it. There were lavender shadows under her eyes that said otherwise. “I want to talk to you about last night.”
She looked up. Michael stood there, his face carved into determined lines. He had closed the door in case an early arriving employee came walking by. “What about it?”
“Do you know what happened?”
Her face flamed scarlet. “Of course.”
“I mean do you really understand what we were doing?”
She wanted to say yes but her head shook from side to side. “But I want to,” she added in a rush. 
“Why?”
“I never felt that way before. I mean I felt almost like that once but not that…I can’t explain it.”
Satisfaction swelled Michael’s spirits. “You don’t have to. We had a BDSM scene. You submitted to me.”
Submitted. The word felt right. “I still don’t understand.”
“But you still want to?”
“Yes.” She did, more than anything else.
“Will you go somewhere with me tonight?”
The parking garage maybe? Her heart almost jumped out of her chest at the thought. “I…I don’t….where?”
“To a club. It’s a place for members only. I’ll have to vouch for you but I think you’ll really enjoy it.”
Her head told her to say no, to stay as far away from him as possible. Sleeping with the boss was a dangerous game, was she really so besotted she was willing to play? The memory of him ripping her shirt came back and she shivered, her nipples tightening below her blouse.
“Ok. I’ll go,” she said recklessly.
 


  
Touch Book 2: Dark Temptation
  
Kelly had been told to go home precisely at five and she had left work earnestly. Shortly after her arrival, her doorbell had rung and a deliveryman had thrust several boxes marked with the name of a very exclusive and incredibly expensive boutique at her. She tossed Princess into the kitchen with a double helping of food before opening the topmost box. Her mouth sagged open when she parted the scarlet tissue paper to reveal a long dress with a halter top, low cut back and a sexy slit that would effectively show all of her right leg up to the thigh when she walked.
The dress was made of the purest black silk.  In the box was a card and she sat down before opening it and reading the words written there in a masculine back slanting hand:
Wear your hair up. Red lipstick. No jewelry or perfume. Wear the stockings and shoes, no panties or bra. I will be there at eight sharp. Be ready.
It was a direct order and she knew it. That knowledge thrilled her, but what thrilled her even more was her willingness to take the order. She didn’t try to examine those feelings; she just let them wash over her as she went into her tiny bathroom, drew a steaming tub and climbed into it.
She took her time getting ready, enjoying the feel of the warm water, the silky bath oils and the feeling of anticipation that climbed higher into her belly with every passing second. She washed her hair and glossed it then dried it and pulled it up high, allowing a few curls to fall against her face. She shaded her eyes carefully in soft brown and a double coat of mascara, applied her lipstick and slid her lean legs into the delicate silk stockings adjusting their lacy tops so that they lay flat and smooth. There were no garters. She stared at that erotic little scrap of fabric, relishing the way it outlined and encased her pale white flesh.
The dress went on and she stood there bemused. Someone entirely different stared back at her: someone who was bold and a little dangerous. She moved experimentally and the dress shimmered and clung to her curves.
“Oh shit,” she whispered. “I’m in so much trouble.”
And you like it, a voice inside her head replied. She couldn’t deny that.
**
Michael felt a grin cracking his lips when she opened the door. She was as gorgeous as a painting by a grand master, all angles and luminescent skin. The black silk clung to her elegant frame like a second skin. He took her arm, pleased by its satiny texture.
“The dress is perfect for you.”
“Thank you.” She paused, unsure of what to say. “I didn’t know you would have to buy me something to wear. I can pay for…”
“No.” His curt tone halted her words. He spoke again, more gently, “I bought it because I wanted to. It suits you by the way.”
The compliment bolstered her confidence. Kelly was not unaware that she was pretty but Greg’s cheating and sly insults had shaken her badly. Growing up she had never been the pretty blonde cheerleader type. Other kids had made fun of her fiery hair and wan skin and while she had bloomed at some point there was always a small doubt hidden below the surface.
The car idled at the curb and he handed her in. She sank into the plush seat, inhaling the scent of lather and his cologne. The budding eagerness in her belly had become full blown; she was literally shaking with anticipation.
The streets unfurled past the windows: restaurants and bars, closed stores and shoals of laughing tourists and locals all taking advantage of the warm air and mild breezes. They left the congested city streets behind and began to wind east, heading through tiny hamlets and wealthy enclaves.
His fingers caressed her upper thighs and a warm flush spread throughout her body. “Tell me about the places you love to travel to.”
That surprised her because nobody had ever asked her that before. “I don’t know yet. I haven’t had much of a chance to travel to the places I would really like to see.”
“And where would that be?”
“Paris, London, I know those are all the same places everyone wants to go. I would love to see Bora Bora or Fiji. When I was a kid,” she chuckled at the memory, “I would pretend to be from Australia so I suppose I would really like go there someday too.
“How about you?”
“I would really like to see Italy.”
“I can picture you piloting a gondola,” she teased.
Michael laughed. “I would probably go right overboard. I’ve never been on a boat of any kind.”
“Really?”
“Really,” he tilted a white toothed smile at her, making her heart thud almost painfully against her ribs, “Why do you look so stunned?”
“I love the water.” Sincerity rang from her voice. “I would love a Laser but I have never been able to afford one. I learned to sail when I lived with the Parker’s.”
Her mouth snapped shut as she realized she had said too much. Michael saw that gesture and wondered who the Parker’s were but he sensed asking would upset her so he left it alone. “Maybe we should go out on the water one afternoon. You could chauffer me around.”
That comment made her laugh. “Chauffer you around?”
“Yeah, captain, chauffer….”
“That would be fun.” It would be and it made her smile thinking of it. “They rent boats out at the marina and they have one I really like. Can you swim?”
“If I’m in danger of drowning.”
He had rarely felt so relaxed, so willing to be open. Something about Kelly made him feel far less guarded than he usually did. They both laughed at that quip as he turned left and stopped the car in front of a set of ornate and extremely high gates.
Nerves hit her all over again. She had to swallow hard just to say her name when the disembodied voice coming from the speaker asked her for it and an ID. Michael held his own ID and a black card, made of leather and bearing a single crimson rose on its surface, out the window for inspection. The gates clicked open and they drove slowly through them.
Fear supplanted her enthusiasm as they pulled up in front of an enormous mansion built of brick. Dozens of cars, mostly expensive, sat in the driveway but all of the windows were dark.
The sea backed the house. She could smell a tang of salt and that unmistakable seaside breeze lapped against her face as Michael helped her out of the car. Her heels felt too high as she navigated the walkway, she was terrified that she would twist an ankle and wind up on her ass before the door even opened.
When they did make it up the stairs the heavy wooden doors opened and a face peered at them from the shadowy interior. Gradually that face became sharper and more in focus: a sleek coil of ultra-blonde hair pulled back from a patrician face, long tanned limbs peeking from below a short black sheath and narrow feet with perfect little crescents of nail shown to their best advantage in a pair of strappy stilettos.
“Hello Michael,” red tipped nails came out and clutched the sleeve of his tailored suit, “Don’t you look amazing?”
Jealousy swelled into Kelly, before she could think of anything to say Michael had said, “Hello Lolita, meet Kelly.”
Kelly muttered a less-than-gracious hello. Lolita didn’t seem to notice, her fingers clutched tighter at his sleeve as she said, “I’m so glad to see you back. Come in, why don’t you?”
Michael had been hoping against hope that Lolita wouldn’t attend the party. They had a past, but it was the past as far as he was concerned and he didn’t care to repeat it. Lolita was a beautiful barracuda.
He knew he couldn’t give her a single inch, if he did she would try for a mile. He turned and held out his hand to Kelly. Lolita’s fingers slid off of his jacket sleeve and a look of discontent, quickly hidden, crossed her lovely face. Kelly and he stepped inside a candlelit and shadowed foyer, walked down a long hallway whose dimensions seemed magnified by the low light and through a set of doors.
A crowd of people, some of them nude and others in costumes ranging from the sensual to the downright bizarre, were clustered into a large room. Long tables holding trays of decadent chocolates, creamy cheeses and sweet fruits as well as platters of thinly sliced meats stood on one side of the room. Champagne flowed into glasses from a small fountain and Michael smiled down at her for a long moment.
“Go get a champagne for us. Bring back half a glass for you and a whole glass for me. Bring a chocolate, just one, and a large ripe strawberry.”
Her breath caught at the almost cruelly curt order. She started to protest, tell him to go get his own damn drink, but something deep inside her being strangled that protest to death before she could.
The night swirled on around them. Rock music played form speakers and the champagne was bubbly and dry, Kelly sipped it slowly, wanting to savor its unique taste. Michael hand fed her the chocolate and strawberry, instructing her to take tiny nibbles and let the flavors lie on her tongue. She closed her eyes, bliss filling her as she ate the delicacies.
People began to touch each other and on a long table a woman was strapped face down while a man stood over her, his hands and a hard wooden paddle leaving red marks across her ass and legs. She cried out and ground her pelvis against the table, creating an answering ache in Kelly’s body.
Michael watched her rapt face and he couldn’t help but smile. He’d sensed she was submissive, that she was the kind of woman he had been looking for the moment they had begun to talk and the night before had proven that to be true. What would this night bring?
Kelly was wondering the same thing. Every second that passed kept her guessing and when Michael took her by the hand and led her out to the long moonlit gardens she felt a tremble of pure desire in her lower belly.
“Strip.”
The order was spoken in the softest of voices but the tone was purely steel. Her hands went to the halter of her dress and she paused, fighting to obey and fighting the urge to say no all at that same moment.
The dress came off. It landed at her feet with a whispering sigh that sounded far too loud. The scent of gardenia and roses mingled with the scent of the sea, cool air caressed her nipples –hardening them.
She stood there, wearing only the heels and stockings and Michael sucked in a breath at the sight of her. His cock gave a hard twitch and he saw her eyes drop to the front of his slacks, she had seen that movement and a small smile curved her lips.
“Take off the shoes. You won’t want them on.”
She left the stockings on, and when her feet touched the warm ground below her pussy was already slickly wet. Michael ran a finger through the damp curls there, chuckling as she pumped her hips out at his finger.
“Not so fast.” He chided and then he pulled the small bundle of black silk rope from his pocket. He turned her around, pulling her arms behind her. She gasped at the sensation of the rope wrapping around her wrists.
Finished with that Michael walked back in front of her. Her shoulders were pulled behind her and her breasts thrust upward, her pink nipples tight little peaks. He could see the arousal on her face and he pulled the blindfold out and dangled it in front of her.
Kelly was confused by the blindfold but when he put it over her eyes instant darkness descended and so did fear. She cried out, a sharp exclamation against the dark.
“Trust me.” His voice sounded in her ear and his hands caressed her breasts, his thumbs and fingers tweaking and flicking across her nipples.
“I’m scared.”
“That’s okay,” He stroked his fingers along her spine, enjoying the way she relaxed under his hands. “We’re going to play a game.”
“Game? What kind of game?”
“Hide and seek.”
Kelly laughed, a little crazily. Was he serious? He wanted to play a kid’s game? “I can’t see,” she pointed out.
“That makes it even better. Now come find me and you will earn a reward.”
His hands left her skin and she spun in a circle, she couldn’t move her arms and frustration ran through her. A nightingale sang from somewhere and she felt panic overtaking her. Watching her from a distance Michael could tell she was afraid but excited as well. Her head came up, her nostrils flaring and she began to stumble down the path toward him. 
She cried out in pain when thorns struck her legs. The need to yank the blindfold off was strong but more than anything else she wanted whatever it was he had planned for a reward and she couldn’t remove it anyway so she stood still for a moment, trying to get her bearings then set off again in search of him.
She almost fell, her heartbeat accelerated as she fetched up against on what felt like a tree. Tears crept into her eyes but she righted herself and kept going. Watching her he felt a surge of possessive pride, she was tough and she was determined.
The moon sailed high over them and he stepped to one side as she approached. His hands came out and he ran his fingers across her belly and hips.
Kelly screamed. Hard hands grabbed her and held her close and Michael’s voice came in, filtering through her fear and the darkness. His hard and warm body soothed her and his hands held her hips captive to his. She could feel his throbbing maleness and she raised her mouth to his, hungry for his kisses.
His mouth came down on hers. Tongues and breath meshed and she rubbed her pelvis against his. Michael whispered into her ear, “I want to feel your mouth.”
He didn’t need to say anything more. She went to her knees, his hands resting on the top of her head to guide her to the ground. The concrete of the path scrubbed her knees and his heavy cock tapped against her scarlet lips. She opened her mouth for him.
Kelly took a long breath as his member slid past her lips. He was larger than Greg and she had to fight the gag reflex to get him down her throat. She sucked and twirled her tongue around the swollen head. She couldn’t use her hands to aid her, which was strange but she felt somehow empowered by it, so she worked harder, her jaw aching even as lust pulsed through her.
Michael bucked his hips and held her head tightly. His pleasure rose higher as she tightened her lips around his shaft and flicked her tongue across his head. He gasped as she pulled away and ducked her head lower, seeking out his balls.
Kelly groaned in pleasure as she took the heavy sacs into her mouth, suckling and licking at them. He wanted to come but he pushed her away, determined to reward her for her obedience and courage.
Kelly whimpered as he pulled her to her feet and then bent her over. Her knees came in contact with something soft, she wasn’t sure what it was but she was grateful for it, her knees felt abraded and raw.
Michael bent his head to her dripping nether lips. His tongue worked against that juicy pocket of flesh. Kelly squirmed against his mouth, sensations exploding inside her as he slid fingers inside her, first one then a second.
His tongue pressed harder against her clit and his fingers thrust inside her. The friction sent her spiraling into ecstasy. “Oh please…” she begged, “Please let me come!”
Michael moved his mouth away from her sweet smelling flesh to say, “Come for me right now.”
She did. Thick white come gushed from her swollen channel and her inner thighs shook as her ass cheeks squeezed and flexed. Her arms ached furiously and she began to sob from the welter of emotions and physical sensations.
Michael soothed her and untied her. Pins and needles struck her hands and arms and she had to flop them around to get the blood to circulate. Michael helped by chafing them until warmth flooded through and she sighed with relief.
They were so caught up with each other that they never saw Lolita, her eyes narrowed in anger, standing at the top of the path. 
**
The days had fled past. At work Kelly and Michael maintained their distance. They both kept up grueling hours and their projects proved it. Kelly finished one in record time and began another. Michael got the department under control and brought the budget in slightly under the projected costs without laying off anyone, much to everyone’s relief.
This night they walked down the empty hallways together, neither of them speaking much. It had been a long day and Michael was tired. Worse, his phone kept erupting, the special ring he had programmed into it clueing him into the fact that there was a bad situation brewing at home.
“Dinner?” Kelly asked.
“I can’t. He hadn’t meant for his words to sound so harsh. “I’m sorry, I have…” he stopped, his jaw clenching. “I have a lot of work still on my plate. I’ll see you tomorrow.” He paused to give her a distracted kiss and she stood there, watching him go.
A warning bell had just sounded in her head. Suspicion boiled inside her. His actions were familiar, too damn familiar. 
He’s seeing someone else. Cold chills broke out across her skin at the thought. She tried to shake it off but couldn’t. Driving home she found herself picking at that thought like a scabbing wound. He never invited her to his place and when she suggested it he said no far too quickly, plus he never slept over. He didn’t allow her to call and he had a phone that was just for personal use, a number she didn’t have…
Was he married? She was so thunderstruck by that question she nearly ran into the car in front of her. When her car finally stopped she sat there, staring ahead and thinking furiously. All the pieces fit, and neatly too.
“You’re a perfect idiot.” Her face, whiter than usual and with dark rings caused by shock around the eyes, stared back at her from her rearview mirror.
On an impulse she spun the wheel and headed back toward downtown, determined to see him. 
**
“Michael!” 
He resisted the urge to run. Instead he turned, pasting a pleasant smile onto his face. “Hello Lolita, how are you?”
Lolita stopped a few inches from him, her eyes running across his body with avid greed. “I’m fine, I just thought we could have dinner.”
With me as the main course, Michael thought cynically. His personal phone beeped again, reminding him as to why he had had to come home instead of spending time with Kelly. “I’m sorry, I have a lot to do.”
Lolita stepped closer, her lips pursing into a pout. “Oh come on,” she cooed, “You can make time for me.”
Her hands came up and rested on his shoulders and she leaned closer, her face almost touching his own.
Kelly, driving past, saw them there. Anger exploded in her heart and she had a terrible urge to run right over the two of them. Fortunately her reason took over and she kept driving, her teeth clenched and her fingers white knuckled on the steering wheel.
She cursed and punched the seat beside her. It made her feel slightly better but not much. When she got home she ran up the stairs, tossed a can of tuna at Princess and changed into a pair of running shorts and tank before lacing up her sneakers and heading out for a long run.
An hour later she stood bent over in front of her building, her chest heaving and her breath coming in harsh winded exhales and inhales. Her body ached but not as much as her heart, she felt foolish and used.
She was pissed off at herself too. She climbed the stairs wearily and opened the door to find Princess staring up at her, a quizzical expression on his hairy face. She bent down and scooped him up. He nestled into the curve of her arms and patted her face with his huge hairy paws. 
“I knew I kept you around for some reason,” she said as she sat down on the couch and put her face into his warm fur. 
His rusty purr masked her sobs.
**
Michael finally got rid of Lolita and went into the building. He saw the look the doorman gave him, he had worked there in the days when Lolita and he had been together and broke up, so he likely recalled all too well the giant fit she had thrown. Not to mention the high heeled shoes, when he had broken up with her.
The elevator seemed to take forever to reach his floor and by the time it did he was almost desperately tired. Opening the door to find the day nurse glaring at him he put the same polite smile ha had glued on for Lolita into place and said, “I’m sorry Janet, I got here as soon as I could.”
“Carol won’t be here tomorrow either,” Janet announced, “I’m an hour past my quitting time. I can’t be late picking up my daughter Mr. Adams so you’re going to have to hire a new night nurse or get home earlier.”
“I see. I’m sorry for not being able to come home when you called.”
She didn’t seem even slightly mollified. “I am leaving, he’s fed and in bed but he’ll need to be turned and so on.”
“Thank you.”
After Janet left he went to the door of the smaller bedroom and peered in. The man in the bed was ghost white, lines hung about the bed and only his nose, jutting prow-like from the sheets, was large enough to make an impression. The rest of him had withered away to almost nothing.
Michael didn’t go in, he stood there, staring at the sunken right side of his father’s face and trying not to think about the wrecked left side of it, the side ravaged by a bullet.
Guilt ate into him, familiar as his own scent. He was the reason his father lay in that bed: incontinent and mostly senseless. It had been his gun that had fired the bullet.
Sighing he turned away and headed into the kitchen to make himself a solitary and silent dinner.
**
Kelly ignored him when he walked past her office. Or at least, she tried to. She didn’t lift her head from the file on her desk but she was aware of him anyway. The day passed, she went to lunch instead of eating it at her desk and when she left her office at five he was already gone.
Michael had to rush home to relieve Janet, having his night nurse quit was a tough blow and it left him having to take care of his father’s physical needs as well as dealing with the mountain of work he had brought home with him. By the time he managed to get things done it was almost three in the morning and he was too tired to do anything other than stumble off to bed. He felt a pang as he realized he hadn’t spoken to Kelly all day but he decided not to call her due to the late hour.
“I’ll see her first thing in the morning,” he yawned out to the ceiling and promptly fell asleep.
**
Kelly avoided him all day. By the time he understood that she was deliberately avoiding him it was time for him to get home. He had a woman coming in who was skilled in home care and he had to relieve Janet again. He decided that Kelly was likely to be just as upset at his early departure as the evening before.
He didn’t have time to deal with a pouting woman he decided as he strode out of the office, she would just have to get over it. Lolita had always been sullen and angry and demanding when he didn’t have time for her, she had created huge scenes that had embarrassed him and everyone else within ten feet, he didn’t want that kind of drama again and if Kelly did behave like that, she could take it elsewhere.
His fatigue fed that irritation even further the next day when he summoned her to his office and she came in just to give him a cold stare and ask, “How can I help you sir?”
“I need the Brandonbrock files.” He did, actually, but that had not been why he had summoned her. He had wanted to apologize to her for his absence and ask if she wanted to go for dinner later but her attitude rankled him.
“Fine,” she said and walked out. Ten minutes later she reappeared, handing the files over with a thump and a glare.
“Shut the door,” he said and she did but not quietly. ”I don’t know what’s bothering you but if you wish to talk about it instead of sulking and stomping around it would be preferable.”
“You are seeing someone else and I’m not in the mood to be used by another lying cheating asshole, thank you very much.”
Michael actually blinked. The words took him so much by surprise he wasn’t sure that he had even heard them correctly. “Excuse me?”
The coldness of his words should have warned her but she was too angry to take heed. “I saw you with that blonde heifer from the party…’
“Heifer?” Humor rose up but anger beat it back down. “First I haven’t got a clue…oh wait…Lolita? She lives a building or two down and she did stop me on the sidewalk…wait, why were you at my building?’
It was her turn to stare in bemusement. What could she say, I was spying on you? Her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth and she stuttered out a string of syllables that almost resembled words. Then she recovered to ask, “Why were you kissing her?”
“Kissing her?” His mind blanked then he remembered the way Lolita had clung to him. “I didn’t kiss her. I’m sorry if you thought I did but I’m not going to listen to accusations from you.”
He had no idea that those words echoes with familiarity as Greg had used the same when she had confronted him about his cheating and he could see the almost instant effect they had on her. She drew herself up tall and straight and said, in a voice cold enough to freeze ice water, “I see. I have work to do so if you will excuse me…”
She didn’t give him a chance to say anything else, she simply walked out. His door closed behind her gently and she stood there, trying to keep the smile on her face even while her eyes were threatening to tear up.
She wanted to believe him, wanted to believe him so badly but the past was already looming over her. The hurt and anger were too close to the surface and she couldn’t apologize, couldn’t see a way past it all.
In her own office she closed the door and pulled the blind. She sat at her desk, crying silently for a very long time. When the tears dried up, she wiped her eyes and went back to work, losing herself in facts and figures, things that were always absolutely true and totally safe.
**
Several days passed. Neither of them spoke. Kelly grew more convinced of his wrongdoing every day. He always left early and looked drawn and tired at the office. His handsome face was always stamped with dark circles and his clothes had begun to loosen a bit. He got to work earlier every day and shut his door immediately. She would see him walking down the aisles dealing with other employees and issues or swinging into his car or stepping out of his office to tell his secretary to order lunch again but she never spoke and neither did he.
Walking into a small café for dinner one evening Kelly saw Lolita and just as she turned to walk back out the other woman hailed her over to the table she sat at. Unable to pretend she hadn’t seen her Kelly took a chair and instantly Lolita asked, “How’s Michael?”
“Working hard as usual.” Kelly refused to say anything else. Instead she picked up the menu and stared at it. She didn’t know why, she could not have eaten anything anyway.
“That’s what broke us up.” Lolita said, leaning forward and speaking in a low and confidential whisper. At the look of wonder on Kelly’s face she added, “Oh he didn’t tell you.”
It wasn’t a question and she didn’t pretend to think it was. “Why would he have?”
The barb struck home. Lolita’s smile turned brittle. “I suppose he wouldn’t just because he’s like that, so secretive. I hated that almost as much as I hated his constant inability to be there when I needed him. If it wasn’t work it was his father. You do know he’s totally bedridden?”
“No, I didn’t.”
“Oh yes. He shot himself. He’s a gambler, you see. Michael could have paid his debts off but chose not to. Nobody knows why he didn’t since he certainly does have the money.
“He’s a cruel man but women like us, we like that. Tell me, has he taken you back to the party yet or is he just tying you to the bedposts?”
There was malice glowing in Lolita’s eyes and it sickened Kelly. She moved to stand and Lolita’s incredibly long red nails came out and clenched down on her arm with enough force that small crescent shaped welts appeared. 
“Listen to me.” Lolita said as all the false sweetness stripped from her voice. “Michael would have married me if it hadn’t been for that damn father of his shooting himself like that. We were meant to be together and no silly little girl like you is going to stop me from getting him back.” 
“You’re a psycho,” Kelly cried. She snatched her arm away and a small trail of blood oozed from one of the cuts Lolita’s claws had left in her flesh.
She fled out of the café, oblivious to the stares and hushed whispers. 
**
She lay in bed, sleepless and confused. She had never felt the emotions she felt with Michael with anyone else. Yes, he had tied her to the bedposts, and face down over her tiny kitchen table too.
She didn’t know if it was just the sex or if there was something else, some kind of real attachment to him, but she didn’t want to end up dealing with another broken heart.
Not that it mattered, she thought, she had totally blown it by accusing him of cheating on her with Lolita.
After her encounter with that woman she was fairly certain he had been telling the truth. Her arm ached and she wondered if she should go get some rabies shots or, at the very least, a tetanus shot just in case.
Rolling over on her belly she felt a yearning ache in her entire being. It was a primal and powerful longing, one that was so strong it made tears spill down her face and a low moan break from her throat. She ached for his touch, for his kisses but more- she ached for his presence.
Giving up on sleep she went into the kitchen and made a peanut butter sandwich and a cup of hot cocoa. Sitting at the table she had once been fucked across staring at those two childhood treats made her tears rise again.
He had made her feel safe. That had been what had drawn her to him, what made her miss him so then. In his arms she had felt safer than she had ever felt in her entire life.
She closed her eyes, remembering the day she had packed her bags to go to college. A huge weight had fallen off of her shoulders with each piece of clothing she had folded into the battered old suitcase.
Mrs. Parker, the last of her foster mothers, had stood in the doorway watching her, her face creased into a frown. “Are you sure you want to see him?”
The ‘him’ she had been referring to was Kelly’s father. He had been released from prison the week before and had called, wanting to see his daughter before she headed two thousand miles away to school.
“I’m sure.”
“I’ll be in the kitchen if you need me.”
“I won’t, but thank you.”
She had finished packing her clothes. Zipping the suitcase shut she walked into the living room, her face composed into a pleasant mask. Her father had stood up and she had been shocked by how much shorter and heavier he had become. It took her a moment to realize he had not shrunk but that she had grown.
His eyes were the same though, greedy brown orbs darting over every object in the room assessing its value. He measured her quickly and then sat back down, his own mouth shoved into what he probably thought was a charming smile.
“You’ve grown up.”
“It’s been five years, of course I have.”
She kept her tone neutral and he didn’t flinch but she knew that that was due to his own lack of parental conscience than anything else. “What did you want to see me about?”
“I heard you were leaving for college. Your mom told me.”
“You’ve been to see her?”
“Of course,” his chest swelled out. “She’s my girl. Your mom and me, we love each other. We’re always going to. They can’t split us up.”
“Somebody should have years ago. You’re a pair of o-dependent addicts. Nothing about that is healthy.”
He recoiled. “Well, someone’s been going to therapy.”
“Yes,” she stood up. “I also went to see Mom and I should have known when she asked me if the Parker’s were giving me any of the money they get for taking care of me. She was asking because you would come around here wanting a piece of it.”
“That’s a nice way to talk to your father!” he said, but under his anger she could hear a resigned defeat.
“You’re not a father. You never were.”
Sitting at her table Kelly pressed the mug of tea to her lips to try to remove the bad taste the memory left in her mouth. She knew exactly why she had put up with Greg, because in some way she had hoped for the one thing her parents had had, a love for each other that was totally unconditional and unbreakable.
Michael though… she didn’t want that. She liked the danger and the excitement yes but what she wanted was the safety he brought along with that.
“I’m in love with him.”
Princess gave her a look that said quite clearly he thought she had lost her mind. 
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Michael spent a sleepless night trying to sort out how he felt about Kelly. He enjoyed her company immensely, she was strong and determined and open to anything he wanted to try but the jealousy and the temper tantrum she had thrown had not set well with him.
Lying there in his bed he asked himself some hard questions- was he simply shying away because of his experience with Lolita? Was he being too hasty in his judgment of Kelly’s behavior? Should he have told her about his father?
That last one was a hard one. Lolita had known about it because her uncle was a shady character heavily involved in the loansharking business. He had warned his niece that the man she was dating had let his own father suffer rather than pay off his debts…
That thought brought anger as well as remorse. Nobody knew what it had been like to be caretaker to his father all those years. He had spent most of his college career alternating between playing the serious student and gambling in the back rooms in order to keep his father afloat. When he couldn’t win enough to offset his father’s losses he often had to fight it out with toughs. Or run numbers to pay off high debts.
If any of that got out it could wreck the career he had worked so hard to attain, the reputation he had earned through work and dedication. By the time he had been out of college he had known he could not continue on that path and so he had cut ties with his father for a few years but, like a bad penny, Oliver Adam’s had shown up on his doorstep, terrified and shaking and in a world of trouble.
He had needed twenty grand and Michael had given it to him despite the fact that that money had been carefully hoarded and was slated to go toward the purchase of an apartment, the very apartment he now owned. That debt had set him back a year.
Fourteen months later he had gotten a huge promotion that saw him making a hundred thousand a year more than he had the year before and once more his father showed up in need of a quick cash flow.
That pattern had repeated over and over again and when he had finally gotten exhausted and drawn a line in the sand the results had been disastrous. He knew he should have said no the very first time, it would have saved them both a lot of heartache in the end.
He hadn’t been able to say no, however. His feelings for his father had always been complicated. Part of him had been caught up in Oliver’s charismatic charm, remembered the baseball games he had taken him to and the fact that he had always provided for him no matter the cost. 
Michael had seen his father come home rolling drunk and broke but with a smile on his face, “It was a good game,” he would slur out. “You can’t win if you don’t play son and even if you lose at least you got the memory of a damn good time in your pocket. What else are you going to take out of here when you die?”
“Nothing,” Michael would answer, torn between admiration for that go-to-hell attitude and resentment at the knowledge that it would be another week of canned beans and cheap red hot dogs at the Adam’s dinner table.
That was if they even had a table to sit down at for dinner. There had been far too many interim homes, places they lived in with women and their children. Michael had always felt like the interloper in those houses, the kid nobody wanted to bother with. None of the other kids wanted a new brother, especially one who was doomed not to last. All the other kids had to do was take one look at his father to know that Oliver Adams wasn’t the sticking around kind.
Michael clearly recalled the large red haired woman that they had lived with for a year and her constant and shrill demands for his father’s attention and time. When his father’s charms had run their course she had tossed all of their possessions out into the street. He had come home from school to find his father perched atop a dingy stack of duffel bags and torn trash bags half-filled with clothes and other possession, calmly smoking a cigarette.
“Never date a screamer Michael,” he had said, squinting through the smoke, “Unless they are screamers in bed that is.” 
He had laughed at his own joke even as a car loaded down with the woman who had tossed them out and all of her other kids pulled up at the curb. The kids hung out the windows, ice cream dripping down their hands, wide eyes staring as their mother leaped from the car and started shrieking at them to get the hell out of her life and off her fucking lawn.
“See what I mean Michael?”
“Yes sir, I do see.” Michael had replied while he tried to heft two bags onto his back.
He rolled back over, his eyes narrowed in thought. He had hated that house, with its smell of cooking cabbage and sex. He had hated her weeping tantrums and screams, those things had made him feel trapped and what was more, they had made him pity his father for having to put up with that just to take care of his son.
A revelation struck home, he had spent a lifetime avoiding women he thought were too shrill or demonstrative or demanding. Lolita had helped add an even more bitter taste in his mouth with her behaviors and he was seeing behavior in Kelly that was, in all actuality, not so unreasonable at all. She wasn’t a shrew or a screamer, she was simply a woman who spoke her mind and she had that right.
“Shit,” he said succinctly to the walls of his bedroom.
He knew, and had known for quite some time, that it was guilt and shame that kept him from telling women he dated about his father. He didn’t want the inevitable conversations, didn’t want to explain that Oliver had known when he picked up that gun that Michael didn’t keep the pistol loaded at home. What neither of them had known was that he had forgotten to check the chamber after returning home from the firing range and there was a bullet in there after all.
Oliver had intended to make a grand gesture designed to force his son into compliance and had ended up paralyzed, most of his face gone as well as his ability to speak. His brain was mostly intact though and Michael could not imagine his suffering, didn’t want to and it was that, coupled with his guilt, that kept him caring for the man who had destroyed himself: the man who was his father and that he still, despite it all, loved very much.
He wouldn’t be human if he wasn’t raw and hurting over the way things had turned out for his father, between them. He couldn’t take that to other people though, he’d never met anyone he could trust enough to actually talk to about it. His childhood had been a series of failures and losses, small terrors and larger ones and he knew of nobody who would understand that.
Besides, he wasn’t a child anymore and there was only so much he could blame on those years without hating the man who lay all but insensate in the other bedroom.
Too tired to think anymore he closed his eyes and forced all thought away but sleep still eluded him.
**
Kelly dressed carefully, making sure her makeup hid the redness of her eyes and that her makeup concealed the tear blotched skin on her cheeks. She took her briefcase and headed for the door but her cell phone rang before she could go out it.
She froze when she saw Michael’s number in the screen. Trying to keep her voice even she answered with a hello and nothing more.
“I would like to talk to you tonight. I’m sorry if I hurt you and I want you to know I didn’t mean to. I am sorry you saw me with Lolita but I really wish you had given me a chance to explain. She is an ex, and she will stay an ex.”
“Yeah well your ex is crazy. She literally accosted me in a café. She left half of her claws in my arm.” There was resentment in her voice and she couldn’t hide it, didn’t want to.
“Yes, she is crazy. That is not my fault but I will do whatever it takes to protect you from her. I promise.”
“Maybe you should tie her to the nearest tree.” The words left her mouth before she could remember the time he had done that very thing to her. Her nipples tightened at the thought and he chuckled, a slow and wicked little chuckle that let her know he was remembering the same moment with just as much pleasure.
“No, I think I’ll reserve that for you.”
Her face heated and so did her pussy. He could drop her over the phone and that made her feel defensive. Before she could open her mouth he said, “So let’s plan to be out the door by nine then.”
Her hackles rose. How dare he just decide to tell her what to do? Greg had done the same thing and so had her parents, they had treated her shabbily and then just expected her to forgive and forget. The phone clicked off and her irritation revolved around to real indignation. He had not even waited to hear her answer!
Grabbing her things she headed out the door, her back straight and her chin up. Determination filled her; she was not ever again going to be someone’s gullible and adoring doormat. 
Not ever again.
**
Michael had a veritable metric ton of work to get finished that day. He ignored lunch, settling for a protein bar he found in the bottom of a desk drawer and a fifth cup of strong black coffee.  He didn’t take much time to walk the floor but he did simply because it was habit and he liked to check in with the other people in the department, to see where they were with various projects and to remind them that he was always available to them.
By eight forty five he was more than ready for dinner. He cleared off his desk and put his things away. The office was deserted except for Kelly’s office and he went to her door and knocked on it.
Kelly felt a mutinous irritation rising up in her chest but there was an answering yearning in her heart. She took a long breath, trying to decide what to do and the door opened and his dark haired head popped into the opening.
“Is there something I could help you finish up?”
Flustered she stared down at the papers. The sight of him was too much, it was too easy for him to brush aside all of her defenses and she already had experience with those kinds of men.
To make matters worse she had spent half the afternoon fantasizing about him having rough and wild sex in the park with her, up against the tree she had be bound to. She could recall the feel of the bark against her back and the rope around her wrists and she had had to go to the bathroom and run cold water over her wrists and take a brisk ten minute walk around the parking lot just to get her mind back on work.
Being right down the hall from him was torturous. She wanted to go to his office, open the door and slide to her knees, take him into her mouth and watch him squirm beneath her touch the way she always squirmed beneath his.
“Sure,” she knew her answer was short and strained. She saw his head tilt like it did when he noticed something but she didn’t give him a chance to ask any questions, she simply grabbed her things and headed for the door.
He took her to a small and very quiet French restaurant. The food was delicious and the wine was a rich and velvety red that relaxed her. They spoke mainly of trivialities- work and the weather and the assorted polite topics that people discuss when they dread the larger ones- so it wasn’t until they were sitting over a creamy and elegant mousse that he asked, “Would you like an explanation as to why I seem so distant lately?”
His heart was pounding even as he asked. “Yes.” Her answer was direct and a little startled since nobody had ever asked her that before. “I mean, that is, if you would like to tell me…”
“I take care of my father. The night nurse quit and it took me a few days to find a new one.” Her face didn’t register any shock and he recalled that she had spoken to Lolita. “I guess you know that already.”
She stared down at her dessert plate. “Yes.”
“Then you know the general consensus is I let him shoot himself.” It wasn’t a question.
Her head came up and her face flamed with passion, “I don’t know what your father did to make you tell him no but I won’t blame you for it.
“At least, not if he was anything like my own.”
His hand was warm as it swallowed her fingers. “What was yours like?”
“My parents are, were, hell I don’t know, I haven’t talked to either of them in years… for all I know they’re dead. Or back in prison. They thought of themselves as modern day Bonnie and Clyde and they used to say that to each other all the time. What they really were was two bit thieves and hustlers and addicts.”
“Your childhood was frightening?”
She had never told anyone about it, not once in her adult life. Her head lifted and her eyes blazed as she said, “You have no idea.”
“Oh I think I do.” The ball of his thumb caressed the back of her hand and his eyes were steady. “My dad was a drinking, gambling womanizer with big dreams and no ambition beyond getting more women and alcohol and money to gamble with. I did plenty of midnight moving and school shuffles. I made it to juvie once and a foster home twice. How about you?”
“I did three stints in juvie, mainly for helping them steal.” The anger had been leached out of her and sorrow took its place. “I was always in foster or group homes and when they did come to get me all I could do was do whatever it was they wanted so they would keep me that time. Somehow it was always my fault. Once my dad wanted me to steal a huge pile of clothes and I said no, so they did and they got caught. They went to jail and it was my fault…” her voice trailed off but not before he understood how deeply her parents had damaged her.
“Well, aren’t we a pair? Two messed up people without a prayer who somehow made it out and up.”
“Are the next words coming out of your mouth going to be ‘this is fated’ because I’ve heard that one before.”
The anger was back. She didn’t understand it but Michael did, he understood it all too well. Under that was real fear. She was afraid to trust him, life had dealt her a fairly shitty hand and she wasn’t sure what else was up that sleeve. To be honest, he wasn’t any better than she was, at least when it came to trusting, he had never really been able to either but he was willing to try.
“No, they were more along the lines of there’s a place I want to take you if you will let me’. I’m a firm believer in making my own fate, just an FYI.”
She wanted him, she couldn’t deny it. Her body cried out for him, her heart cried out for him. “Do I need to change clothes?”
A dark grin spread across his face, “No, but I hope you aren’t particularly fond of those.”
Passion rushed over her like a tide at those words. She literally lost her breath. He paid the check and they went to the car but before she could get in he grabbed her and slanted his mouth over hers, sealing it with a furious kiss that left her limp and gasping. He released her and opened the car door, he practically had to toss her into it she was so floppy. Her panties were sticky and soaked and she tried to think of something to say as he sped through the streets but her brain was too focused on what her body was doing to take heed of anything else.
**
The building looked decrepit and she gave it a doubtful look as she clambered out of the passenger seat. It was a tall two story warehouse situated in the middle of a rundown industrial park, corrugated iron flanked the walls and a rusty fire escape ran from one window, which was boarded over.
The entire street felt desolate and lonely and a shiver ran through her. The street lights were broken in some of the lamps, there was a jumble of broken glass on the sidewalks and trash filled the dumpsters. The gutters were full of cigarette butts and a single emptied out bottle of cheap wine.
The door was solid and imposing; painted a dull black with little red slashes across it the very sight of it made her shiver. Michael pressed a hand into her side, giving her strength. They stood still while a camera rotated and then the door sprang open with a rusty screech.
The smell of old sweat and some other indefinable odor drifted out, Kelly balked, her senses lighting up at that scent. The darkness did not seem welcoming at all and she wanted to turn around and hightail it out of there.
Michael moved forward and she fell into step beside him. Her heart jackhammered against her chest walls and her throat was arid, her mouth parched and sour at the sight of the room that lay in front of them.
Dim red lights flickered across the black painted concrete walls. The floor was covered in a crazy series of what looked like gymnastics mats, also black and red. In one corner stood an enormous wooden structure, a St. Andrews cross, cuffs dangling from its tall hand and foot rests.
Spanking benches sat about, all of them empty. A complicated contraption of steel and chain dominated one wall and a set of stocks sat at an angle, across from a shower and tall and wide wooden structure comprised of very solid beams and a series of metal rings that looked seriously heavy.
Along one wall on a studded board hung a wicked set of implements: crops and whips and heavy cuffs as well as some other things she had never seen before although she did recognize the floggers since he had used a set on her a few weeks before, the heavy thud of them against her back had sent her into a powerful trance-like state that she had been afraid to repeat.
Michael held her close, pressing her body into his. Her face nuzzled into his shoulder and she could smell his expensive cologne and the faint tang of his arousal in the small beads of sweat starting up on his skin. His cock lay plump and long against her thigh, she pressed firmly against it, needing to feel that hardness.
“Take off all of your clothes.”
Her eyes darted around the room; as yet she had seen no one yet someone had let them into the place. Shame and fear rose up and she crossed her arms over her breasts in a protective gesture that made him smile fondly.
“It’s okay. We’re all alone here. I arranged it so that you could feel comfortable.”
She swallowed hard and began to take off her clothes. Halfway through removing her blouse a boldness overcame her and she tossed it over her shoulder with a little hip bump for good measure. The approval on his face made her smile and when she stepped out of her slacks and kicked them across the floor she was already wet, already willing for whatever would come next.
The bra and matching red lace panties were the hardest things to take off. She knew this was an activity that she did daily, that he had seen her naked before but somehow the fact of his watching as she removed the flimsy material form her body was difficult and incredibly erotic all at once.
Michael didn’t disrobe, instead he crooked a finger at her and she went to him, never thinking to question his calling her. When she stood face-to-face with him under the heavy wooden structure he told her to wait there and moved to a small black bag that had been placed at the base of the heavy crossbeams. 
He pulled out long loops of rope and she shuddered. She loved being bound, she could not explain why but the feeling of being tied up was delicious and sensual. He had tied her up before but she was totally unprepared for what happened next.
He nuzzled his face against her breasts then he raised his hands and pinched her nipples lightly at first then harder. She arched her back, her nipples rising in the air as her back curved. Her ass plumped out as a natural result of that and he ran his down it, cupping that rounded flesh in his hands while he kissed her passionately.
Their tongues darted in and out of each other’s mouths and she could feel the shape of his teeth below his tongue. His mouth was hot and tasted of chocolate and spices. She relished the flavors on his tongue as it delved into every crease and crevice of her mouth.
“Are you ready for something harder and deeper?”
She blinked at him, not understanding the true meaning behind the question. Her hands went to his slacks front and she gave him a hard squeeze as she answered, “Oh I think so.”
“That isn’t what I mean. I want to do something that we haven’t done, that is going to take a lot more trust on your part. Will you let me?”
She looked into his face. His bluer than blue eyes were cast deeply into shadow and his cheekbones stood out in stark relief. The light and shadow gave his face a devilish cast that was devastatingly attractive.
Michael began by laying her face down on the floor and hogtying her arms and legs so that her pussy was exposed and open and her ankles and wrists were bound together. The rope ran over her belly and around her thighs in a complex series of loops. He hitched them to the rings above her head and she shrieked as she was lifted bodily off the ground.
She fought at first, her body swung over and around him and he laughed, his hands coming out and tapping her ass cheeks with quick and stinging slaps. Red fingerprints appeared on her ass and pussy juice dripped onto the floor below her. She had never been so turned on and terrified in her entire life.
Michael kept up the slaps and then he grabbed a section of rope and brought her careening to an abrupt halt that left her dizzy and gasping. Sweat poured from her body and her breath was a ragged pant. He squatted down so that he was below her and lifted his head, licking her nipples until they tightened into painfully hard peaks before he rose and moved behind her. 
Cool air brushed her exposed slit, the wetness there was apparent to both of them, the sight of it glistening along her plump pink lips and tangled pubic hair.
Kelly had lost her fear to a marvelous sense of weightlessness. Her head dangled and her arms ached, her whole body was balanced there in the air and he was able to spank her as he wished.
His hands rubbed across the smooth firm surface of her ass cheeks, varying the blows, enjoying the way she hissed in pain and then moaned out in pleasure. He knew the two things were becoming so fused together she couldn’t tell them apart any longer, which was exactly where he wanted her to be.
He didn’t wait, he moved behind her, his fingers going to the button on his slacks. They zipper made a low burring sound and she shivered all over. His cock teased at her lips, pressing but not entering and she bent her knees, flexing them in a vain attempt to move her body backward and onto his hard length.
Every part of her body registered his absence. She could not touch him, her breath rasped in and out as he slid a finger along the seam of her pussy, thrusting his fingers deeply into the heated oiliness of her channel. She bucked again, the ropes swung wildly and he had to grab them to hold her still and steady.
“You like to fly?” he chuckled.
She didn’t know what that meant, exactly, but she had an idea. The ropes had grown slightly tighter and her pussy even wetter, she wept out, “Yes. Please will you fuck me before I die?”
He chuckled again, “I don’t think you’ll die.”
She wasn’t so sure. She ached, desperately, for the feel of him inside her. She wanted to feel him buried deep within her walls, feel him thrusting and grinding into her.
He walked in front of her. Her head lifted as he grabbed a handful of her hair. She smiled up at him as he tapped her lips with one finger, “Open your mouth for me.”
She did. His hardened flesh slid between her lips, filling her throat. Breath cut off and she whimpered as he pushed into her again and again. Saliva dripped and pooled behind her tongue and she worked harder, unable to use anything except her mouth she varied the pressure and used her tongue to tease at the flesh where the tiny little circumcision scar was, bringing a stifled moan of pleasure from his mouth.
Before she could articulate those thoughts he slid a bare inch of his cock between her lips, letting that weight register before withdrawing and leaving her hanging there, breathless and helpless before the lust that had taken her over so totally.
He drove into her deeply. The ropes swung form the force, sending her forward, only his hands on her hips kept her from flying out to the other side of the structure, that knowledge coupled with the stretching of her walls around his member made her come.
A huge explosive orgasm burst through her in a completely involuntary expression of her pleasure. Gushes of sweet and sticky fluid soaked the front of his slacks.
He used his fingers to coat the tight seam of her asshole, enjoying the way she shivered under the pressure of his fingers against the tight little ring of muscle. 
Kelly whimpered; her ass cheeks clenching as she fought the pain that came when he slid one finger inside her. It felt intrusive and too big and she could feel him inside her pussy, shoving at the incredibly thin membrane that was all that separated his questing finger and cock.
Heat flushed her entire body. Sweat broke out along her skin, making the ropes feel slippery if no less tight. Her mouth opened in a low groan and her eyes rolled back in her head when he added a second finger, probing her dark depths relentlessly.
“I want to fuck you in the ass,” Michael panted out.
Her pussy dripped out more juice at the coarse words. “Yes,” as all she could say to that statement and he moved his soaked rigid flesh from her opening and placed it against the smaller little hole. There was pain, searing, intense and sudden, it burst through her and she tossed her head up and back, screaming at the fire that burned that quickly turned into ecstasy as he made his way further inside her.
Michael used the ropes to keep her captive. She arched and struggled, her ass cheeks jiggling and wiggling as he thrust into her again and again. An orgasm swept through her, she cried out at its power and her body clamped down tightly as the heat and friction rolled over her.
Her channel clenched and opened, bringing his pleasure to a peak. He came, his seed spilling into her in hard pulses that left him gasping. They stayed there, her dangling in mid-air and him behind her, his penis gradually growing flaccid inside her until they could both breathe again.
Coming down was hard. Her entire body was limp and she had become a little frightened again, frightened that he would drop her, that he wouldn’t respect her. Having been so vulnerable, so wanton in front of him made her feel slightly ashamed and, what was worse, she felt dependent on him in a way she didn’t like very much at all. It made her feel weak and she already knew how far being weak would get her. She collapsed in a heap, her arms and legs tingling as he rubbed them to ensure that she had not lost any of the circulation in those limbs.
He fetched her water and a small bar of chocolate, feeding it to her to help her blood sugar recover. When she was able to stand he helped her find her clothes and dress.
Michael was not unaware that she had gone silent and still, he assumed it was due to the difficulty of the scene and the strenuous bondage. He had no idea that she was withdrawing from him so far or why. He had something important on his mind and he couldn’t focus past the question that was burning on his tongue.
“I want to ask you something. Would you consider moving in with me? Taking this relationship to a new level?”
Kelly froze and Michael saw it.
“I know it’s sudden but I think what we have is good, that we could make it work.”
“It’s against company policy for us to even be dating,” she pointed out.
He winced. “Well that’s true. Still, you could always transfer to another department or even a different company if it came to that.”
“You expect me to give up my career, a career I built just to move in with you?”
“No, of course not. That wasn’t what I meant.” It wasn’t going like he planned. “I just meant if there was an issue due to us being together …”
“You never suggested that you transfer.” Her chin was jutted out and her jaw clenched.
“I make at least twice as much as you do. My job is harder to fill so that means it is also harder to find a position, or at least it would be…”
“So you think I’m expendable? Or do you just think my job is less important than yours because I’m just a lowly peon to you?”
Michael blinked at her, “I’m sorry?”
Kelly pressed her cold hands together, “I would like for you to just drop me off please. I need some personal space.” 
Even as the words left her mouth she felt like a bitch. Personal space, she had never asked for it before, that had been one of Greg’s favorite ways to keep her out of his hair. It was one of those things you couldn’t argue with or against and it was unfair for her to use something like that to keep him at bay simply because she was afraid.
She was afraid though. Losing her independence was something she wasn’t prepared to do. She hadn’t been ready for it with Greg, which was why she had chosen him. She had known that he was a bad guy and that he would never commit, that he had no ambition or real interest in anything besides himself. It made it easy to stay with him despite the wounding he delivered. It had been easier to be hurt than be afraid.
It had been a hell of a lot easier than giving up the one thing that had allowed her some safety in her life.
Personal space? Michael sensed that that was a lie but he couldn’t think of a good way to say so without sounding like an asshole. His main concern was that she was dropping, coming down from the adrenaline rush that often accompanied hard scenes like the one they had just shared and that she wouldn’t know how to handle the storm of emotions that could accompany that drop.
He was also terribly confused as to how he could have fucked up so badly when he asked her to move in with him. He had never asked anyone to do that before and he had thought he had done it fairly well but her refusal and rage made it clear he hadn’t.
“I don’t think you should be alone.”
“Don’t tell me what I need!”
Her anger showed in the way she spoke, her voice never raised but her entire body went rigid and her hands clenched together so hard her knuckles turned a ghostly shade of white.
What the hell? He didn’t know what to say to that anger and his own hackles rose in response. “Fine,” he said between gritted teeth.
He halted the car in front of her apartment. He got out and walked around to let her out, she slipped past him and up the stairs before he could hold out a hand to help her. The door clicked open and shut again while he stood there staring at her back.
I’ll be damned if I’ll chase her again, he thought grimly. Angry now he went back around to the driver’s side, jumped in and pressed the accelerator down to the floor.
“To hell with her,” he muttered. “I don’t need this kind of craziness in my life.”
The night fled past the windows as he tried to outrace what he knew was an undeniable truth, what he needed was Kelly. He definitely needed her.
**
Tears soaked her pillow as she lay in bed. Princess, sensing weakness, crawled under the covers with her.  Kelly wiped her eyes on the sheet and tried to compose her thoughts but she couldn’t seem to make them coalesce.
Michael was the first man she had ever met who made her want to simply let go, to allow him to lead her but stepping down that path terrified her. What was more she wasn’t sure he wanted that.
What was worse, she wondered, him just wanting her as a play partner, a sexual toy, or him wanting her for something far more?  Could she give him more than that? How much would it hurt if she did give him everything only to lose him later?
Pain sliced into her chest, she couldn’t bear the thought of losing him.  She couldn’t bear the thought of the pain that would come from that.
It was best to call it all off, she thought miserably. Otherwise she would end up losing a lot more than just her heart.
  
  
  
Touch Book 4: Forever Bound
  
Kelly faced Michael across his desk, after two days of her blatantly avoiding him he had had enough and called her into his office to have a conversation. He had closed the door and the blinds for privacy, not that they really needed it. Everyone else had gone home and the dusky twilight had turned the sky a dark indigo blue that somehow suited his somber mood.
Her lovely face was set in mutinous lines, her dark brown eyes stormy and if he had not been able to see the fear below her bravado he may have very well told her to simply kiss his ass and have a nice life.
He could see her fear though; it shone out of her eyes. More importantly, he could understand it. He was scared too but if they were going to have something good, and he was sure they would have something very good once they sorted it all out, but they were going to have to face those fears first.
Kelly couldn’t look at him. The sight of his face and hard body wreaked havoc on her already aching heart. She wanted to rush into his arms and beg him to understand that she had too much to lose, that she was terrified of being dependent on him even as she craved being able to let go and allow him to support her.
Being without him was miserable. She couldn’t sleep and last night she had sat at her kitchen table eating a gastrointestinal disaster made up of chocolate ice cream, whipped cream, frozen blueberries (they were the only fruit she’d had on hand), caramel sauce and a big glob of peanut butter topped off with a couple of stale sandwich cookies. She had woken up with a bellyache, an even worse headache, but even that had not helped take her mind off the aches in her heart and lower belly.
She craved his touch. Needed it like air. She focused her gaze over his broad shoulder, trying not to see the tiny curl of black hair at the slightly open neck of his crisp white shirt, or the curve where his neck met his shoulder, that tiny little hollow where his cologne always smelled the strongest and his sweat would gather while he fucked her.
Just the idea of it made her thoughts gather and before she could stop them a series of images of the two of them together rose into her mind. Her face flamed and she shoved those thoughts down, hoping he hadn’t noticed the direction of her gaze.
It wasn’t just sex though- it was his habit of opening her doors and the way his hand felt on the small of her back when he guided her into a room. It was the way his fingers felt on her arm and the kindness that he constantly showed her. She knew, deep down where it counted the most, that Michael was a good guy.
She felt anguish twisting her belly into a knot. They were two messed up people, just as he had said, and they had somehow made it out of that. But what if she hadn’t really left that past behind? What if she turned out to be her parent’s daughter after all?
Michael said, “Tell me what you’re thinking right now.”
“I’m thinking how my parents would do anything for each other, even lie or steal or …they didn’t care about anything else. They consumed each other and all that was left was just…ashes and…what if that is how we turn out?”
“We aren’t our parents.”
Until that moment he hadn’t realized how much he had feared turning out like his father. He was a little astonished by that, he had never consciously allowed himself to question whether or not he was a good man but standing there looking at her he knew exactly what he wasn’t—a philandering womanizer who used the past as an excuse to do whatever he wanted even if hurt the ones he was supposed to love and care for.
The words that had come from his mouth had come from his heart as well. He had never been an impulsive person and asking Kelly to move in with him had been something that had scared him too, he had not been ready to find the woman of his dreams so soon but he had, and he was not going to let her past or his screw up their future.
 “I worked too hard for this job to just give it up.”
He knew it was more than that, she was afraid to leave the company or even the department. Kelly needed some safety and the job she had was just one more part of that need. She had not yet healed from her childhood and she hadn’t completely healed from her bad relationship with her ex but he knew she could, given time and love.
 “I understand that. We will work that out, even if it means I have to transfer to another department so we aren’t going against the company’s policies.”
Tears spilled over her lashes. Nobody had ever been willing to sacrifice anything for her sake. His willingness sparked thoughts she had never had before. Why was that particular job so important to her? She had been in the same department since the day she had been employed there. Could her need for stability be standing in the way of her growth? What could she achieve of she left this small little comfort zone?
She had been asked several times if she would like a transfer in order to learn more about the company’s other departments and she had always said no. Had she mistaken stagnation for stability? Had she forsaken growth for contentment?
She took a long breath. “If I agree to date you openly, to move in with you, I think I should be the one to transfer. This department needs you. And so do I.” her voice choked off and she went into his arms, resting her head on his broad chest, taking comfort on his muscular warmth.
Michael forgot to breathe. Her arms wrapped around his waist and he put his own around her, hugging her back. The declaration had been the one he had hoped for but it had still taken him by surprise. 
“I won’t ever be a doormat or do things for you that go against everything I believe in.”
“I would never ask you to be a doormat or go against your beliefs. I don’t want a doormat. I want a strong, powerful woman. I want someone who can stand on her feet but who wants to be on her knees for me.”
His fingers brushed her cheeks, sending electric tingles into her spine. She turned her head so that she could kiss his fingertips. “You think I’m a strong and powerful woman?”
“I know you are.” He raised her face to his and looked piercingly into her eyes, “Do you know you are?”
“I like to think so.” She stepped back, an impish smile on her face. “But I do like the idea of being on my knees.”
Michael watched as she took a few steps backward, her hands going to the doorknob. He heard the distinctive click of the lock shooting home and a huge grin turned his lips upward in that reckless smile she loved so much.
She began stripping off her clothes—plain white blouse, black pencil skirt and sheer stockings, black lace bra and matching boy short cut panties—as she walked toward him. With each inch of skin that she revealed he grew harder until his prick was straining at the front of his briefs.
Kelly hummed a little tune as she danced up to him, her arms waving over her head and her hips swaying in time to the music in her head. She snapped her fingers and bumped a hip into his pelvis, jolting him a bit and turning him on even more.
“You are going to be in so much trouble,” he rasped out as her fingers undid the knot on his tie and tossed the length of silk to the floor.
“I want to get into trouble,” she breathed into his ear then bit it.
The tiny nip sent shivers rocketing down his spine. Kelly, unused to taking the role of aggressor, was at a loss as to what to do next so she kept up her teasing. She stepped back, running her fingers over nipples, tweaking and plucking at them until they rose up pebble- hard below her own touch.
Michael’s eyes were riveted to her slender fingers as they traveled down the long expanse of her waist and drifted across the thick curls that covered her pubis.  When she parted her lips and rubbed a slow circle around her clit his cock gave a heavy twitch that turned into a pulse as she slid that finger into her mouth and sucked her own juices off of it.
She reached inside his slacks, wrapping her hand around him. He was ready and full, a thin line of pre-come already trickling from the dark eye on the head of his cock.
Dropping to her knees she stared up at him while her fingers loosened his zipper and she pulled his slacks down. Her tongue swiped across his head, enjoying the salty taste of his fluid. She took him into her mouth, lowering her head slowly as her hand squeezed his shaft and she adjusted to his girth and length.
Michael watched her suck him off. He turned her head to one side, holding her hair in one fist, his body tingling at the sight of his organ appearing and vanishing within her mouth. There was something so incredibly sexy about that sight: her auburn hair against his skin, her red lips closed around him, the inward suck of her cheeks that he wanted to come right then and there.
Kelly sensed his orgasm approaching and she worked harder, faster. She pumped her fist up and down as her mouth and tongue worked. Sensations exploded into him and her pussy began to ache with desire, she wanted to feel him inside her so badly but, more, she wanted to please him in a way he normally didn’t allow himself.
He was the least selfish lover she had ever known and she was determined to make him understand just how much she appreciated that. Her tongue swirled across the heavy vein beating along his cock’s belly.
Michael couldn’t wait any longer. His hips thrust and bucked and his fingers gripped her hair tighter. Low growls broke from his throat and his balls rose and tightened as his orgasm started.
Thick white come splashed out of him. She had been in mid-stroke and droplets of it splattered her chin and dripped onto her breasts. More of it went into her mouth and she swallowed it greedily, her hands tickling that sensitive flesh behind his balls while aftershocks buckled his knees and made him moan in sated pleasure.
“Oh shit,” Michael whispered, his heartbeat slowly returning to normal. “That was amazing.”
She looked up at him with glowing eyes. “Why, thank you.” She milked a few last drops from his cock, it began to grow flaccid and shrink between her lips and she finally pulled away, sitting back on her heels to look up at him.
“I love you.” 
The words had left her mouth before she could think. As soon as they hit the air between them she covered her mouth with her hand as though to silence them. Michael’s heart stuttered to a near-stop. He bent over and helped her off of her knees and held her close.
Kelly relaxed into his embrace, welcomed it and she felt the slow sure splendor that surrender spiraling up inside of her. Not defeat, not dependency but an immediate and mindful surrender.
It was the purest sensation she had ever known.
Michael whispered into her ear, “There’s a party tonight. I want you to go with me, if you will I have something very special planned for you but first I need to hear you say you want to be mine.”
She looked him in the eyes and said, “I am yours.”
**
Lolita saw them walking into the party a few hours later. Jealousy struck Lolita squarely in the chest and anger followed. She wasn’t about to lose Michael to Kelly, not if she could help it.  Michael was on the rise and everyone knew it would not be long before he left the company behind to start his own. That he would be wildly successful was a sure bet and if there was anything Lolita could appreciate it was people who were going places.
She had been born into money she had never had any idea of what it took to make it. She had been spoiled her entire life until the past year when her father died and she found out that the family fortune was a carefully built lie whose time had passed. All she had left was a mountain of debts and a true horror of being poor.
She had decided to use the only assets she had left, her face and body, and snag a man who would take care of her like her own father had. However, most of the men who had money had already been married and while they didn’t mind a mistress she was a little too expensive for most of them.
Lolita flipped her blonde hair over one shoulder, patted her short black bandage dress into place and stalked across the room. Michael saw her coming and swiftly turned Kelly away, toward a cross set up on one wall. Lolita paused, well aware of the rules, interrupting while someone was in a scene, engaging in an act of BDSM, was clearly a violation of those rules. 
Michael knew she was watching, he wanted her to watch, to see what he had with Kelly so she would know once and for all that they were done, that what he had was so special she couldn’t touch it. He wanted everyone to see. Kelly didn’t resist as she was a little taken aback by the sudden transition from the side of the table where the food was laid out to being up on a cross with him snapping wrist and ankle cuffs into place. Her lack of resistance was perfect though for what he had in mind.
Everyone watched as he used a slim knife to cut the dress from her body. Kelly stood stock still, her mind screaming in terror even as her nipples hardened and her pussy grew wet. When her dress fell to the floor to reveal her nakedness below there was a murmur of appreciation from the crowd. 
Michael took the slim riding crop with its evil little flat tip and began running it up and down her body. Shivers broke out and gooseflesh rose across her flesh at the sensation. The leather was hard and unforgiving; her legs shook as she waited for the inevitable blows to land.
Michael drew closer, his free hand tangled into her hair, knocking it loose from the carefully placed pins and sending it tumbling over her shoulders in a dark auburn spill. Her mouth formed a small ‘O’ and her eyes went to half-mast as a thrill shot up her spine. He dragged her head back, her neck ached from the nearly impossible angle but he stepped up onto the cross with her, his hard thigh sliding up between her leg to push against the sensitive flesh of her mound and he pressed his mouth to hers, sealing off her thoughts with a kiss so intense she forgot to breathe for a long second.
The crowd stood mesmerized, something special was happening and they sensed it. Lolita glanced around at the others gathered there and rage filled her so completely she felt she would choke on it. Unable to help herself she looked back at the couple on the cross.
Michael stepped off the cross and took the riding crop more firmly into hand. The first blow landed with a stinging ache that made her yelp and twist, the second, on her other ass cheek, caused the same reaction.
Soon pain melded into pleasure. Kelly was lost in a daze created by the fact that she was tied and helpless and that everyone could see what she was allowing to be done to her. Michael pushed a finger into her depths, running the soaked digit in circles around the hardened bud of her clit. She gasped and her lust intensified tenfold. She was already about to come and they had barely begun.
Michael backed off, his own passion high. He picked up the tiny wooden paddle, tested it against the palm of his hand and smiled at the satisfying sting it left behind.
Kelly gave a muffled scream as the paddle fell onto her ass cheeks in a solid line of pain. She twitched and sobbed, her fingers curling against the wood of the cross. The paddle came down again and again.
Michael stopped and stepped back to admire his handiwork. Kelly’s ass was a rosy red and when he rubbed his fingers across it to soothe her it was hot to the touch. She went limp below his touch and he whispered reassuring words as he turned her around to face him.
The chains that the cuffs were attached to gave off a musical jingle and the crowd murmured again at the sight of the long glistening streaks of come coating her inner thighs. Kelly tried to speak but she couldn’t, all she could do was moan out an articulate cry for his mercy.
Michael stepped back up onto the cross, his thigh moving up against her mound again. Her hips bucked wildly against the smooth muscles there, his slacks abrading her clit and delicate inner lips. His teeth found her nipples and tugged at them.
An orgasm exploded from within her. Her body hung there, shuddering and arching, helpless against the sensations he was loosing inside her. She cried out again and again and Michael finally stopped, holding her close in the shelter of his arms.
Her face was buried in the crook of his neck and her tears soaked his skin. Coming back from those heights made her abruptly and terribly aware that the entire group had just watched her writhing in blind lust. Shame bloomed but was wiped away by his gentle ministrations as he took her down and led her to the middle of the floor, still naked, where he had her kneel.
The floor was cold beneath her knees and she was painfully conscious of everyone’s eyes on them. Michael reached out a gentle hand and caressed her cheek.
“You are mine,” he said softly. “I’m your master and you’re my submissive. I take you as my submissive. This collar is the symbol of your agreement to cede to me, to surrender to me.”
Lolita ground her teeth together in anger as he produced a gorgeous solid gold collar from his pocket and clasped it around Kelly’s neck. Around the room an approving murmur arose.
Kelly stared up at him, naked adoration in her eyes as he dangled the key to the collar in front of her, “If you want this collar, relinquish the key. If you agree, hand it back to me.” The key pressed into her palm and she closed her hand over it, feeling its shape burning into her skin.
She wasn’t giving up her independence, wasn’t giving up her own will, she was giving herself. She practically tossed the key back at him and the entire crowd laughed softly as Michael caught it one handed and let out a huge bellow of laughter.
Kelly was dragged to her feet. Michael spun her around in a giddy circle and then shouted out to the crowd, “Meet my submissive!”
There were cheers and laughter. Other submissives came up to admire the collar and other Masters clapped Michael on the back and complimented him on a job well done. Only Lolita didn’t join in with the well -wishers, she slipped out the back door, her mind in turmoil and her rage so great she could not even fake a smile.
**
The days slipped past. Kelly had yet to move in with Michael, she had a few weeks left on her lease and they had agreed that it was best to finish that out. Besides it took a little for her to get used to the fact of Oliver just as Michael, who had somehow managed to tame Princess almost the moment they met, had to do some rearranging of drawers and furniture.
There was also the matter of their having to figure out what to do about work. While they had been dating they had also been exceedingly discreet but it was clear to both of them they had to figure out what to do. There was an opening in another department that suited Kelly well and she put in for it.
She expected to hear a decision that morning so she wasn’t surprised by the coterie of suits walking down the hallway to Michael’s office but two hours later they were still in there. She figured it was a business meeting and went back to her own work but was interrupted by a knock at her door.
She called out a hello, expecting to see Michael or another employee there but instead she was faced with the VP of the corporation, a man whose face she only knew from the pictures in the hallways.
“Mr. Clifton,” she scrambled to her feet and tried to shove a stack of papers off of a chair as inconspicuously as possible, “Would you like to sit down?”
“No, Miss Miller. I would like a word with you about several files.”
She wasn’t prepared for that answer. She blinked at him momentarily and then said, “Which files, sir?”
He named them and she nodded. They were the exact same files Michael had asked her about when he had taken over the department. She went to her computer, recalled the printouts and went to the cabinet where she stored hard copies of her files. Putting them all on the desk she began the same process she had with Michael, showing the discrepancies and the places where those things had been corrected.
Clifton was a stocky man with a ruddy face and a slight paunch straining at the front of his Italian hand-tailored suit. He listened so intently she felt uncomfortable and when she finished he asked more questions, questions that had her pointing out other issues with the files: odd dates and blank spaces where replies between departments should have been.
“Who had access to these?”
“Almost everyone.” Kelly replied promptly. “They went through several hands before they came into mine and it wasn’t just the people in this department, these were accessible to everyone on the top four floors as well.”
“I see.” There was a guarded neutrality in the man’s voice that made her look up, a prickling sensation shooting along the back of her neck. “Did you notice this before or after Michael Adams came onto this department?”
Her nostrils flared, “What are you asking me sir?”
Clifton leaned across her desk. She had remained standing and his nose nearly touched hers. His breath, rank with heavy garlic and cigarette smoke, puffed across her cheek as he said, carefully and deliberately, “Is Michael Adams embezzling from the company?”
“What? No, the files were screwed up before he came. I showed them to the previous head of this department but they blew me off, then they transferred out.”
“Are you his lover?”
Her face went white with terror. Her heart slammed into her chest walls and she could see the entire future crumbling around her. “I’m sorry?”
“We’ve been informed that the two of you are lovers and that Michael has a rather unsavory past. Given that we have no proof that this embezzling was occurring before he took over the department and due to the fact that it is still ongoing we are well within our rights to ask the question.”
“Is your next question am I his partner in crime?” Her voice was cold with anger. “I did inform the previous head of the files having discrepancies, here is the email,” she tapped more keys on her computer and it came up. She hit print and when the paper shot out of the mouth form the printer, she slammed it down on her desk hard enough to break a nail.
Mr. Clifton looked it over carefully, his prissy little mouth pursed. “That doesn’t answer the much bigger question.”
“It’s none of your business at this point.” Michael’s voice was hard and cold. He stood in the doorway and she had to fight back an urge to run to him and throw herself into his arms. “Neither of us are embezzling money and if you need any further answers on that you may feel free to ask them, and only them. Furthermore I want the name of my accuser as I have that right.”
Clifton sat the paper down. He had the good grace to look slightly abashed. “I have never seen this report,” he said, tapping it with one finger, “Why is that?”
“I would like to know the same thing.”
The man speaking was the owner, Angus McManus. He was a small dapper man with a carefully cut mane of white hair and a filigreed cane that was made of pure rosewood.
“It’s your companies bad policies.” Kelly said, no longer in the mood to be polite. “The rules say that if we have an issue it goes to the superior in our own department so if the issue goes further than our department it gets stuck in a backlog of don’t-tell-me, or it’s-not-my-problem type bullshit. If the people responsible are the heads of the department everything gets buried.
“Now the person who headed this department before is up on the floors where you sit. So they got a promotion and funds are still leaving this department. Only the department head, Michael in this case, can make a case about that but he can’t do that until the monthly meetings in which his department is allowed input, which is every three months. In other words he hasn’t been in this department long enough to even be able to tell you he thinks someone is stealing from you.”
Mr. McManus’s lips twitched. “Thank you Ms….”
“Miller,” she replied tightly. “In case you need to know how to spell it on my termination form, it is on my nameplate there on the desk.”
“We have no need to fire you,” Clifton said in a hurried voice. “We just need to get to the bottom of this situation. Surely you can understand that.”
“You’ve said enough to her.” Michael said sharply. “You still haven’t told me who accused me of this.”
Clifton looked uncomfortable, “We got an anonymous tip.”
“Let me guess,” Kelly said caustically. “It was a woman.”
He looked a little astonished by that. “Yes, it was.”
“Are we finished here?”
The other men looked at Michael and at each other. Clifton finally said, “I think this office is a bit too small for all of us.” There was a general sound of agreement and a mass exodus. For a few minutes there was only silence then Michael shut the door and turned to face her. 
“Lolita,” they both said at the same time.
“I’m so sorry.” Michael said.
“Don’t be. My ex is an asshole too. He cheated on me constantly with every woman I brought around as a friend and some I have probably never even heard of. He might pop up and do some incredibly stupid thing at some time or another though to be honest he’s such a dumbass he’s probably forgotten how to get to my house.”
Michael’s eyes were warm but neither of them moved closer to each other, they were being watched and they knew it. “I have to get back to work. I want everything, every single file that was ever a little sketchy in my office by five o’clock.”
“Aye, aye sir,” she sketched him a quick salute and he grinned despite the seriousness of the situation.
**
At eight the following morning the two of them sat inside Clifton’s office. The four upper floors were decidedly different from the ones below. Even though Michael made a stiff salary the people who worked on the top four floors made enough to make it look paltry in comparison. They both knew that the lowest salary paid to someone on those floors was a cool million-five a year with benefits, like use of private apartments and time shares, expense accounts with staggering limits and a few other perks.
Michael looked right at home in that office. Seated on the dark leather sofa, the heavy masculine furniture providing the perfect background for his good looks, with a priceless bit of modern art on the wall behind him. Power radiated out of him.
Kelly knew most people would have looked rumpled and small sitting there, she was fairly certain that she did anyway, but he didn’t. He was made for those floors and she smiled at him, more sure of him than ever.
“This is disconcerting.”
Kelly said nothing. There was really nothing to say. The proof was there. One of the top executives at the company was stealing and had been for years. He was sitting in an office three doors down from the one they were seated in and he was one of Clifton’s friends and, in fact, had been in on the meeting in Michael and Kelly’s offices the day before.
“I have to call McManus.” His fat finger stabbed at his cell phone. Kelly noticed he didn’t use the company phone and could guess why. This would be handled from the inside and as quietly as possible. The company couldn’t afford a scandal. After all, they had a reputation to keep up. If they weren’t capable of protecting their own money how could they protect their client’s money?
McManus showed up two minutes later. 
“I don’t suppose I need to tell you two that we would appreciate the utmost discretion on this matter.” 
“I don’t think we need to tell you that we have worked hard to deal with this discreetly, which is more than I can say for you given that the way you came barreling into our offices yesterday certainly set tongues to wagging.” Michael’s voice was calm but his eyes were not.
McManus sighed, “Yes and I apologize.”
Something unspoken seemed to cross the air between him and Michael. The two men gave each other long stares and then Michael stood. “Have a good day gentlemen,” was all he said.
They didn’t touch as they left the office or as they stood in the elevator. At her office he paused for a moment and gave her a long slow smile that said he wasn’t worried and that helped to reassure her too. She went into her office and picked up the project on which she had been working the day before.
**
Kelly stared at Michael. His face was creased into a grin as he reached out and lifted her chin up, snapping her mouth shut again.
“You can’t be serious.”
“They need someone to fill in for the thief.”
Joy burst through her. “I’m so happy for you!”
He hugged her, “You haven’t heard the best part.”
She backed up,” What is that?”
“They need someone to head up this department and nobody, nobody, knows it better than…you do.”
She gaped at him all over again. Of all the things she had thought he might say that was sure as hell not one of them. “Me?”
“You,” he confirmed. “You deserve it, never think you don’t.’
Tears spiked her lashes. Just a few weeks before she had been sure she was about to lose everything, instead she had gained everything. 
There was nothing left to be afraid of. The man standing in front of her had claimed her: heart, body, soul and mind. She belonged to him and she was safe with him.
A feeling of undeniable happiness swept through her. She whispered, “You deserve it. How did I ever get through my life without you in it?”
“The same way I did,” he said, kissing the tip of her nose. “But we have each other now.”
“Now…and forever.” Kelly said.
“Yes,” Michael replied, embracing her tightly. “Now and forever.”
His hands played along the collar, that endless circle of gold, that promise and their future.
The End
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