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 	I’d known him for two hours and change when I let myself be seduced by his crystal blue eyes and movie star looks. Then I’d had crazy sex with him on the floor of the boardroom of the corporation where I worked.

 	In retrospect, not some of the wisest decisions I’ve ever made.

 	Certainly not the most cautious.

 	But when a man looks and acts like Connor Brooks, caution gets thrown to the wind.

 	He was the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen. Certainly the most confident I’d ever met. He treated life like a game, and acted as though he held all the cards.

 	He was infuriating… and intoxicating.

 	And he’d swept me off my feet, both literally and figuratively.

 	I had, in a moment of weakness, confessed that my brief time with him had been the happiest night of my life.

 	Yes, he was that charming. And good-looking.

 	And yes, the sex was that good.

 	After I said it, he asked me to go with him: You said this was the best night of your life. So let’s keep it going. Maybe even make it the best weekend of your life. 

 	Come with me.

 	When I protested that I had unfinished work that was due in my boss’s email inbox at 9AM the next morning (a Saturday morning, no less!), he whispered in my ear, Take a chance. Be that woman I made love to just now. 

 	Come with me.

 	I so wanted to be that woman.

 	And I so wanted everything I’d had for half an hour up in that boardroom.

 	So I got in the Bentley limo as Connor held open the door.

 	My life was never the same again.
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 	The first thing I noticed was the plush leather of the seats – decadent, sinful, sensual. And the space! It felt like the car was way wider than normal. I could have stretched out in here and… uh… done stuff with room to spare.

 	I scooted across the seat as Connor moved in beside me and closed the door.

 	He pressed a button on a console in the door and spoke.

 	“Hey, Johnny, take us up to the Strip, would you?”

 	The limo purred into action, gliding like oil on ice as it merged into traffic.

 	The Strip?!

 	“We’re going to a strip club?” I asked, my eyes wide. I hadn’t signed on for that.

 	Connor grinned. “We can if you want, but I was thinking of the Sunset Strip. West Hollywood? Clubs, bars, fine dining?”

 	“Oh.”

 	I felt both relieved and incredibly embarrassed at the same time.

 	“Would you like a drink?” he asked.

 	“S-sure,” I stammered, totally thrown off my game – not only by the strip club thing, but by the environment. The only time I’d ever ridden in a limo was for prom, and that was a 20-year-old town car that smelled slightly fusty from all the spilled beer of a thousand bachelor parties.

 	This? This was pure luxury, from the black leather to the widescreen television set into the wall that divided the cabin from the driver’s area. In fact, I couldn’t even see the driver. There was a plate of black glass that separated our little world from his.

 	“Champagne okay? Or would you like something stronger?”

 	“Champagne would be great.”

 	He leaned over to the wall across from us and slid a small compartment to the side. There was a cold storage unit in there, from which he drew out a bottle of champagne.

 	Dom Perignon.

 	I think I’d gotten drunk on Dom Perignon once.

 	Oh, no, wait… that was Thunderbird in the twelfth grade.

 	Holy crap, I’m in a Bentley, about to drink Dom Perignon.

 	To say I was intimidated was an understatement.

 	Connor pressed another button, and a center portion in the wall across from us opened up to reveal a whole collection of glassware – champagne flutes, wine glasses, all those different fancy cocktail glasses you see in bridal gift sections.

 	He poured two flutes of champagne and handed me one. I knew nothing about crystal, but I could tell that the glass was expensive just by handling it – surprisingly heavy for its size, but delicate to the touch and incredibly thin.

 	He clinked his glass against mine. “To an excellent evening so far… and an even better night ahead.”

 	I widened my eyes and smiled like, Oh boy… WHAT have I gotten myself into?

 	I took a sip.

 	Damn, that was good.

 	I’m not a connoisseur by any means, but it was a lot better than any other champagne I’d ever tasted before.

 	Of course, maybe it was entirely psychological. I’m sure anything drunk in a fancy glass in the back of a Bentley tastes better than average. Champagne… tap water… Kool-Aid…

 	“I have to make a phone call,” he said, and tapped the door console again.

 	I just nodded. I was too shell-shocked for anything beyond simple movements and even simpler sentences.

 	You Tarzan, me Jane.

 	Actually, it was more like You Mr. Bentley, me Jungle Jane.

 	There was the sound of a dial tone from hidden speakers. Before the second tone began, a very male, very gay voice pierced the air.

 	A very male, very gay, very ticked-off voice.

 	“Connnnnnnnorrrrr, this had better not be the kind of phone call I THINK it is.”

 	“Sorry to disappoint you, Sebastian,” Connor grinned, “but that’s why you make the big bucks.”

 	“Dammit, Connor, why don’t you just skip buck-naked through life with an American Express Black Card taped to your forehead? It’d be easier on me, and it sure as hell wouldn’t crimp your style of torching every single meeting I set up for you.”

 	Mr. Connor Brooks, skipping naked down the street… huh. That was an interesting visual.

 	I giggled.

 	“What? Who was that?” the gay voice snapped. “CONNOR, do NOT tell me you are blowing off the New York meeting to cavort with some random FLOOZY.”

 	‘Floozy’?

 	I sat up ramrod straight, miffed as hell. “Excuse me?”

 	“That’s RIGHT, Ms. Thing, I’m talking to you.”

 	“Sebastian,” Connor barked.

 	The speakers went silent.

 	“Sorry,” Sebastian finally said in a chastened tone.

 	“The lady you just insulted is Lily Ross,” Connor lectured. “Apologize.”

 	“I said I was sorry,” the voice said petulantly.

 	“Yes, you said it to me. Now apologize to her.”

 	“Is she an investor? In that case, I am deeply – ”

 	“It doesn’t matter if she’s an investor or not!” Connor shouted.

 	“Okay, so she’s obviously NOT an investor,” Sebastian said, then added under his breath – but just loud enough to get picked up by the phone – “Floooo-zeeey.”

 	I covered my mouth with my hand and giggled. Despite how much of a jerk the guy was trying to be, the bitchier he was, the funnier he got.

 	Connor glowered. “Sebastian, you are treading perilously close to losing your job.”

 	“You mean, the job where I make travel plans and schedule meetings that you blow off at a moment’s notice?”

 	“Sebastian – ” Connor warned.

 	“I’m SORRY, Ms. Ross. I do hope you will forgive my impertinence and accept my most abject apologies.”

 	“That didn’t sound very abject,” I sniffed – although I wasn’t actually ‘sniffing.’ I was rather enjoying the surreal back-and-forth. If I didn’t have strong evidence to the contrary, I would have pegged Connor and Sebastian as some longtime gay couple who bicker endlessly.

 	“Well, it’s as abject as you’re gonna get,” the voice shot back.

 	I laughed out loud. He was just too funny not to.

 	But Connor was seriously getting angry. “Sebastian – ”

 	“I didn’t realize you were taking us to a comedy club,” I said, trying to divert Connor’s attention – and get in a little dig of my own. “He’s pretty funny… for amateur night.”

 	There was an overly dramatic gasp on the other end of the line. “Oh no you didn’t!”

 	“Oh yes I DID,” I said, then snapped three times – click, click, click. “In a Z formation.”

 	There was a pause.

 	Connor just stared at me. I grinned and shrugged.

 	“Oh, I guess she’s alright,” Sebastian grumped. “A thousand times better than the last one, anyway – ”

 	“THANK you, Sebastian,” Connor grimaced.

 	I looked over at Connor, one eyebrow cocked. “You do this a lot?”

 	“No,” he said, then added almost as an afterthought, “Not anymore.”

 	I didn’t believe him.

 	Of course he did this a lot. A pang shot through me.

 	What, did I think I was special?

 	Actually, until that moment… I did.

 	And it hurt to realize I wasn’t.

 	“Unh, unh, unh, honey child, I could tell you some stories from back in the day,” Sebastian clucked.

 	“THANK YOU, Sebastian,” Connor raised his voice. “Now, onto business.”

 	“Oh God, I tremble to ask.”

 	“I want my regular. Two nights ought to do it, I think.”

 	“You DO realize it’s almost nine on a Friday night, yes? And that they’ve almost assuredly booked it, yes?”

 	“Make it happen.”

 	“‘By any means necessary,’” Sebastian groaned. It sounded like he was quoting someone – and I was guessing it was Connor.

 	“Yup. By the way, I’m hungry – you hungry?” he asked me.

 	I actually hadn’t noticed it because of all the craziness that had preceded this moment – but when he asked, I realized I was. I nodded.

 	“You like filet mignon? Lobster? You’re not a vegetarian, are you?”

 	“Uh… yes, yes, and no,” I answered, a little stunned. I think the last time I’d had filet mignon, it was to celebrate my college graduation. Lobster, I couldn’t even remember.

 	Both of them together at one time? As they say in New York, fuhgedabboudit.

 	Connor went back to Sebastian. “Have room service deliver my usual, times two, ten minutes after checkin.”

 	There was another labored sigh. “I don’t suppose there’s any chance of me persuading you to take the flight to New York.”

 	“Nope.”

 	“Reschedule?”

 	“Yep.”

 	“FINE,” the voice snapped, then switched to a much nicer tone as it addressed me. “Miss Ross?”

 	“Yes?”

 	“All former unpleasantries aside, try to keep him from destroying Los Angeles – and himself – this weekend, would you?”

 	I looked at Connor with a bemused frown. “Uh… I’ll try.”

 	“Best effort. If he’s intent on something, it’s going to happen anyway, so don’t throw yourself in front of the bus trying to stop him.”

 	“Um… okaayyy… thanks for the warning…?”

 	“Goodbye, Sebastian,” Connor said, not unlike the way a parent might tell an unruly child ‘goodnight’ after the second glass of water and the third ‘tuck me in.’

 	“Toodles,” the voice signed off.

 	Connor closed his eyes, shook his head, and then looked over at me. “My staff has the tendency to be a little more… familiar than they should. It’s something I should have nipped in the bud long ago, but… Sebastian has been with me forever. And he’s very loyal.”

 	“He must be a grade-A doofus,” I said.

 	Connor frowned. “What?”

 	“Nine o’clock on a Friday night and still working? Isn’t that what you told me doofuses do?”

 	He grinned as he recognized his own quote from earlier in the evening. “You realize, by extension, that would make me a douchebag.”

 	I let his comment hang in the air for several seconds, not saying anything. Then I took a sip of champagne and peered over the edge of the glass at him. Your move.

 	Connor laughed. “Sebastian makes considerably more than you do.”

 	“Yeeeaaah, about that… we’re sitting in a Bentley, drinking Dom Perignon, while you talk to your assistant who apparently works all hours of the night for you.”

 	Connor raised his eyebrows as though to say, Yes, and…?

 	“I don’t know of any VP’s at Exerton who live high on the hog like that,” I finished up.

 	“Yes, well, I’m a special VP.”

 	“Special enough to rate a Bentley and bottles of Dom Perignon to impress li’l ol’ secretaries?” I asked, batting my eyes mockingly.

 	It shouldn’t have bothered me. I should have known better. I mean, really – I had sex with the guy two hours after meeting him. What did I expect, a proposal and a ring?

 	I should have thought it through before I got in the damn limo – if for no other reason than I wouldn’t have to be thinking through it now. I mean, this guy was gorgeous. He had an incredible expense account. He was driving around in a Bentley limo, for heaven’s sake. He must have had women throwing themselves at him constantly. And any woman who didn’t, he probably just turned up the charm on her and she folded instantly.

 	Like me.

 	It shouldn’t have bothered me.

 	But it did.

 	He gave me a tight smile that was more of a grimace. “Sebastian’s tales of my past are greatly exaggerated.”

 	“I’m sure,” I said coolly.

 	 “Don’t do that,” he said quietly, his face suddenly very serious.

 	“What?” I asked, genuinely confused.

 	“Make it like what we did back there didn’t mean something. Because it meant something to me.”

 	I looked away. I had to – my heart was fluttering.

 	He probably tells every girl who steps in this limo that ‘it meant something to me,’ I told myself. It’s just another line.

 	But it was a good one.

 	“I’m just being stupid,” I muttered.

 	“It sounds like you’re having a little buyer’s remorse.”

 	“No…”

 	I’m just regretting letting my feelings run away with me.

 	“It’s just that I can see you using all this,” and here I gestured to the limo, “to impress women so they’ll sleep with you. And I’m kind of wondering if I’m just one in a long line.”

 	He grinned – which was not what I’d been expecting.

 	“I’ve already slept with you, Lily. If I really was a cad, don’t you think that would have been it? Wham, bam, thank you ma’am?”

 	Well… okay… he DOES have a point…

 	Then he reached out, took my hand in his, and stared deep into my eyes. My heart fluttered a little more.

 	He gestured to the limo with his champagne glass, like I’d done earlier.

 	“‘All this’ is just window-dressing. You’re the main attraction. When I’m with you, I’m with you. You have my complete, undivided attention. It’s just you… and me.”

 	“But when it’s over, it’s over, right?” I said with a trace of bitterness.

 	I didn’t even think about what I was saying; it was like I had just heard a line of dialogue from a movie, not actually speaking the words myself. They just slipped out before I knew it.

 	As soon as they did, my eyes widened. I expected the limo to slam to a halt and Mr. Connor Brooks to show me the door without further ado.

 	Instead, he laughed.

 	Again, totally unexpected.

 	Then he cocked his head and looked at me, his eyes twinkling. “In order to know that, we have to take the next step, don’t we?”

 	Another line, I mumbled inwardly.

 	But another good one.

 	He leaned in close, and I smelled that intoxicating scent of his – that masculine, exotic cologne that made me want his arms around my body. “I want to. The question is, do you?”

 	I had a choice to make again – but this time I was slightly more level-headed than out on the curb.

 	He hadn’t promised me anything except a night. Maybe a weekend.

 	And it was stupid of me to think I was the only woman he’d ever swept off her feet.

 	But I’d chosen to go with him.

 	Because I really, really wanted to, consequences be damned.

 	Did I still want to go with him, even though he wasn’t promising anything beyond tonight?

 	Did I still want him to kiss me again?

 	To make love to me again?

 	Consequences be damned?

 	Oh, HELL yes.

 	I’d gotten carried away before, that was for sure. And I wasn’t a girl who got ‘carried away.’

 	But I wanted to be.

 	Especially if he was the one doing the carrying.

 	“Yes,” I whispered.

 	He smiled and leaned in further.

 	“Good,” he whispered back, then kissed me again, so soft and sweet I could have stayed like that forever, with his lips brushing across mine.

 	Except a voice over the speaker system broke into the moment.

 	“Hope I’m not interrupting, boss, but we’re here.”

 	Connor leaned back and sighed.

 	“Damn his fast driving.” Then he pressed a button on the console. “Would you get the lady’s door, Johnny?”

 	“Sure thing.”

 	And seconds later, the limo door to my left opened.
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 	When I saw the guy who had opened the door, my first impression was Suit and tie – way EXPENSIVE suit and tie.

 	My second impression was Huh, Asian guy.

 	My third impression was Holy CRAP, he’s got a GUN!

 	It was just a glimpse, but I saw the holster under the Armani jacket, and the flash of grey metal. Then the jacket resettled and the gun was gone.

 	I froze on the seat, terrified.

 	I don’t like guns.

 	I’m especially not fond of strange men with guns.

 	He looked down at me and extended his arm to help me out of the limo. He was young and handsome, probably Japanese, late 20’s, with longish hair that covered his ears and a neatly trimmed goatee with mustache.

 	When I didn’t take his hand, he smiled and looked over the roof of the car. “I think the lady’s scared of me, boss,” he said in a flat, midwestern accent.

 	“And well she should be. You’re a very scary person,” Connor agreed. He sounded like he was already outside the car.

 	“That’s what you pay me for,” the man laughed.

 	I glanced over – Connor’s door was open. I could see him standing next to it, his body visible only from the knees to his chest.

 	“I’ll… get out on that side,” I squeaked, and quickly slid across the seat.

 	As soon as I was out of the limo, Connor gave me a disapproving look. “You’re not racist, are you?”

 	“No!” I cried out, shocked. “No. But – ”

 	Here I leaned in, stood on my tiptoes, and whispered as close to his ear as I could. Which was more like me whispering into his shoulder.

 	“ – he’s got a gun.”

 	Connor’s head dropped back and he roared with laughter. “That’s it?”

 	“Isn’t that enough?” I fumed.

 	“Well, he should have a gun – he’s my personal bodyguard. Has been for three years.”

 	I stared at him, then looked over the limo’s roof.

 	The driver smiled at me. “Not that I need a gun.”

 	“Lily, let me introduce Johnny Shuto. Not his real name, but that’s what I like to call him.”

 	I frowned. Not his real name? ‘Not that I NEED a gun’? This was terribly confusing.

 	Before I could get any answers, we were interrupted by new voices.

 	“Hello, Mr. Templeton! Do you have any luggage?”

 	I looked over to see two crisply dressed valets in white uniforms standing by Connor’s elbow.

 	That was when I looked around and gasped.

 	The Dubai.

 	It was the newest – and most luxurious – hotel on the Sunset Strip, and it had only been open for a few months. Apparently the rooms had been booked solid for six months. Anh and I had watched some E! Channel special on it so we could see all the starlets and their dresses when they showed up for the red carpet gala opening.

 	And there was the red carpet beneath my very feet. Velvet. Fifty feet of it, leading to an ornate doorway of gold and glass.

 	Somebody on the special had said that the red carpet was replaced every six hours so that it was fresh for new arrivals.

 	Anh and I had scoffed at the time. Rich douchebags and their freakin’ overkill.

 	Now, up close… it just looked glamorous and beautiful.

 	As did everything else.

 	The valets’ uniforms. The sheltering ceiling over the circular entrance drive, with its softly glowing lights. The beautifully manicured flowering bushes lining the red carpet.

 	And the guests and their cars.

 	The circular driveway was filled with two limos, a Lamborghini, a Ferrari, an Aston-Martin, and three BMW’s.

 	The men walking towards or away from the cars ranged from extremely handsome to fat and toadlike, but they all looked quite rich. The younger and more handsome guys could get away with expensive T-shirts and high-dollar jeans; the toad-faced ones were dressed in top-dollar suits.

 	But the women with them… wow.

 	A couple of silicone goddesses in low-cut club dresses. A woman I was pretty sure I’d seen on the cover of Vogue. A girl younger than me, slumming it in sunglasses, baseball cap, torn jeans and a T-shirt, who might have been a famous singer (and the new favorite prey of the paparazzi).

 	I was suddenly feeling very insecure, very inadequate, and very out of place.

 	There were also two women ‘of a certain age’ walking with the older, uglier men – but though they weren’t young, they definitely had plastic surgery and diamonds on their side.

 	Connor was talking to the valets about luggage.

 	“Actually, yes – Johnny, could you pop the trunk?”

 	Wait – something didn’t seem quite right.

 	“Did he just call you ‘Mr. Templeton’?” I whispered to Connor.

 	“I think he has me confused with somebody else,” he whispered back. “Don’t blow my cover, okay?”

 	“Uh… okay…” I muttered, wondering if this was part of Sebastian’s ‘by any means necessary’ directive. Although the name ‘Templeton’ seemed strangely familiar, and I couldn’t quite pin down why.

 	The trunk popped open and Johnny walked around to the back.

 	“Let them get it,” Connor said. “Except for the laptop.”

 	Johnny nodded, grabbed a computer case, and then stepped aside. The valets pulled three suitcases out of the trunk – one in simple black leather, the other two a matching Louis Vuitton set – and put them on a gleaming cart.

 	Johnny grinned as he approached us. “You’re not going to freak out again, are you?”

 	As I answered, I noticed that I had unconsciously edged closer to Conner. “I just… don’t normally have men with guns pulling me out of limos, that’s all.”

 	He shook his head in mock disappointment. “And here I was thinking it was my intimidating good looks.”

 	“Ha!” Connor said, then motioned towards the entrance. “Shall we?”

 	Johnny nodded and walked ahead of us towards the lobby entrance.

 	Connor took me by the hand and pulled me protectively to his side as we followed along behind.

 	Another smiling valet opened the door. Johnny stepped through and scanned the lobby, his eyes darting quickly across the faces within. Then he nodded imperceptibly and stepped to one side so that Connor and I could move past him.

 	The entire time, Johnny’s hand was on his abdomen, level with the single fastened button on his jacket.

 	Never more than five inches from his gun.

 	I shuddered.
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 	The lobby was magnificent. Opulent. Luxurious. Take your pick of over-the-top adjectives.

 	The floor was white marble inlaid with darker patterns of black – maybe obsidian? I had no idea. But the effect was beautiful.

 	The chandeliers were round, massive bodies made up of tiny frosted glass cylinders that diffused the light and transformed what could have been cold and imposing into warm and sensual. They looked like grape clusters of long, glass tubes, if that makes any sense. Or a collection of glass Pan pipes (you know, what the little faun guy plays in Greek paintings?) with light spilling out of them, rather than sound.

 	Throughout the lobby were plush leather chairs arranged in small enclaves around short mahogany tables. Here and there a few people waited, texting on their smart phones or reading their iPads. Others held cocktails and glasses of wine as they chatted and laughed. On all sides were gorgeous arrangements of orchids and exotic plants – real ones. Nothing fake in here (except some of the women’s boobs). It was like somebody had transported parts of a jungle into the midst of the most luxurious waiting room imaginable.

 	Connor led me along the red carpet, which extended into the lobby and all the way up to the reservations desk on the opposite side. As we passed, I noticed a few heads swiveling around to look at us pass. A couple of mouths fell open. Not everyone, but enough to make me wonder. A lot of the less obvious gawkers were women, whom I guessed were checking out Connor (and which sent an unexpected stab of jealousy through me). The ones whose mouths dropped open, though, tended to be men. And not guys who made my gaydar ping. It was like they were seeing an unexpected celebrity walk into the room.

 	Something is very weird here…

 	We approached the reservations desk, which was a gorgeous slab of marble trimmed with what might have been gold. I told myself that wasn’t possible… but at a place called ‘The Dubai,’ you never know.

 	The woman behind the counter was a stunner. With her smart, perfectly white business suit and her flawless olive skin, she looked like she had just walked out of the pages of Italian Vogue. Again, I was jealous and felt… well… inadequate, to tell the truth.

 	The weird thing was, she seemed almost awestruck.

 	“Mr. Templeton, it’s a pleasure to see you again,” she said in a very friendly, but slightly panicked, voice.

 	I recognized that voice. It was the same tone I used whenever I had to interact with the bigwigs at my company when they came in for meetings. Like, the big bigwigs – the CEO, the COO, the CFO…

 	And she called him ‘Mr. Templeton’ again.

 	Man, Sebastian sure did his job well… whoever they think Mr. Templeton is, they’re about to mess their pants over him.

 	“Please, call me Connor,” he smiled. “Are the rooms ready?”

 	I frowned. The rooms? Plural?

 	I was confused – but it sure meant something to the bodyguard.

 	“Connor, no,” Johnny protested, his face suddenly set and unsmiling.

 	Connor’s eyes flitted down to me, then back up. “Johnny – yes.”

 	Johnny just sighed. Connor turned back to the supermodel behind the counter.

 	“Yes, they are,” she confirmed a little too eagerly as she slid two sets of plastic keycards across the marble countertop. Connor took one, and Johnny took the other. “Of course, you know about the code to get in – ”

 	“Yes, I’ve stayed here before,” Connor interrupted. His voice was amused, but also a tad bit annoyed, as though he wanted to wrap this up.

 	She blushed a deep scarlet. “Of course. My apologies.”

 	I scrunched up my face. What the heck was this chick apologizing for?

 	“And the room service – ” Connor began.

 	“ – is on its way,” she finished. “As is the luggage.”

 	“Excellent. Thank you.”

 	“Yes sir, Mr. Templeton. Would you like a bellhop to show you up?”

 	“No, we’ve got it from here.”

 	“Of course. Have a wonderful stay.”

 	She flashed her smile at him, then at me, and bowed just slightly at the neck. I smiled back at her, and then Connor pulled me away from the desk and toward the elevators.

 	I’m sure it was fairly normal to get gold-standard service at a super-posh hotel, but her vibe was odd. It was like she was talking to Bill Gates, or the President, or Jesus or something.

 	Weird, weird, WEIRD.

 	“Does everybody kiss your ass all the time?” I whispered to Connor.

 	He laughed loudly. “Not you, apparently.”

 	“Is that why you brought me along? To remind you of what normal human interaction is like?”

 	“You mean, without a pair of lips puckered on my posterior?”

 	“Exactly.”

 	He gave me a sly look. “We’ll see about getting them puckered around something else later on.”

 	I blushed and smacked him on the arm. He just laughed again.

 	The elevator door slid open. From that last comment – and from previous experience in the elevator at Exerton about an hour ago – I was a little concerned about what Connor might try inside. But Johnny stepped in with us, and I was relieved.

 	And a little bit disappointed, to tell the truth.

 	The interior was gorgeous, with dark, paneled wood and marble flooring. The control panel looked like it was obsidian, except for the 18 buttons for the various floors, which were pearl inlaid with gold numbers.

 	Connor hit the top one – which didn’t have a number. Just the letter ‘P.’

 	The light blinked, and he inserted one of the cards the front desk supermodel had given him into a slot in the obsidian panel.

 	The light stopped blinking and glowed brightly, and the elevator started moving.

 	My eyes bugged out. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

 	“About what, the penthouse?”

 	I nodded.

 	“Nope, not kidding.”

 	I looked over at Johnny, as though asking him to confirm it was all just a joke. He shook his head grimly. “Unfortunately, no.”

 	I frowned. “What do you mean, ‘unfortunately’?”

 	Connor grinned. “Because he has to stay in the little kid’s room across the hall.”

 	“The little kid’s room?”

 	Johnny sighed. “Every penthouse in – ”

 	Connor coughed.

 	Johnny paused, then resumed again.

 	Okay, THAT was weird…

 	“…in a lot of hotels have a secondary residence nearby… for security details.”

 	“For you, you mean,” I said.

 	“Yes.”

 	“Why is that a problem?”

 	“Because Johnny doesn’t want me to wipe my ass without him standing outside the door,” Connor smirked.

 	Johnny just rolled his eyes.

 	“That’s a pleasant image,” I said sarcastically.

 	Connor gave me a look like I had something nasty on my face. “I didn’t know you were into stuff like that…”

 	I hit him again on the arm. “Gross! Shut up!”

 	He laughed.

 	“Seriously, Connor,” Johnny said, “I’d feel a lot better if – ”

 	“No. I want my privacy tonight.”

 	“But – ”

 	“NO, Johnny.”

 	His voice was cold, his expression commanding. A chill went down my spine.

 	Johnny just sighed again. Apparently he was used to losing a lot of battles this way.

 	“You’re the boss.”

 	“And don’t you forget it.”

 	“Be nice,” I said, nudging him.

 	He looked down at me, amused. “Why should I?”

 	“Because he’s just looking out for you.”

 	The elevator door dinged and slowly opened.

 	“Remind him of that someday when his ass gets killed,” Johnny said to me, then stepped out into the hallway and looked in both directions.

 	“What does that mean?” I asked Connor, a little worried.

 	“It means Johnny’s overprotective, is what it means. Coast clear?”

 	Johnny nodded, and we stepped out.

 	It was a short hallway, only about twenty feet long, but it was incredibly beautiful. Thick, luxurious carpet… dark wood paneling… another, smaller chandelier casting its soft light from the ceiling… and a massive mahogany door across from the elevator. Next to the door was a tiny obsidian panel, like a baby version of the one in the elevator, with a gold keypad next to it.

 	“I’m checking out the room first,” Johnny informed us.

 	“Fine, as long as you don’t stay,” Connor said.

 	Johnny shook his head like Why do I put up with this?, then inserted one of his cards into the panel. A red light blinked, and he tapped out a code on the gold keypad.

 	The light turned green, and Johnny pulled out the card, opened the door, and stepped inside. He was gone for about fifteen seconds, and then he came back to the door. “Coast is clear.”

 	Connor led me inside by the hand.
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 	The inside of the penthouse was entirely different from the hotel, but no less amazing. Maybe even more.

 	The first thing that hit me was all the glass. As in, almost every wall had at least one gigantic window that was at least thirty feet long. The city lights sparkled outside like diamonds on black velvet. I walked over and gazed down at Sunset Boulevard. Two hundred feet below, club-goers marched along the sidewalks like little columns of ants, and the jam-packed traffic moved along an inch at a time.

 	On the opposite side of the massive apartment, I could see the Hollywood Hills. In case you haven’t been to LA, just north of Hollywood is a very, very small mountain range that extends for about four or five miles. And on its slopes are some of the most expensive homes in Los Angeles outside of Beverly Hills and Bel Air. A lot of young, hip actors and directors and producers live up there – along with real estate moguls and doctors trying to be young and hip. Plus the occasional drug dealer, from what I’ve heard. But no matter who owns them, they shine like fairy houses in the darkness, tiny outposts of luxury on curving roads and steeper hills.

 	I stood there, entranced. Los Angeles can be an ugly place – brown and dry in the summer months, overdeveloped with a thousand grungy strip malls, packed to the gills with way too many people. But seen up here, with the patterns of lights stretching far in the distance… it was magical.

 	“Want a drink?” Connor called from the fully stocked bar in the corner of the room. From what I could see, it was all top shelf stuff.

 	“Actually, I need to use the little girl’s room to freshen up. Where…?”

 	Connor pointed to the left. “Back through the bedroom.”

 	I smiled demurely and skedaddled.

 	I’ll spare you the details of what I did in there, but I won’t spare the details on the bathroom itself.

 	But first… the bedroom.

 	It was dark when I walked in. Well, except for the lights from outside. Like the rest of the penthouse, there was a gigantic window. One whole side of the room, in fact, looking out on the Hollywood Hills.

 	Okay, I thought, that’s a stunning view, but it’s going to be a pain in the ass when the sun comes up in the morning.

 	As I was fumbling around for the light switch, though, I figured out that it wasn’t going to be a problem. I hit some kind of sliding dimmer switch, and the glass went from transparent, to vaguely translucent, to completely opaque. I found myself plunged into complete darkness.

 	“Oh… my… God,” I whispered.

 	I was spending the night in a sci-fi movie.

 	I moved the dimmer up and down several times, transfixed by how the glass went from totally clear to a wall of black. Then I realized I should probably move along before Connor came in and found me acting like a three-year-old playing with a car’s door locks.

 	I moved my hand over and found the lights.

 	And was transported into paradise.

 	The room was exquisitely decorated in neutral colors that shaded into darker territory. The dark coverlet on the bed looked so soft and plush I wanted to run and jump on it (again, like a three-year-old). Over the bed hung a billowing, white cloth canopy that made the room look like a tent out of 1001 Arabian Nights. Little sofas and chairs with overstuffed pillows, beautiful hanging lamps… I was in love. I wanted to stay in there forever… until I finally tore myself away and went into the bathroom. Then my fickle heart found another infatuation.

 	I’m a sucker for big, beautiful bathrooms, and this one was larger than my apartment.

 	The décor continued the lobby’s theme of black obsidian with gold fixtures. There was a giant jacuzzi bathtub set into the floor that looked almost as deep as I was tall. It sat in front of a massive window overlooking the twinkling lights of Los Angeles. I could imagine relaxing in there, the water bubbling sensually around me, with a glass of champagne and Connor as we…

 	Ahem.

 	I’ll move on to the rest of the bathroom now.

 	The shower was gorgeous, a wide open space with two golden showerheads on opposing walls – and a huge one, three feet in diameter, directly overhead! I guess it was for that ‘summer rainfall’ feel or something.

 	Oh – you know how a hotel will give you a teensy little bottle of shampoo and another of body wash? Unless they just combine them into one generic mishmash of ‘shampoo / body wash’?

 	Ten different bottles in the shower, all with expensive-sounding names. Three types of conditioner, too.

 	There were mirrors everywhere. Two sinks set into the obsidian counters with gold faucets. Next to them, an assortment of exquisite-smelling soaps and lotions.

 	The towels were heaven – thick, luxurious expanses of softest white, with ‘The Dubai’ embroidered in black thread. Oh, and bathrobes of the same material hanging on the wall.

 	A few flowers graced the room, arranged tastefully in glass vases. Orchids and – in what I took as a good omen – lilies. There were only a handful, but I figured that was because their scent was already pleasant enough. Any more in such an enclosed space, and it might have been overpowering.

 	After I’d finished up, I took one last look around, reluctantly tore myself away, and returned to the main room of the penthouse.
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 	When I came out of the bedroom, I surveyed the rest of the penthouse: plush leather sectional couches. A widescreen TV bigger (and thinner) than I’d ever seen before. A magnificent dining table. And most surprising of all, a pool of water in the floor that glowed sapphire blue.

 	That’s when I realized that the pool – about ten feet square – extended under the glass walls to the outside, where it joined a much larger swimming pool on a private patio. Sumptuous outdoor chairs and more potted jungle plants ringed the glowing blue water. I could start in here, swim under the glass wall, and end up outside with a few strokes.

 	Johnny saw me looking at the pool. “Yeah, I’m not too fond of that,” he said to Connor.

 	Connor was over by the sofa taking off his tie and jacket. I had a lovely little flashback to less than an hour ago as he shrugged off his clothes.

 	“Relax, there’s a gate,” he told Johnny.

 	I looked closer. Sure enough, a sturdy metal gate extended from the bottom of the tiled pool to the bottom of the glass wall.

 	“Don’t worry,” Connor said to me, “if you want to go swimming, there’s a button that retracts it. Or…”

 	He pushed a glass door open to the outside patio area.

 	“…you could walk outside like jus’ plain folks.”

 	Johnny shook his head in disgust. “This room is way too unsecured.”

 	“No, it just looks that way,” Connor answered.

 	“Whatever, I’d still feel better if – ”

 	Knock, knock.

 	Someone was at the door.

 	Johnny tensed up, and his hand reached unconsciously towards the inside of his jacket.

 	“Relax, it’s room service,” Connor said. “But, just to be sure it’s not a crazed killer, why don’t you check for yourself?”

 	“I will,” Johnny shot back. He walked past the luggage, which had already been left before we walked in, and opened the door.

 	A man in a crisp white uniform stood behind a rolling table disguised under a linen tablecloth. On top were two domed metal dishes, a crystal decanter of red wine, two bulb-shaped glasses, and two lit candles on ornate silver bases.

 	“Room service,” he announced brightly.

 	Johnny stooped down, peeled up the tablecloth, and looked underneath.

 	“Oh, for God’s sake,” scowled Connor.

 	“Better safe than sorry.”

 	Now it was Connor’s turn to sigh in disgust. He turned to the room service man and said, “Give yourself a hundred dollar tip.”

 	“Thank you, sir!” the man said with a gigantic smile just before Johnny closed the door on him.

 	“He gets a hundred dollar tip, I get ridiculed,” Johnny muttered.

 	“We both know you’re making considerably more today than he is,” Connor said, and lifted up one of the metal dishes. Steam rolled out over a succulent filet mignon, a humongous lobster tail, and a baked potato the size of Idaho. “You want to taste it, too, make sure it wasn’t poisoned?”

 	The bodyguard shook his head and looked at me. “If he tries to take you someplace, will you promise to call me first?”

 	“Don’t answer that,” Connor warned me, then escorted Johnny to the door. “Night-night, Johnny. Get whatever you want off the menu.”

 	“Five pounds of Beluga caviar, coming up,” Johnny said as he exited and Connor closed the door.

 	“I love that guy, but he’s a damn worrywart,” Connor sighed.

 	“Well… it sounds to me like there’s a reason for it.”

 	Connor crossed over to me, looped his arms around my waist, and smiled. “Yeah – women like you.”

 	He leaned down and softly, slowly, kissed me on the lips.

 	A surge of warmth fluttered in my belly. But… despite what had happened between us just an hour ago… I couldn’t let go. Not all the way. I couldn’t sink into the kiss.

 	There was a nagging little voice in my head whispering, He does this with every girl he meets. You can bet on it.

 	Connor seemed to sense my reluctance, because he pulled back and looked into my eyes. “Is something wrong?”

 	“I’m just… it’s a little overwhelming,” I murmured, which was true. Fifty minutes ago I was pondering working till midnight and going back to my crappy little apartment. Now I was standing in a more extravagant room than I’d ever seen in my life.

 	With a guy I’d just had sex with.

 	Who was probably a major player.

 	The edge of his mouth quirked up a little. “You’ll feel better after we eat.”

 	I wasn’t so sure about that, but I was starving.

 	First he fiddled with a stereo system set into the wall. Smooth, light jazz started to play, but he turned it down so it was nothing more than a whisper in the background.

 	He pulled the room service table towards the window, got a couple of chairs from the main dining area, and pulled one out for me to sit. Once I was established, he poured out a glass of wine for me, then another for himself.

 	“To amazing beginnings,” he said, and clinked his glass against mine.

 	We both drank.

 	Good Lord that was excellent. Strong and powerful to start with, but with an aftertaste like vanilla and cherries, and smooth as silk.

 	“What is this?”

 	“Just… a little something I like. Good, isn’t it?”

 	“It’s better than good, it’s amazing.”

 	He smiled. “Glad you like it, too. Now eat, before it gets cold.”
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 	We ate mostly in silence.

 	At first.

 	To tell the truth, I was incredibly self-conscious. I didn’t want to look like a pig, so I took tiny, ladylike bites.

 	Also, I was obsessing over my table manners. I’m a fried chicken, lick-my-fingers kind of girl. I didn’t eat out in fancy restaurants growing up, so I was a little worried about whether I was using the right fork and whatnot. My fears were justifiable, seeing as the food was fancier and more extravagant than anything I’d tasted in years – maybe ever.

 	Plus there was that whole ‘I just slept with this guy and he probably does this with every hot woman he meets’ voice muttering louder and louder in my head.

 	Which made me feel even worse, because I am so not hot. Eventually I began wondering why he had even bothered with me.

 	He sat back and took a sip of wine. “You look absolutely miserable.”

 	I looked up at him in surprise. “What? No. I’m fine.”

 	“Really.” His tone indicated he didn’t believe me.

 	“Yes, really,” I said testily.

 	“What’s going on in your head, right now?”

 	“Uh… the food is amazing… the wine is wonderful…”

 	“Bullshit.”

 	My eyebrows raised the tiniest bit. It was only the second time that evening I’d heard him do anything more than PG cursing.

 	“You’re saying the food’s not amazing, and the wine’s not wonderful?” I asked, amused.

 	“It’s fine. But that’s not what’s going on in your head.”

 	“‘Fine’? You must eat like a king every day if this is just ‘fine.’”

 	“You’re really good at that.”

 	“What?”

 	“Dancing around the question. Outright ignoring it. You should be a politician.”

 	“You probably know a few, don’t you,” I said with an edge of sarcasm.

 	“As a matter of fact, I do, and let me tell you, you’d be very good at the evasion part of the job.”

 	Of course he knew politicians. Judging from the crazy events of the last three hours – things like getting the CEO of my company on the phone and calling him by his first name – he probably knew the President and a couple of Prime Ministers.

 	I sighed. “What do you want to know, then?”

 	“What I said before: what’s going on in your head?”

 	“Yeah? Well, I’d like to know a couple of things, too.”

 	He broke out into a huge grin. “You did it AGAIN.”

 	“You don’t get to control everything, Mr. Mysterious Big Shot, just because you have a lot of money and last-minute reservations to a penthouse.”

 	His voice suddenly downshifted into something darker, something sexier. “Oh, don’t I?”

 	I could feel the blood in my cheeks – and other parts. “No, you don’t.”

 	“That sounds like a challenge.”

 	“Take it however you want,” I snapped, annoyed with myself that I was getting turned on, and took another bite of lobster.

 	He sat there in silence until I’d finished swallowing a bit of wine.

 	“How about a game?” he asked.

 	“What?”

 	“A game. How about a game?”

 	I frowned slightly. “A game of what?”

 	He shrugged. “Poker.”

 	I frowned even more. All the hot-and-botheredness was quickly departing. “Poker?! Why?!”

 	“I want something from you, and you’re not willing to give it to me.”

 	My cheeks flushed again. The hot-and-botheredness was starting to come back.

 	“W-what do you want?” I asked, crossing my legs.

 	“You. Naked. Doing the things I tell you to do.”

 	Oh. My. God.

 	The hot-and-botheredness was back in full force.

 	I started to breathe a little heavily. “And what do I get?”

 	He threw his head back and laughed. Then he gave me a wicked grin. “That’s my girl.”

 	I blushed scarlet. “I didn’t mean money, or – ”

 	“I know what you meant.”

 	I crossed my legs again, purely for something to do. “Why do we have to play a game to… to do that?”

 	“Because I like playing for stakes. High stakes. And if you’re not playing for something worthwhile, it’s not nearly as much fun.”

 	“This is all just a game to you, is it?” I asked with a touch of anger.

 	“Everything is.”

 	“What, just for your amusement?”

 	He tilted his head a little to the side and looked at me with piercing, ravenous eyes. “That… and so much more.”

 	The ‘so much more’ part made my heart skip a beat.

 	Actually, if he did look at life as a game – at everything as a game – that explained a lot about his behavior since the moment I’d first heard his voice on the phone.

 	“So?” he asked.

 	“You still haven’t told me what I’m playing for.”

 	“You could play for the same things I want out of you… but that’s not what you really want most right now, is it?”

 	Actually, the idea of him naked, doing what I told him to do, was becoming more and more appealing by the second.

 	But he was right.

 	“I want answers,” I said.

 	He closed his eyes, smiled, and nodded. Like, Aha, THERE it is.

 	“And the truth. I want the truth,” I added.

 	He opened his eyes and stared at me like he wanted to drink me down like a glass of wine.

 	“Alright, here’s my proposal: we play poker. You get five cards. You have one draw – you put down any number of cards from your hand and get that number of new cards from the deck.”

 	“I know how to play five-card draw,” I snapped, narrowing my eyes.

 	He grinned. “All right, then. The stakes: if I win a hand… I choose what you do. Either you have to remove an article of clothing – your choice of what article – ”

 	“Strip poker? Really?” I interrupted in a gimme a break voice, though to be honest, I was a little frightened. And turned on.

 	“ – or you do what I tell you to do. My choice.”

 	My heart thudded in my chest.

 	“I have to do… what you say?” I squeaked out.

 	“Yes.”

 	“You’re not going to just say, ‘Come over here and do me?’”

 	Which I wouldn’t mind, given my current state.

 	He smiled again, that dangerous smile of his. “Not that fast. Think of it more as… foreplay.”

 	I’m glad my lips were pressed closed, because I might have moaned a little if they were open.

 	“And in return, I get…?” I asked – when I finally trusted myself to speak.

 	“You can either have me take off a piece of my clothing – ”

 	“Which you’d probably do anyway without playing a stupid game,” I said, though in my head I was thinking Yum.

 	“ – or – which I know you want more – you can ask me any question.”

 	My eyebrows raised. “Any question.”

 	He tilted his head playfully. “Leaving aside business deals covered by non-disclosure agreements, and anything that might cause me to compromise national security interests.”

 	“National security interests,” I laughed, like, Ohhh, that’s a good one.

 	He just gave me a little sphinx-like smile.

 	My laughter faded.

 	I don’t think he’s kidding about the national security interests…

 	“And you’ll answer me truthfully?” I demanded.

 	“Except for what I just mentioned – ”

 	“Except for those – truthfully?”

 	He nodded. “Yes.”

 	“I have your word?”

 	“Do I have your word that you’ll do whatever I tell you to?”

 	I gulped.

 	“Do I?” he pressed.

 	“Within reason,” I choked out, then tried a little humor. “Excluding non-disclosure agreements or – ”

 	“ – national security, right,” he grinned. Then he grew serious. “What’s within reason?”

 	My heart was jackhammering in my chest.

 	“Nothing degrading,” I whispered.

 	“Depends on what your definition of ‘degrading’ is.”

 	I gave him a look.

 	“But I’ll err on the side of caution,” he demurred.

 	“Nothing goes in ‘the out door,’” I said pointedly.

 	He roared with laughter. “Agreed,” he said, almost having to wipe tears from his eyes.

 	“And nothing painful.”

 	“And what is ‘painful,’ exactly?”

 	I narrowed my eyes. “What exactly are you planning?”

 	He grinned. “Can’t let all my surprises out of the bag. I’ll tell you what: anything I do, if you don’t like it, use a safe word, and I stop immediately.”

 	Safe word?

 	What the hell are you planning to do to me, Connor Brooks?

 	“What’s the safe word?” I asked nervously.

 	He considered. “‘Safe word.’”

 	I shook my head. “‘Safe word’ is the safe word? Seriously?”

 	“You’ll remember it.”

 	True…

 	He looked me up and down, undressing me with his eyes.

 	I realized that I wanted so badly for that not to be a metaphor.

 	“So… do we have a deal?”

 	I sat back in the chair and took a sip of wine. “Break out the cards,” I said in my best bring it on voice.

 	If only I actually felt that confident.
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 	As it turned out, he had to call down to the concierge for a pack of cards.

 	“And another bottle of wine. And another table, with a selection of fruit and chocolate,” he said into the phone before hanging up.

 	My mouth started to water. I had only eaten about half my dinner – not only had the conversation gotten distracting, but I was a little worried about pigging out and then having to strip down naked.

 	But offer me chocolate, and all bets are off.

 	Connor looked me over appraisingly. “Thinking of your questions? Or thinking about what I’ve got in store for you?”

 	Yes. And yes.

 	Damn it, I hate how he can tell what I’m thinking – especially when I don’t want him to know.

 	“No, I’m cataloguing how many pieces of clothing I’ve got on,” I lied.

 	Hey, nobody said anything about lying outside of the game.

 	He chuckled. “Well, most of the clothes will come off before I begin to have my way with you, so…”

 	Have my way with you.

 	I crossed my legs again, both from nervousness and being uncomfortably turned on.

 	I tried to regain the upper hand.

 	“You’re, uh, at a little bit of a disadvantage there,” I said, wiggling my finger at his shirt. “Sure you don’t want to put on your jacket and tie again?”

 	“I don’t think so. I’m an excellent poker player.”

 	My stomach dropped a little in fear… because I’m not.

 	“That confident, huh?”

 	“That confident,” he smiled in that arrogant, dashing, ‘makes me want to kick his ass’ kind of way.

 	Someone knocked at the door. “Room service,” a muffled voice called out.

 	Connor got up from his chair. “Think I should call Johnny for protection?”

 	Ah… THERE’S a good question… why do you have an armed bodyguard in the first place?

 	“He’d probably prefer it,” I said.

 	“Too bad,” Connor answered.

 	I expected him to look at the little eyehole, but things were a bit more high tech than that. He hit a button on a small screen next to the door, and the image of a man in a white uniform appeared. Connor opened up, and a man in white swept into the room with a rolling table identical to the first: linen tablecloth, silver domed dishes, wine glasses, lit candles, decanter of dark red liquid. The only thing different was a pack of cards still in the wrapper.

 	He parked the new table, took the old one, and hustled out of the room. Connor murmured something to him before he closed the door.

 	“Another hundred dollar tip?”

 	I said it casually, but inside I was like, Daaaaamn! I wish I worked someplace they gave out hundred dollar tips…

 	“Something like that.”

 	“Why the decanter of wine? Why not just a bottle?” I asked as I lifted up the silver dome on my side of the table.

 	Oh sweet Lord…

 	There was a gorgeous selection of chocolates within. What brand, I had no idea, but there were spheres dusted with cocoa, wafers black as night, round circles drizzled with some sort of syrup, and broken pieces – for that artisanal look, I guess, like fancy paper with rough texture and bits of coarse pulp woven into the grain.

 	Not only that, but there were two types of cherries, ripe and dotted with moisture; green, red, and tiny little champagne grapes; and a bowl of raspberries and blackberries lightly sprinkled with sugar.

 	Even if I didn’t get laid again tonight, I could still have an orgy with what was on that silver tray.

 	“Is that one of your questions?”

 	“What?” I said, snapped out of my chocolate fantasy.

 	“The bottle versus decanter – is that one of your questions? Because we haven’t started yet,” he said with a smartass smirk.

 	“Just making conversation,” I said coolly, “but if you don’t know – ”

 	“You have to aerate the wine to get all the subtleties out of it. There’s actual chemical reactions that occur in the presence of air that unlock the flavors. The decanter helps do that.”

 	“Aren’t you just a font of information,” I cooed. “I had no idea you were such a connoisseur.”

 	“I am.” He smiled and locked his gaze deep into mine. “And I’m all about savoring the experience.”

 	Heat fluttered in my belly, and I held my breath. Which wasn’t much of a comeback, I’ll grant you.

 	He ripped open the cellophane package, pulled out the Jokers, and tossed them aside.

 	“No wild cards?”

 	I had kind of been hoping they would help me out.

 	He rolled his eyes. “No. No training wheels.”

 	I pretended to pout as he shuffled the cards, but then I got mesmerized by his hands sorting the cards. They were so fast, and so capable… so large and powerful…

 	He slid the deck over to me. “Cut?”

 	“Uh… what?”

 	“Cut the deck? Unless you’re not worried that I’m a card shark.”

 	I took a third of the cards off the top and replaced them on the bottom. “No, I’m not. And it’s technically a card sharp.”

 	“Ooooh… aren’t you a font of information,” he said mockingly.

 	I pushed the cards across the table. “Deal.”

 	The first hand ended quickly: I won with two pair, aces and nines.

 	He looked at me expectantly as he shuffled the cards again. “So… what will it be? Question or clothing?”

 	I looked at his firm chest peaking out beneath the ‘v’ of his unbuttoned shirt, and my mouth started to water… but I wanted to know a few things first.

 	Plus, I figured, his shirt’s coming off sooner or later anyway.

 	“Question.”

 	“Okay… just be sure that whatever you ask, you can handle the answer,” he cautioned me with a friendly smile.

 	For some reason, that filled me with a little dread. But I pushed on anyway.

 	“Why is Johnny so concerned about your safety?”

 	“He’s my bodyguard.” He grinned. “That was easy.”

 	“That’s no answer,” I snapped. “You promised you’d give me the truth.”

 	“I did,” he insisted.

 	When I continued to glower at him, he relented. “There have been some attempts on me in the past.”

 	My eyes bugged out. “‘Attempts’? What kind of ‘attempts’?”

 	“Mostly kidnapping,” he said casually as he dealt out the next hand.

 	I beckoned with my fingers like, SPILL it.

 	He tilted his head back so it rested on his chair, then sighed and stared at the ceiling. “I thought you were going to ask things like, ‘How many women have you slept with?’”

 	“I’m not sure I could handle that answer.”

 	He grinned, which seemed to break his suddenly dark mood, and looked back down at the cards. But not at me, I noticed.

 	Then the grin went away and his voice dipped lower as he answered.

 	“My father was kidnapped five years ago in Mexico. I was the one who went to the ransom meeting, not sure if I was going to get killed or kidnapped, and worried sick the entire time that I’d never see him alive again. Even though I hate the old bastard.”

 	A chill went up and down my spine as he spoke. I hadn’t prepared myself for this.

 	I don’t think he had, either.

 	“Is he… is he okay?” I whispered.

 	Connor looked up with a bemused expression. “He’s fine. Still a total asshole, still making everyone around him miserable. Shortly after that incident, I hired Johnny. He’s never left my side since.”

 	He paused for a second.

 	“Sometimes I forget why I hired him… like tonight.” He tapped the table and muttered, almost to himself, “Sometimes it’s good to remember.”

 	Then he gave a wry smile and picked up his cards. “Prepare to get naked.”
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 	As it turned out, I won the next hand, too. Three jacks.

 	“Damn it,” he swore, throwing down his cards.

 	“You know what that means,” I said.

 	“Clothing, right?” he asked in a fake hopeful voice.

 	I shook my head ‘no.’

 	He breathed out heavily, then smirked. “Well, I guess I used up all my luck earlier tonight when I got lucky.”

 	When I got lucky.

 	Holy crap.

 	That was something I would say about sleeping with him… not something I would expect him to say about sleeping with me.

 	The butterflies were twirling up a storm in my stomach, but I kept to the plan.

 	“You don’t work for LMGK, do you?”

 	LMGK was an international consulting firm with worldwide branches – and whom Connor had claimed he worked for. They were supposedly interested in buying out the much smaller company I worked for, Exerton Consulting.

 	“No, I don’t.”

 	My insides twisted. Though I felt like I had known all along – I mean, what VP has a private Bentley limo, a bodyguard, and rents penthouse suites at a moment’s notice in the most expensive and exclusive hotel in LA? – hearing the answer felt like a punch to the stomach.

 	“Then everything you said was a lie?!” I cried out.

 	Not only did I feel like a fool, but I was starting to panic. I had just let some complete stranger rifle through confidential company files, never bothering to check out his story.

 	I might not just lose my job; I might be facing a lawsuit. Or criminal charges. Or both.

 	He started laughing, which infuriated me. I got up out of my seat.

 	“Hey – hey,” he said, catching my arm and stopping me. “I wasn’t lying to you, ‘Lily Ross’ – I was using a cover story to get past the gatekeepers, that’s all. Some security guard and secretary I’d never met. It wasn’t personal.”

 	It sure felt personal. And there was another, bigger problem.

 	“But – but I let you look at stuff you shouldn’t have seen!” I cried out in anguish.

 	“You’re forgetting that the CEO of your company gave me permission over the phone,” he said in a soothing voice. “You heard him. And your boss, when given the choice of doing it himself or pawning it off on you, decided to go get drunk instead.”

 	Oh yeah… I’d forgotten about that…

 	I’d heard David Westerholtz, the CEO of Everton Consulting, give Connor carte blanche on looking at internal company files. I was completely off the hook for anything that happened.

 	Theoretically.

 	“But… you lied to Westerholtz!” I cried out.

 	“I think this qualifies as more than one question.”

 	I shot him a few daggers with my eyes.

 	“Okay, okay,” he laughed. “Just sit down.”

 	I lowered back into my chair, my knees trembling.

 	“I’m actually one of the primary stockholders of LMGK. I also own a small stake in Exerton. Anything beyond that, you’re going to have to infer, since it would violate that whole ‘non-disclosure’ and business deal clause I gave you earlier.”

 	My eyes grew wide – but it made a whole lot more sense. If he owned a ton of stock in LMGK, that meant he was pretty damn rich. And Bentleys and bodyguards and penthouses made a lot more sense for a pretty damn rich guy than for a VP of a company.

 	“So you’re involved in the possible acquisition of Exerton – ” I began.

 	“Ah,” he cautioned, holding up a hand. “Infer it inside your head. Not only can I not talk about it, but it’s boring, and I’m in the middle of playing strip poker with a beautiful woman.”

 	Beautiful woman.

 	My heart thumped again, and I blushed slightly.

 	“I know why I’m losing, though,” he said as he shuffled the cards. “There’s no room to bluff.”

 	“What?”

 	“Bluffing. I’m good at it. In business and in life, I’m good at taking a crap hand and making other people think it’s outstanding.”

 	Insanely good looks, rich, probably from a moneyed family… well-endowed…

 	I blushed a little thinking about it.

 	…I think you got dealt a pretty GOOD hand in life, Mr. Connor Brooks.

 	“I can’t bluff with the way the game’s set up,” he continued. “It’s a straight ‘best hand wins’ scenario.”

 	“You made up the rules,” I retorted.

 	“Well, how about this: before we reveal our cards, we have to decide whether to stay in or fold. If you fold, you automatically lose, but only one piece of clothing…”

 	“…or one question,” I reminded him.

 	“Or one question,” he agreed. “But if you decide to stay in and you lose, you lose two pieces of clothing.”

 	“Or two questions.”

 	“Or one question, one piece of clothing.”

 	Hmmmm… ask a question, AND get to see some skin… that could be good…

 	I was learning a lot about Connor, but I did want to see him naked again.

 	“But you’re good at bluffing. I’m not,” I protested.

 	“You need to give me a chance to catch up.”

 	“You have just as much clothing on as I do,” I pointed out.

 	“Come onnnn…” he said, and gave me ridiculously over-the-top puppy-dog eyes, like he was begging for a treat.

 	I want a treat, too, I thought.

 	“Fine.”
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 	I lost right off the bat. And I stayed in, which was stupid. But I thought I was fine – I had two pair, and I’d won with that earlier.

 	He, unfortunately, had three of a kind.

 	“I don’t suppose you want to ask two questions,” I said, already knowing the answer.

 	“Nope,” he grinned. “Start taking it off.”

 	I grimaced… then kicked off my high heels. “One, two,” I smiled sweetly.

 	“Oh well, we’ve got to start somewhere.”

 	Then I lost again. This time I folded, though, so I only lost a bracelet I was wearing.

 	“This is not going well.”

 	“It’s going great for me,” he grinned.

 	Then he won again.

 	I was sure I had him beat – a low straight! – but he had a flush.

 	Damn it!

 	“I’d like to see a little something more come off than just jewelry.”

 	“Too bad,” I said, removing my earrings.

 	Next hand, I got nothing. I was trying for a straight… but I didn’t get it. 5,6,7,8… and a Jack.

 	But the bluffing thing might work…

 	“I’m in,” I said, staring him down.

 	He grinned. “You sure?”

 	“Yes.”

 	“You absolutely sure?” he grinned, enjoying himself immensely.

 	“Yes,” I insisted, trying not to let my voice falter.

 	He laid down his cards. He didn’t have anything, either.

 	“Tie,” I said, as I laid down mine.

 	“High card wins,” he said, tapping his Ace of Hearts. “Two pieces of clothing.”

 	Crap. Crap, crap, CRAP.

 	I didn’t have anything else ‘harmless’ to take off.

 	I guess I could slip off my underwear and keep on my clothes…

 	Don’t be silly. He’s already seen you naked.

 	And liked what he saw, apparently.

 	But my cheeks were still scorching hot as I tried to decide what to do.

 	“I’m waaaaiiiiiting.”

 	I glared at him, then began to unbutton my blouse.

 	Thank God the lights were already down low. I was hoping the candlelight would be forgiving.

 	His eyebrows rose slightly, and his eyes stared at my breasts and bra.

 	Like he was starving, and somebody was putting food right in front of him – but not letting him touch.

 	To tell the truth, despite my embarrassment at being half-naked and on display, his open show of desire was turning me on.

 	I peeled off the blouse and stood up. I unzipped my skirt a little.

 	He just watched, mesmerized… but his lips parted slightly, and I could see him swallow.

 	I was so turned on – I loved the idea that this gorgeous, rich, powerful man really, actually wanted me – that I tried to make it a little sexier. I worked my hips back and forth a little, slowly tugging the skirt down, bit by bit, over and over, until the skirt fell to the floor.

 	He couldn’t peel his eyes away.

 	In fact, he crossed his legs, and I saw his hand move down to his fly as he rearranged himself.

 	I was making him hard.

 	Heat flushed through my entire body.

 	I wanted to go over there right now and make him do things to me…

 	…but I wasn’t about to give him the satisfaction.

 	Not yet.

 	“Enjoy the show?” I said in what I hoped was a seductive voice.

 	He took a second to answer… and for his eyes to raise to meet mine.

 	“Yes,” he said hoarsely.

 	A shiver went up and down my body.

 	I smiled. “Just so you know, I’m winning the next hand.”
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 	And I did. He even tried to bluff me – or maybe he thought he could win. But my three queens beat his two pair.

 	“Damn it, I wanted to see more,” he growled, staring at my breasts again.

 	“There’ll be time.”

 	“So… two pieces of clothing?” he asked, both hopeful and mocking at once.

 	I considered.

 	“One question, one piece of clothing.”

 	“Which one first?” he asked with a seductive little smile.

 	“The question.”

 	“Go for it.”

 	I knew I shouldn’t ask it… I knew I was asking for trouble, for heartache, for a swift kick to the gut…

 	…but I had to know. And it was going to keep on driving me crazy if I didn’t ask.

 	“How many women have you slept with?”

 	He stared at me, sphinx-like, and didn’t answer for a second. When he did, his face was a blank slate, and his voice was carefully controlled. “Are you sure you want to ask that?”

 	“Yes,” I said in a quavering voice, when the truth was actually No. I wasn’t sure at all.

 	He shook his head. “I don’t think you do.”

 	“Just tell me.”

 	“The truth?”

 	When he said that, it was confirmation I should have never asked. I most definitely wasn’t going to like the answer.

 	Still, I’m stupid that way.

 	“Yes.”

 	His face relaxed into something like resignation, and he shrugged. “I don’t know.”

 	I frowned. “You don’t know?!”

 	“No.”

 	“Well – give me an estimate, then.”

 	“It’s over fifty for sure. Probably closer to a hundred.”

 	I felt like I was going to be sick. My stomach twisted and churned with nausea.

 	I was just one more in a long line of conquests.

 	This was nothing special… I was just bimbo #97 to him.

 	How stupid was I, exactly? Handsome, rich, smart, funny, charming… he’d probably had women throwing themselves at him his entire life. Hell, I’d slept with him right away, and I never, never, never did that, not ever. And I was thinking this was going to be a fairytale?

 	Stupid, stupid, stupid, STUPID – 

 	His voice broke into my interior monologue of abuse and self-loathing.

 	“I told you you didn’t want to know,” he said as he leaned the side of his face on one balled-up fist.

 	He was right.

 	I didn’t answer.

 	My internal struggle was obviously playing out on my face, so he just kept talking.

 	“I get to pick the piece of clothing, right?” he asked, reaching up for his top button. He could tell I wasn’t happy – in fact, that I was miserable – and was basically going through the charade to keep the situation from becoming any more uncomfortable than it already was. “I think I’ll – ”

 	“How many in the last six months?” I blurted out, unable to keep the bitterness out of my voice.

 	He tensed slightly. In fact, he looked more uncomfortable now than before. “That’s two questions. You said one question, one piece of – ”

 	“I changed my mind,” I answered, straining to keep my emotions in check. “I want to ask another question.”

 	“Because the first one was so pleasant for everyone involved.”

 	I ignored him. “How many in the last six months?”

 	He sighed. “Including tonight?”

 	Now I was getting angry. “Yes, including tonight.”

 	He stared into my eyes, no hint of a smile on his face.

 	“One.”
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 	I didn’t understand at first. The math didn’t register.

 	But he slept with ME tonight – that’s one – but I asked about the last six months – and he still said one – “I’m the first woman you’ve slept with in six months?!” I cried out.

 	Suddenly my heart lifted.

 	I guess I should have kept in mind that I was still #97 or whatever, but the fact that I was number one in the last six months was something.

 	It let me think that maybe, just maybe, this wasn’t an average Friday night for him.

 	And it quieted the little voices in my head calling me stupid and idiotic.

 	“That’s three questions,” he smiled.

 	I think he was smiling because he knew it was back on. He’d snatched victory out of the jaws of defeat with his answer, and he knew it.

 	But why had he looked so tense before he told me?

 	I hemmed and hawed. “Technically, I’m… I’m just asking you to clarify your last answer, that’s all.”

 	He rolled his eyes. “Then… yes.”

 	“Yes what?”

 	“Yes, you’re the first woman I’ve slept with in six months,” he snapped, getting slightly annoyed.

 	“You’re telling me the truth?”

 	“Yes!”

 	Maybe he thought he was betraying some sort of weakness, that he was admitting he wasn’t the Mythological Stud he wanted others to see him as.

 	I felt nothing but relief… until another, less appealing possibility came to mind.

 	“You didn’t turn gay the last six months, did you?” I asked, suddenly afraid.

 	He tipped back his head and roared with laughter.

 	Then he brought his eyes back down to look at me.

 	“That’s four questions!” he complained. “I am NOT answering any more questions if you win the next hand!”

 	“Just answer it!”

 	“NO, I’m not gay! Why would you ask that? Do I seem gay to you?”

 	“No… but technically you said you hadn’t slept with any other women the last six months… but you could have slept with guys and still be telling the truth…”

 	He shook his head like an annoyed schoolmaster. “I haven’t slept with anyone else but you for the last six months, and I have never slept with any men. There – is that clear enough for you? Do you feel better now?”

 	Actually, I did.

 	In fact, I was pretty freaking happy.

 	I guess it was silly – it didn’t change his final number – but I didn’t care. I didn’t feel like a fool anymore.

 	There was the possibility that this still meant something to him.

 	That it had been special, and not just some tawdry conquest he would forget tomorrow morning.

 	“Yes,” I said, trying to suppress a smile.

 	He looked at me from underneath his scowling eyebrows, then shook his head again. “You owe me two questions.”

 	“One. I owe you one.”

 	“Whatever. Doesn’t matter, you’re not going to win again,” he said as he began to shuffle the cards.
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 	The next hand I had a pair of sixes. I thought about staying in… but couldn’t bear to lose both my bra and panties. Not at once.

 	So I folded.

 	I tried to stay cool and calm, but I was dreading what was going to come next.

 	And, strangely enough, I was incredibly turned on by it, too.

 	I’d never experienced such a weird mix of emotions.

 	Terribly insecure, but badly wanting him to make me undress.

 	Afraid of what he would think of me if it was ‘all just hangin’ out’… and desperately wanting him to see me and want me more.

 	I guess I should have taken encouragement from the way his mouth was open when I took off the skirt, but I have a short memory when it comes to self-confidence. Plus, there’s a big difference between half-naked and totally naked. My bra kept things nicely in place. I wasn’t sure how he would like the total package once I was on display for five minutes.

 	I began to wonder if I could play with one arm wrapped around my boobs. After all, he never mentioned anything about not being able to cover up…

 	But, once again, he threw me for a loop.
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 	“Crawl to me,” he ordered, his voice sexy as hell and tinged with smoke.

 	My eyes grew wide. “What?”

 	“Get on the floor and crawl towards me.”

 	“Uhhh… I don’t… do a lot of crawling…”

 	“Quit making excuses and get on the floor.”

 	My heart beating wildly, I slipped out of my chair and slowly got down on my knees. At least the carpet was super plush; it was more like kneeling on a bed than on a floor.

 	I felt like a fool. I felt stupid. I felt like I didn’t know a damn thing.

 	“On all fours,” he growled.

 	I lowered down like he said – and, immediately self-conscious, sucked in my gut. I did not feel sexy.

 	I just knelt there for a second, biting my lower lip, wondering how I should do this…

 	“Don’t do that,” he whispered hoarsely.

 	“What?” I asked, absolutely confused. Was I doing it wrong already?!

 	“Bite your lip like that,” he said, his voice… God, I don’t know how to describe it. Like he was trying to contain a volcanic passion.

 	I stared at him. “Why not?”

 	“Because it makes me want to come over there right now and fuck you.”

 	Whoa.

 	Normally I don’t like cursing. I don’t do it.

 	Much.

 	Being stuck in traffic is the only exception. (Don’t you judge me!)

 	It was repeatedly rammed into my head growing up that the use of profanity is crude, unladylike, and a sure sign of lack of intelligence. Only those with the inability to express themselves resort to bad words, my mother must have told me a thousand times.

 	But when he said that…

 	It makes me want to come over there right now and fuck you.

 	Oh my God.

 	I was wet within one second.

 	The way he said it… like he was just barely able to keep from coming over and ravaging me…

 	“You’re doing it again!” he said, his voice both desperate and angry.

 	And I realized that, in my confusion and being overwhelmed, that I was doing it again.

 	I stopped, and watched his eyes.

 	They dropped from my lips and came to settle about a foot lower.

 	I looked down, and came face to face (or face to breast) with my boobs.

 	Gravity was definitely at work, if you know what I mean. Thank God I still had my bra on. It helped shape and keep things in place so I looked fuller and bigger, and not just like I was dangling in the wind.

 	I hoped.

 	I looked back up at him and found he was still staring at them.

 	Hm.

 	“Connor,” I whispered.

 	His eyes drifted back up to mine.

 	This time, I intentionally bit my lip. Then I ran the tip of my tongue along my lips, wetting them slightly.

 	He groaned softly.

 	I started to move towards him, slowly, one hand forward on the carpet, then the other. When I reached him in the chair, I sat back with my legs folded underneath me.

 	He was breathing heavier. His eyes kept dropping down to my bra, then coming back to my face.

 	I wanted sooooo badly for him to touch me, I could barely stand it.

 	But I was going to make him suffer even more first.

 	I brought my shoulders back and slowly pushed my breasts out. One of my raunchier friends from college had always shouted that out whenever a group of us girls took a picture together – Shoulders back, boobs OUT!

 	From the way his eyes got wide and dropped down to my bra, I could see she had been on to something.

 	“Do I get to go back to my seat now?” I asked coquettishly.

 	“No, you stay there,” he said, his voice cracking, as he shuffled the cards for the next hand.

 	He never took his eyes off me.

 	 

 

 15

 

 	He won again.

 	I knelt there next to the chair, waiting.

 	Okay, here it comes… this is where he unclasps my bra and we go at it again…

 	I was, needless to say, quite ready.

 	But he didn’t do it.

 	Instead, he traced his finger slowly down my cheek. So softly it tickled, but made the fire between my legs rage all the hotter.

 	“What do you want me to – ”

 	“Shh,” he whispered.

 	I stopped talking and just stared into his eyes as he looked deep into mine.

 	His finger moved slowly to the side of my head, where he gently caressed my left ear.

 	I don’t know about you, but I have several weak points. One of them is my ears – not the earlobes, but the outer edges. Kisses there have a way of making my knees buckle.

 	Apparently, soft caresses have the same effect.

 	I moaned and closed my eyes – not because I wanted to stop looking into his gorgeous blue eyes, but because I couldn’t stop myself. The shudders going through my body made me react, and my eyes closed as my head tilted back automatically.

 	His finger slowly traced its way down the side of my neck.

 	Another knee-buckler.

 	My muscles trembled and my skin became gooseflesh. I moaned a little louder.

 	His finger softly caressed the curve of my collarbone… then the other… then curved back around and lightly grazed the top swell of my breasts.

 	The inside of my thighs were aching, I wanted him so badly.

 	Then his finger moved up my throat, lightly over my chin, and touched my mouth, slowly, softly caressing my bottom lip.

 	“Take me in your mouth,” he ordered, his voice husky with restrained desire.

 	My stomach fluttered as my eyes popped open.

 	He wants me to… to go down on him?

 	I wasn’t ordinarily used to being ordered to do that on command, but… this wasn’t an ordinary Friday night for me by any stretch of the imagination.

 	And the idea of having his gorgeous shaft between my lips again… well, I hoped it would quickly get detoured to another part of my body.

 	My eyes looked over at his pants zipper.

 	There was a huge bulge pressing against the material, at what I’m sure was a very uncomfortable angle for him.

 	I raised my hand to his thigh –

 	He caught my wrist in his other hand, the hand that had not been tracing along my body.

 	“No,” he whispered. “Take my fingers in your mouth.”

 	I frowned a little.

 	He wants his fingers sucked, but not the… uh… other thing?

 	He extended his middle finger to join the forefinger, then brushed my lips and slowly eased between them.

 	I stared into his eyes as I let him penetrate me.

 	“Show me what you’d do to me,” he ordered, his voice barely louder than his breathing.

 	The slow-boiling urgency in his voice made me forget my confusion and hesitation.

 	I began to suck.

 	I wet his fingers first, slowly moving up the length of them. Then I moved backwards, running the tip of my tongue along the underside.

 	I started to go faster, the way I might if I were trying to pleasure the, uh, ‘real deal.’

 	“Slow,” he whispered.

 	So I slowed down, moving at an incredibly sensual pace. I moved my hands up to the base of his fingers and began to caress the top of his hand and lightly tickle his palm with my fingernails.

 	From the groans and pained expression on his face, I think he enjoyed it.

 	Because his fingers were a lot (a LOT!) smaller than his shaft, I had way more margin for error and more room to work with. Less performance pressure, you might say.

 	And I didn’t have to concentrate on doing the best job possible because, hey, there was no way in the world he was going to have an orgasm from this.

 	And I didn’t have to worry about… um… being too good and having things end unexpectedly, if you know what I mean.

 	For the first time ever, I paid attention to my own sensations: the velvet pressure on my tongue… him stroking sensuously inside me… the way he softly grazed the top of my mouth as I sucked on him…

 	Strangely enough, by removing the most obvious sexual element from it, the act became as much about my pleasure as his.

 	The entire time, we gazed into each other’s eyes. His were heavy and half-lidded most of the time, like he was hypnotized.

 	It was incredibly sexy.

 	And then I felt his fingers slide softly across my tongue, pause on my lower lip, and then slip away from my mouth.

 	I felt real disappointment at having to stop.

 	“Next round,” he whispered hoarsely.
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 	He won again. Not surprising, because I could barely keep my mind on the cards, or my eyes off the front of his pants.

 	Not only that, I didn’t fold – so I lost twice over.

 	By now, I didn’t mind at all.

 	He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his abs and chest. In the shadows cast by the candlelight, they looked like they could have been carved out of oak. I could also see the beginning of the curves of his lower abdomen, which led down to the part I so desperately wanted to see.

 	My mouth watered.

 	“I thought I lost,” I said in a breathy voice.

 	“You did,” he smiled, and took my hand. “Touch me here.”

 	Again, I reached for the bulge in his pants.

 	“Not there,” he said, and placed my hand on his abs. “Here.”

 	I gave him a quizzical look and rubbed my palm over his skin.

 	“No. The way you were touching my hand before, when my fingers were in your mouth. Tickle me. Tease me.”

 	I gently traced my fingernails across his skin, brushing him ever so softly.

 	His muscles jerked beneath my touch, contracting beneath the skin.

 	I was so startled that I stopped for a second… and then I began to oh-so-lightly caress him again.

 	He closed his eyes, gritted his teeth, and let his head hang off the back of his chair. A strangled moan escaped his clenched jaws.

 	“You like that?” I asked, slightly amazed. The few guys from my past had never really been into soft touching – either getting or giving.

 	“Yes,” he choked out, nodding as though he were in pain.

 	A surge of power went through me.

 	I could make him react like this?

 	Just by touching him softly?

 	Oh HELL yes.

 	I withdrew my hand.

 	He looked down at me in surprise. “I didn’t say to stop,” he said with a touch of annoyance.

 	“I’m not going to,” I answered as I crawled around directly in front of him, pressed apart his knees, and centered myself directly between his legs.

 	He was staring down at me half in shock, half like he was about to go crazy.

 	I got very, very close to his manhood – my bra was basically grazing his fly (which made his eyes get big as saucers) – and braced my forearms on his thighs.

 	And then I began to trace my fingernails very, very softly against the muscles of his belly.

 	A strangled sound came out of his throat. He didn’t know what to do or where to look – at my breasts almost cupping the bulge in his pants, my teeth strategically biting my bottom lip again, or my fingers caressing the skin over his chiseled abs and gorgeous hip bones.

 	I felt an incredible surge of power.

 	I was sexually enslaving this man with the lightest of touches, the smallest of efforts. I could feel him respond to my every touch, his muscles quivering beneath my fingers.

 	I could hear him cry out softly every time I tried something new.

 	And I was exulting in my power.

 	I felt more in control, and sexier and more confident, than I ever had in my entire life.

 	I leaned over – his shaft pressing rock-hard against my chest – and slowly, softly licked the curve of his pelvis with the tip of my tongue. (Yum!) This time, he cried out a lot louder.

 	I gave him little soft flicks of my tongue, pulling downwards on his belt so I could lick lower along the firm edges of his muscles.

 	His hands grabbed mine.

 	“Part two,” he said hoarsely, his voice strained with unfulfilled desire.

 	“Yes?” I purred.

 	“Do that… tease me… here,” he said, and pointed at the bulge in his pants.

 	Oh GOD yes.

 	I reached for his zipper – but again, he stopped me.

 	“Outside my pants,” he ordered.

 	I grinned at him, then slowly lowered my head a few inches.

 	This guy REALLY has a thing for foreplay…

 	I started with my fingers, tracing the bulging outline through the cloth.

 	Good Lord he’s big, I thought idly as I began to caress the shaft.

 	Then I moved down and kissed it.

 	He moaned.

 	Okay, I’m on the right track.

 	As my fingers softly moved back and forth, I parted my lips and ran them along his entire length, pressing them firmly against his manhood. Beneath the cloth, he was extremely hard. ‘Wood’ was never more accurate a description.

 	His hands gripped the seat of his chair as I tickled and teased and caressed him. As I did so, my feelings of power increased – but also my desire. It was verging on severely uncomfortable.

 	I had to get him inside me soon, or I felt like I was going to die.

 	Suddenly, his hands grabbed mine and pulled them away.

 	I looked up into his face. What I saw both frightened and aroused me even more.

 	He looked half-insane with desire, a deep scowl knitting his brows.

 	“Get up,” he ordered me roughly.

 	I stood up, a little scared.

 	He got up from the chair, pressed my body tight against his, took my face between his hands, and kissed me.

 	WHAM.

 	That’s what it felt like as a wave of fierce passion rolled over me. My legs almost gave out from under me as his mouth pressed roughly against mine, his tongue parting my lips, penetrating me, caressing my own tongue, his urgent need burning through the touch of his hands, his fevered kiss, the solid weight of his erection pressing against my stomach.

 	Oh God I wanted him so badly.

 	His hands traveled down my body – not light and soft, but hard and frenzied. He grabbed my ass, pulling my pelvis tight against him.

 	I was burning up in his arms, about to faint.

 	I broke away from his kiss, my hands pressing against his bare chest.

 	He stared at me, confused and still scowling, though I knew it was desire and not really anger.

 	“Take me,” I begged him. “Take me now.”

 	Suddenly, that grin came back.

 	Like he knew he had me.

 	Like he knew he’d won.

 	Then the grin faded back to dead seriousness.

 	“No,” he whispered, and shook his head. “Not yet.”
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 	He took me by the hand and pulled me roughly towards the nearest window. Or should I say, the nearest full-length wall of glass. Outside, the lights of LA glowed softly in the darkness.

 	“What – ?” I started to ask, but he answered by positioning me two feet away from and facing the glass. Then he stepped behind me.

 	I was about to ask again what the hell was going on when I felt his fingers between my shoulder blades.

 	The clasp came undone and my bra loosened. He nuzzled my neck, and I gasped with pleasure and closed my eyes. As his lips grazed the edge of my ear, he slid the straps off my shoulders, and my bra slipped to the floor.

 	His muscular arms reached around me, engulfing me. His warm skin pressed against me, slid softly across mine. I felt the firmness of his chest and stomach next to my back, and the hardness of his manhood pressing against my backside.

 	Then his hands reached up under my breasts, cupping them, supporting them, caressing them. I moaned as he played with their weight, then brushed his fingertips around the outer curves and up along the tops of my breasts. He circled slowly in towards the nipples, which he rubbed and pinched very, very lightly between his fingers, making them even more erect than before (and making me moan even louder). Then he grasped my breasts forcefully in his hands and pressed me hard against his body as he kissed my other ear.

 	I was almost weeping with desire and pent-up frustration.

 	He forcefully lifted my arms up and planted my palms against the glass, so that I was leaning forward slightly, my weight supported by my arms.

 	He squatted behind me and pulled my panties down to the floor. My face burned red because I knew they were soaked. I was wondering what he thought of that when I felt his hands rough against the insides of my thighs, forcing them apart. By the time he was finished, my legs were quite a bit further than hip-width apart, and my ass was sticking out in the air. I could just imagine him standing up and taking me from behind, that glorious member of his penetrating me and filling me up.

 	Oh God yes please PLEASE

 	But that’s not what happened.

 	I felt something warm, wet, and soft caress the inside of my thigh.

 	I gasped and looked over to the side.

 	He was still squatting between my legs… and he was licking me.

 	From behind.

 	Oh… my… GOD.

 	The sensations were incredible. And excruciating. His tongue was still teasing me – not even touching my… um, the main event. Just softly grazing the edges of my lips down there, and licking the place where my legs joined my torso.

 	I was whimpering, it felt so good.

 	And I desperately wanted him to lick me totally and completely, up and down, all over.

 	But embarrassment and self-consciousness reared up inside me. I don’t know about you, but when previous boyfriends had given me oral sex (the relatively few times they had done it, compared with how often I had done it for them), I was always on my back on a bed, and they were always lying between my legs. The missionary position of oral sex.

 	I had never, ever been in this position before.

 	All the insecure little voices in my head began whispering at once:

 	He’s got his head basically down near my ass!

 	Oh no, oh NO, what’s the view like down there?! 

 	Oh God, how embarrassing! 

 	Thank GOD I tidied up in the bathroom!

 	Do I smell okay? Is he going to be okay with how I taste?

 	The little voices got to be too much.

 	“I don’t – ” I started to say as I pressed my hands against the glass, getting ready to force myself up into a standing position.

 	“STOP,” he snarled.

 	I froze where I was.

 	In theory, a man crouching between your legs and giving you oral sex is probably not at his most dominant – but Connor sure was.

 	“I won,” he continued sternly. “Unless you absolutely hate this, let me enjoy myself.”

 	Well… I couldn’t say that I absolutely hated it… so I just whispered, “Okay.”

 	And I was rewarded with having my mind blown.
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 	His tongue glided over everything at that point. All of me. Across my lips, up towards my front, and then wetly caressed my clit.

 	I cried out and braced myself hard against the glass as my legs trembled.

 	His tongue moved backwards, separating my drenched lips and plunging inside me, tickling just inside my body.

 	By this point, all the little voices were basically washed away by a tidal wave of pleasure.

 	I kept moaning over and over as he moved backwards again, his tongue sliding out of me and going backwards – – a little too far.

 	WHOA.

 	Not all the way to the back door, but right in between.

 	The sensation was great, but all the little insecure voices surfaced from the ocean and started a chattering chorus again.

 	Oh no, he CAN’T do THAT!

 	This is bad, this is really bad!

 	You can’t do this, it’s not right!

 	Thankfully he slid forward again, plunged his tongue deep inside me, and the voices were silenced again as a single, short contraction of pleasure fluttered through my belly.

 	Then he was at my clit again, licking and caressing it.

 	I felt like I was about to cry – not a bad cry, a good cry – but my body was wound up like a spring, with my hormones and emotions at a peak.

 	I needed him inside me.

 	SOON.

 	And then, my wish was granted… though not quite in the way I had expected.

 	He drew his head back, and I felt his fingers brush against my thighs.

 	And then, gently, slowly, I felt them sliding inside me.

 	I cried out, a choked sob.

 	“Are you okay?” he asked from somewhere behind me, his voice concerned.

 	“Y-yes,” I whispered, my head down, my palms braced against the glass. “Yes.”

 	His fingers began to move inside me – not in-and-out, but curling. Like he was stroking one spot with his fingertips.

 	A steady, building pressure of intense pleasure began to fill me down there. With the girth of his fingers filling me up (though not nearly as much as another part of his body might), the sensations were incredible.

 	Suddenly, I realized what he was doing.

 	Oh my God, he must be touching my G-spot!

 	I’d read about it. Countless articles in Cosmo. Best-sellers on sex (well, read them furtively in bookstores, but didn’t actually buy them. That would entail having the cashier know what I was reading). Blog posts.

 	From what I remembered, the guy was supposed to use a ‘come-hither’ curl of his fingers to hit your spot. Connor was doing that, except he was on the opposite side, so I guess it was more of a ‘go-thither’ gesture. Or the way a person says ‘hit me’ in blackjack by rubbing his cards with two fingers.

 	Remember, I’m not sexually experienced. Sexually well-read, yes, but not experienced. Two of my four ex-boyfriends couldn’t even find my clitoris. Three of them didn’t go down on me much (one not at all), so why would they have taken the time to find what was, to them, a mythical place that didn’t afford them any pleasure?

 	The fact that Connor was even attempting to do this suddenly overwhelmed me with even greater desire for him.

 	That, and the fact that it seemed to be working pretty well.

 	At this point I was a hot mess, whimpering and moaning, my body shuddering as short contractions of bliss shot from my hips up to my head and down to my toes. My elbows had collapsed and my forearms and forehead were pressed against the glass now – otherwise I would have keeled over.

 	I think all the noise got too much for him, because his fingers suddenly slid out of me and he stood up.

 	As the waves of pleasure abated, I opened my eyes and stared out at the darkness.

 	My first thought, as I realized I was pressed up against the glass: Oh my God, I hope there’s no one out there with binoculars.

 	At least the Dubai was the tallest hotel around, and we were in the penthouse.

 	Then I realized that the possibility someone was watching was actually turning me on.

 	My second thought: Why did he stop?!

 	I suddenly got all self-conscious again. I didn’t do anything for him! I’m being selfish! I’m just taking and not giving!

 	Then I heard thump, thump.

 	I looked over to see his shoes rolling across the floor.

 	Then I heard zzzziiiiip and the sound of cloth falling softly to the floor.

 	That was when I put two and two together and realized my wishes were about to come true.
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 	I felt something glide against my ass. Soft on the surface, but incredibly hard beneath, like a lead pipe wrapped in velvet.

 	And radiating heat. My god, it was burning up.

 	And very, very large.

 	And thick.

 	My knees shook. I turned around to look at it – I wanted to see it very, very badly –

 	But suddenly, a hand grabbed the hair at the nape of my neck, gently but firmly, forcing my head up slightly.

 	Oh God…

 	I don’t know what it was. Nobody else had ever done that to me. If you had asked me before, I would have said I wouldn’t have liked it – somebody grabbing my hair, pulling my head?

 	But in the moment, as turned on as I was…

 	…daaaaaamn. 

 	It was like he was totally in control of me. Dominating me. He was the Man, and I was the Woman. I was all his… and he knew it, and I knew it.

 	And I loved it.

 	I gasped.

 	He leaned over me as he pulled me up slightly, my arms straightening out against the glass. I could feel his erection gliding over my ass. Heat radiated off his body onto my back as his mouth came right up next to my ear.

 	My head was back and my eyes were closed. My entire body was trembling.

 	“Are you on birth control?” he whispered.

 	My eyes flew open.

 	It was a little comical. I had been expecting… I don’t know, ‘dirty talk’ or something. The question was a leeeetle bit too clinical to be sexy.

 	And then I felt his shaft slide across my ass, and I realized why he was asking it.

 	My heart thudded in my chest.

 	“…yes,” I whispered.

 	It was true. One of the only good things about working at Exerton was the awesome medical insurance benefits.

 	I’d had painful, irregular periods since I started at 13. I tried the pill during college, but it left me bloated and nauseated, so I quit after a few months. When I got hired at Exerton, I went for an annual exam, and my OB/GYN had suggested the NuvaRing. It’s a little plastic ring, looks like a jelly bracelet. You insert it ‘up there’ – waaay up there – and it gives off the same hormones as the Pill, but milder. Worked like a charm – only had to worry about it once a month, and no side effects.

 	But I’d never had unprotected sex before. The three months I’d been on the pill had been between boyfriends, and I was so freaked out about getting pregnant that I’d never had sex without a condom.

 	The thought of him inside me without protection terrified me… and thrilled me, too.

 	“You’re the only one in the last eight months,” he whispered, “and I’ve been tested since then. I’m clean. But I’ll use one if you want. Do you want me to use a condom?”

 	I didn’t answer at first. A little voice inside me was saying, Of COURSE!

 	And another voice, a lot more sultry, was saying, Hell no!

 	Apparently he decided to give me a little preview, because I felt his hips shift back. His shaft moved away from my body – and then I felt it between my legs. Not trying to enter me, but lying flush against me, pressing against my swollen, drenched lips.

 	I felt him move it back and forth, slowly, his skin sliding wetly against mine.

 	It felt heavenly.

 	I moaned.

 	“…no,” I whispered, afraid and unsure, but wanting to know what it felt like so badly.

 	He froze.

 	“‘No’ what?” he asked, his voice concerned. “Do you want me to stop?”

 	I realized my answer was a little vague.

 	I paused, then finally said it:

 	“… do it without a condom,” I whispered.

 	“Good,” he murmured, and pulled away from my body. I felt his manhood slide away from me, too.

 	Then one hand grasped my left hip, and I felt the other hand brush against my thigh.

 	He was grasping his shaft.

 	He repositioned it at an angle, the tip pressing against my swollen lips…

 	…and then slooowly, smoothly, he slid inside me.

 	 

 

 20

 

 	It was incredible.

 	The sensation of skin on skin, with nothing between us… it was so much more intimate.

 	Now, don’t get me wrong; back in the boardroom had been mind-blowing. Sex had never been that good for me before.

 	This was better.

 	I moaned louder and louder as he slowly moved inside me. I don’t know if it was the angle of entry, or his height or what, but as he entered me, his shaft kept stroking against the same place he had caressed with his curling fingers.

 	Oh my GOD it was amazing.

 	The pressure began to build and build. I was already on a hair-trigger from thirty minutes of foreplay and mind-games, and now the feeling of his girth inside me… and the long, slow, sensual pressure on my G-spot…

 	Within half a minute, I came.

 	Loudly.

 	Waves of pleasure racked my body. Every muscle in my core fluttered and spasmed with ecstasy, and waves of warmth and bliss pulsed through every other part of my body. My arms gave way, and I sank my forearms and head against the glass to keep from pitching forward. My legs buckled under me. The only reason I stayed standing was because Connor’s strong arms supported me around the waist, keeping me on my feet.

 	After the orgasm died down, I found myself with my face pressed against the glass. Not exactly the sexiest position I’ve ever found myself in… but then again, I’d never lost control like I had tonight.

 	There was one thing, though, that bothered me. While doggie style had been hot – and naughty (by my standards, anyway) – I wanted to look into his eyes. I wanted to kiss him. I wanted that eye-to-eye contact.

 	While I was awash in a sea of desire, that lack of closeness was okay. I wasn’t really thinking about it while I was moaning and screaming my head off. But I didn’t want to spend the next five or ten minutes like this, no matter how pleasurable it might be.

 	I wanted him.

 	It was as though he read my mind.

 	I felt him slowly leave my body as my legs wobbled beneath me.

 	“Did you… did you come?” I panted as I looked over my shoulder. I was genuinely shocked and surprised that he hadn’t made any noise.

 	“No,” he said, and firmly but gently turned me around.

 	Then he looked down into my eyes… and kissed me.

 	Slow. Soft. Sensual.

 	His hands caressed my skin, moving from my shoulders to the small of my back.

 	I swooned.

 	When he finally broke away, he looked me in the eyes. “Can you keep going?”

 	Oh HELL yes.

 	I nodded, not trusting myself to keep my unladylike enthusiasm out of my voice.

 	“Good,” he grinned, then reached down, grabbed under my ass, and lifted me into the air.

 	“Oh my God, what are you doing?” I gasped. He handled me like I was a doll, he was so strong – seemingly no effort on his part at all.

 	“Continuing the festivities,” he murmured in my ear. Bracing my thighs against his ribs, he moved one hand down, fumbled with something beneath me… and then let me slooowly settle down.

 	The head of his shaft slowly entered me again, wet and slippery.

 	Oh My GOD.

 	I clutched at his shoulders and moaned as he filled me up. This time the sensation was different… it was astounding how deep he went inside me. I was actually a little afraid, but he eased me down onto him, keeping my ass supported with his powerful hands, until his hips softly butted (pun intended) against my ass.

 	“Kiss me,” he whispered fiercely.

 	I wreathed my arms around his neck, tilted my head, and sank into his lips for a long, slow, glorious kiss.

 	And as his tongue slipped sensuously over mine, he began to move his hips.

 	Slow and shallow at first, rocking back and forth. I could feel him deep inside me, touching places I’d never felt before.

 	Then he began to speed up, lifting me higher with his hands, his pelvis slapping against my ass, sending thrills of pleasure through me.

 	I moaned into his mouth, my lips pressed against his as he filled me and retreated, filled me and retreated, slammed inside me violently, then stopped – and slowly eased in again.

 	My head was swimming. He was exciting me so much, all over again, so fast.

 	And then suddenly we were moving.

 	I grabbed tight onto him and looked around in alarm. “What – ?!”

 	“Just going to the bedroom,” he grinned.

 	“Am I too heavy?” I asked, mortified.

 	“About as heavy as a couple of feather pillows.” (A blatant lie… which I appreciated immensely.) “But I want to get a little more… vigorous, and it’s hard to do that when you’re fighting gravity.”

 	Vigorous.

 	Mmmm.

 	Bring it on.
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 	We entered the bedroom still attached at the hips, more or less. Just front to bottom, not side by side.

 	He walked me over to the bed, his shaft still inside me, and leaned me down almost vertical with the floor.

 	“Get the cover off,” he urged me.

 	“What?”

 	“The sheets – pull back the sheets.”

 	“Oh!”

 	I twisted around slightly, giggling – I’d never done this before, not from this position – and pulled the coverlet and sheets halfway down the bed. Then he let me sink down on the mattress and put his full weight on top of me, never once pulling out of me.

 	The sheets were amazing. Soft, silky – satin, maybe. All I know is that I was feeling a world of sensual delight against my back as I had a whole other world of sensual delights between my legs.

 	Now that he didn’t have to ‘fight gravity,’ Connor began over again – slow thrusts at first, then increasing in speed and depth. The difference was that he moved his hands to my head, where he grasped my hair. Sometimes he stared me in the eye, sometimes he kissed me passionately, sometimes he moved to the side and nibbled and licked at my ear.

 	The whole time I was moaning like a banshee.

 	He began to work up to a frenzy, his hips slapping mine. His hands clutched frantically at my hair, pulling it, driving me even wilder.

 	And he started whispering in my ear – hoarse, frantic, almost unhinged.

 	“Jesus – Lily – oh my God, Lily – oh fuck – oh fuck, Lily, oh FUCK – ”

 	Normally, in my everyday life, the language would have given me pause.

 	Not now. Unh unh. It just threw gasoline on the fire.

 	I clutched his ass, pulling him deeper inside me, moaning and crying out as my own pleasure rose higher and higher, getting closer and closer to coming again.

 	His voice became louder and more strained – his hands were rougher, pulling at my shoulder and hair more insistently – “Oh GOD Lily, oh fuck, oh LILY, OH FUCK – ”

 	And then he shouted, a strangled cry, as he crushed me to him and I felt him explode inside me.

 	The sensation of him pulsing inside me, the feeling of hot, warm wetness suddenly gushing inside me, pushed me over the edge.

 	I screamed his name as I dug my fingers into his skin and pulled him as far inside me as I could get.

 	For an instant, my entire body was made of light and electricity and sex, and I lost myself in a giant, pulsing swell of pleasure that swallowed me whole.

 	He was still moaning when I came back down to earth, gasping for breath.

 	He slowly raised his head from the hollow of my shoulder and looked me in the eyes.

 	With one finger, he smoothed away a sweat-drenched curl of hair from my forehead… and then he grinned.

 	And kissed me.
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 	We lay like that for the longest time, his sweaty skin sliding sensually over mine, as he gave me long, slow, lingering kisses. We gazed into each other’s eyes (though I tended to let mine slip close as I got lost in the moment). My lips felt puffy and slightly painful, but I couldn’t stop kissing him. Didn’t want to stop.

 	Finally he pulled away from me. “Stay here,” he ordered as he rolled out of bed.

 	“What, I can’t use the bathroom?”

 	“Oh… yeah, go ahead,” he said as he padded out to the main room of the penthouse.

 	“Thanks!” I called sarcastically.

 	When I came back out of the bathroom, the room service table was by the bed, and the silver trays were up.

 	The chocolate.

 	I’d almost forgotten.

 	I watched his perfect backside, entranced, as he poured some more wine into our glasses.

 	He turned around. “Well? Get back in bed.”

 	Suddenly I was shy – buck-naked and very self-conscious about it. I ran around the other side of the bed, jumped in, and pulled the covers just over my breasts.

 	“Here you are,” he said, passing me a wine glass. Then he placed one of the open silver trays on the bed next to me and got in himself.

 	“Oh my God,” I sighed in rapture as I let one of the pieces of dark chocolate melt on my tongue. “This night couldn’t get any better.”

 	“I can think of at least one other way,” he said, and nuzzled against my neck.

 	I giggled, mostly from the tickling on my neck. But not entirely. “I’ll bet you can. Too bad we never finished the game.”

 	“Oh, I think we finished it pretty well,” he said as he popped a grape into his mouth.

 	I frowned. “Yeah, but there were other questions I wanted to ask you.”

 	He sighed dramatically and took a sip of wine. “Okay: yes, I was cheating.”

 	My stomach turned.

 	What I heard was, Yes, I was cheating on my wife/girlfriend.

 	With YOU, Lily Ross.

 	“WHAT?!” I cried out.

 	“I admit it,” he grinned.

 	I just stared at him. I could feel my lower lip starting to tremble.

 	“I am a card shark,” he finished.

 	I blinked.

 	“…what?” I asked, now totally confused.

 	“Oh, excuse me… a card sharp,” he said, and ate a cherry.

 	“You… you cheated at cards?”

 	He looked at me oddly. I think he heard the enormous relief in my voice.

 	“Yeah… it was something I picked up a long time ago for fun. I always wanted to learn, so I hired a guy to teach me. One of the best ‘prestidigitators’ in the world,” he said, saying the word with self-mocking snobbery, as though he were ridiculous for even using it. Then he smirked at me. “I’m assuming you know what that means, Ms. ‘It’s really a card sharp.’”

 	“You stacked the cards?”

 	He nodded with a grin. “That’s another thing you’ll find out about me. If I can’t bluff, I like to cheat.”

 	At this point, the relief rushing through me was immense. I had a couple of choices: I could either break down and explain my misinterpretation, and look like I was Seriously Over-reactive Girl… or I could keep it to myself.

 	Hold my cards close, I guess you could say.

 	I figured there was no need to show him my entire hand.

 	“Put your wine glass down,” I ordered.

 	He looked at me quizzically. “Why?”

 	“Just do it.”

 	After a brief hesitation, he set the glass over on the room service table.

 	Then I grabbed the nearest pillow and whomped him with it.

 	“Oh ho!” he laughed, grabbed my wrists, and forced me onto my back. I shrieked as he tickled me mercilessly, and then it devolved into a hot, sloppy kiss.

 	“Now I know better than to trust you,” he said as he broke away and grabbed his wine glass again.

 	“Said the cheating card sharp.”

 	He shrugged, took a piece of chocolate, and popped it into my mouth.

 	“Don’t think that excuses your bad behavior,” I said as I let the heavenly sweetness melt in my mouth.

 	“I don’t. I figured the multiple orgasms did that.”

 	I blushed and smacked him as he laughed.

 	“You still owe me some answers,” I said in fake indignation.

 	“Really.”

 	“Yes.”

 	He considered for a second, even though I had been teasing. “All right. As long as they don’t revolve around women, or any relationships I might have had before tonight.”

 	“Hey!” I protested. “That’s cutting out half my questions!”

 	“This is the bonus round, and that’s the deal I’m willing to make. Take it or leave it.”

 	I sighed and rolled my eyes. In reality, though, I didn’t want anything to mess up the last hour… and if I’d been able to ask anything I wanted, I might have been tempted to do just that.

 	“Fine,” I said, and thought as I took a sip of wine. “Oh – I’ve got one. What was with all that Mr. Templeton stuff?”

 	He looked at me funny.

 	“What?” I asked. “The valet called you Mr. Templeton, and you said he must have you confused with someone else. But then the woman at the desk called you Mr. Templeton, too. Is that something Sebastian came up with?”

 	Connor looked down at his wine glass and rolled the stem between his fingers, as though he were trying to decide whether to tell me something.

 	My stomach began to knot up again.

 	He looked at me again from the corner of his eye. “You honestly don’t know?”

 	“Don’t know what?” I asked as the panic began to rise. I was fully expecting to hear That’s my wife’s last name, or something to that effect.

 	He looked amused… and also pleased. “You honestly, truly have no idea, do you?”

 	“Quit stalling and just tell me!” I said in both impatience and fear.

 	“My name isn’t Connor Brooks, Lily. It’s Connor Templeton.”

 	I frowned. That didn’t make any sense.

 	“But why would y…”

 	And then it hit me.

 	The reason why the name had seemed familiar was because we were at the Dubai Hotel.

 	The same Dubai Hotel on the E! Entertainment special I’d seen.

 	In which the host had mentioned the owner of the hotel:

 	Connor Templeton.

 	I’d heard his name before, but I hadn’t seen any pictures of him. I mean, I’ve heard of Michael Dell, but I have no idea what he looks like. I just know he’s the kajillionaire who started Dell computers.

 	But then everything clicked.

 	Connor Templeton…

 	…youngest son of the Templeton family, one of the wealthiest dynasties in America…

 	…a billionaire in his own right who had actually made more money after he split from the family business…

 	…and owner of the Dubai Hotel, where we happened to be staying.

 	I began to freak out.

 	I had just slept with one of the richest men in America.

 	No, scratch that.

 	I had just slept with one of the richest men in the world.
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