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   Book Blurb
 
   Ian James was raised in the lap of luxury, but he was also raised knowing that
 
   nothing worth having comes without working for it. Expected to follow in his
 
   father’s footsteps and take over the law firm one day, Ian works as an errand boy
 
   during the summer months between high school and college. One of those
 
   errands sends him to a very young, very wealthy, and very sexy widow who has
 
   plans of her own for Ian. When Ian discovers that older, wealthy women will pay
 
   him for sex, becoming a lawyer is no longer in his future.
 
   Gillian Carmichael needs a vacation, so when her best friend, Sylvia suggests she
 
   accompany her back home to Chicago, Gillian accepts. But when Gillian meets
 
   Sylvia’s brother, Ian, the attraction is instant. There’s just one little thing standing
 
   in the way . . . .
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   [bookmark: _Toc366673985]The Many Shades of Love
Book Blurb:
Jim Williams is tall, black and beautiful and when he meets gorgeous
Steve Wheeler, the attraction is instantaneous and hot!
Steve Wheeler hasn't been with a man in more than seven months, but
when he meets his new associate, Steve wants to know more about Jim.
As the two men get to know each other over golf and beer, they realize
their chemistry is right on target and when they have dinner together at
Steve's house, the sex is hotter still. But when Jim's ex-lover, Alan,
comes back into his life with devastating news, will it be more than Jim
and Steve's new love can survive?
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Toc366673986]Love without You
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   When Jessica is blindsided by her husband Ben leaving her, his excuse simply being they are no longer compatible.  She is left wondering, what did she do wrong and did she miss any signs? Jessica continues on with life as best as she can only to be constantly reminded about Ben and the life they had, life often becomes so unbearable that she resorts to other methods to alleviate the pain.  Life seems bleak until Jessica meets Josh, she is instantly attracted to him, who is this mystery man?  Is it love at first sight or a heartbreak in the making?
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Toc366673987]Grounded
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   Patty just recently lost her job due to her company downsizing.  Even worse, she has no way to take care of her financial obligations.  On her way home from just being fired, things get worse, while Patty is struggling to get together all of her belongings, she looks up to meet Dion.  Dion instantly falls for Patty, and figures out a way to see her again.  Dion knows this is not allowed, but proceeds with his plan anyways, knowing what consequences may come for such actions.[bookmark: _Toc366667373]
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   He slid his cock deep inside her pussy, filling her completely, and she
 
   moaned softly. It had been so long since she’d been with a man that turned her
 
   on. Not only did he turn her on, he also knew how make her want more; make
 
   her come until she screamed. He grabbed a handful of her hair, pulled her head
 
   back, and bit her on her neck—that sweet spot where it curved into her shoulder.
 
   Wrapping his other hand around one of her tits, he rolled the nipple between his
 
   thumb and finger. With her hands tied behind her back, she could do nothing
 
   but follow wherever he led. While on her knees, he pulled her backward, with
 
   him behind her, his hard cock still inside of her. He wrapped his arms around
 
   her and held her firmly against him.
 
   “You like it rough?” he said against her ear. “You like it when I fuck you
 
   hard?” He pinched her nipple harder and she winced from the pain. “Answer
 
   me, bitch! You like it rough, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes,” she whispered harshly. “I like it rough. Hard. Fuck me.”
 
   He pushed her forward and she fell onto the bed face first with her ass
 
   high in the air. He grabbed her by the hips and slammed his dick into her over
 
   and over, pulling her against him with every forward thrust. She fought to
 
   control the pleasurable moan escaping her lips. She liked the control he held over
 
   her, craved the sensation of her body jolting with every hard stroke. He pulled
 
   the bonds from her wrists, freed her hands, and pulled out of her. Lying down
 
   on the bed, he held his arms out. She came down on top of him, their mouths
 
   fusing together. He fucked her mouth with his tongue while his hands roamed
 
   over her back, her ass.
 
   “Turn around,” he said. She straddled him, facing his feet. “Raise your ass
 
   up.”
 
   Positioning her bottom over his dick, she came down hard, sheathing him
 
   inside her. With a hand on each cheek, he squeezed as she rode him, dictating
 
   her rhythm and speed. Using her hands for leverage, she gripped his ankles and
 
   pumped up and down. On the downward stroke, she squeezed her cunt muscles
 
   together, and on the upward stroke released them until just the head of his cock
 
   remained inside her. Then she clenched her muscles again, gripped him tightly
 
   and slid down the length of his dick. The heat built inside her until she could
 
   take no more. Lying forward across his thighs, she shuddered, squeezed his
 
   ankles harder, and came. Her pussy juices leaked out and ran down his cock.
 
   Using his thumbs, he massaged her opening as he pushed against her
 
   puckered hole and slid his cock from her cunt into her ass. She jerked as the wide
 
    head penetrated, stretching her. Then she sat up and slid down his cock, her tight
 
   sphincter muscles squeezing him like a vise. Sliding slowly up and down at first,
 
   she soon increased the speed. As big as his cock was, her ass accommodated him,
 
   stretched around him, and sucked him in. Sounding like someone in the throes of
 
   a heart attack, his breaths came heavy and labored.
 
   When his nails raked over her back and sank into the flesh of her hips, she
 
   reached between his legs and grasped his balls. The heavy sack was drawn up
 
   tight against his body, urging him into release. With one fast, hard upstroke, his
 
   body stiffened and he held tight against her, shooting his wad deep inside of her.
 
   “Don’t move, don’t move, don’t move,” he panted.
 
   Stepping into the shower, he rinsed off and washed the shit off his dick.
 
   Even the condom hadn’t helped with the mess or the smell of pussy and sex. He
 
   scrubbed his body, dried off and quickly dressed.
 
   Looking sleepy and completely sated, she asked, “Can I see you again?”
 
   He shoved an arm into his jacket. “You have my number. Just give me a
 
   call and leave a message.”
 
   “No,” she said. “I meant, can I see you again in the real world? You know,
 
   like a real date?”
 
   Adjusting his jacket, he smiled and heard her breath catch. “I wish I could,
 
   but I’m not allowed to date clients. Sorry, it’s just one of the rules. You
 
   understand.”
 
   With a frown, she nodded. “Can’t you break the rules just one time?”
 
   “As much as I’d love to, darlin’, I can’t. But you give me a call through the
 
   agency any time. I have to run. It was a terrific night.” He leaned over, delivered
 
   a peck to her cheek and left.
 
   He hailed a cab, jumped into the back and gave the driver his address.
 
   Settling in for the ride, he pulled his Palm Pilot from his inside jacket pocket and
 
   read through his messages. Too many to answer now; besides, he was exhausted
 
   and wanted to go home to his own bed. Glancing at his wristwatch, he noted the
 
   time and entered it into the Palm. At three a.m. on a Sunday, everyone should be
 
   in bed—in bed sleeping, that is.
 
   The cab stopped in front of Granger Arms on NW 10th. He paid the cabbie
 
   and stepped out. Stretching his long legs for a moment, he stifled a yawn and
 
   walked to the door.
 
   “Mr. James,” the doorman greeted him, opening the door. “How are you,
 
   sir?”
 
   “I’m fine, Stefan. And you?”
 
   “Wonderful, thanks for asking, sir.”
 
   “Have a good night,” he replied and headed for the elevator. A few
 
   moments later, he was on the eleventh floor, at his apartment. After locking the
 
   door behind him, he went straight to his room and pushed the button on his
 
   answering machine. He listened to the messages as he undressed and tossed his
 
   clothing in the laundry bag. He’d worry about answering messages later. Right
 
   now, he wanted to sleep.
 
                                                       ~ * ~
 
   The ring of a phone blared in the room. Glancing at the clock on the
 
   nightstand, he squinted and then frowned when he saw the time. Ten o’clock. He
 
   flopped back onto the pillow and let the machine pick up—the answering service
 
   notifying him of the calls he needed to return. They could wait. He needed sleep,
 
   hadn’t had nearly enough. The phone rang again. With a groan, he rolled over
 
   and picked up the receiver.
 
   “Hello,” he mumbled.
 
   “Ian, why didn’t you answer the first time I called?”
 
   “I was sleeping, Mother.”
 
   “It’s nearly ten-thirty. Did you forget?”
 
   He thought about her question for a moment, but it didn’t make sense.
 
   “Did I forget that it’s ten-thirty? Why do I care what time it is?”
 
   His mother blew an exasperated breath. “Ian Dean James, you’re supposed to 
 
   meet us for brunch at eleven! You put it in that little computer you carry in your 
 
   pocket, for Pete’s sake!”
 
   Ian groaned and shut his eyes. Dammit, he’d completely forgotten! “Of
 
   course I didn’t forget, Mother. I worked late last night, but I’ll be there shortly.”
 
   “Bullshit.” She laughed. “You completely forgot! Now get out of bed, get
 
   dressed and get your ass in gear. We’ll wait for you, so get with it!”
 
   “Yes, Mother.” He sighed.
 
   “I love you, dear.”
 
   “I love you, too, Mom,” he said and hung up the phone.
 
   In record time, Ian showered and dressed, took the elevator to the parking
 
   garage, and pressed the button on his key chain. The shiny red convertible
 
   honked and flashed its headlights. He slid behind the wheel and turned the key,
 
   bringing the engine roaring to life. The tires screeched as he pulled out of the
 
   garage into the bright summer sunshine.
 
   Sliding the sunglasses from the visor, he slipped them on and pushed the
 
   button to roll the top down. With a fair breeze fanning his face, he turned onto
 
   the street and headed out of town. In less than ten minutes he pulled up to the
 
   swanky golf course and clubhouse where his parents had been members for
 
   years. Though his father had passed away nearly seven years ago, his mother
 
   never let her husband’s death hinder her social standing in the community. He
 
   pulled up to the front of the clubhouse with a smile. If anything, his mother’s
 
   social standing seemed to have gained momentum since his father’s passing.
 
   After he handed his keys to the valet, he walked inside and found his
 
   mother waiting. He looked her over with a smile. Her hair had been recently
 
   coiffed in the latest fashion, and a string of pearls clung to her slender throat. Ah
 
   yes, she might as well hang a placard around her neck that said, Catherine James,
 
   wealthy widow.
 
   All smiles, she turned to him with a full champagne glass in her hand and
 
   offered a cheek for him to kiss.
 
   “Ian, my love,” she cooed. “You’re the most handsome man alive!”
 
   “Thank you, Mother, and you’re truly a vision.”
 
   “You do know how to flatter your old mother, don’t you?”
 
   “You aren’t old, Mother, you’re like fine wine—elegant, with a sweet
 
   aftertaste,” he said with a wink.
 
   “Don’t overdo it, Son.” She raised a delicately arched brow.
 
   “Ian!”
 
   He embraced his younger sister and swung her around in a circle. “Sylvia,
 
   don’t you look beautiful? I didn’t know you’d be here.”
 
   “I arrived last night and wanted to surprise you!”
 
   “And that you did. How have you been?”
 
   “I’m wonderful. Guess what?” Before he could guess, Sylvia stood on
 
   tiptoes and whispered in his ear, “I’m pregnant! You’re going to be an uncle!
 
   Shush, I haven’t told Mother yet.” 
 
   “Congratulations, it’ll be our secret.”
 
   “Here, I’ve been so rude! I want to introduce you to my friend,” she said,
 
   pulling him by the hand to a table. “Gillian, I’d like you to meet my brother, Ian.
 
   Ian, this is my best friend, Gillian Carmichael.”
 
   “Gillian, very nice to make your acquaintance,” Ian bowed and kissed her
 
   hand.
 
   “Very nice to make yours,” Gillian said with a smile.
 
   “My brother is a very successful entrepreneur,” Sylvia said, sliding into the
 
   chair. “Gillian is a corporate executive, travels all over the world troubleshooting
 
   and preventing world crises!”
 
   “It’s not quite that exciting,” Gillian said with a smile.
 
   “It sounds wonderful.” Ian pulled the chair out for his mother.
 
   “Sorry,” she said, sitting down. “I swear getting Mildred to stop talking for
 
   a moment is more difficult than splitting the atom! Now, where is my sister? She
 
   said she and David would be here on time. They’re worse than you—”
 
   “Here we are, here we are!” Came a voice from behind them. “So sorry
 
   we’re late, but David couldn’t find his contacts this morning. Ian, aren’t you the
 
   handsome one? Oh, and Sylvia, darling, when did you get here? Catherine, you
 
   said nothing to me about your daughter being here! What a wonderful surprise!”
 
   Helen Staples chattered as she went around the table and placed a kiss to
 
   everyone’s cheek. “And we’ve never met,” she said when she got to Gillian’s
 
   chair.
 
   “Aunt Helen, this is...” Sylvia started.
 
   “I’m Helen, and this is my husband, David Staples. He’s my fourth. After
 
   the others died on me, I got myself a younger man!”
 
   “My aunt Helen,” Sylvia said under her breath. “Aunt Helen,” she said
 
   loudly to get the woman’s attention. “Why don’t you sit down? I have some
 
   news I’d like to share.”
 
   “Oh my, what is it?” Helen said and took a seat beside her husband.
 
   “Well….” Sylvia beamed. “I’m pregnant!”
 
   “Pregnant?” her mother asked. “What do you mean pregnant?”
 
   “Mother, you do remember what pregnant means. It’s how Ian and I
 
   arrived in the world!”
 
   “But you and Oscar have only been married two years.”
 
   Sylvia took a sip from her water glass and set it down. “Yes, we’ve been
 
   married two years and have decided to start a family.”
 
   “Mother, this is wonderful news,” Ian said. “You’re going to be a…”
 
   She slapped at him. “Yes I know what I’m going to be! A gr-a gr--  oh, I
 
   can’t even say it!”
 
   Ian burst into laughter. “So that’s the problem, becoming a grandmother?”
 
   “Hush! Don’t you dare say that too loudly!”
 
   “Oh, Mother, please!” Sylvia said, shaking her head. “You’re fifty-two
 
   years old!”
 
   “Shh! Everybody in the place doesn’t need to know!”
 
   “Like it or not, Mother.” Ian patted her hand. “It is a fact, and it’s also a
 
   fact that Sylvia is going to be a mother, I’m going to be an uncle, and you’re
 
   going to be a grandmother. Deal with it!”
 
   “Really, Catherine,” Helen said. “When Julie and Kevin first told me they
 
   were having a baby, I couldn’t believe it either. My baby having a baby, but now
 
   that Jason is nearly two, I couldn’t be happier. I love being a grandmother and so
 
   will you.”
 
   “Mother, please be happy,” Sylvia pleaded. “I can’t do this without you. I
 
   don’t know how to raise a child or be a mother. I’m so scared I’ll do something
 
   stupid, like drop him on his head or diaper the wrong end!”
 
   “Oh, darling, of course I’m happy for you,” Catherine said. “I just wasn’t
 
   expecting this. When is the baby due? And what did Oscar say?”
 
   “Oscar was thrilled, of course, and I’m due in October.”
 
   “October. October? That’s only five months away! Sylvia Anne, how could
 
   you keep this a secret for so long? I only have five months to get everything
 
   ready. There’s a baby shower to plan, and you give me five months!”
 
   “Mother, calm down, I’m sure you can handle it,” Ian said, chuckling.
 
    “Of course I can handle it, but Helen, I’ll need your help.”
 
   “Of course you will. At least Julie gave me nearly seven months’ notice.”
 
   “Waiter,” Ian summoned. “Bring me a bourbon. Straight up.”
 
   “I’ll take one too,” David said.
 
   “A Cosmopolitan,” Gillian said.
 
   “Just bring me the biggest stack of pancakes you’ve got,” Sylvia said.
 
   “And you, ma’am?” the man said to Helen, but received no response as
 
   she and Catherine chattered.
 
   “Just ignore them,” David said. “You won’t get them to shut up long
 
   enough to order anything.”
 
   “Very well, sir,” the waiter replied and left the table.
 
   “So, Gillian,” Ian said with a smile. “Bet you’re glad you came on this
 
   trip!”
 
   A short laugh left her lips. “I am, actually. I haven’t had time off in about
 
   five years, so I was relieved when Sylvia invited me.”
 
   “How long are you staying, little sister?”
 
   “A week. I can’t leave Oscar alone any longer than that. No telling what
 
   the house will look like when I get back. I envision take-out cartons and pizza
 
   boxes strewn across the floors with boxer shorts and dirty socks!”
 
   “I’m sure he’s not that bad,” Ian said as the waiter brought their drinks
 
   and food.
 
   “Why not? You are.”
 
   “Hey, I’m single!”
 
   “Some excuse,” Sylvia said, digging into her stack of pancakes.
 
   “And do you have a husband destroying your house with pizza and dirty
 
   socks, too?” Ian asked Gillian with a grin.
 
   “Oh no.” Gillian shook her head and held up her left hand. “No wedding
 
   band for me.”
 
   “I keep trying to get her married off to one of Oscar’s friends, but one date
 
   is all she’ll go on with any of them. That is when she’s in town and not off saving
 
   the world of commerce.”
 
   “Yes, you’re quite the matchmaker, Syl, but I told you it won’t work on
 
   me. I have no plans to get married anytime in the foreseeable future.”
 
   “You sound just like Ian,” Sylvia replied through another mouthful of
 
   pancakes.
 
   “Don’t even think it, sister!” Ian warned.
 
   “Think what?” Sylvia asked innocently.
 
   “You know what, so don’t even.”
 
   Gillian looked from brother to sister and back again. “Oh no, Sylvia. You
 
   promised me before we left Boulder there would be no matchmaking between
 
   me and your brother, or anyone else while we’re here!”
 
   “Aww, you two are no fun,” Sylvia said with a smirk and took another bite.
 
                                                  ~ * ~
 
    “So how did we wind up alone in my car?” Ian asked, starting the engine.
 
   Gillian laughed. “You sister won’t give up.”
 
   “I know. I was so relieved when she moved to Colorado. I thought she’d
 
   introduce me to every single woman in the Midwest while trying to marry me
 
   off.”
 
   “She does the same thing to me. I’m almost afraid to call her when I get in
 
   from a business trip! Married people just aren’t happy unless everyone around
 
   them is married too!”
 
   “Don’t kid yourself. Sylvia has been matchmaking since she was twelve
 
   years old! I was seventeen then and she brought home every girl in her class. She
 
   was so disappointed when I didn’t show an interest in twelve and thirteen year
 
   old girls. And it just got worse as she got older. Don’t tell her, but I did
 
   everything I could to convince Oscar that he wanted to marry her.”
 
    “You didn’t?”
 
   “I did. They’d been dating for a couple of years already, but it didn’t seem
 
   as if he’d ever pop the question, so I just kinda nudged him in that direction. Six
 
   months later, Mom was booking the church and planning the reception.”
 
   “So you’re a matchmaker, too.”
 
   “Hell, no. I just wanted my sister off my back!” They both laughed.
 
   “So, you’re here for a week and then back to Colorado?” he asked.
 
   “No. Actually, I’m here with your sister for a week before I go to Tulsa for a
 
   few days. Then to Dallas, and then I’m off to Tokyo.”
 
   “So you’ll be saving the United States first, then the world?”
 
   Gillian laughed. “It’s not quite as exciting as Sylvia thinks. I simply go to
 
   different companies and show them how to improve management-employee
 
   relationships in order to increase production and become more time efficient, cut
 
   losses with time management, and reduce the number of employees who call in
 
   sick, come in late, go home early, that type of stuff.”
 
   “And just how do you do that?”
 
   “It’s not really difficult. A lot of it is simple things like job sharing, the fourday
 
   workweek, in-house daycare, working from home, and generally making the
 
   environment more employee-friendly. I’ve even implemented a doggie-friendly
 
   office in a few places.”
 
   “Doggie-friendly?”
 
   “Yes. A lot of people, like us, choose not to marry and have children, but
 
   they do have pets. Pets left alone can sometimes be destructive, and people are
 
   attached to their pets just like they would be to a child. Pets and their owners get
 
   stressed out when they’re apart so a pet-friendly business saves a lot of money
 
   by reducing absences the same way an in-house daycare does.”
 
   “That’s, um, great. I guess.”
 
   “You think it’s nuts,” Gillian said, tilting her head.
 
   Ian grinned. “Yes, yes I do.”[bookmark: _Toc366667374]
 
   



  
 

[bookmark: _Toc366673989]Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Ian kicked off his shoes as he entered his apartment, shrugged off the jacket
 
   and tie he’d been wearing, and tossed them carelessly onto the sofa. In his
 
   bedroom, he stripped off the rest of the garments and sat naked on the bed.
 
   Pulling out his Palm Pilot, he scrolled down to the list of appointments. Dinner at
 
   six with a seventy-eight year old lady named Esther Jones. He and Esther had
 
   had many dates in the past and he actually enjoyed her company. She called him
 
   for any social occasion that required an escort, and he often wound up flying to
 
   Dallas, San Francisco or New York with her. The one thing she never required
 
   was sex, and Ian considered dates with her paid vacations. However, tonight
 
   was simply a black-tie dinner benefiting one cause or another, so he’d have her
 
   home by nine with no problem.
 
   The next appointment was with a new client he’d yet to meet. He didn’t
 
   really like new clients, preferred to stick with what he already knew. He’d have
 
   to talk with Bridget tomorrow about that. Bridget was his secretary, and he her
 
   anonymous employer. She took the calls at her home, scheduled the
 
   appointments and forwarded them via the Internet. His bank made a wire
 
   transfer from his account to hers twice monthly and the arrangement had
 
   worked well for nearly ten years. His only contact with her was either through email
 
   or a phone call.
 
   Stepping into the shower, Ian relaxed as the massaging showerhead beat
 
   down on his neck and shoulders. He closed his eyes and thought about his night,
 
   then washed his hair and scrubbed his body. After toweling off, he walked
 
   naked into the closet and selected an Armani suit for the dinner with Esther.
 
   Standing in front of the mirror, he appraised his body. At thirty-one years
 
   old, he could easily pass for twenty-five. Working out a few times a week kept
 
   him in good shape. Staring at his reflection, he didn’t quite see what everyone
 
   else apparently did, or at least what women saw.
 
   At six-feet-three-inches and one hundred eighty pounds, his body fat had
 
   been calculated at less than five percent. His dark hair and blue eyes seemed to
 
   be his best features, or at least that’s what everyone seemed to notice first. Those
 
   attributes were genetic, not dependent upon anything he did or didn’t do.
 
   Perhaps the body fat percentage, but even that he hadn’t worked toward; it 
 
   was just the way it was. He looked like his father, who looked like his father, who
 
   had come to America as an Irish immigrant shortly before the depression. He’d
 
   learned to capitalize on those genetic blessings at a very early age.
 
   During his senior year of high school, a not-quite-eighteen-year-old Ian
 
   had taken a job at his father’s office as a gopher. He ran errands, swept up at
 
   night, and earned a hundred dollars a week. On one of his errands fate
 
   intervened when he’d delivered a packet of legal papers to a very wealthy
 
   widow. Of course, all his father’s law clients were wealthy, and the man only
 
   accepted those able to pay the exorbitant fees up front. Joseph James had a very
 
   successful law firm right up until the day he dropped dead from a massive
 
   coronary in the conference room. The partners cashed out Joseph’s ownership to
 
   Catherine James, who became even wealthier as a widow than she’d been as a
 
   wife. The only stipulation was that the firm retain Joseph’s name since he’d been
 
   the founding partner.
 
   The day Ian delivered the legal packet to Mrs. Charles Winthrop, III, his
 
   life changed forever. In fact, it altered the course of his life. Ian had always
 
   thought he’d go to law school, become a lawyer at his father’s firm, and someday
 
   take his father’s place. But life doesn’t always go as planned as Ian found out. At
 
   twenty-one years of age, Judy Winthrop married Charles, a ripe fifty-six years
 
   old. His daughter, Tracie had been twenty-two when the marriage took place,
 
   and father and daughter never spoke to one another again.
 
   Two years later, Judy Winthrop became a widow when she and Charles
 
   were skydiving in Rio. Charles’ parachute malfunctioned and he plummeted to
 
   his death. Joseph James was hired by Mrs. Winthrop to handle the lawsuit
 
   brought by Tracie Winthrop contesting Mr. Winthrop’s will. When all had been
 
   said and done, Tracie had a tidy sum to last her the rest of her life, but Judy
 
   inherited nearly fifty million dollars.
 
   Ian clearly remembered the first time he met Judy. On that day, he’d
 
   pushed the buzzer at the gate and announced his arrival to the butler. When the
 
   gate opened, Ian drove his car up the long drive and parked in front of the
 
   mansion Judy had also inherited. He lifted the doorknocker, let it fall once, and
 
   the butler opened it immediately.
 
   “I’ll take those for you,” the man said.
 
   “I’m sorry, sir, but I have to give them to Mrs. Winthrop personally. She
 
   must sign for them,” Ian explained.
 
   “Please follow me,” the butler said and led him to a sitting room with large
 
   windows overlooking the gardens. “Mrs. Winthrop will be with you shortly.”
 
   Ian stood with his hands behind his back looking out the window at the
 
   roses and various other well-tended flowers. He looked around the room. The
 
   furnishings were expensive and tasteful, obviously placed by an interior
 
   decorator. Ian was used to expensive taste, and decorators coming and going, but
 
   what startled him was the lady of the house.
 
   “Are you from the law firm?” she asked.
 
   Ian spun around and his mouth dropped open. Mrs. Winthrop didn’t look
 
   much older than him and a see-through pink baby doll nightie hugged her
 
   curvaceous form. Her breasts were firm, the nipples puckered against the
 
   material tied in a bow by a simple string. Her belly was bare and she wore a
 
   matching pair of thong underwear that covered nothing at all. He could see right
 
   through the little swatch of lace to pubic hair that had been perfectly waxed into
 
   the shape of a small heart. Her long legs extended forever, right down to her bare
 
   feet with painted toenails that matched her fingernails—hot pink.
 
   “You brought me something to sign?” she asked, smiling. Then she stuck a
 
   finger in her mouth, pulled on the gum she’d been chewing, and twirled it
 
   around her finger. Sucking the gum from her finger back into her mouth, she
 
   asked, “Can’t you talk?”
 
   Ian felt his cheeks and ears grow hot and stammered out an answer. “I, um,
 
   that is, my father, um.” He took a deep breath and swallowed as he looked back
 
   toward the window. “That is, my father sent these over for you. There’s a paper
 
   you need to sign on top.”
 
   “Okay,” she said, taking the packet from him. “You want something to
 
   drink? You look kinda flushed there, cutie pie. Come with me, I’ve got a Coke or
 
   a root beer or something in the kitchen.”
 
   Ian followed her like a puppy following a little kid.
 
   “Here you go,” she said and handed him a can of Coke. “Have a seat right
 
   there and I’ll sign this paper for you.”
 
   Ian nodded and sat down while Judy slid the papers from the packet. She
 
   flipped through them, but he could tell she wasn’t reading them.
 
   “Well, I guess your father knows what he’s doing. No reason to take up my
 
   time with this.” She pulled the top page apart from the others and signed it
 
   without reading it either. “There you go, cutie pie,” she said, handing the page to
 
   him.
 
   “Thank you,” Ian muttered, stood, and walked toward the kitchen door.
 
   “Before you go, how would you like to earn a little money?”
 
   Ian stopped and turned toward her. “What do you mean?”
 
   “I mean,” she said on a laugh, “how would you like to make a little
 
   money, say five hundred dollars?”
 
   “What do I have to do for it?”
 
   “Suspicious, aren’t we?”
 
   “Not even my dad pays me that much and he makes me work my butt off
 
   for what he does pay me.”
 
   Judy walked toward him. “Come with me,” she said, taking his hand. She
 
   led him through the sitting room and back to the foyer to the winding staircase.
 
   “Let’s go upstairs where we’ll be more comfortable.”
 
   Ian swallowed hard. “Upstairs?”
 
   “Don’t be afraid, cutie pie, I won’t bite,” she said with a laugh. “That is,
 
   unless you want me to.”
 
   “Uh, I, uh…” Ian stammered.
 
   “Come on, cutie pie, I’m not gonna hurt you.”
 
   “No, it’s just that, well …”
 
   “Hush now,” she whispered. “This is gonna be fun. I promise.”
 
   She stopped in front of a set of double doors, pushed them open, and led
 
   him inside. Ian looked around at all the marble—floors, walls, and Jacuzzi—a
 
   Jacuzzi that could hold at least twelve people.
 
   “Go ahead,” Judy said. “Get in. I’ll be right back.”
 
   “But I don’t have any trunks.”
 
   She threw back her head and laughed. “You don’t need any, cutie pie.”
 
   Pushing a button on the wall, the water in the Jacuzzi came to life. And then she 
 
   slipped into the hallway, closing the door behind her.
 
   Ian looked around, unsure of whether to strip and get into the water or run
 
   like he was being chased by demons from hell. Being a young, red-blooded male,
 
   he finally stripped and jumped into the water. After a few moments, he relaxed.
 
   The water felt nice, the jets even nicer, and he shut his eyes, allowing his body to
 
   go limp and float in the tub. He didn’t hear the door open, nor did he hear Judy
 
   as she slipped in beside him. What he heard was his own yelp of surprise when
 
   Judy’s hand wrapped around his cock.
 
   “Just relax,” she said softly, and continued to stroke him.
 
   “I, uh, it’s . . . I should be going,” Ian stuttered.
 
   “Oh, I don’t think so,” Judy replied. She ducked her head beneath the
 
   roiling water and took the head of Ian’s dick into her mouth. When she surfaced
 
   with a smile, Ian’s mouth dropped open.
 
   “I know this is your first time,” she said. “Relax and enjoy it.”
 
   Ian followed her to the Jacuzzi’s steps and sat on one at the top, the one
 
   Judy patted with her hand. Kneeling two steps below him, she placed a hand on
 
   each of his knees and pushed his legs apart. Settling between them, Judy flicked
 
   her tongue over the head of his cock, slid it down the full length and sucked a
 
   ball into her mouth before moving on to the other. She licked back up the length
 
   of his cock and sucked the head into her mouth while twirling her tongue
 
   around the tip. Then she swallowed him whole.
 
   Ian gasped. He’d never been in this position before, even though he’d lied
 
   about it to his friends. Fleetingly, he wondered if they’d all lied as well, but soon
 
   he thought of nothing at all but the feel of her mouth on his cock. For the life of
 
   him, he couldn’t focus, he could only follow the sensations from Judy’s mouth
 
   and moan in pure pleasure. In less than two minutes, he shot his wad into her
 
   mouth.
 
   He looked away, embarrassed by his lack of control. “I’m—”
 
   “Don’t worry about it.” She smiled up at him and licked her lips. “That’s
 
   the desired result.”
 
   She stood and climbed the stairs past him, and he got his first look at his
 
   first real naked woman. All the others he’d seen in magazines.
 
   “Come with me,” she said, and he jumped to his feet and followed her.
 
   Judy led him into her bedroom, a large room with a giant canopied bed in
 
   the middle of the floor. The French doors at the end of the room opened to a
 
   large veranda overlooking a swimming pool below.
 
   Ian stilled, looked around and took it all in, then swallowed hard when he
 
   noticed they weren’t alone. Another naked, stunning woman lay on her stomach
 
   across the bed. She rose up on her elbows, looked at Ian, and smiled with a wink.
 
   “Hi there,” she said.
 
   “This is Ian, but you can call him cutie pie,” Judy said with a laugh and
 
   climbed onto the bed.
 
   “I’m Tracie,” the woman said, and Ian’s mouth fell open.
 
   The women broke into giggles.
 
   “Yep, my stepdaughter,” Judy said through hysterical laughter.
 
   “Come on, cutie pie, join us.” Tracie stretched an arm out.
 
   Speechless, Ian suddenly realized he was still completely naked. Taking a
 
   deep breath, he blew it out and in three strides flopped onto the bed between
 
   them.
 
   “He’s a virgin,” Judy said matter-of-factly.
 
   “Really? You’re a virgin? Well, I guess this will blow your fantasies right
 
   out of the water!”
 
   The women caressed his body, their hands sliding over his chest and
 
   stomach and down between his legs. One wrapped a hand around his cock that
 
   had come to attention without much convincing while the other massaged his
 
   balls. Judy’s mouth came down on his, and Tracie joined the kiss, their tongues
 
   waging a little skirmish. Awestruck, Ian surrendered, and completely lost
 
   himself in what was happening to him, followed along wherever the women led.
 
   In ten days he’d celebrate his eighteenth birthday, and he couldn’t have asked for
 
   a nicer pre-birthday present.
 
   Tracie ran her tongue down Ian’s chest and nibbled on his puckered
 
   nipple before making a trail down his stomach. Moving to his cock, she sucked
 
   him into her mouth and he gasped. Judy straddled his chest, inching forward
 
   until her cunt touched his lips, and then told him what to do.
 
   Using his hands to spread her velvety lips, his tongue flicked out and
 
   touched her clit. Glancing up, a shiver shot through him as he watched the
 
   woman play with her own tits. The sight thrilled him as much as Tracie sucking
 
   on his dick did. After laving Judy’s pussy with his tongue, he sucked her clit and
 
   she ground her hips against him and moaned. When he looked up again, Tracie
 
   knelt behind Judy and massaged the woman’s tits while kissing and licking her
 
   neck and shoulder.
 
   Ian flicked his tongue over Judy’s clit. Her body tensed and another moan
 
   fell from her lips.
 
   “That’s it baby, come in his mouth,” Tracie whispered. She tugged Judy
 
   away from Ian and gently pushed her onto her back. “Let’s see who you like
 
   better.” She pulled Judy’s legs apart and positioned herself between her thighs.
 
   Turning to Ian she said, “Get on your knees and fuck me from behind.”
 
   Ian scrambled to his knees between Tracie’s legs while the woman dived
 
   face-first into Judy’s wet cunt. Although still nervous after what had just
 
   happened, he brushed his hands over Tracie’s ass. He’d never touched a woman
 
   before and he certainly had never fucked one. Entertaining fantasies while
 
   jacking off in his room didn’t count.
 
   “Slam your dick into me, damn it,” Tracie said.
 
   Ian slid his hands over her ass cheeks until he reached her pussy. He
 
   rubbed his thumbs back and forth over the slick folds of skin until he found the
 
   spot to place his dick. Holding his cock in one hand, he rubbed the head up and
 
   down over her cunt until the head slipped inside. Ian’s breath caught and his
 
   heart beat wildly as he slid the rest of his shaft into her. Her hot, wet pussy
 
   wrapped around his dick and she sucked him deep inside of her. He held her by
 
   the hips and slid in and out of her, his rhythm increasing with every stroke. He
 
   pounded her hard and heard his heavy sack slap against her bare skin.
 
   In the back of his mind, he heard Judy emit a loud cry, and Tracie moaned,
 
   but he barely registered the sounds. With his eyes closed and his body tense, the
 
   only thing he felt was his dick sliding in and out of her warm, wet pussy. He
 
   came with such force he arched backward, then forward and fell into Tracie, who
 
   collapsed on top of Judy. The trio panted, slick with one another’s sweat.
 
   For the rest of the summer, Ian arrived at the mansion every Saturday and
 
   spent the night, and most of Sunday. The trio rolled around in bed, on the floor,
 
   in the pool, and anywhere else the mood struck. The women instructed Ian, and
 
   he eagerly followed their lead. Judy paid him five hundred dollars a week, and
 
   by the end of summer, several of the women’s friends had learned of the little
 
   tryst. Ian had a fulltime job keeping them all serviced.
 
   By the time he started college, he was earning two grand a week. With no
 
   other choice but to go to law school, Ian knew his father would settle for nothing
 
   less than to have his son follow in his footsteps. Between semesters Ian continued
 
   seeing Judy and Tracie, along with a number of other women. By the time he’d
 
   earned his law degree, he knew he could make more money as an escort than he
 
   could as a lawyer. He also knew his looks wouldn’t last forever; so having some- 
 
   thing to fall back on wasn’t bad either.
 
                                                           ~ * ~
 
   Ian jumped when the phone rang. Glancing at the Rolex on his wrist, he
 
   figured the limo service had arrived for him. He answered the phone, waited
 
   until the person on the other end quit speaking and said, “Yes, I’ll be down in
 
   five minutes. Thank you.”
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   “Esther, you look lovely as always,” Ian said, taking her hand and kissing
 
   it.
 
   She handed him a check. “You’re always such a gentleman.”
 
   He didn’t look at it, but merely folded it and tucked it away in his inside
 
   jacket pocket.
 
   Esther watched him and said, “See, always a gentleman.”
 
   “You’re my favorite girl, Esther. Where are we off to tonight?” He took
 
   her hand and tucked it beneath his arm.
 
    “A benefit for the children’s hospital,” she said as they walked down the
 
   hallway to the foyer. “My husband, God rest his soul, and I have supported it for
 
   years, ever since our twin granddaughters, Maya and Lacey, were born
 
   premature. They’d have died had it not been for the children’s hospital.”
 
   “I’m sorry to hear they had such a rough time. It must have been hard on
 
   the entire family.” Ian handed her into the limo and settled in beside her.
 
   “They survived and married, had their own children. I think Maya, no,
 
   maybe it was Lacey…” She laughed. “I can’t keep things straight anymore. But
 
   one is about to become a grandmother.”
 
   “So you’ll be a great-grandmother. Congratulations.”
 
   “You know, you’re right. I hadn’t even thought of it myself, but I guess I
 
   will.” She beamed and squeezed his knee.
 
   Ian sat with Esther at the benefit, escorted her around to various cliques
 
   where she was known by all, and danced with her when the band started up. By
 
   eight-thirty, Esther was worn out and Ian summoned the limo and escorted the
 
   lady home.
 
   He jogged back to the limo after giving Esther a quick peck on the cheek,
 
   slid into the seat and told the driver to take him back to his own apartment. As
 
   the vehicle glided through traffic, Ian pulled Esther’s check from his pocket and
 
   unfolded it. He shook his head and laughed. She’d paid him twice his usual fee.
 
   But then, she always did. Ian didn’t know if he brought back memories of her
 
   youth, or perhaps he reminded her of her husband in some way. Or maybe she
 
   liked being seen in public with a man half her age. It didn’t really matter though;
 
   he enjoyed his dates with her.
 
   Tipping the limo driver before he got out at his apartment building, Ian
 
   said goodnight to the man, went to the elevator and pushed the button. Inside
 
   his apartment, he changed, glanced in the mirror and brushed his teeth. When he
 
   was again in the parking garage, he started his car and pulled into the warm
 
   night air.
 
   Traffic was light and he still had plenty of time to reach his destination.
 
   He didn’t even have the new client’s name, and didn’t know what she wanted.
 
   Sometimes the women were very clear that they required some sort of sexual
 
   activity. They were explicit about what they expected, and what they were
 
   paying for. Other times, there was the usual dinner, drinks, and dancing,
 
   followed by coy come-ons. Ian came prepared for any eventuality but he
 
   preferred women who were straight about what they wanted; it saved everyone
 
   time.
 
   He parked his car and smoothed his pants when he stepped out of the
 
   vehicle. At the Embassy Suites hotel, Ian checked his Palm Pilot to make sure he
 
   remembered the room number correctly. Nodding to the hotel clerk, he walked
 
   to the elevator and pushed the floor number. His clientèle list was not
 
   exceedingly long, but they were all steady, repeat clients. Rarely did he get a call
 
   for an out-of-towner unless one of his regular clients recommended him, but he
 
   always received a note from Bridget telling him who’d done the referring. With
 
   no note for this one, he was a tad confused.
 
   Standing in front of the door, Ian knocked lightly and waited. When no
 
   one answered, he knocked on the door again. Still no answer. Checking his Palm
 
   Pilot, Ian confirmed he had the right room. He knocked once more, waited for a
 
   few seconds, walked back to the elevator and pushed the button.
 
   Believing perhaps the lady in question was running late, he decided he’d
 
   wait in the hotel bar, have a drink then check back with her. He nodded to the
 
   desk clerk again, walked down the hallway and into the dimly lit bar. Pulling up
 
   a stool, he ordered bourbon on the rocks and watched the baseball game on the
 
   television mounted on the wall.
 
   “Ian? What are you doing here?”
 
   Turning around, Ian came face-to-face with Gillian Carmichael. “Gillian, I
 
   didn’t realize you were staying here. I thought you were staying with Mother
 
   and Sylvia,” he said casually.
 
   “Yes, I am staying here. I didn’t want to be a burden to your mother and
 
   take up any mother-daughter time.”
 
   “That’s thoughtful of you, but I’m sure it didn’t go over well with Syl.”
 
   Gillian chuckled. “No, she wasn’t exactly thrilled with the idea, but we
 
   just finished supper together and I had her drop me off. Now what are you doing
 
   here?”
 
   “I’m supposed to be meeting with a client, but I think I may have gotten
 
   the schedule screwed up or something. Care for a drink?”
 
   She glanced at her watch, and then replied, “Yes, I think I have time for
 
   one, but a quick one.”
 
   “Are you waiting for someone?” Ian asked, waving the bartender over.
 
   “I’ll have a Cosmopolitan,” she told the bartender, and turned back to Ian.
 
   “Uh, no, I’m expecting a phone call in my room. A conference call that I can’t
 
   take on my cell phone.”
 
   The bartender set Gillian’s drink in front of her. Ian lifted his glass, and
 
   she followed.
 
   “To new friends,” he said, touching her glass with his.
 
   “To new friends,” she said and sipped her drink.
 
   They chatted, laughed at silly jokes and funny stories until Gillian finished
 
   her drink.
 
   “I’m sorry, I really have to go or I’ll miss this call and be up a creek.”
 
   “Allow me to walk you to the elevator,” Ian said, slapping a twenty onto
 
   the bar.
 
   “Thank you. That’s very sweet of you.” She took his proffered arm.
 
   At the elevator, Ian kissed Gillian’s cheek and said goodnight. He waited
 
   until the elevator doors closed and pushed the button for the one next to it. He
 
   didn’t want to take the chance Gillian’s room would be on the same floor as his
 
   client’s room. He’d check the woman’s room one more time before calling it a
 
   night. And he’d definitely have a talk with Bridget in the morning.
 
   Getting off the elevator, he checked the hall in both directions, and walked
 
   to the client’s room. He knocked and waited, then heard a voice from inside.
 
   “Just a moment please,” a female said. A few moments later, she called to
 
   him through the door. “Who’s there, please?”
 
   Ian cleared his throat. “I’m from the escort service.”
 
   “Oh, good,” she said opening the door, “I didn’t miss…”
 
   “Gillian?”
 
   “You…” Gillian’s face turned crimson as she tried to cover herself.
 
   Wearing a black demi-bra with a matching thong and high heels, she looked very sexy. 
 
   At least from what Ian could see before she shrieked, ran into the bathroom 
 
   and slammed the door.
 
   Ian couldn’t stop the roar of laughter from escaping. What a crazy
 
   situation! He shut the door behind him and walked toward the bathroom.
 
   “Gillian, open the door, darlin’, everything is all right. I promise.”
 
   “Oh my God,” she wailed. “I’m so embarrassed, please go away.”
 
   “Gillian, I need to talk to you about this, please come out.”
 
   “No, I’m never coming out. Just leave, please!”
 
   “Gillian, I’m not going to tell anyone, but we need to discuss this.” Silence
 
   met his words. Ian looked around the room and spied a bathrobe lying on the
 
   bed. He picked it up, carried it to the bathroom and knocked. “Gillian, at least
 
   open the door and take your robe.”
 
   He waited a few moments then heard the doorknob slowly turn. The door
 
   creaked open and Gillian’s hand slipped out. He placed the robe in her hand, but
 
   she had to open the door a little more for it to fit. When she did, Ian grabbed the
 
   edge of the door and pushed it open.
 
   “Sorry about that, but we really do need to talk. Now come out of there,”
 
   he said keeping his eyes on hers.
 
   Gillian wrapped the robe around her body, strolled to a chair at the table
 
   and sat down. “I am so sorry, and so embarrassed,” she said, her voice barely
 
   audible.
 
   Ian sat down across from her, hoping the table between them would give
 
   her a sense of safety. “It’s not a big deal. Don’t worry about it, okay?”
 
   “You must think I’m a—”
 
   “And now you know what I am,” he interrupted.
 
   As his words sank in, Gillian looked up at him with a grin. “Oh my,
 
   you’re right. You’re a, a…”
 
   “An escort?” he said.
 
   She nodded and began to laugh. “Yes, an escort.”
 
   “You have anything to drink here?”
 
   “I think there’s something in the honor bar; I didn’t really look.”
 
   Ian went to the bar and opened the cupboard door. “Looks like gin,
 
   vodka, or whiskey.”
 
   “If there’s Seven-Up, I’ll have whiskey.”
 
   “Here we go,” he said, setting two little bottles of whiskey and a can of
 
   soda on the table. “I’ll get you a glass from the bathroom. Ah, and you have ice
 
   too,” he called out. Returning to the table, he mixed the drink for her, and
 
   poured a bottle of whiskey into a glass of ice for himself.
 
   “So, you’re an escort?”
 
   “Yes and my family doesn’t know. I’d really appreciate it if…”
 
   Gillian waved her hand in the air. “I’ll keep your secret if you’ll keep
 
   mine.”
 
   “There’s nothing wrong with wanting a little company when you’re far
 
   from home, Gillian. By the way, who referred you to me?”
 
   “I don’t remember. I came into town last year and one of my clients gave
 
   me a card, said if I ever needed, well, suffice it to say, she was clearly satisfied
 
   with your services.”
 
   Ian cleared his throat again. “I don’t think thank you is the right response
 
   here,” he said with a laugh. “Who’s your client?”
 
                  “Let me think,” she said and took a drink from her glass. “Oh yes, I think
 
   it was Rebecca, oh, I can’t remember her last name.”
 
   “What does she do?”
 
   “Interior design firm.”
 
   Ian nodded. “Rebecca Randolph. She inherited an entire banking
 
   conglomerate from her father and then married the president of it all. She’s got
 
   too much money and time on her hands and the interior design firm is just one of
 
   her many hobbies.”
 
   “Some hobby. She’s done quite well with it.”
 
   “Of course she has. Rebecca does quite well at everything. The Randolph
 
   name wouldn’t have it any other way,” he said with a laugh. Changing the
 
   subject, he asked, “If I may ask without embarrassing you, what did you have
 
   planned for us tonight?”
 
   “Nothing,” she said.
 
   “At my rates you planned nothing?” He raised an eyebrow.
 
   “No, yes. I meant nothing big, just dinner out, and a few drinks maybe.”
 
   “You were in the middle of getting dressed when I came to the door. Or
 
   do you always answer the door in your underwear?”
 
   Gillian felt her face heat again and put her hands to her cheeks. “Are you
 
   ever going to let me live this down?”
 
   Ian grinned and shook his head. “Nope. I love the color of your cheeks
 
   when you’re embarrassed. I’ll be bringing it up a lot. Now get dressed and let’s
 
   go out.”
 
   “Really? You still want to go out with me?”
 
   “Well it looks as if my date canceled and I have nothing else to do. So
 
   yeah, let’s go somewhere. On me,” he added with a wicked gleam in his eyes.
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   “Do you come here a lot?” Gillian asked.
 
   “Occasionally, when I have some time off,” Ian replied.
 
   “It’s wonderful.”
 
   “Would you like to dance?” Ian came to his feet and offered his hand.
 
   Gillian smiled and stood. They walked to the dance floor and Ian twirled
 
   her into his arms, holding her tightly as the music played. He felt her large
 
   breasts against his chest and it sent a warm sensation crawling through his gut.
 
   He smiled over the top of her head, enjoying the feeling. It had been quite 
 
   some time since he’d actually felt attracted to a woman, much less sexual attraction. 
 
   His job didn’t require feelings; it simply required stimulation. Quite a different
 
   sensation that he hadn’t felt it in a long time. In fact, he couldn’t recall the last
 
   time he had. Closing his eyes, he let the feelings wash through his blood and
 
   move from his belly into his groin until his balls tightened against his body.
 
   When the music ended, he escorted Gillian back to their table. “Thank you
 
   for the dance.”
 
   “You’re welcome,” she replied.
 
   “Would you like another drink?”
 
   “No, I don’t think so.”
 
   “Would you like another dance?”
 
   “No, I don’t think so.”
 
   “Would you like to go back to your hotel?”
 
   “No, I don’t think so.”
 
   Ian smiled. “Would you like to go home with me?”
 
   Gillian smiled back. “Yes, I think I would.”
 
   Ian gazed at Gillian in the soft light and thought she looked beautiful.
 
   Extraordinarily beautiful. Her long, dark hair hung over one shoulder, 
 
   completely covering her left breast. Her dark eyes looked black in the dim light and a 
 
   slight smile parted her full, pink lips. He saw her chest rise and fall slightly with each 
 
   breath she took, and she looked completely at ease. He wondered why he had the 
 
   jitters.
 
   He reached for her, stroked her cheek and let his hand move down the
 
   column of her throat to her silk blouse. Unbuttoning the blouse, his hands grazed
 
   the lacy fabric of her bra. He slid the material off her shoulders and it fell to the
 
   floor. He pulled her into his arms and his mouth covered hers, softly, gently, at
 
   first. He nibbled at her lips and sucked her full bottom lip into his mouth. He felt
 
   her hands moving up and down his back, pulling his shirt out of the waistband
 
   of his slacks so she could feel his bare skin. Her touch sent a shiver down his
 
   spine and goose bumps over his flesh. Her nails grazed his skin as he found the
 
   clasp to her bra and slid it off her body.
 
   Gillian ran her hands over his back, around his stomach and up his chest
 
   before she pushed him away from her. She licked her lips and smiled while
 
   unbuttoning his shirt. When she pushed it over his shoulders, her lip caught in
 
   her teeth as she looked at him. Through hooded eyes she admired the planes and
 
   hard angles with sinewy muscle beneath smooth, tanned skin, and covered with
 
   a light dusting of dark hair. Letting her hands glide over him, she raked her nails
 
   through the hair on his chest and followed the thin trail down his stomach until
 
   it disappeared. She pulled the hook on his trousers free, unzipped them and let
 
   them slide over his hips and down his legs. Bare beneath it all, he looked
 
   magnificent. Her breath caught as she reached for him and wrapped her hand
 
   around his dick. She dropped to her knees, knelt before him, and sucked him
 
   into her mouth.
 
   She moved back and forth on him, loving the feel of his cock growing
 
   hard against her tongue, and he continued to grow larger until her jaws ached
 
   from his demanding size. With his fingers tangled in her hair, he moved her
 
   mouth back and forth on his cock, setting his own rhythm, and she followed
 
   where he led.
 
   “Look at me,” he said hoarsely. He pulled her head back and she had no
 
   choice but to meet his eyes. He moved his hands to each side of her face, holding
 
   her head perfectly still while he pushed his cock farther down her throat.
 
   Gillian ran her hands up the outside of his legs, around to the cheeks of
 
   his ass, and back to the insides of his thighs. She grasped his balls gently, yet
 
   firmly in one hand, and massaged him as she watched his face. His changing
 
   expressions told her how much he enjoyed fucking her mouth, and she grazed
 
   her nails down one thigh.
 
   About to explode in her mouth, Ian knew he had to stop right then. Her
 
   warm mouth felt so damn good; the last thing he wanted was to stop but he
 
   pulled out. He gritted his teeth, placed his hands on her shoulders and lifted her
 
   to him. Scooping her up, he carried her to the bed and lay down beside her.
 
   Gently, he stroked her cheek and kissed her. He slid his tongue into her mouth
 
   and palmed one of her tits. Her nipples grew taut and her body responded to his
 
   touch. He licked his way down her neck and over her collarbone. He sucked a
 
   nipple into his mouth while his hand moved farther down her body. He stroked
 
   the soft skin of her stomach, fingered the small hoop in her bellybutton, and
 
   moved over her hips to her thighs.
 
   Gillian arched into his hand when he cupped her pussy and slid one
 
   finger up and down the wet folds. Her legs spread for him, she rocked her hips
 
   against his hand as two of his fingers slipped inside her. She felt his teeth on her
 
   nipple and it drove a spear of desire straight to her clit. One of her hands roamed
 
   restlessly over Ian’s back while the other massaged one tit.
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me now!”
 
   Ian slid on top of her and kissed both her breasts, then slid down her body
 
   with his tongue leaving a wet, hot trail over her skin. On his knees between her
 
   legs, he grasped her hips in both hands and held her tightly to the bed, then
 
   licked the thin strip of hair left from her last bikini wax down to her clit. He
 
   sucked her clit between his lips, held it gently while his tongue flicked back and
 
   forth over it. His eyes never left Gillian’s face while he watched her reactions to
 
   his movements. Her hands roamed over her tits, roamed down her stomach and
 
   back up her body, up her neck and over her face. She sucked a finger into her
 
   mouth and moaned loudly. His tongue slipped farther down, and he dipped into
 
   her wet pussy and mouth-fucked her.
 
   Gillian thought she’d burst into flames if Ian continued in this manner.
 
   Every nerve in her body burned, every cell called out to him, and every ounce of
 
   her being begged for release. Being held down thrilled her, but what he did
 
   while he held her down rocked her nearly out of her mind.
 
   “Fuck me,” she begged. “Just make me come. I can’t stand this!”
 
   Gillian’s words brought Ian to his knees. He sat between her thighs cross-
 
   legged, and lifted her to him. Positioned so her legs hung over his shoulders with
 
   her cunt at his mouth, he feasted. He flicked his tongue over her clit and just
 
   when she was about to come, he pulled her back. He slid his mouth to her
 
   opening and sucked her pussy juices before moving back to her clit where he
 
   blew a raspberry until she writhed and screamed his name. He continued that
 
   sweet torture for several minutes until Gillian’s body glistened with perspiration.
 
   Her hands massaged her tits, and she begged him over and over to make
 
   her come. With one last breath, he blew on her clit, vibrated it with his lips and
 
   watched her face while she came, screaming for more. When at last she finished,
 
   she fell limply back onto the bed, panting. Ian lapped at her gently until her
 
   breathing returned to normal, then slid up to lay beside her.
 
   With a gentle kiss, he pushed the hair back out of her face. “Roll over to
 
   your side,” he whispered. With her ass pressed against his hard cock, he held
 
   one cheek in his hand and slid slowly into her, taking his time filling her. He
 
   wrapped an arm around her waist, splayed the flat of his hand on her abdomen
 
   and pressed her back against him. Sliding his other arm around her shoulders
 
   with her head resting on his upper arm, he pulled her head back against him.
 
   He wrapped his hand around one of her tits and began stroking his dick
 
   in and out of her. Slowly building up speed and force, he slipped the hand on her
 
   abdomen lower so that his fingers reached between her legs and found her clit.
 
   With each stroke of his cock, her pussy moved forward against his fingers,
 
   bringing her to the edge again. She panted and moaned while he moved his
 
   other hand from her breast to her throat and squeezed just until her airflow had
 
   been nearly shut off. He pounded his cock into her, harder and harder, until her
 
   pussy contracted hard around him and her juices flooded him. He released her
 
   throat, wrapped both arms tightly around her, and bit the back of her neck when
 
   he came.
 
   With her body held tightly against him, he panted harshly, “Be still. Just
 
   don’t move for a moment.”
 
   Gillian didn’t think she could move if her life depended on it. She panted
 
   and tried to catch her breath. She felt Ian’s body begin to relax, so she clenched
 
   her pussy muscles around his semi-erect dick. She laughed when he groaned.
 
   “How ya doin’?” she asked.
 
   “Close to death. You?”
 
   “Better now. Goodness, I don’t know how much women pay you for that,
 
   but whatever it is, you’re worth every penny!” Gillian chuckled.
 
   Ian pulled her closer and whispered, “It doesn’t matter how much they
 
   pay me, they never get that.”
 
   Gillian turned her head to look at him but his eyes were already closed.
 
   She lifted his hand to her mouth and kissed the back of it.
 
                                                   ~ * ~
 
   The phone rang bright and early the next morning. Ian moaned as he
 
   rolled over to answer it. “Hello,” he said groggily.
 
   “Brunch at mother’s in two hours,” Sylvia announced. “Be there.”
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “Nearly ten-thirty. Get out of bed and be here on time, please?”
 
   “Yes, dear,” he groaned. “I’ll be there.” He fumbled to hang up the
 
   receiver.
 
   He rolled back over and smiled as he watched Gillian sleeping. Her hair
 
   fanned the pillow like a halo and a slight smile curved her lips. The sheet
 
   wrapped around her waist and her nipples were puckered as if inviting him. He
 
   moved toward her and accepted the invitation.
 
   “That’s the best way to wake up,” Gillian said, sitting up. They’d made
 
   love for nearly an hour.
 
   “Just wait until you see what I have planned in the shower,” Ian said,
 
   raising both eyebrows. “We have to be at my mother’s for brunch by twelve-thirty.”
 
   “What? Oh, no, I can’t go.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “We can’t show up there together. There’s no earthly reason the two of us
 
   should be together.”
 
   Ian laughed, took her hand and tugged her into the bathroom. “Don’t
 
   worry about it. I’ll take you by your hotel so you can change, but first I’ll call Syl
 
   and ask if she wants me to pick you up since I’m closer than she is.”
 
   “Okay.” Gillian nodded. She stepped into the open rainfall shower,
 
   grabbed his hand and pulled him in with her.[bookmark: _Toc366667377]
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   Ian opened the door to his mother’s house without knocking and ushered
 
   Gillian inside. Taking her jacket, he handed it to Gwyneth, the maid, and
 
   escorted Gillian into the parlor.
 
   “Oh, you’re here,” Sylvia said with obvious delight in her voice. “Gillian,
 
   you look radiant. What have you been doing?”
 
   Without a glance at Ian, Gillian didn’t give anything away. “I had a salt
 
   scrub and facial this morning,” she said with a smile.
 
   “That sounds wonderful. Who did you use? Maybe I should call them
 
   before I leave.”
 
   “I’m not sure,” Gillian replied. “I left her card at the hotel. I’ll get it for
 
   you.”
 
   “Come on, Mother’s waiting in the dining hall,” Sylvia announced, and
 
   led the way.
 
   “You’re amazing,” Ian whispered, leaning in toward Gillian.
 
   “Thank you,” she whispered back and walked ahead to catch up with
 
   Sylvia.
 
   “Ian,” his mother said as she kissed his cheek. “Thank you for picking up
 
   Gillian for us. We could have sent the car, you know.”
 
   “It wasn’t a problem, Mother,” he replied.
 
   “And why she won’t stay here when we have so many guest rooms, I just
 
   can’t figure,” Catherine continued. “There really is no reason why she should be
 
   staying at a hotel alone.”
 
   “Mother, please,” Sylvia said with a shake of her head. “I already
 
   explained it to you. Gillian isn’t comfortable staying in someone else’s home and
 
   she really does live in hotels most of the time anyway.”
 
    “Mother, please take a seat,” Ian said, and held out a chair for her. “And
 
   Sylvia,” he said holding her chair. “Last, but certainly not least, Gillian, may I
 
   help you to your seat?”
 
   “Thank you, Ian. Such a gentleman,” she said with a bright smile and took
 
   the chair he held.
 
   After he’d seated himself, Ian asked, “What’s on the agenda for today,
 
   Mother?”
 
   “I have an appointment, but I believe Sylvia and Gillian are going to the
 
   club later.”
 
   “Yes,” Sylvia confirmed. “I spent all last evening on the phone with
 
   everyone from school and we’re having cocktails at the club this afternoon. We’ll
 
   have dinner at Alfredo’s, followed by dancing at Fire Light.”
 
   “Well that sounds like a fine evening for you ladies,” Ian said as brunch
 
   was served.
 
   “It’s not only for the ladies, at least not the dinner and dancing. Won’t you
 
   come with us, Ian?”
 
   “I have plans, Sylvia, I’m sorry. If I’d known earlier I might have been able
 
   to rearrange my schedule, but as it is… ”
 
   “Oh, please, please, please Ian?” Sylvia whined.
 
   Ian raised a brow and laughed. “You sound exactly as you did when you
 
   were twelve and wanted me to drive you someplace without Mother knowing!”
 
   “So you’ll come?” Sylvia said with a laugh.
 
   “I suppose my appointment isn’t so important that it can’t be changed for
 
   my only sister.”
 
   With a sideways glance toward Gillian, Sylvia whispered, “I can always
 
   get him to do what I want him to.”
 
   “Is that a fact, little sister?” Ian said, laughing.
 
   “Yes, it is! Besides, you can be Gillian’s date for the evening.”
 
   “I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” Gillian said quickly.
 
                  “Of course it will,” Sylvia replied. Everyone is married now, so their
 
   husbands will be along for dinner. And Mother has promised to join us, as well.
 
   Ian can escort three beautiful women this evening. You can handle three, can’t
 
   you, Ian?”
 
   Tipping his champagne glass to his lips, Ian took a sip, and replied, “It’ll
 
   be a harrowing undertaking, but I suppose if anyone can do it, it’s me!”
 
                                                          ~ * ~
 
   Leaving the women to themselves after brunch, Ian drove home. He
 
   wanted to rearrange his schedule for the evening, but he also needed sleep.
 
   Lying on his bed in only his boxers, he stretched out and closed his eyes.
 
   Gillian’s face came to life before him and he thought about the night they spent
 
   together. He hadn’t intended for the evening to end with them in bed together;
 
   that had seemed to happen on its own. Very smoothly, very easily. Too easily, he
 
   thought now. He hadn’t had an actual date with a woman in so long, he couldn’t
 
   remember when it hadn’t been strictly business.
 
   Even though he knew she’d intended to hire him for the evening,
 
   something had changed for both of them. He liked her. That was the unusual
 
   part. Not that he didn’t like his clients, but the relationships were far from
 
   friendship. And he really liked Gillian. In fact, he actually looked forward to
 
   tonight, and looked forward to spending a night with friends and family in a
 
   normal environment where he could just be himself.
 
   He and Gillian could get to know one another on a personal level. She
 
   already knew what he did for a living, so they’d jumped the worst hurdle. He
 
   didn’t even have to think about how the night would end. If they wound up in
 
   bed, that would be fine with him, but if they didn’t, that was fine too. With that
 
   thought, Ian drifted off to sleep.
 
                                                                    ~ * ~
 
   The alarm jolted Ian awake. He rolled off the bed and headed into the
 
   shower. He glanced at the clock as he dressed, happy to see he had enough time
 
   before he had to be at Alfredo’s for dinner. After he slipped his shoes on, he
 
   grabbed his keys and headed for the parking garage. He had two stops to make
 
   before he got to the restaurant. The first one at his favorite drive-thru coffee shop
 
   for a much-needed shot of caffeine, and the second at the florist to pick up three
 
   bouquets of roses for the women in his life. He gave red roses to his mother,
 
   white roses to his sister, and yellow roses to Gillian.
 
   “You are such a charmer,” his mother said with a smile and kissed his
 
   cheek.
 
   “Thank you,” Sylvia said and buried her face in the flowers to inhale the
 
   lovely fragrance.
 
   “Yes, thank you,” Gillian said. “You’re very kind to think of me.”
 
   “You are all welcome,” he said. “Shall we go?” He held his arm for his
 
   mother, and one for his sister, but Sylvia sidestepped and urged Gillian to take
 
   Ian’s arm.
 
   “I have to get my purse,” Sylvia said with a sly smile.
 
   Ian rolled his eyes. “M’lady?” he said to Gillian and offered his arm,
 
   which she took.
 
   “Your sister is a matchmaker, isn’t she?” Gillian laughed.
 
   “She tries,” Ian said and escorted the women to the waiting limousine.
 
   After settling the ladies into the limo, Ian went back into the house and
 
   called for Sylvia, who came running down the hall.
 
   “We were going to leave without you,” he said teasingly.
 
   “No, you weren’t,” she said and took his arm. “What do you think of
 
   Gillian? Isn’t she wonderful? And beautiful?”
 
   “Yes, yes, and I think she’s a very nice person.”
 
    “Nice? Just nice?”
 
   “What else am I to think of her?”
 
   “She is quite worldly, she travels, has a great education, a wonderful job. I
 
   think you two would be perfect together.”
 
   “If she has such a great education and wonderful job, what would she
 
   want with me?”
 
   “Oh, you are impossible!”
 
   Ian opened the limo door and climbed in after his sister. “Yes, I am,” he
 
   said with a wink after they were settled.
 
   “You are what, darling?” his mother asked.
 
   “Nothing. A little joke between brother and sister,” Ian said and grinned.
 
   “You’ll have to forgive my children, Gillian. They seem to forget they’re
 
   no longer teenagers.”
 
   Gillian laughed. “That’s perfectly all right. I have a brother too. I
 
   completely understand.”
 
   Ian helped them out of the limo when they reached the restaurant and
 
   escorted them inside. A few of the couples had already arrived, so Ian escorted
 
   the women to the reserved tables. After making introductions, everyone ordered
 
   drinks, except for Sylvia, who ordered a virgin strawberry daiquiri and then
 
   announced to her friends that she was expecting. The cheering and toasts began
 
   and the noisy group of friends continued their merriment right through dinner.
 
   With Fire Light just around the corner, everyone walked as a group to the
 
   nightclub and lounge and continued the party after dinner. Gillian fit in with Ian
 
   and Sylvia’s friends and family and Ian couldn’t take his eyes off her. She
 
   laughed and joked with them, and listened enraptured to all the tales they told.
 
   Ian could tell how entranced the men were with her, and the women had already 
 
   accepted her as one of their own. When the music began again, Ian stood and offered 
 
   his hand to Gillian.
 
   “Will you dance with me?”
 
   She smiled up at him and his heart thudded in his chest.
 
   “Yes,” she said with a smile and took his hand.
 
   Leading her onto the dance floor, Ian pulled her close. Her hair felt like
 
   silk against his face and smelled of flowers. He inhaled deeply, and then
 
   tightened his arm around her. Moving with the gentle beat, Ian realized how
 
   long it had been since he’d danced with a woman for the pleasure alone. A
 
   graceful and responsive partner, Gillian followed his lead, and as Ian gazed into
 
   her eyes, his stomach did a flip. The realization that he might actually have
 
   feelings for her suddenly hit him and he almost laughed aloud. What an absurd
 
   notion, he thought. He lived a certain way, had a certain lifestyle not conducive
 
   to romantic involvement. Still, the emotions that washed over him while they
 
   danced left him wondering long after the music had faded.
 
   At nearly three in the morning, Ian saw his sister and mother home,
 
   promising to escort Gillian safely back to her hotel. When the limo pulled into
 
   the unloading zone, he said, “Thank you for the wonderful evening, Gillian. I’ll
 
   walk you to the door.”
 
   “I’d hoped you’d come up,” she whispered.
 
   Smiling, he kissed her hand. “I think you should get some rest. But I’ll see
 
   you later at the club for brunch.”
 
   He walked her to the hotel lobby and kissed her on the cheek. “Good
 
   night, Gillian.”
 
   “Goodnight,” she replied, and turned to the elevator.
 
   Ian got out of the limo when it stopped in front of his building and went
 
   up to his apartment. Undressing, he thought of Gillian and wished he hadn’t
 
   turned down her offer, but he knew this was best. The feelings he now had for
 
   her went beyond friendship and could only be trouble. Besides, he saw no way
 
   for a relationship to work out for them. She lived in another state and traveled all
 
   over the world for work. His job was more stationary, but not conducive to
 
   building a relationship and he wasn’t quite ready to give up his lifestyle just yet.
 
   No, he’d made the right decision. Gillian would be on her way to Tulsa in two
 
   days and they’d probably never see one another again anyway. Better to leave on
 
   friendly terms with nice memories of their time together.
 
   Ian slipped between the silk sheets and closed his eyes. It had been a long
 
   day and he fell into a sound asleep.[bookmark: _Toc366667378]
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   In desperate need of coffee, preferably a latte with an extra shot, Gillian
 
   stretched and yawned, and finally forced herself to crawl out of bed to make her
 
   way to the shower. Sore from dancing the night before, she stood beneath the
 
   spray, reveling in the hot water sliding down her back and neck as she turned
 
   the shower head massage jets on. When she stepped out of the shower, the
 
   phone rang and she hurried to answer it.
 
   “Hello,” she said.
 
   “When are you going to be back?”
 
   Gillian took a deep breath and let it out. “I’m on the noon flight tomorrow.
 
   I’ll get in around two.”
 
   “I’ll have the car waiting for you.”
 
   “Fine, fine.”
 
   “Gillian, I know you needed this little vacation, but you’re my best girl.
 
   You have no idea how many clients I’ve had to put off this week.”
 
   “Well, it doesn’t hurt them to want a little bit, does it? I am only human,
 
   you know. I need to rest once in a while and take some time for myself.”
 
   “Yes, I know and I’m glad you did, but you really don’t know what a bind
 
   I’ve been in here.”
 
   “Oh please, you’re not in a bind. You have plenty of other girls you can
 
   call on. You like to make me feel guilty.”
 
                  “That’s not true! You’re my number one and I need you!”
 
   “That may be true, but you’re a class-A drama queen, Martha, and you’re
 
   only thinking of yourself.”
 
   “Well…” Martha sniffed. “It is all about me after all!”
 
   Gillian laughed. “Yes, dear, I know it is. I’ll see you tomorrow and I want
 
   to talk to you when I get there.”
 
   “Anything urgent?”
 
   Gillian paused. She didn’t want to have this conversation over the phone.
 
   Truthfully, she’d been giving considerable thought to cutting back, maybe
 
   quitting altogether. Not that Martha would understand, the woman would
 
   probably have a stroke at the thought of her quitting. But now wasn’t the right
 
   time to speak to her. Gillian would deal with Martha when they were face-to-
 
   face.
 
   “No,” she replied. “It’s nothing that can’t wait until I get there.”
 
   “All right, dear. Have a nice flight.”
 
   Gillian hung up the phone with thoughts of a new beginning on her mind,
 
   and dressed. A knock on the door brought her out of the deep thoughts of how she
 
   would deal with Martha. “Who is it?”
 
   “Open up, Gillian, it’s me. Sylvia.”
 
   “Sylvia, what are you doing here?” Gillian asked as she opened the door.
 
   “I thought I’d surprise you! So here I am. Let’s go shopping!”
 
   “That sounds like a great idea,” Gillian said, slipping on her shoes.
 
   “Where are we going?”
 
   “Downtown. There’s a lot of great shops and boutiques. And if you don’t
 
   mind, I really want to look at some stuff for the baby.”
 
   Gillian chuckled. “No, I don’t mind. As long as I have the chance to buy
 
   some new shoes.”
 
   “Don’t you have enough?”
 
   “Bite your tongue! There’s no such thing as enough shoes!” They laughed, left 
 
   the hotel and climbed into the limo.
 
                                                                ~ * ~
 
   “Ian,” Sylvia said into her cell phone. “You really must join us for supper
 
   tonight. It’s Gillian’s last night.”
 
   Ian laughed. “Do you realize I haven’t worked a single night since you
 
   and Gillian got here? I do have a business to run.”
 
   “So you’ll meet us at eight, right?”
 
   “Yes, baby sister, I’ll see you then.”
 
                                                ~ * ~
 
                  “Gillian,” Ian said, raising his glass. “It’s been a privilege to have you with
 
   us this past week. I hope you have a safe flight tomorrow and return to Chicago
 
   every chance you get.”
 
   “Here, here,” Sylvia chimed in.
 
   “Thank you,” Gillian replied. “I’ve had a wonderful visit and wish I could
 
   stay longer, but work calls.”
 
   “I’ll go with you to the airport,” Sylvia offered.
 
   “No, don’t worry about it. I have to get up early and there’s no reason for
 
   you to wear yourself out. We’ll say goodbye tonight and I’ll see you back home
 
   in a few weeks.”
 
   “And of course you’ll come back for the baby shower, won’t you?”
 
   Catherine asked.
 
   “I wouldn’t miss it,” Gillian replied.
 
                                                  ~ * ~
 
   When they’d finished supper and had visited half the night, Ian offered
 
   Gillian a ride back to her hotel, which she accepted. Ian and Gillian drove with
 
   the top down through the warm summer night.
 
   Ian looked at Gillian and thought of dropping her off at the hotel and
 
   going straight home, but the desire to have one last night with her went straight
 
   from his head to his groin. He shifted in the seat to give his semi-erect cock a
 
   little more room, and the thought of dropping her off faded quickly.
 
   “Gillian,” Ian began, “I know it’s late, but I was hoping—“
 
   “So was I,” she said coyly.
 
   Ian laughed. “Your place or mine? Never mind, let’s make it yours, and
 
   I’ll drive you to the airport tomorrow.”
 
   “Sounds good,” she said.
 
   Ian pulled into the hotel parking lot and raised the convertible hood.
 
   Escorting Gillian through the lobby, he held her hand and they chatted and
 
   laughed. When she opened the door to her room, she grabbed Ian’s tie, wrapped
 
   it around her hand, and kicked the door closed behind them.
 
   “Whoa!” Ian laughed when she shoved him against the wall. “What’s
 
   gotten in to you?”
 
   Using his tie, she pulled him down face-to-face with her and whispered,
 
   “For tonight, you’re mine. So just do as I say and you won’t get hurt. Possibly,”
 
   she added.
 
   “As you wish,” Ian whispered back. He had no problem letting a woman
 
   take charge and lead him in whatever direction she wanted to. As far as he was
 
   concerned, sex was intended to be mutually satisfying and if she had a fantasy
 
   she wanted to act out, he’d gladly accommodate her.
 
   Pulling him by his tie, Gillian led him toward the bed and released him.
 
   “Undress,” she told him and sat back on the bed to watch. When he
 
   finished, she moved to stand behind him and ran her hands over his back and
 
   down his arms. Grasping his wrists, she pulled his hands behind his back and
 
   handcuffed him.
 
   “Come with me,” she said and led him to the bed, where she pushed him
 
   down face first. Using his tie, she tied his ankles together.
 
                  “I’ll be right back,” she said and disappeared into the bathroom. She
 
   returned wearing a pair of knee high black vinyl boots with spiked heels, a black
 
   leather nipple-less bra with a leather thong, and a pair of black, elbow-length
 
   fingerless gloves. Carrying a leather whip in one hand, she slapped it lightly
 
   against the palm of her other hand.
 
   “What are you doing, Gillian?” Ian asked, raising his head to see her
 
   better.
 
   “I’m doing whatever the hell I want to,” she said with a laugh. “And you
 
   will do whatever the hell I want as well.” She went to the bed and slapped his
 
   ass with the whip. When he didn’t respond, she slapped his ass again, this time
 
   with enough force to leave a red stripe across both cheeks.
 
   “Now,” she continued, “you’ll do as I say or you get the whip.”
 
   “Gillian,” he said cautiously.
 
   She slapped his ass again. “You’ll answer only when I ask a question, and
 
   you’ll address me as Mistress. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.
 
   “Very good. You learn quickly,” she said, walking around the bed.
 
   Touching the end of the whip to the bottom of his foot, she drew it up the 
 
   length of his leg, over his ass, and across his back.
 
   “You’re so gorgeous,” she said softly, climbed onto the bed and straddled
 
   his legs. Bending over him, she flicked her tongue over his back and across his
 
   shoulder. She trailed one long fingernail across his jaw, nibbled his earlobe and
 
   whispered, “Tell me what you want?”
 
   “I want to give you the pleasure you’re looking for, Mistress. I want to
 
   make you wet and hear you scream.”
 
   “Mmm,” she moaned. Then she slid off him to the bed and pushed against
 
   his body until he rolled onto his side. She placed pillows behind him so he felt no
 
   pressure from the handcuffs at his wrists, and then lay beside him. She kissed
 
   him. Softly at first, then with more passion as he opened his mouth to her and let
 
   her take. Her nails raked over his belly to his cock and wrapped around it,
 
   massaging the length of him until he began to harden. With her mouth still fused
 
   to his, she rolled a cock ring over his dick to the base, and ran her tongue down
 
   his body.
 
   With his dick in her mouth, she sucked him down her throat until he
 
   became completely hard. She sucked the head of his cock ruthlessly, slid her
 
   mouth over his full length and brought him closer and closer to release. With his
 
   balls in her hand, she palmed them gently and continued to suck his dick while
 
   his hips bucked faster and faster against her mouth. His cock in one hand, she
 
   massaged him up and down, her grip lighter as she came up over the head, and
 
   tighter as she went back down and forced the wide head through a small
 
   opening made by her thumb and finger.
 
   She watched his face as she jacked him, then lowered her head once more
 
   and sucked the head of his dick while she stroked up and down the length of
 
   him. The ring at the base of his cock restricted the blood flow and made it more
 
   difficult for him to come, but Gillian kept an eye on his facial expressions and the
 
   movement of his hips. As soon as she saw he was about to come, she slapped his
 
   cock hard.
 
   Ian’s eyes flew open and he sucked a deep breath into his lungs. “What
 
   the fuck?” Gillian cocked a brow, a slight smile curving her lips. “What the fuck, 
 
   Mistress?”
 
   “Shh,” she whispered and nibbled her way back over his belly. She moved
 
   up to his nipples and sucked the little nubs into her mouth. Licking up his neck
 
   and over his face, she found his lips and he opened his mouth, trying to kiss her.
 
   “No,” she said. “Don’t kiss me back. Just let me do it.”
 
   Her tongue first flicked across his bottom lip. She used her thumb to press
 
   his mouth open just a little wider and ran her tongue across his top lip very
 
   slowly. With her mouth pressed to his, she slipped her tongue inside and kissed
 
   him so slowly and deliberately, taking all the time she needed. She held his face
 
   in her hands and kissed his eyes, his brow, his cheeks and nose. She licked over
 
   his chin and down his neck; her tongue following the planes and ridges of his
 
   finely honed body. When she reached his cock once again, she sucked him deep
 
   into her mouth until he was again hard as rock. She played with him, sucked him
 
   and jacked him until he begged her to make him come. Suddenly, she stopped
 
   and slapped his cock again.
 
   Ian’s head rolled back as he panted. His entire being vibrated with need
 
   and his balls were so tight he thought they’d burst if he didn’t come soon.
 
   “You’re killing me,” he panted and immediately received a sharp slap of
 
   the whip across his ass.
 
   “You’re killing me, Mistress,” he gritted from between clenched teeth just
 
   as Gillian sucked him into her mouth again.
 
   She continued to suck and massage him until she could see him teetering
 
   on the edge of orgasm and then she slapped his cock so hard his brain turned off
 
   the desire to ejaculate. Over and over she tortured him until Ian physically
 
   vibrated with need.
 
   “Please, Mistress,” he begged. “My balls are turning blue!”
 
   “I’m going to uncuff one of your hands so you can roll over onto your
 
   back. But don’t try anything or you get the whip again.”
 
   He nodded and licked his lips.
 
   She turned the key and one cuff slipped off and Ian rolled to his back.
 
   “Raise your hands over your head,” she instructed.
 
   Ian raised one hand and as she reached for the handcuff, he grabbed her
 
   by the wrists, flipped her over onto her back and sat on top of her. He pinned her
 
   hands with his knees, removed the other handcuff and slapped them around
 
   Gillian’s wrists. Sitting on her, he slid the loosely knotted tie from his ankles and
 
   looped it through the chain connecting the handcuffs to secure it. He looped the
 
   other end through the railing of the headboard and tied it off. She squirmed and
 
   thrashed beneath him and he laughed. Her robe was within reach so he pulled
 
   the sash from the loops and fixed one end to one of her ankles, looped it through
 
   the footboard and tied the other end to her other ankle and left her spread eagle
 
   on the bed.
 
   “Let me go,” she shouted, and struggled against the bonds that held her.
 
   Ian laughed again and stuffed a washcloth into her mouth. He leaned over
 
   her and stroked her cheek.
 
   “Well, Mistress, it looks like the whip is on the other foot, doesn’t it?” She
 
   tried to buck him off and he laughed again. “Now,” he said, and pulled the cock
 
   ring from his dick, “let’s see what else you have in that little bag of yours.”
 
   He opened the smaller suitcase she’d taken to the bathroom with her and
 
   began laying out an assortment of toys. There were several dildos in an
 
   assortment of sizes and colors. She had vibrators of all sizes and shapes, butt
 
   plugs, nipple pinchers, and various other sex toys.
 
   “You have a serious collection here,” he said. “I find it hard to believe this
 
   is just for occasional use while traveling. One dildo, okay, but this little arsenal
 
   says pro to me.” She rolled her eyes and he grinned. “Not a problem,” he said. “But I 
 
   think you’re in a little over your head now. You’ve just stepped into the major 
 
   league, Gillian,” he purred and kissed her lightly.
 
   He grasped her nipple through the hole in the nipple-less bra, pulled hard
 
   and she winced. He sucked the other nipple until it was taut, and attached the
 
   nipple pinchers from her bag to each one. A small chain connected the pinchers
 
   so he could tug on both nipples at once. He flicked his tongue over them once
 
   more then moved down her stomach. Once he reached her pussy, he hooked his
 
   finger on the chain and pulled her nipples hard as he sucked her clit into his
 
   mouth. She began bucking beneath him, so he unclamped one nipple and
 
   hooked the nipple pincher to her clit.
 
   Gillian let out a muffled scream, but the washcloth in her mouth didn’t
 
   allow much sound. Ian removed the washcloth and smiled.
 
   “Here.” He held a glass of water to her mouth and she drank. “Better?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Now,” he said, tracing a finger over her face. “This is how it’s going to
 
   be. You’re going to do as I say, when I say, how I say, and you’re not going to
 
   scream. You’ll answer when I ask a question, but only when I ask a question.
 
   And you’ll answer, ‘Yes Master Ian’. Got that?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Good, then let’s try it.”
 
   “Yes, Master Ian,” she whispered.
 
   “Very good,” he said nuzzling her ear and neck. He kissed a line over her
 
   cheekbone and across her nose, and ran the tip of his tongue down her nose to
 
   her mouth.
 
   Opening her mouth to him, Gillian tried to kiss him.
 
   “No,” he said softly. “Just open your mouth and don’t kiss me back.”
 
   He licked her lips the way she’d licked his. He sucked on her bottom lip,
 
   ran his tongue over her teeth, sealed his mouth over hers and kissed her deeply.
 
   The sensation swam through her head and she fought the urge to kiss him back.
 
   He moved from her mouth down her neck and over her tits. He caressed her
 
   stomach, pulling the chain connecting one nipple to her clit and she writhed
 
   beneath him. When he reached her pussy, he flicked his tongue over her clit and
 
   she whimpered. He made himself comfortable between her legs and using his
 
   fingers, probed her clit and pussy, moving to her asshole. With his fingers and
 
   tongue, he fucked both holes until she was wet and bucked beneath his mouth.
 
   He used a large dildo with a butt plug to fuck her, and turned the
 
   vibrating action on high and touched it to her clit. He watched her face as she
 
   writhed, and turned the monster toy so the butt plug fucked her ass with every
 
   stroke. With both hands he fucked her hard, drawing the dildo out of her completely then shoving it deep inside of her over and over.
 
   She screamed, “I’m going to come!” He pulled the vibrator out of her and 
 
   moved away. “No,” she cried. “Let me come.”
 
   Ian made himself a drink while Gillian calmed down. Once her breathing
 
   returned to normal again and she stopped trying to grind herself into an orgasm,
 
   he filled his mouth with ice and replaced the nipple pincher on her clit with his
 
   mouth. The ice against her hot pussy made her squirm more than ever as she
 
   begged him to make her come. But after a few moments, her clit became frozen
 
   and she couldn’t come no matter the stimulation. Tears streamed down her face
 
   when Ian took the ice and began filling her pussy. He found a string of thunder
 
   beads and began inserting them into her ass.
 
   When he finished filling her, he slid on top of her and rammed his hard
 
   dick into her pussy. Over and over he pummeled her. The icy cold inside of her,
 
   the heat of his own dick, the sound of her mewling and begging drove him over
 
   the edge and he pumped cum deep inside of her. As soon as he came, he slid out
 
   of her and covered her clit with his mouth.
 
   The heat of their bodies had warmed her again, so he moved his tongue in
 
   circles against her clit. She writhed and bucked against his mouth, breathing
 
   heavily and sweating. He watched her face and as she began to come, he jerked
 
   the pearls out of her ass and she screamed when the orgasm ripped through her.
 
   Gasping for air, Gillian’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath. Ian
 
   gently removed the pincher from her nipple and removed the handcuffs and ties
 
   on her ankles. He paid no heed to the mess they made of the bed as he lay next to
 
   her, stroking her body gently while she came back to herself. When she could
 
   breathe normally again, he cradled her in his arms and kissed her gently.
 
   “Are you gonna make it?” he asked with a smile.
 
   She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”
 
   Ian laughed softly. “Wait right here,” he said and got off the bed. When he
 
   came back, he picked her up and carried her to the bathroom and stepped into
 
   the tub with her. Soaping her body gently, he watched as she lay back with her
 
   eyes closed and let him wash her. Carefully moving over her breasts and down
 
   her stomach, he washed her completely. When he reached between her legs, she
 
   lifted her hips to him and opened one eye. Then she reached out and took his
 
   cock in her hand.
 
   “Come here,” she said and pulled him by his cock.
 
   On her knees in front of him, she sucked his dick into her mouth and used
 
   her soapy hands to she massage his balls. Unsure that he’d even be able to get
 
   hard again, Ian used the sides of the tub for support and let her suck. To his
 
   surprise he did harden again. He became very hard, and in a matter of minutes
 
   he shot hot cum into her mouth.
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   “You’re going to miss your flight, Gillian,” Ian said.
 
   “I’m coming,” she called back to him from the bathroom. “I wanted to
 
   check for anything I might’ve left behind.”
 
   “The bellhop’s here for your bags, and we can make the airport if we leave
 
   now. If I drive like a maniac,” he added.
 
   “Alright, let’s go. I’ve got everything,” she said and they left the room. In
 
   the car Gillian watched out the window as they zipped down the freeway
 
   toward the airport.
 
   “What are you thinking?” Ian asked.
 
   “Just wondering when you’re going to ask,” she replied.
 
   “Ask what?”
 
   “What all the toys were for,” she answered, still looking out the window.
 
   “I’m not going to ask. I figure if you want to tell me, you will.”
 
    “And if I don’t want to tell you,” she said, finally facing him.
 
   Ian shrugged and lifted her hand to his mouth. He kissed it gently and
 
   said, “Then you don’t have to tell me.”
 
   “But you know, don’t you?”
 
   He laughed. ”Yes, I think I do, but it’s okay. You have the right to privacy.
 
   And who am I to judge?”
 
   Gillian nodded. “I wish things were different. I wish I’d met you in some
 
   other time and place.”
 
   “So do I, Gillian. But what’s meant to be will be and what’s not . . . well, I
 
   guess we’ll just have to wait and see.”
 
   “I never thought I’d meet someone like you, Ian. It never occurred to me
 
   that my job would get in the way of my life.”
 
   “Your job?” He laughed.
 
   “Stop it,” she said and slapped his hand away. “Okay, so I do the same
 
   thing you do and I don’t want your sister to find out.”
 
   “You keep my secret and I’ll keep yours.”
 
   “Deal,” she agreed. “Have you ever considered giving it up?”
 
   Ian shrugged. “Have you?”
 
   “I could. I have a degree in business from Western.”
 
   “I have a law degree from Harvard,” he answered.
 
   “Hmm,” she said with a mischievous smile.
 
   “Hmm, what?”
 
   “I’ve actually been considering another avenue for my life recently. I’m
 
   not getting any younger.”
 
   Ian laughed again. “Neither am I. It could be nice to have a simpler life.”
 
   “Yes,” she said quietly and smiled to herself. “It certainly could.”
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