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Prologue


 


Chloe
had already found herself wildly attracted to the gorgeous Grant
Sheridan—before she discovered who he really was. 


He
was the one person who could help make things right for her sister, Heather.
Chloe had always been happy to make sacrifices for her family in the past, but
now that it entailed becoming Grant’s sexual plaything, was she up to the task?


It
didn’t take long for Chloe to realize that it wasn’t all about helping her
sister. Deep down, she knew that when the time came for her to give herself
wholly to Grant Sheridan, she would do so…with pleasure.






Chapter 1


 


Now here was one rock-hard,
handsome stranger. 


Chloe
couldn’t keep the twinkle from her eye as he approached her bookstand. He held
a few books in his hand, and with his height, stirring good looks and eye-catching
demeanor, he stood out from the noisy family crowd like the odd one out.


It
didn’t help the flutters in her belly to find a trace of equal admiration in
his dark, piercing gaze. She let a smile widen on her lips as she looked up at
him from her own modest height. She was already piling on the charm.


“Well
hello,” she said lightly, acting like she came in contact with such hunky
specimens every day. Which she certainly did not. And certainly none that
looked like him. With his sky blue open-necked shirt tucked into dark,
slim-fitting slacks, he looked good enough to eat. His dark hair flopped
stylishly about his forehead.  He really was quite smooth and handsome. She
could picture him on the cover of some classy men’s magazine. She could picture
him in many ways…and the pictures were all very, very naughty. He was like
candy on legs, she thought with an inner chuckle. The kind of man hot, wild
fantasies were made of…


“Are
you from around here?” she asked casually, while her eyes flicked over the
books. English classics, mostly. Hmmm…he even had her taste in books. Better
and better.


“No,
actually, I’m not,” he said with a smile, which rocked her off her feet. Chloe
had a sudden light-headed feeling, like she was floating. Oh heck, he is so hot, she thought, resisting the urge to
fan her face. Just one smile and she felt her lower belly twitch. And she was
certainly starting to twitch even lower as well…


Quelling
her raging feminine hormones, she tried to place his deep, rolling accent.
Australian? She really wanted to pry further, but there was a long line forming
behind him and a few faces were already looking huffy.


Smiling,
she quickly told him how much for the books, and he handed her the money. Then
she gave him the change as well as the bagged books. A brushing of fingers,
another couple of smiles…and Chloe was all aquiver—inside and out. She
looked up into his eyes for a time-warped second, and she could see his small,
knowing smile, as if he was keenly aware of the effect he was having on her.
But then the spell was broken as with one final nod, he turned and left. She
would have followed him with her eyes, but she didn’t get the chance due to the
line in front of her waiting to be attended to.  


She
wasn’t free until 20 minutes later, when the line finally cleared. Leaving one
of the assistants to man the cash register, she went to get herself a drink of
water.


There
was some on the table laid out with refreshments for the customers. Pouring
herself a glass, she looked around with a sigh and wondered if this was all
going to be enough. 


Organizing
the book fair had been Heather’s idea. Heather was her older sister, and the
owner of the bookstore, Paper Glory.
Heather had started the company when she’d been barely 19 years old. Now 30 and
married, it was more or less a family business, with Heather’s husband Luke and
sister Chloe having a part. It had been successful up until a few years ago
when a few bad economic turns had finally started to hit into the shop’s
finances. Coupled with Heather taking one or two high-risk investment
decisions, Paper Glory was about to
take its final plunge.


As
if that wasn’t enough, Heather’s husband Luke had only just survived a cancer
scare, and the treatments had cost more than anyone could have foreseen. And
now it was two weeks until the meeting with the investors, who were threatening
to close it down.


Chloe
sighed deeply, shaking off the discouraging thoughts. She was here to help,
like she had two years ago when she’d decided to join the business. But even
her monetary contributions hadn’t been able to make much difference. Well,
she’d do the best she could today, and hoped it would be worth something. She’d
insisted that Heather stay home and relax with Luke who was recuperating. Chloe
was five years younger than Heather, but she could still boss her big sister
around when she needed to. 


Now,
Chloe thought with another sigh, if only
I could make things okay with the bookstore…


“Taking
a break?”


The
sound of that warm, slightly resonant voice coming from behind her made Chloe
stiffen in breathless anticipation. Could
it be...?


Yes,
it was him. She turned round swiftly and he was standing right there, looking
all the more lethal up close. He was just the thing to get a woman’s mind off
her troubles, she thought with an inner wicked smile.


“I
think I deserve one, don’t you?” she half-teased, taking a sip of her glass and
eyeing him over the rim. Why was he still
here? She’d thought he’d left after paying for the books. Unless, for some
reason, he’d decided to stick around. Chloe tried not to feel a rise of hope
that such reason had to do with her.



“You certainly do. In fact, I think you deserve a lot of things,” he said with
a charming smile, his eyes raking over her quickly. Chloe wondered if he liked
what he saw. She smiled back, waiting patiently. He shot out his hand. “My
name’s Grant.”


“Chloe,”
she supplied, slipping her fingers through his. There it was, fast as lightning. Just the touch of his hand, and
she felt it. He was all heat, and firmness, and he took her hand in a warm,
strong grasp. He held on for a second too long, giving her another tingle
straight through her arm. Chloe bit on her lip, retrieving her hand and trying
to keep herself in check. For goodness’ sake she was ready to jump this hunk,
right there in public! She fought to put on an air of decorum.


“I’m
surprised actually, to see someone like you here,” she said lightly, smiling a
little. “I mean, no offense, but you don’t really strike me as a bookish type.”



He
chuckled. “What, do I need come dressed in tweed or something? Or maybe have a
bit of a bald spot on my head to look more...well-read?” His tone was teasing,
and she couldn’t help chuckling. “But you’re right; I mean I do like a good read
now and then, but that isn’t the whole reason I’m here.”


“So
why are you here?” she asked, tipping her head to the side with interest.


He
shrugged. “Just a little fact-finding mission.” Chloe frowned slightly in
confusion, about to ask what he meant, when his next words distracted her
somewhat.  “But then I caught sight of you, and I’ve been distracted ever since.”



He
grinned, flashing a nice set of pearly whites that made his face even more
painfully handsome. It was official: he had to be the hottest guy she’d ever
met. Everything about him seemed utterly gorgeous and perfect. He’d make even a
nun think twice about her vows—and Chloe was certainly no nun…


He
continued, “Well, Chloe…I was halfway back to my car when I suddenly realized I
forgot to ask you something.”


“And
what’s that?” she asked mildly.


“If
you’ll let me buy you a drink. Or better yet, maybe even cook you dinner.
Tonight.”


Chloe’s
heart surged with delight. My, he works
fast, she thought with an inner shiver. But the next second, she deflated.
“Oh…I’m sorry, no.”


“No,
you wont’ let me buy you a drink, or no, you won’t have dinner with me?” he
asked with a half-smile.


She
waved her hands in a flurry. “Sorry, I meant, well…I can’t go out tonight. I
would love to, but I can’t. It’s just…family commitments.”


He
nodded slightly. “It’s a pity, though; I was really looking forward to preparing
a nice, home-cooked dinner for you. I’m a really great cook. I’m also great
with foot rubs,” he said with a wicked gleam in his eyes, which held a bushel
of promise. “And you have been
standing on your feet all day.”


“That’s
certainly true,” Chloe murmured. Well! He wasn’t the type to waste time, was
he? But then, judging by his looks, he probably wasn’t used to waiting—or
wanting—for anything.


And
offering a foot massage—at his place
no doubt…whoa! That was certainly one way to get things rolling. She looked up
into his handsome, confident face, and knew exactly what he had on his mind.
She could just picture it: those firm, strong hands of his, rippling over her
sensitive, arched feet. And the next image she saw was of him taking hold of
both of her ankles and spreading them wide apart before he’d… 


She
blinked out of those wayward thoughts, wondering why she was so in heat around
this man. He was gorgeous, yes, but that wasn’t it. He had a kind of animal
magnetism that drew her to him; she looked into his eyes and she knew: He’d
have the power to drive her crazy. He had that “I’ll fuck your brains out” gleam in his eye that made all her nerve
endings twitter.


Chloe
wasn’t normally the reckless type, but with this guy, in another place and
time, she would not have thought twice about it. But tonight she was
babysitting for Heather, who was going with Luke for a well-needed evening out.
It had been months since they’d had the chance.



“Well, what about some other time then?” she purred, finding herself twirling
her fingers in her hair, trying not to look too flirty, but unable to help it. She wanted him to get all the right
signals, that was for sure. “Not that I accept dates to a strange guy’s home
all the time, but if there’s a home-cooked meal and a foot massage rolled in,
then…”


They
both shared a laugh, but then his face was apologetic. “I’m sorry, but I leave
town tomorrow, for Melbourne. I won’t be back for two weeks. Tonight would have
been the perfect chance for us to…connect.” 


Chloe
shivered at the unmistakable, feral light gleaming in his dark grey eyes. Dear
God, if he threw her over his shoulder right then and carried her off, she knew
she wasn’t going to stop him. Which was why his words made the disappointment
pass through her like a knife.



“Oh. Well, it’s too bad, I guess,” she said, squeezing out a smile. Damn! 



“Yes…too bad. But I’m sure we’ll be running into each other again soon. Take
care, Chloe,” he said, sending her one more smile and a nod before he turned
and walked away for the second time that day.


It
took Chloe a minute to realize that he hadn’t even taken her number—but
by then he was long gone.






Chapter Two


 


The
meeting with the financial firm was the following day, and understandably,
Heather was a bundle of nerves. She placed a few documents on the table, and
Chloe was beside her, looking through the files.



“This is the man we’ll have to convince tomorrow that Paper Glory is worth saving,” Heather said with a sigh, pointing
suddenly at the face on the magazine cover. “He’s this big shot Australian
financier, who now owns the company wanting to buy us out.”



“Wait a minute, I know him,” Chloe
said, frowning. She’d never forget that arresting face, with the dark, piercing
eyes and finely sculpted lips. Grant…



“You know him? How…?”



“I met him two weeks ago, at our book fair.”


Heather
was staring at her. “Grant Sheridan, at the book fair? Hold on…was he that guy
you told me about, who asked you out for dinner and a foot rub?” She was
grinning suddenly in disbelief. “Come on. Are you sure this is the same guy?
Because Grant Sheridan is like, freaking loaded. I’m talking close to the billion-dollar
mark. His family is also behind the Sheridan brokerage holdings in Australia.
What on earth would he be doing at the fair?”



“Son of a…” Chloe swore, biting off the last word as her teeth clenched
together. Everything started to fit in. His words, their double meaning… Gosh,
she’d been such a fool! To think how she’d almost…



“He knew. He knew all along who I was,” she muttered, half to herself.


Heather
was staring at her. “What are you talking about?”


Collecting
her furious thoughts, she faced her sister. “He didn’t just show up at the book
fair, Heather. He must have been snooping or something.” She sighed shortly,
wondering why she was so angry. “And you say the meeting’s set for tomorrow?”



“Yep.  D-day. Make or break. The moment of truth,” Heather said with her usual
brave smile, which almost broke Chloe’s heart. Her annoyance at Grant—and
herself—seemed silly now as she thought of what was really at stake. To
think of Heather losing it all, on top of her husband almost dying…



“Heather, I know we were supposed to attend this meeting together, but I need
to know something: Do you trust me?” Chloe asked softly, placing her hand on
Heather’s shoulder. In Chloe’s mind, the craziest idea was beginning to take
shape. But heck, it was certainly worth a shot. 


Heather
looked confused. “Of course I trust you. We’re sisters.”


“What
if I told you I can think of a way to get this in the bag? Will you let me
handle it?  No questions asked?”



“What’s going on, Chloe?” Heather asked, her voice sounding hushed.



“You’ll need to trust me,” was all Chloe said, even as her thoughts jumbled
together as she tried to figure out her next plan of action.






Chapter Three


 


Grant
had known he’d meet her again. So it wasn’t like her appearance was a surprise.
But still, he hadn’t expected to get that blow to the stomach from seeing her
walk into his office.


This
time, she had shed her sexy jeans and tee shirt for an equally sexy, sharply
cut skirt suit, which hugged the curves of her body like a jealous lover.  Her
blouse was a jumble of low-necked red satin ruffles hidden beneath her jacket.
Her skirt was short, slashing halfway up her thighs and revealing the hottest
legs he’d ever seen grace a pair of high heels. Grant wanted to fuck
her—now.



“Hello, Chloe.”


He
saw her lift her chin as the secretary shut the door behind her. They were
alone, and all he could think of was how the last two weeks had been Hell. He’d
thought about and wanted her every single day he’d been in Melbourne –
and now she was here, alone.



“Hello, Grant. I could say this is a great surprise, but…” Her lips twisted
slightly. “Why did you go to that book fair?”


He
shrugged. “Nothing sinister, believe me. But won’t you sit down?”


He
saw her hesitate, then take the seat in front of his desk. He went back to his
own chair, hoping that keeping the desk between them would help him keep his
hands off her. Damn, she couldn’t know how sexy she was: her long blonde hair
falling down her shoulders, her large green eyes, her full, bow-shaped lips.  He’d
had many a sleepless nights dreaming of having those same lips wrapped around
his cock. Even now, he felt himself stiffen in arousal just looking at her
sitting there, all prim and proper. The things he wanted to do to her right
here on this desk…



“Chloe, I’ve been interested in this case for a while,” he said as he forced
himself to focus on the business of the day.  And he knew he had bad news for
her, so he wanted to get that over with. 



“I don’t usually get involved so directly with these things; but then I looked
through the files and read about how your sister Heather built the company up
from when she was a teenager. I was really impressed by the success story.  And
yet, I was baffled by how it all went wrong so quickly.” 



“A few mistakes, people giving bad advice…”


Grant
sighed. “I’m sorry to have to break this to you, Chloe, but Paper Glory is doing bad—really bad. And from our perspective, we
just don’t think it’s a viable investment anymore. I visited the book fair on a
whim, trying to find out just what staying power still exists for Paper Glory. You and Heather are making
a great effort, but it’s not going to be enough. I’m sorry.”


Chloe
let out a ragged breath. “Wow. I guess I’m really glad right now that I didn’t
let Heather come along to this meeting. Hearing you say what you just did would
have broken her heart.”



“It’s great that she has such a supportive sister like you,” he drawled, rising
from his chair. “Sounds like you’ve been making a lot of sacrifices for her
lately.”



“Yes,” Chloe said softly. “And I’m willing to make many, many more.”


His
eyes narrowed as they held hers, and he wondered if she was thinking what he
was thinking.  But that was too much to hope for. Wasn’t it? 



“Really?’ he asked lightly, as he casually made his way to where she was
sitting, taut as a bow string. He sat on the edge of the desk, just inches from
her. She looked ready to spring any minute, and Grant wondered what really
scared her: the failing business, or the way he made her feel?


Grant
was very much aware of the effect he was having on Chloe. After all, he sensed
since that first day that she was attracted to him. But back then she hadn’t
known his true identity. What did she think of him now? Did she hate him? Blame
him for what was about to happen to Paper
Glory? 


He
wasn’t going to let these few points deter him from his goal, however. Chloe
was his type of woman, in every way. He just had to figure out a way to get closer
to her, and fast. He’d waited two weeks for this—and he wasn’t about to
wait much longer.


“Did
you mean what you said, Chloe, about making sacrifices?” Grant asked softly,
and Chloe swallowed, wondering why his closeness disturbed her so much. There
was so much tension in the air; she could feel it coming off him in waves. He
looked ready to rip her clothes off her any second. But why was she this
flustered? It wasn’t like he was going to try anything, not here in his office.



Was he?


Clearing
her throat, she told herself not to feel intimidated by him. Here, in his office,
dressed in his expensive suit and looking every inch the successful corporate
mogul, he’d certainly cut an intimidating image. But Chloe was no weakling; she
knew that so long as she kept her wits about her, he wasn’t going to get away
with just anything. She wasn’t going let him easily outwit her.



“Of course I did,” she said somewhat sharply. “Heather is the only family I
have. We lost both our parents when she was 18, and I was 13. She practically
raised me, worked her butt off so that I could have what I wanted. It was she
who helped me through college. And you think I wouldn’t do anything to make
sure she’s happy?”


She
sighed deeply, struggling to regain her poise. Finally, she rose to her feet,
clutching her purse as she braced herself for what she was about to do. Then
she looked him squarely in the eyes. “Look, Grant, we’re adults. We don’t need
to play games. So just tell me what I have to do to make sure Heather’s
company, and all she’s worked all these years for, doesn’t go down the drain.”


A
slow smile spread over his face, and Chloe’s heart tripped. He looked predatory right then; absolutely feral. She knew that with all his power
and money, he probably got to eat women like her for breakfast. She hated to
put herself in a position of submission, but what choice did she have?
Desperate times called for desperate measures. She just wasn’t sure if she was
desperate enough to do what undoubtedly lay ahead…



“Just what are you getting at, Chloe?” he asked conversationally, tipping one
dark eyebrow. “Are you in some way suggesting that my decision can be swayed?”


His
tone made her heart sink. So much for her plan; it was getting shot down even
before it had taken off the ground. What had made her think she’d have the guts
to tackle Grant Sheridan anyway?



“Because it can,” he added softly, and Chloe’s head flew up again. Suddenly,
her chest felt too tight, and she could only stand still like a statue as he
straightened from the edge of the desk. He approached, began to circle her,
making her conscious of his eyes roving over every inch of her from the head to
foot, and then front to back.



“Do you know what I want right now?” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.
It raised the tiny hairs on the back of her neck as he finally stopped behind
her, so close she could sense his thrilling masculine heat.


She
swallowed, closed her eyes briefly, and said, “No.”


His
lips had drawn closer, and they now teased the lobe of her ear, his breath warm
on the sensitive skin below. The tips of her breasts felt like they’d hardened
to nubs, tingling almost painfully beneath her red camisole. Unable to breathe,
she waited in a daze for his next words. 



“I want to shove you face down over that desk, lift up this maddeningly short
skirt of yours, and ram my cock into you from behind. Hard,” he told her
matter-of-factly. “I’ll be buried so deep inside your cunt, stretching you,
filling you up good…fucking you until we both implode.”


Chloe
could have easily melted into a puddle right then and there at his feet. The
images his words provoked…the raw sexual danger in his voice, made her quake so
hard she was sure he could sense it. If he so much as touched her now, she’d…


Well,
he did touch her. She felt his hands sweep up from behind to unbutton her
jacket. Chloe didn’t—couldn’t—stop him, waiting instead with bated
breath. Already, there was a molten heat sizzling deep inside her pussy, and
she bit on her lip as her own body began to betray her. 



“I wanted you from the second I saw you,” he told her softly, right before he
slipped his hands underneath her blouse, and cupped her breasts. Chloe gasped,
shocked by the intimate contact, and even more shocked by the unmistakable
ridge of his cock she could feel nudging into her lower back.



“And I would have done anything…and I mean anything,
to have you where I wanted you,” he growled, squeezing on her tits and causing
her to shudder with inexorable pleasure. Even through her bra, his touch burned
with passion, making her whole body come alive. She arched her neck, catching
her breath as his lips began to trail from her jaw to her collarbone.



“But I knew that the problem with Heather’s company stood between us. So I waited…and
hoped. And now, it seems like my wishes are about to come true.”  


His
fingers dug deeper into her flesh, molding the two ample globes together. He
bit on her neck gently, making her moan with a mixture of pleasure and
anticipation. She simply couldn’t think straight when he was touching her like
that; it drove her crazy to think how easily he could turn her on, and how
ready she was to do whatever he asked. Chloe knew right then and there that this
wasn’t all just about keeping the business
afloat. Deep down inside, she knew that when the time came for her to give
herself to Grant Sheridan, she would do so…with pleasure.






Chapter Four


 


Chloe
was so lost in the thrill of him massaging her tits with such hot, sweet lust,
that she almost didn’t catch his next words.



“So you know what? I’m going to give you what you want, Chloe—and you’ll
have to give me what I want: Your
body…to be mine for the taking, again and again.”


Her
eyes popped open, as for the first time she felt galvanized into action. Clutching
her jacket tightly around her, she turned in his arms, struggling to break
free. But he held her fast, his hands gripping her slender waist.



“What…what do you mean, again and again?” she asked falteringly.



“You didn’t think once would be enough, did you?” His smile was slightly
mocking. 



“You’re very beautiful and sexy, Chloe. But I do think I should get a fair deal
out of this. One week,” he told her lightly. “You’ll be my sweet little fuck
puppet for seven days…and I guarantee that Heather can keep the company.
Heck…I’d even throw in some extra financing just so she can get Paper Glory back on its feet.”


Chloe
felt her teeth grit together. “How very…generous of you, Grant. I’m sure I
appreciate the gesture. But I take offense at the idea that you think this will
give you the right to use me as your...your sex slave for a whole week!” 


She
felt a surge of anger.  And yet, Chloe knew she was hot like lava just thinking
of what he was suggesting. He was so tall and well-built compared to her
slender, somewhat petite frame. She could just imagine what it would be like to
be sexually controlled by a man like him. His masculine strength versus her
feminine helplessness…she would be just like putty in his hands. 


Was she ready to submit to
that?


As
she straightened her clothes indignantly, she saw him shrug, raking fingers
through his hair carelessly as he returned to his chair behind the desk.
“Technically, Chloe, this was your idea. You came here, alone—with your
tight skirt and sexy red lips—to make me an offer. You didn’t even have
to spell it out, but I knew what you were up to. And now you want to back out?”



He
smiled somewhat sardonically at her as she stood there trembling half in fury
and embarrassment. It made her cringe to think how easily he’d seen right
through her ploy.



“So much for your lofty claims of sacrifice,” he added with a cynical twist to
his lips, as he picked up a file and flung it closer to the edge of desk where
she stood, still seething with confusion and annoyance.



“Take a look at that file, Chloe. That’s Paper
Glory, already signed out in Heather’s name. With those papers, plus my
promised financing running into at least a million dollars, I think your sister
will be more than grateful when you show up with that after a week with me in
Australia.”


Despite
herself, she picked up the file, and glanced inside at the documents, already
signed. She looked up quickly as his words sank in. “Wait a minute – did
you say Australia?”


His
hands were splayed out. “Why, yes. You see, business concerns take me to my
home country quite frequently. However, this time, I intend to mix things up. 
And that’s where you come in, Chloe. You’ll be coming with me on my trip back
to Melbourne. After a week, you’ll be free to return, with that file—and Paper Glory—safely in your grasp.”


Chloe
couldn’t help staring at him with helpless anger, holding up the file. “You
knew. Somehow, you knew how all this would go. Were you so sure about me?”


He
shrugged. “I’d be lying if I said yes. I wasn’t sure what step you or Heather would
take—but I already intended, one way or another, to make you a
proposition, Chloe.” 


There:
he flashed that wolfish grin again—that lethal slash of white that made
her wonder if she’d ever stood a chance against his wiles.


“So
you see, this was all really my idea, too,” he added calmly, as he held her
gaze with compelling force. “Well, Chloe, what’s it going to be?”






Chapter Five


 


The
more she told herself this couldn’t be happening, the more Chloe knew she was
in deeper than she’d ever imagined. 


Everything
had taken place in a kind of blur ever since that day in Grant’s office.  Looking
into his eyes, finally saying yes, and seeing his slow, warm smile of triumph,
had sent a mix of dread and expectation coursing through her veins.


Now,
there was no going back. Before she even knew what she was doing, she was on a
first-class plane ride with him headed to Melbourne. They had arrived barely
half an hour ago, picked up from the airport by his chauffeured limo. The city
was beautiful, and as it was her first time there, she was looking around curiously
at the towering, bright edifices, and the picturesque coast teeming with people.


She
was getting more and more used to the idea that Grant Sheridan was indeed
swimming in money—and his home confirmed it without a doubt. They arrived
at the palatial mansion and she couldn’t help the way her eyes widened in
amazement and pleasure. 



“We’ll be here alone tonight,” he informed her, once they were inside the
divinely furnished living room, which seemed bigger than her entire house back
home. “I normally have a chef and a housekeeper, but I gave them the night off.
So I guess that means I have you all to myself, at long last.” He suddenly took
her by the wrist and tugged her to him. The next second, he was kissing her.


Chloe’s
breath caught in her throat at the unexpected turn of events. To think that
this was officially the first time he was showing any indication of why they
were here. 


For
the past several days leading up to the trip, he had kept up only casual
contact with her, making arrangements, talking on the phone…  But he’d never
once made a move. Even when he picked her up for the airport, all through the
flight, and on the drive right up to the house, he’d been nothing but courteous,
even distant.


But
now, the second the door closed behind them and they were on their own, it was
like he’d only been holding back for this opportunity.  And suddenly, he
couldn’t seem to wait to give her a taste of what lay in store. Oh, and what a taste.


The
first touch of his lips on hers sent a shockwave of pleasure rocking through
her body. It was a good thing he was holding her steady with his hands on her
shoulders, or else she’d have toppled to the floor. He tugged and teased,
seeking entrance past the trembling seam of her mouth, and groaning deep in his
throat when he couldn’t slick through. 



“For goodness sake, Chloe…kiss me back,” he rasped, making her shudder at the
raw need in his voice. Going limp in his arms, she forced herself to relax,
even though her whole body screamed at the danger of giving in. But as soon as
she relinquished her control, she found that kissing Grant Sheridan was the most
overwhelmingly sensual pleasure she’d ever experienced. She didn’t want to like
it, but she soon found herself wanting nothing more.


Chloe
wasn’t sure what was more exciting: being kissed so passionately by a man who
desired her, or kissing a man she so greatly desired. As both happened to be
true in their case, it made for a potent mix indeed.


The
moment she opened up to him, he let out a low growl of satisfaction, crushing
her even tighter against him as he swirled his tongue deep inside her mouth.
Unable to resist, she danced her tongue against his, closing her eyes and
falling into his taste, his aroma. His was a dark, rich and hot flavor that
seemed designed solely to drive a woman insane. And judging by his short,
ragged breaths, he was just as blown away by the kiss as she was. 


It
went on for several minutes, the pressure of his mouth growing from fiery to
downright wild as he seemed ready to eat her alive. He sucked on her tongue
hard, causing her to clutch at his lapels as a red-hot lightning rod of
pleasure shafted through her. In and out, round and round he jabbed: a
simulated coitus of tongue and lips. Chloe found herself kissing him back just
as fiercely, her gasps of pleasure filling the silent living room.


He
drew back reluctantly at last, and she could barely lift her gaze to meet his.
All she could think of was, if his
kissing skills were any indication, then she was in for a hot, hard night ahead.
And if he could arouse her so easily, with just one kiss, then Chloe knew she
was in deeper trouble than ever. It was one thing to have to submit herself to
his needs and passions.  But to actually find pleasure in it seemed like such a
self-betrayal. Truly, how on earth was she going to forgive herself, she
wondered with an inner mocking smile.


One
of his hands was cupping her face, while the other one settled in the small of
her back, pressing her as close to his lithe frame as possible. It was then she
had the sensation of his erection throbbing against her belly. She drew in a
shaky breath.



“You feel that?” he rumbled, his gaze piercing compellingly into hers. “That’s
the state I’ve been in all through the trip. I’ve practically been counting the
minutes and hours till I’d finally be able to kiss you…touch you. But first…”
He surprised her by pulling away, his hand lifting to lightly stroke down her
hair, before releasing her.



“You must be tired after spending half a day on a plane. Why don’t we take a
look around, and then you can freshen up, take a rest while I fix you that
dinner I promised you all those weeks ago. Remember?” he asked with a smile. 


Chloe
tried to bite back her smile, and failed. “Sounds nice. Is the foot rub is
still part of the package?”



“Among other things,” he assured her with one last glint in his eye. Chloe’s
eyes fell beneath that penetrating look, wondering if it wasn’t too late to
back out of the deal. She’d come all this way, yes, and she’d left home without
even telling Heather the whole story. But still, she couldn’t help thinking
that she could still walk away if she wanted to. So what was stopping her?


But
then she thought of that kiss.  And then, of course, she’d given Grant her
word. She couldn’t help thinking of the consequences that lay in store if she
changed her mind now.


No,
she realized with finality: this was one torment she would not be able to escape.
And she had seven days in which to endure it over and over again…






Chapter Six


 


The
meal had been superb. He provided the most fabulous wines to go with the
dishes, and Chloe let herself have glass after glass, knowing she would need
fortification for what lay ahead. Judging from the look in his eyes all through
dinner, she knew it was only a matter of time before…



“No, I think you’ve had enough,” he said firmly, as she held out her empty
glass for more wine. “I don’t want you smashed tonight, Chloe. I want you to be
aware of every delicious detail.”


She
swallowed, placing down the glass. “Well…dinner was fantastic, Grant. Thank
you. But I think I need to go lay down for a bit. I feel really tired after the
twelve-hour flight.”



“Of course. Why don’t you go up to the master bedroom? I’ll finish down here
and join you soon,” Grant implored.


Chloe
fled, relieved to be alone as she closed the bedroom door behind her. Her heart
still hadn’t stopped pounding, even as she told herself there was no use panicking.
This was her choice, her decision. And soon, it would be time to follow through…


****


She
must have fallen asleep, because suddenly, she became aware of a weight
pressing down on the edge of the bed, close to her feet. Her eyes flew open to
see Grant, dressed now in just a bathrobe, his hair slightly damp and wavy.
He’d obviously just showered, and she wondered how she could have been so deep
in sleep not to have heard him come into the bedroom, or use the shower.



“Relax, Chloe,” he said, as he suddenly took hold of her ankles. “I just want
you to feel better. It’s been a long day. Okay?” She nodded after a slight
hesitation.


His
sure, warm and firm hands began to rub her feet from her ankles to her toes.
Slowly, she began to let the air stream out of her, as her body stopped
stiffening thanks to the insistent pressure of his skillful hands. Damn, it felt good.  He didn’t neglect a
single inch of her feet, rubbing each toe individually by squeezing slightly on
the ball of each one.  She was in bliss.


Guilty
for feeling so good about the foot rub, she bit on her lip and looked away from
his handsome face, with his eyes focused on the task. She couldn’t help it, but
she was feeling a slow, steady heat building up from her feet, up her legs, and
spreading all over the rest of her body. Her breasts tingled; even her pussy
began to twitch alarmingly. Chloe knew then that she was in trouble. Who would
have guessed that a foot massage could be so erotic?


Every
one of her nerve endings seemed connected to this new, thrilling pleasure, and
she unconsciously stretched, a moan of delight spilling from her parted lips.



“You have such sexy, beautiful feet,” he said, his deep voice washing over her
like a faraway sound of music. She blinked her eyes open, propping herself on
her elbows to watch breathlessly as he lowered his head to her right foot which
was cradled in his hands. He kissed her ankle, and then began working his way
down to the top part of her foot. Right from the first touch of his lips, she
felt her inner thighs quiver. She could feel herself getting moist as he stuck
out his tongue to run across the arch of her foot. She shivered in pleasure.


Next
thing she knew, he was kissing her big toe, right before he covered it with his
mouth. She gasped out loud, her body arching forward as if on a spring. Fucking hell that felt amazing… He moved
on to the other toes one at a time, making her quiver uncontrollably at the
sensation of his hot, moist mouth sucking on her toes. 


By
the time he shifted to the other foot, she was clutching the sheets, forcing
herself not to squeal out loud with the slightly tickling, highly sensual
pleasure. All this time his hands never stopped caressing, his thumbs stroking
firmly into the sole of her foot. All her initial tension was washed away now,
and her whole body felt boneless and supple. She sighed, lying back on the
sheets as she gave in to the floating, lightweight sensation she got from the
sensuous foot play.


So,
when his lips started to trail up her ankle to her calf, she didn’t panic. She
didn’t flinch or stiffen when his hands clasped the back of her knees and drew
them far apart as his tongue snaked out to trace a hot, sloppy path over her
inner thigh, very close to her pulsing pussy. 



“Chloe.”


Her
eyes were drawn to him once more at the sound of her name on his lips. She
shivered to see the dark, burning lust in his grey eyes. “I want to see you.
All of you,” he said. His fingers were hitched into her panties, poised to take
them off. Wordlessly, she nodded. She hadn’t much choice at this point, had
she? She was here, in his bed, under his power. She was powerless to resist him.
Chloe knew now that she had been right: being claimed by Grant would never be
the ordeal she had feared it would be. His touch brought her pleasure, and she
longed for him to make her his.


She
lifted her bottom off the bed to aid him in slipping off her panties, just
before he finally pulled the flimsy thing off her ankles. Next thing, he was
pulling her lacy lingerie over her head, and once again, she helped him by
raising her arms. 


Now,
totally naked beneath his glowing eyes, she couldn’t stop the pounding of her
heart as she saw the unmistakable look on his face. “Beautiful, so fucking
beautiful,” he growled, seizing one breast and squeezing hard, almost
punishingly. She gasped, but he let her go. Now, she could do nothing but watch
as he too, shrugged out of his robe. He lay next to her, thrilling her nostrils
with his newly washed scent. She was intoxicated by the smell of hard heat.


She
melted with helpless anticipation, her hands itching to run over the magnificent
planes of his body. Well proportioned and muscular, he had a lean waist and
chiseled abdominals. His shoulders where broad, his arms thick, and his
hairless chest wide. He had perfect little nipples, already firm with arousal.
Chloe swallowed convulsively at the golden-toned delight spread out before her.



She’d
never seen a more beautiful, more perfectly ripped masculine form, and neither
had she seen a cock so hard, long and thick as the one rearing like a nightstick
from his groin. She bit on her lip at the sight of it, feeling her pussy
vibrate in almost telekinetic pleasure at the thought of being claimed soon by
that terrific-looking cock. The head was shaped like a marble-chiseled helmet,
and looked so inviting that she couldn’t help licking her lips in lustful
anticipation. There was no denying that the sight of him was enough to send a
gush of juices rising from her cunt.


She
saw him smile, his eyes reading her expression accurately. He lay back against
the sea of pillows, his hands going to link behind his head as he prompted: “Go
on. Take it in your mouth.”


She
shivered at his command, but she couldn’t back out now. Her whole body ached to
touch him, taste him. Underneath his slightly hooded gaze, she reached out and
took the base of his cock in her hands, amazed that even with her two fists
wrapped around him, they still weren’t enough to encompass his sizeable manhood.
She felt the rigid shaft of bone and flesh throb inside her soft fingers, and
her belly twisted itself in knots of desire. Lowering her head, she pressed
little kisses over his smooth head, her tongue snaking out to get her first
taste of him, of the precum which had gathered at the tiny slit. It tasted
deliciously sweet, causing the hunger to crunch even harder inside her. She
focused on all the sensations coiling through the center of her body as she
bathed him from tip to base in lollipop licks, her fingertips kneading firmly
on the meaty trunk.



“Fuck yes,” he growled, his fingers
now sinking into her hair, taking a fist full on either side of her head as he
eased her down on his pulsing dick. Her mouth opened wide, wider, and she took
him as deep as she could. There was still a good half of his cock left, but
this was as far as she could go, especially as she felt his tip brushing the
back of her throat. She gagged slightly, not used to having such a big dick in
her mouth. Already her lips felt painfully stretched—but she ignored the
discomfort. She wanted to concentrate only on giving him pleasure. In and out his
cock slid, her tongue twirling around him all the while. 


The
sounds of her lips smacking, his deep growls of pleasure, the warmth of his
flesh as her fingers ranged from his balls to the corded lines of his thigh
muscles… It was enough to get her soaking wet. And when his grip tightened in
her hair, holding her in place as he began to face-fuck her, she could do
nothing but take, and take. His hips pumped, sending his cock jabbing up into
her open throat. Her lips sucked on him, pulled him in, her tongue lapping at
the head each time he withdrew. She loved it—loved the way he used her
mouth for his pleasure as he grunted with lust. 



“Oh hell…too much,” he rumbled, suddenly tugging on her locks and pulling out
of her mouth. His breath was coming out in short gasps, and Chloe drew in some
much needed air. But even that was stolen from her as he grabbed her mouth in a
rough, sloppy kiss. “Damn you’re so sexy. I can’t wait to ram myself deep
inside you. But not before I taste some of that pretty pussy of yours,” he told
her with a voice thick with desire. “Lie on your back baby, and spread your
legs wide for me.”


As
ever, she was obedient to his command, her brain unable to tell her
differently. She soon found herself exactly how he wanted her, flat on her back
on the soft, huge bed, her thighs parted as far as they would go. That was when
he settled himself at face level with her pussy, and began to drive her insane.


As
his tongue and lips wreaked havoc on her quivering hole, his hands reached up
to fondle her breasts, tweaking on the nipples and massaging the pliable flesh until
she was squirming with ecstasy.


He
was taking turns to suck on her clit, and then lick her swollen folds, making
them engorge even further as his tongue began to move faster, deeper. He pried
his way past her entrance, dipping into her convulsive vaginal walls with his
snakelike tongue. She did all she could not to squeal out loud as he began to
tongue-lash her both within and without. 


As
if that wasn’t enough torture, one of his hands released hold of her breast,
and then he was skewering her. Not with one finger, but two. She was already
sopping wet, which made him slide in with ease. Her ears were filled with the
sloshing noises of her own cunt as he finger-rammed her, and she added her
moans to the sounds filling the room. And just when she was sure she couldn’t
take anymore, he stopped, keeping her right there on the peak of pleasure as he
straightened from her cunt.


His
eyes now blazed hungrily down at her, watching every look of helpless lust on
her face. “I’m going to love making you scream even more when I fill you with
my thick cock. Tell me how much you’d like that—how you can’t wait any
longer for me to fuck you till you scream,” he ordered gruffly as he fisted his
cock at the base and stroked the tip along the seam of her cunt. “Say it,
Chloe. Say, ‘fuck me, Grant.’ I want to hear you say my name. I want to hear
you beg for it.”



“Oh God…yes,” she moaned, unable to look away as he held her gaze compellingly.
She could feel his fingers move in circular motions over her sex, making her
drip even more copiously. She sobbed, wishing he would fill up the emptiness
gnawing at her vibrating pussy. “Please…oh please, fuck me. Grant, I want you
to ram your big fat cock into me.”


He
smiled wickedly. “Keep talking dirty baby, I love it. Tell me exactly what you
want me to do.” His hands now cupped her breasts, his fingers digging into the
firm mounds. She gasped at his fierce grasp, a slight shaft of pain cutting
through her as he suddenly took hold of her nipples and twisted them hard.



“I want…,” she let out on a moan, arching her back with the sting of him
pulling wickedly on her nipples. They ached from the sweet torture, tingling
with almost painful delight. She knew then exactly what to ask for.



“I want you to take me hard, Grant. Fuck me deep, holding nothing back,” she
told him clearly, her eyes locking purposefully with his. “I want you to make
me scream every time you thrust into me.”


“Chloe…heck,” he groaned, his face
twisting as if in pain. She braced herself for the impact of being impaled by
that pole of his, as he finally settled once again between her thighs. She felt
her knees getting shoved up almost to her chin, and she knew then that he was
going to show her no mercy. He was going to give it to her just the way she
hungered for…


*****


This
was mindless pleasure like she’d never known. From the first hard, powerful
thrust, Chloe knew she was in for a journey into paradise. He slammed into her,
causing her body to rock back, almost knocking her against the headboard. 


She’d
been unable to keep from screaming as that hot, throbbing cock ripped into her,
making her feel like she was being fucked with a tree trunk. The pain was
indescribable, and so was the pleasure. He filled her up, made her feel so
stuffed with cock that her pussy walls fit him as snugly as a velvet glove. He
started off at a fast, heady pace, never slowing down no matter how much she
shrieked and moaned. If anything, her pleasure-tinged outbursts seemed to
motivate him further into more grueling, belly-slamming thrusts. 


Chloe
had never been claimed so passionately, or so deeply. He angled his hips so
that when he shafted her, his cock hit spots in her pussy she’d never even
known a cock could reach. She felt her canal spasm around him, unable to fight
the waves which soon threatened to engulf her. His mouth found its way to her
breasts, and he clamped over one nipple, sucking roughly, biting his teeth into
the crinkled flesh. For the umpteenth time that night, she screamed out his name.



His
own sounds of pleasure, though more subdued, were no less intense. He groaned
every time her walls drew on him like a suction tube, her juices flowing and
coating him from tip to stem. His thighs moved like pistons, causing slapping
noises each time their bodies collided. Chloe felt his heavy balls swinging against
the underside of her slit.  She felt as his cock seemed to thicken impossibly
as they both started towards the point of no return. She almost couldn’t
believe it when she began to chant over and over, “Don’t stop Grant, don’t ever
fucking stop…”


She
never wanted it to end, and she clung to him fiercely, her hands hitching on to
his clenching ass cheeks as he smacked into her pussy again and again. But it
was no good holding back; she was already there, tipping over the edge. Before
she could stop herself, she let out a screech so thin and loud that it almost sounded
like a whistle. Her pussy contracted around his cock, gripping him like a clamp
as she came in a volcanic eruption. 


He
kept stroking at the same speed, not easing up even as she arched her back, her
breath leaving her in short, hard gasps. Triggered by her spasming climax, he
rode on furiously to his own tumultuous release, a vibrating growl bursting
from his lips as he pumped himself deep inside her. 


As
limp as a rag doll, she slumped against the bed, trying to catch her breath. He
took his place beside her, gathering her to him as his hands combed back the
damp tendrils from her hair. His lips were tender as they pressed a kiss to her
forehead. “That was perfect,” he whispered, resting her head unto his chest.
Chloe dreamily inhaled the lingering heated scents from his skin, her mind
swimming and full of his every essence. 


His
next words made her shiver as he whispered them teasingly in her ear, “But you
were very naughty to have cum without my permission. I’m going to have to
punish you for that later. It seems that you have much to learn, Chloe…”


Chloe
couldn’t hold back her shudder of expectation, even as exhaustion began to take
over. As her eyes grew heavy with much-needed sleep, she told herself he was
right. This was going to be all about learning to fulfill his every need—and
in essence, hers. 


And
yes, though it had been prompted by her sense of duty to her family, she now
looked forward to the rest of the trip with pleasure, knowing that each day
would be even more tremendously satisfying than the last…
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