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        PERSUADING HIM

      

      

      

      Being an heiress means almost having it all while others want a piece of my private life. I’d rather fly under the radar, but the paparazzi won’t let that happen. They’re always there, always waiting for the next scoop. Although, sometimes good things come to those who need them most.

      

      In my case, his name is Radek Cole.

      

      When I need to get into the air and my regular pilot isn’t free, a sexy retired military officer is the one to step onto my jet.

      

      Little do either of us know, this is just the start.

      

      We fall hard and fast into lust and eventually into love.

      

      Too bad the past won’t stay buried, jeopardizing what we’ve built together.
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      My name is Kasi Markson.  You may have heard of me.  I’m the twenty-eight year old heiress to the Markson fortune.  My father is Kaleb Markson, founder of Markson Aviation.  They build private planes in the Midwest for the rich and famous.  He lives where he builds.  Not me, I prefer the Northeast.

      I grew up in Kansas with my father, but as soon as I turned eighteen I went to the mountains of Pennsylvania.  No, not many of the world’s wealthy lived there and that was why I liked it.  Not many recognize me and the paparazzi tend to leave me alone.  Who really wants to hang out in below freezing temperatures for hours waiting to see if I took out the garbage or not?  No one.

      Oh and I hate the whole K thing.  Kaleb, Kasi, whatever.  My parents divorced when I was five.  Mom received a large amount of money and left without me.  Being raised by my dad wasn’t bad.  He gave me anything I ever wanted, including my independence.  I never fell into drugs or drinking, although I did enjoy a fine wine every now and then.

      My dad called this morning to tell me he was having a meeting that I needed to attend tomorrow.  I didn’t know what it was about, but if he wanted me there, I’d go.  I did hold stake in the company.  While not an active employee, my dad knew that I’d always be there for him.  When he got older and was unable to run the business anymore it went to me.  Did I want it?  No.  Would I take over and run it for him?  If he wanted me to, absolutely.

      I have my own jet at the local private airport, but had a difficult time finding a pilot on such short notice.  My normal one became very sick and was unavailable, but luckily my regular co-pilot was free.  After placing a few calls, I found someone that came highly recommended.  He was meeting me at the airport and would be flying me round trip.

      My house is nestled deep in the woods away from everyone and everything.  The nearest town is twenty minutes away.  Fortunately, it was spring and starting to warm up outside.  The Town Car that was picking me up would have no trouble getting up to my house.  The driveway wound up the hill, leaving my home completely obscured from the road.  There is a high fence and gate that surrounds the property to ensure no one gets in.

      Looking in the mirror one last time before leaving, I made sure everything was in its place.  The last thing I wanted was a picture of myself on a tabloid with wild hair and no make-up.  I had straightened my long hair and made sure to apply light lines and color around my eyes.  Blonde hair, blue eyes and fair skin were all family traits on my father’s side that I had inherited.

      I was wearing a pair of designer jeans and a fitted blouse to accentuate my curves.  I’d been told in the past my breasts were more than a handful, but it depended on the hand.  Women had smaller hands and yes, my breasts were a handful to them.  Men had larger hands and could easily cup them.  The way they could grip them while their thumbs rubbed over my nipples sent a shiver through me just thinking about it.  I experimented while I was in college, but found that I enjoy the company of men more.  Picking up my suitcase and purse, I locked the door behind me and began my trip.

      The airport is located an hour from my home.  Pulling up, I saw that I wasn’t the only jet taking off.  Others were lined up near their hangers preparing to depart.

      My plane was built for me and my needs.  I didn’t often travel with many people.  There is room up front to seat eight comfortably with tables to work on and flat screen televisions built into the front panel of the plane.  Also, a small bathroom was available for guests and the flight crew.  In the back was a separate, secluded room with a queen-sized bed and a private bathroom.

      I had it designed with a modern flair.  Not a fan of traditional jets, I opted for a white interior with dark grey leather seats.  The lines were clean and even the bedroom had stylish grey bedding.  I'm not a girly girl.  My plane reflects me.  Sleek and fast.  No expense spared.

      My co-pilot met me at the bottom of the stairs as he usually did.  Rob was in his late thirties and had a hard-on for me for a long time.  He wasn’t my type.  I loved him as a friend and nothing more.  We’d hung out a few times, but I couldn’t see past the friendship line with him.

      “Hi honey,” he said to me with a warm smile.  I leaned in for a quick hug.

      “Hi Rob.  Thanks for working on short notice.”

      “No worries, you are always my priority.”

      I rolled my eyes at his response.  My money was his priority as well.  He picked up my suitcase and followed me aboard.  I traveled light since the trip was only two days long and I only needed a carry-on.  He stowed the bag for me as I got situated for take-off.

      There was one flight attendant on board.  She was a bubbly woman who appeared to be a few years younger than me.  I wasn’t as picky with flight attendants as I was with my pilots.  Rob may be a pain in my ass, but he was a friend and I knew he made my safety his top priority.

      Low maintenance is an easy way to describe me.  If I want something, I get it.  I don’t need to be waited on hand and foot.  I'm not my father.

      The stewardess repeatedly asked me if I needed anything before we departed and I assured her for what felt like the eightieth time that I was all set.  I took my earbuds out of my purse, plugged them into my tablet, and sat back with my eyes closed.  The flight wasn’t long, only two and a half hours.  Maybe I could get a nap in before seeing my dad.

      A few minutes later I felt someone tap me on my shoulder.  Opening my eyes, I saw a man who utterly took my breath away.  He was dressed in black slacks, a white button down dress shirt with stripes on the shoulders, and a solid black tie which made me assume he was my new pilot.

      Popping out my earbuds I said, “Hi.”

      “Hello ma’am.  I’m your pilot, Radek Cole.  Thank you for trusting your safety to me.  I can assure you that you are in very capable hands.”  Great, now I was focused on his hands and wondering what they would feel like cupping my ass while he pounded into me.  “Our flight time will be approximately two and a half hours.  If you need anything at all I’m at your service.”  Anything?  I wondered if he really meant that.

      “Thank you Radek.  It’s nice to meet you.  I’m Kasi by the way.  No need to call me ma’am.”  I scanned him up and down, drinking in every part.

      He nodded politely and spoke before heading back to the cockpit.  “As you wish, Kasi.”  Fuck me sideways.  My name on his tongue did something to me.

      It wasn’t often that I was left feeling wet from one encounter with a man, but this one, I had no doubt my panties were soaked.  Short dark brown hair, brown eyes, and a tall build.  The way his dress shirt pulled taut over his muscular arms when he moved made my mouth water.  My trip had just taken an exciting turn.

      The stewardess noticed me staring at his ass when he walked away and felt it necessary to talk to me about him.  I didn’t want to chat.  I wanted to strip him bare and have my way with him in the back of the plane.

      “He’s cute, isn’t he?  I heard he once flew planes in the Air Force.  I don’t know why he doesn’t anymore, but I’m sure glad he’s here with us.”

      “Uh huh.”

      That’s all I could say to her.  I’m not normally a bitch, but right then, I saw her as competition.  My body was sizzling with need and that chick made me crazy.  She kept talking about him, but I stopped responding.  Eventually she got the hint and left to sit for take-off.

      His voice came over the intercom.  It wasn’t the words he said, but the way he spoke them.  Like silk on my skin, caressing every curve.  “Please take your seats, we are preparing to depart.”

      The flight might be long after all.  How long could I squirm in my seat knowing this sex god of a man was flying my jet?  Knowing his hands were all over the controls when they should be all over my body.

      As soon as we leveled off I would be moving to the bedroom and taking care of the need that coursed through me.  Luckily, I had packed my bullet to take care of that very problem.  The little vibrator fit nicely in the zippered compartment of my purse and no one knew it was in there.

      The plane began to taxi around the runway and before I knew it we were lifting off.  I love flying.  It helps that I’ve flown my entire life, I prefer a jet to a car or a train.  The way I could leave one side of the country and be on the other in hours, it was exciting.  I can go anywhere I want.  One of the perks of being an heiress to a father who builds planes.

      Radek came over the intercom again.  “We have now reached our cruising altitude.  Feel free to walk around the cabin and make yourself comfortable.”  If he only knew.

      Before I could get out of my seat, Bubbles came over making sure I didn’t need anything.  I almost slipped and told her how badly I needed to get off.  If I liked her more I might have asked her to give me a hand.

      “I’m good, thank you.  I’m going to go in the back and lie down for a bit.”

      “Of course ma’am.  If you need me I’ll only be a few steps away.”

      I forced a smile.  “Great.”

      Two seconds after she walked away I grabbed my purse and went to my bed in the sky.  I’d fucked quite a few men on it, but none of them noteworthy.  Flings only.  I didn’t need a man in my life permanently.  This woman was fine on her own.

      I threw my purse on the bed and began to strip.  If I was going to get off I was going to do it where I had access to every part of my body.  My clothes went flying and I didn’t even care where they landed.

      Once my body was bare I pulled down the comforter.  Sliding on top of the sheet, I grabbed my purse and went to my little zippered pocket in search of my vibrator.  I opted for the cordless one.  I needed sleek and discreet.  The cord would just get in my way.

      I found what I was looking for and laid back on the bed.  My thoughts drifted to Radek.  Immediately my imagination took over and I thought of my bullet as his tongue.  I turned it on and placed it against my clit.

      My other hand went to my nipple, pinching and pulling it.  If only it were his strong hands doing the work.  Massaging my breast, lapping at my core, sending me slowly toward a blissful release.

      I took the bullet and slowly brought it down to my center.  One hand inserted it while the other moved down to rub circles on my swollen nub.  Faster and faster I pumped the vibrator.  My climax built quickly.  Radek was in the front of my mind, coaxing me to come in that smooth voice of his.

      I cried out as my body trembled from my orgasm.  Not wanting the amazing feeling to stop, I kept rubbing myself until I couldn’t take anymore.  When done, I was left panting, trying to catch my breath.

      Shit, I wondered if anyone heard me.  I wasn’t exactly quiet when I came.  Taking my time getting dressed, I decided to stay on the bed and relax for the rest of the flight.

      Five minutes later there was a soft knock on the door.  I was too lazy to get up, still relaxed from climaxing.  “Come in.”

      My pilot opened the door and peeked his head in.  “Sorry to bother you.  Maria said she heard you calling for me.”

      Oh.  My.  God.  I must have called out his name when I came.  I needed to play this cool.

      “Maria?”

      “The stewardess.”

      “Oh, Bubbles.”

      He smiled and I got wet all over again.  “Bubbles?”

      I motioned for him to come forward.  “Come in and shut the door so she can’t hear us.”

      He did as I asked.  Nice.  He obeyed me.  I could work with that.  “Doesn’t she drive you a bit crazy?  She’s like one of those wind-up toys on crack.”

      I got a full, hearty laugh out of him that time.  “She is perky, that’s for sure.”

      “Anyway, she must have been hearing things.”

      “I don’t know.  She was pretty adamant she heard you call my name over and over again.”

      I blushed.  Fuck!  If that didn’t imply guilt I didn’t know what did.  How was I going to get out of that?  I stood and walked to him, stopping only inches away from his hard body.  I had to tip my head back to stare into his gorgeous brown eyes.

      “What if I were to tell you I was calling your name?”

      “Oh, did you need something?”

      “I took care of it myself,” I said as I ran my hand up his tie.  His eyes didn’t leave mine, but I could tell he was affected by my touch when he shifted his stance from one leg to the other.

      “I’m glad you were able to handle it.  I should really get back to flying your jet.”

      “Would you like to help me with my problem next time?”

      “I don’t think that’s very wise, Kasi.”

      He took a step back, letting my hand fall to my side, and turned to leave.  I was stunned.  Absolutely stunned.  No one ever turned me down.  I went over to my purse and pulled out my mirror to make sure I looked good.  Yup, that wasn’t it.  Why didn’t he want me?

      Like a predator after their prey, that just made my chase all the more interesting.  Game on Radek Cole, game on.
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      The plane arrived without incident at a small airport in Kansas.  I had to return to my seat for landing, but took my time collecting my belongings in hopes of seeing Radek before I left.  Rob came out and removed my bag from storage.  He leaned against the door and flirted with me.  Ugh, he needed to get the hint already.  Luckily, this also stalled my departure from the plane.  I let him carry on, talking about nonsense for a good five minutes before giving up that my pilot would appear.

      “Rob, I gotta go.  You’re blocking my exit.”

      “Want to have dinner with me tonight?  There is that great steak house we went to on our first flight here.”

      “I can’t.  My dad is taking me out tonight.”  Lies.  I wasn’t seeing him until tomorrow.

      Enter Bubbles.  She placed her hand on his arm, but he shook it off.  “I’ve never been here before.  Could you show me around?”  I thought her voice got more annoying as time went on.

      “What?  Hold on.  Kasi, you know where I’ll be if you need me.”

      “Yup, we’re all in the same hotel.”

      Radek appeared.  He walked to Bubbles and spoke so low that I couldn’t hear him.  What I did hear was her enthusiastic response.  “Yes!  I would love to.”

      “Great,” he smiled.  “I’ll meet you in the hotel lobby at seven.”

      She was beaming, completely giddy that the hot man asked her out.  He nodded to me and Rob before stepping off of the plane.  What the fuck?  He asked the ditz out, but ignored me when I talked to him before.  He even laughed when I called her Bubbles!

      I was so pissed I considered taking Rob up on his offer and that was saying something.  Grabbing my suitcase and purse, I stepped off of the plane.  At the bottom of the stairs was a waiting SUV to bring us all to our hotel.  The crew at the airport took care of my jet and stored it until we were ready to depart after the two day trip.

      Radek and Bubbles climbed into the middle seat in the SUV.  There was a seat in the far back, but I had zero desire to sit near or look at them so I took the seat up front.  Rob scowled when he saw what I was doing.  Did he think I was going to sit back there and chat with him?  Ummm, no.  I was not in the mood.

      The ride to the hotel was short.  My father paid for the accommodations and put us up at a beautiful hotel with a spa.  After a flight I loved nothing more than to unpack and get a massage.  He knew me very well.  I raved about this place every time I came to visit.

      Not looking back once I exited the SUV, I walked to the check-in desk to get my room key.  I could hear Radek talking with the other two behind me.  Even though he wasn’t addressing me, his voice sent shivers up my spine.

      Shaking it off, I grabbed my key and went to my room.  A bellhop followed me, carrying my bag.  I tipped him and then changed into a bathrobe for my massage.  Why was I still pissed that he asked her out and not me?  I needed to relax and focus on something else.

      When I left my room I wasn’t paying attention and slammed right into someone.  My purse hit the floor causing some of its contents to spill out.  I bent to pick it all up, trying to collect my belongings, but when I stood I smacked my head into the other person.

      Before my eyes moved to see who it was, a hand touched my head and rubbed it gently.  Looking up, I saw him, my pilot.

      “Are you okay?”  That voice of his could make a woman come all by itself.

      “Yeah, I’m fine.  How about you?”

      He rubbed his jaw and said, “I’m good.”

      Without thinking I reached up and moved my fingers along his jawline.  He had a bit of stubble which only added to his raw sexual appeal.  His jaw clenched under my touch making me wonder if he really didn’t find me attractive.  Maybe I wasn’t his type.  The thought bothered me.  I needed to be his type.  I wanted this man more than I’d wanted any other person.

      He looked down, eyes stopping on my chest.  I looked down too on instinct and realized the bump with him had pushed my bathrobe open a little and one of my breasts was dangerously close to being completely exposed.  Moving fast, I tucked it back in and tightened the robe.  Had we been behind closed doors I wouldn’t have covered myself.

      Before I could speak, a bright flash went off.  Looking over, I saw a photographer.  What the hell?  They weren’t supposed to be able to get up to the guest rooms.

      “Ms. Markson, welcome to Kansas.  Who is this with you?  Is he your boyfriend?  Is he staying with you?”

      One of the hotel personnel ran up and stood between the photog and myself.  “I’m so sorry ma’am.  I don’t know how he got past us.  Sir, you need to go, now.  This hotel is only for our guests.  You are not permitted to be up here.  You need to leave.”

      Radek took the room key from my hand and used it to open my door.  He dragged me inside, locking us away from the paparazzi.

      “Does that happen often?”

      “Yes.  They know who my father is and tend to hang around the hotel on the off chance I’ll show up.”

      “You should try staying somewhere else.”

      “I like it here.  They have a great spa which was where I was headed when that guy with the camera showed up.”

      “Oh, that’s why you only have a robe on.  I couldn’t figure out why you would leave your room like that.”

      “If I had known someone might take my picture I wouldn’t have.  This has never happened before.  They usually make them stand outside.  The elevator takes me right to the spa.  I always get changed before I go.”

      Walking over, I sat on the couch in my suite.  There was a large sitting area with a television and a separate bedroom.  Radek sat too, but made it a point to sit as far away from me as possible.

      “How long should we wait?”

      “What, you don’t want people thinking you're my boyfriend?  Those pictures will come out tonight online and be in tomorrow’s paper.  Your face will be everywhere.  ‘Who is the mysterious boyfriend of Kasi Markson?  Was she saying goodbye to him after a night in her room?’”

      He raked his hand through his hair.  “It’s fine.  It’s not like I have a wife and kids back home.”

      I never thought to ask if he was married.  There I was hitting on him and he could have belonged to someone else.  I was such an asshole and damn lucky that he was single.  Now if I could only get him on board with fucking me we would be in business.  I needed to gauge his reaction to my body.

      Leaning against the arm of the couch, I stretched my long legs and very dramatically crossed one over the other, making sure to show as much of my thigh as possible.  The bathrobe did a good job of riding up, exposing my toned leg.  Twirling my hair, I pretended not to notice all of the skin I was showing.

      Out of the corner of my eye I saw him glance over and stare at my leg.  Oh yeah, I had him.  I bounced my foot slightly making sure to keep his attention.  He stood abruptly.

      “I think he’s gone now.  You should go to the spa before you miss your appointment.”  He looked toward the door.

      “It’s okay, they know I’m coming.  They will hold it for me.”

      “That’s good.”

      Why the hell wouldn’t he look at me?  Standing, I walked over and placed my hand on his arm.  He jumped at my touch and turned slightly to look at me, but still kept his body facing away.

      “Thank you for thinking fast and bringing me back into my room.”

      “It was nothing.  I should go unpack.”

      I walked to the door first and turned to look at him.  He stopped short and that’s when I saw the reason why he wouldn’t face me.  The bulge in the front of his pants was enormous.  My thighs squeezed together in response, putting delicious pressure on my cunt.

      He muttered under his breath, “Shit.”

      I couldn’t move.  The size of his cock had me transfixed.  He knew I was staring, but I was blocking the door.  He couldn’t leave without me moving aside.

      “Kasi, I need to leave.”

      Blinking a few times, I looked up and could see the look of torment on his face.  “Stay.  I want you to stay here with me.”

      I started to undo my robe, but he quickly gripped it, putting it back on my shoulders.  “We can’t do this.”

      “Why?”

      He gently moved me over so the door was now accessible and left without answering.  Why wouldn’t he give in to me?  He clearly found me attractive.  Now I was turned on and didn’t have anyone to take care of it for me.  Sure, I had my vibrator, but didn’t want to use it.  I wanted him, only he wouldn’t take me.
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      I entered the spa fifteen minutes late for my appointment.  They didn’t say anything.  My father paid for anything I may need while I was there and they knew it.

      “Ms. Markson, we’re so happy to have you back.  Troy will be right out.”

      My eyebrow quirked up.  Troy?  I usually saw one of the women.  I had no idea they even had a male masseuse there.  I would have requested him long ago.  I preferred a firmer touch when I was being massaged.

      Taking a seat in the waiting area, I flipped through the email on my phone to kill time.  Five minutes later I heard a husky voice.

      “Kasi?”

      Looking up, I saw an Adonis.  Hello Troy.  He could have been one of the Greek gods.  Tall, muscular, tanned skin, short dark hair, and a chiseled face, he was damn good looking.

      “You must be Troy.”

      I stood and followed him to a door at the very end of the hallway.  We passed a few empty rooms making me wonder why he was so far removed from the others.  Entering the room, he handed me a sheet and instructed me to lay face down with only the sheet covering me.

      There was a soft melody playing in the room and the lights were dimmed for ultimate relaxation.  I removed my robe and laid down on the plush table, placing my head in the rest.  A little maneuvering and the sheet was covering me from the waist down.

      Troy knocked before entering.  I yelled that I was decent so he knew it was clear to come in.  I didn’t need to see him to know what he was doing.  I could hear him rubbing his oiled hands together, getting ready to touch me.  The thought of him massaging my body turned me on.  I was still a little revved from seeing Radek.  If he wouldn’t take care of my itch, maybe Troy would.

      “Are there any areas you’d like me to focus on?”

      “The tops of my thighs have been bothering me.  I’m a runner.”  I was so not a runner.  I did exercise, but running, no.  I didn’t have that kind of stamina.

      “I’ll start there for you.”

      He adjusted the sheet to cover my ass, but left access to my upper thighs.  Large, oiled hands began to rub my legs.  He worked up from my knee and back down again, rubbing my muscles with precision.  Every time his fingers got close to my upper, inner thigh I became wetter.

      He moved his hands to my butt and began to work on those muscles.  “Is this area sore as well?”

      “Yes,” I groaned.

      He moved around the table to access various spots, eventually moving back to my thighs.  I moaned when his hand came dangerously close to my pussy.  He must have liked to hear the noises of pleasure I made, because he focused on the very uppermost inside part of my leg.  I was squirming, trying to get him to touch me.

      When he got close I slid down slightly.  His fingers brushed my pussy lips causing me to squeeze my legs together, trapping his hand.  Wiggling his finger, it dipped into my wetness.  He rubbed the outer ridges of my core and I pushed down further, sinking myself onto his thick digit.

      “Oh yes,” I said.

      I lifted my stomach off of the table slightly to give him better access.  He began to finger fuck me, adding two more fingers.  I started to rub my nipples on the table.  The friction became unbearable.  I wanted more.

      His fingers withdrew abruptly.  “Don’t move, Kasi.”

      I did as he said and heard him walk to the door, lock it, and return to me.  His hands found my ass again, but this time he slipped his still oiled finger up and down the crevice of my butt while the other hand dived back between my legs.

      Finding my clit, he began to rub me fast.  I was climbing toward release.  His finger that had been caressing my ass slipped into my puckered hole making me cry out.  The combination of the two sensations was too much for my body to handle and I came hard, screaming out his name.  My body rocked with pleasure.

      He slowed his assault, effectively bringing me down from my high, but his hands didn’t leave me.  I felt him spread my legs wide before his tongue swept down my center.

      “Your pussy is so beautiful.  I want to fuck you.”

      “No,” I said without thinking.

      For some reason I didn’t want any dick in me other than Radek’s.  Flipping to my back, I saw Troy had his cock out and was stroking himself.  I might not have wanted him to fuck me, but I would not be leaving the room without getting him off while he gave me one more orgasm.

      Licking my lips I said, “Come closer.”

      He moved to stand next to my head.  Gripping his dick, I took him into my mouth.  He was large and I couldn’t take the length of him.  I gagged slightly when he hit the back of my throat.  Forcing myself to relax, I was able to take him a little further.

      He started to massage my breasts.  My back arched off of the table trying to push more of myself into him.  One of his hands snaked down my abdomen to my slit, dipping inside of me.  His finger curled forward, stroking my g-spot.

      It didn’t take long before I was on the brink of another climax.  I wanted him to come, too so I increased my suction and speed on his dick.  The hand that was on my breast now rested on the back of my head.  He held it in place while he started to fuck my mouth.

      Bringing my hand to his sac, I cupped it, gently rolling his balls.  He tightened and within seconds began spilling his seed down my throat.  At that exact moment my orgasm took hold and made me spasm.

      Once he pulled out of my mouth, I laid back on the table to catch my breath.  He bent to kiss me, but I offered him my neck instead.  Normally I wouldn’t mind kissing him, but I wanted Radek’s lips.  The way that man had gotten under my skin disturbed me a little.

      Troy nibbled along my neck.  “That was amazing, Kasi.”

      “Yes, it was.  You’ve earned yourself a huge tip.”

      He lifted his head to look into my eyes.  “Can I see you again?”

      “I don’t think that’s a good idea.  Let’s just leave it at this.  We had a little bit of fun and now we go back to our normal business.”

      He nodded and helped me off of the table.  I grabbed my robe and threw it on.  Before leaving the room I said, “Thank you.”

      He smiled and I could see he had perfectly straight, white teeth.  Adonis.  “It was my pleasure.”

      I stopped at the front desk to pay.  The receptionist’s eyes widened at my tip amount.  I shrugged.  “He was great with his hands.  I’m very relaxed now.”

      She smiled warmly.  “Good, I’m glad.”

      Pressing the call button for the elevator, I stood and started to reflect on what had just happened.  I wasn’t a whore by a long shot.  What took place was not something I would normally do, but my body was craving release like never before.

      Once inside the elevator I started to think blowing Troy was a mistake.  If Radek found out would he think less of me?  I was almost certain he would.  I started to feel sick to my stomach.

      The elevator doors opened and the view before me made me stay rooted in place.  Radek had Bubbles pressed up against the wall and was kissing her.  Jealousy coursed through me.  That should have been me he was kissing.

      The doors started to close, but I stuck my arm out to force them back open.  Walking out of the elevator, I headed to my room which happened to be across the hall from the bitch.  I’d just downgraded her from Bubbles to Bitch.  Yup, I was fucking jealous.

      They didn’t even hear me as I approached.  Turning to my door, I cleared my throat as I inserted the key.  They must have separated, because I heard her giggle like a school girl.

      Just as I was about to walk into my room he spoke.  “Hi Kasi.”

      I didn’t say anything back.  I didn’t even look at them.  I waved over my shoulder and shut the door.  There was no need for me to see the two of them together.  All of the guilt that started to surface after my encounter with Troy was melting away.  Maybe I needed to invite him up to my room for a more private massage.  Was that the right thing to do?  I didn’t know, but I was pissed.

      He said he couldn’t be with me, yet it was fine for him to be with her?  I couldn’t stand the way I was over thinking all of it.  Calling room service, I ordered myself a large chef salad and changed into black yoga pants and a t-shirt.

      I didn’t want sex anymore.  The fire in the pit of my stomach was too strong.  I needed to sit back, eat dinner, and watch a movie.  Shit, I wished I had some girlfriends that lived nearby who could have come over and made me feel better.

      My best friend back home was married with a newborn baby.  It was too late there and I knew she didn’t get much sleep.  No need for me to call and wake her up.  This was nonsense.  I knew it, but couldn’t seem to convince my heart of it.

      Room service showed up and I ate my salad while watching 50 First Dates on cable.  I loved that movie.  One of my favorite romantic comedies.  Setting my tray outside after I finished, I looked down the hall and saw a door open.  I thought it was Rob’s so I jumped back inside before he could see me.

      Stripping off my clothes, I threw on a big shirt to sleep in.  I liked to sleep without underwear.  It felt too restricting to me when I was in bed.  It was only ten o’clock when I crawled in.  The meeting tomorrow wasn’t until eleven, but I needed a good night’s sleep.  Although I had a feeling my thoughts would be plagued with visions of Radek kissing the bitch.

      I was still awake thirty minutes after I laid down.  I heard arguing in the hallway.  It was muffled, but I definitely heard two men yelling at one another.   Curiosity got the better of me and I went to the peephole in the door to see who was out there.

      Directly in front of my door was Radek and Rob going at it.  Unlocking the door, I swung it open wide to stare at the two of them.  I used my foot to prop it open and placed my hands on my hips.

      “What the fuck is going on out here?”  Neither of them said anything.  “Is that how it’s going to be?  Fine, both of you get in here before one of the other guests calls security.”

      Both men sulked inside.  If the hotel door hadn’t been so heavy I would have slammed it shut.  “You two need to explain what’s going on, because when you are traveling with me your behavior reflects onto me.  Do I need to remind you, Radek, about the paparazzi that was outside earlier?”

      That perked Rob up.  “One got to you?  Where?”

      “In the hall outside of my room.”

      “Shit.”

      “Yeah, so you two need to stop arguing and tell me what happened.”

      Radek started pacing in front of the couch.  Walking over, I used my hand to stop him.  “Talk.”

      “I got back from dinner and Rob was about to knock on your door.  I asked him what he was doing and what he needed with you, but he wouldn’t answer.”

      Rob spoke before I could.  “Because it’s none of your fucking business!”

      “Stop!  Enough with the yelling.  Rob, why were you coming to my room this late?”

      He shrugged.  “I wanted to see you.”

      Radek got in his face.  “You have no reason to see her!”

      I placed myself between the two men and pushed them apart.  “Rob, we’ve been through this.  We are friends.  Only friends.”  Turning, I faced Radek.  “You.  Why do you care if Rob came to see me?  You made it clear that we can’t have anything.”

      Radek scrubbed his hands over his face.  “I know I did, but seeing him out there, I just couldn’t walk away.”

      Well, this was an interesting turn of events.  “Rob, you should leave.”

      “What?  Why?”

      “I’ve already said why.”

      He stuck his hand out and pointed at Radek’s chest.  “You fucking hurt her and I’ll break your neck.”  He kissed the top of my head before leaving the room.  Now I was alone with Radek and he had some explaining to do.
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      “Do you want to tell me what’s going on in your head right now?”

      He continued pacing.  “No.”

      “I don’t really care.  You’re going to talk to me.  Feel free to sit, stand, or continue to pace like a caged animal, but you will speak.”  Damn he was sexy in his t-shirt and jeans that hugged his ass perfectly.

      He stopped in front of me, breathing heavy like he’d run a marathon.  “Kasi, when I saw him outside of your door I don’t know what happened.  I didn’t want him near you.  I don’t want anyone near you.”

      “Yet you won’t stay near me.”  I shook my head.  “I can’t do this.  If you don’t want anything to do with me other than business, fine, but do not walk around like I’m yours.  Do not attack others for wanting to spend time with me.”

      “You didn’t want to spend time with Rob.”

      “Not the point.  Stop trying to avoid what I’m saying.”

      His jaw clenched.  Why couldn’t this man admit he wanted me?  I didn’t understand why he was fighting it so hard.  My hand went to his chest and I felt the rapid beat of his heart.  “Radek, I know you feel this.  There is a heat between us.  Let’s explore it.”

      “I tried to sleep with Maria tonight, but couldn’t go through with it.”

      “Why are you telling me this?”

      “I’m not good for you.  You’re under the microscope any time you go out in public.  There’s a lot you don’t know about me.”

      “Then tell me.”

      Sighing he asked, “Have you ever heard of Erin Daltin?”

      “Yeah, her ex-husband is huge in the oil industry.”

      “Do you know why they got divorced?”

      “She cheated on him and he caught her.”

      “Yes.  Do you remember who she cheated on him with?”

      “Some pilot that her husband hired to…oh my God.  It was you!”

      He nodded.  “It was five years ago.  I was hired to fly her across the country.  When I would step out of the cockpit to use the bathroom or get a drink she would flirt with me.  One thing led to another and when we landed we slept together.  She thought her husband was in a meeting, but he surprised her with a visit to her room.  The front desk gave him a key and he let himself in.   I was fired on the spot and he made sure to tell everyone that I was not to be trusted.  No one would hire me.  About a year ago I was finally able to find steady work and was determined never to fuck up again.  I had to take whatever job I could get.  I love what I do and almost ruined my career with one bad mistake.”

      “That was five years ago and I’m not married.”

      “No, but your father could blacklist me if he finds out we’re together.  We were photographed together outside of your room with you only wearing a bathrobe.  It’s not going to take long to get out.  The rumors will start again.  I don’t want that for you.  I could ruin your image.”

      “I want you to know something about me.  When I turned twenty-one I went on an all-night bar hop.  I was drunk off of my ass by the time the sun rose.  Tons of pictures surfaced of me in minimal clothing hanging on various men and one of me practically fucking some guy I must have thought was hot.  Right in the bar!  I was labeled out of control and an alcoholic.  That was the first time I drank heavily.  I would sip champagne occasionally, but had never been drunk.  Guess what?  They forgot about it.  Some starlet fucked up and the press moved on.  I don’t give a shit what you did five years ago.”

      “You say that now.  They haven’t torn into you yet because of me.  No way will your father ever hire me again.”

      “Please.  He’s had his own issues with the media.  My mother divorced him and made sure it was very public.  He knows all too well how cruel people can be.”

      “I still don’t want to bring you down.”  His shoulders slumped and he hung his head.  “I should go.”

      “No.  I want you to stay.”

      I stepped closer and put my hands on either side of his face, lifting it up and pulling his lips toward mine.  He gripped my wrists, pushing me from him.  I fought against his hold, but was no match for him.

      “Radek, I want you.”

      “No, Kasi.”

      “Leave the decision up to me.”

      “You’re not thinking clearly.  We shouldn’t be together.”

      He released my wrists and I reached over to cup his dick, finding him just how I knew he’d be.  “Stop denying me.  I know you want me, too.”  His eyes fluttered shut when I started to rub him through his pants.

      Groaning, he said, “I do want you, but we aren’t going to do this.  It’s for the best.”

      Removing himself from my touch he said, “Goodnight, Kasi,” and left.

      Once again I’m left stunned.  This man would not give in to me.  At least now I knew why.  He was worried about what his reputation would do to mine.  I understood that, but I didn’t care.  If the people who followed my life wanted to be assholes then fuck them.

      I needed to get to bed.  If I wasn’t in peak form tomorrow my dad would know and ask what was going on.  Of course, if I appeared in the media in a bathrobe with a man outside of my hotel room he’d come to his own conclusion as to why I was sleep deprived.

      Radek was the one man who made me want him as no other ever had, but wouldn’t succumb to his desire to be with me.  This was all unchartered territory for me and something I needed to amend.  I wanted him and nothing would get in my way.

      Sleep overtook me quickly.  My dreams were about my pilot.  Only that time he wasn’t denying me.  He was fucking me.  There was no foreplay.  He slammed me up against the wall in my bedroom and plunged his hand between my legs.  When he was sure I was ready to take him, he sunk into me fast.  Relentless in his pursuit to get me off, he fucked me hard.  I was screaming out in frustration.  No matter what he did I was forever on the brink, unable to climax.

      I woke suddenly, drenched in sweat with one of the bed pillows shoved between my legs.  The need to finish what was started in my dream was too powerful.  I bunched the pillow up and ground my pussy against it over and over again.

      I used one hand to push the pillow as close as possible while my other hand pinched my nipple.  I loved having my breasts played with.  A few times I’d been able to come with only nipple stimulation and it was amazing.

      My legs and hips drove my cunt into the cotton fabric and before long I was lost in sensation.  Muscles contracting, my pussy pulsating, I would never tire of getting off.  The dream felt so real.  I would have never made it through the day without taking care of my needs first.

      Even after the orgasm was over I sat and played with myself.  Looking at the clock, I noticed I had plenty of time until my meeting.  One more time.

      After finally sating my libido for the morning, I got dressed into my custom tailored black pantsuit, deep purple blouse, and black heels.  I wasn’t a skirt kind of chick.  The summer was about the only time I didn’t mind wearing a dress or skirt.  When it was hot there wasn’t much that was more comfortable.

      Before stepping out in the hallway I called the front desk and made sure they were ready to usher me out of the back door.  They told me my car was already waiting.  I knew the paparazzi would be out in full force.  My phone blew up with alerts that morning from my publicist asking if I was dating Radek and did I want to comment.  Hell no I didn’t want to comment.

      It didn’t take long for them to figure out who he was.  I ignored her and everyone else who decided to be a pain in my ass.  I had no time to entertain their bullshit.

      Stepping out of the elevator, I was sure to go nowhere near the lobby.  The front desk informed me that they were keeping all of the photographers outside, but I still didn’t want to give them the chance to see me through the glass doors.  When I rounded the corner, one of the hotel’s staff was waiting for me and escorted me out back.  The chauffeur opened the door for me and I slid onto the cool leather seat.

      As soon as I got inside I scrolled through my phone and saw a missed text message.  It was from a number I didn’t recognize, but I still clicked it to see what it said.

      Call me when you can. – Radek

      Not even hesitating, I called him.  He answered on the first ring.  “Kasi, are you okay?”

      “Yes, why wouldn’t I be?”

      “I woke up to a hundred new messages from people seeing my picture on the internet and asking if we were dating.  I told the first few no and then it became too much.  I ignored the rest.”

      Groaning, I said, “Why would you answer them?  Never answer them.  It only fuels the fire.”

      “I told you that I don’t want you dragged down because of me and I meant it.  I want this to go away.  You don’t deserve to be mixed up in my mistake.”

      “Radek, we went through this last night.  Listen, don’t answer, text or email anyone.  Ignore all contact with the outside world.  I should be back from my meeting around three.  I will come find you and we can talk.”

      “I don’t think that’s a…”

      “Good idea.  Yes, I know.  Enough already.  We are talking when I get back, so man up.  Listen, I gotta go.  Talk to you soon.”

      I hit end before he could respond, not giving him the chance to argue with me anymore.  Next I decided to tackle my email.  There was about fifteen more minutes until we would arrive at my dad’s company.  I still didn’t know what the meeting was about.  Scrolling through my email I saw a message from my dad’s assistant, Karen.  It was the agenda for the meeting.  Basic stuff up front, seemed like a normal board meeting.  What drew my attention was item number four.  Retirement of Kaleb Markson, Founder and CEO.

      What?  My father was retiring?  Why wouldn’t he tell me?  He was only fifty-eight.  It didn’t make sense to me.  He was too young to retire.  From previous conversations I had with him I knew he wanted to work as long as he could.

      I then noticed that the meeting didn’t start until noon even though he told me I needed to be there by eleven.  Something was wrong.  I could feel it in the pit of my stomach.  I was suddenly dreading the meeting.
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      By the time the car pulled up to the guard station I was a nervous wreck.  We got buzzed in and the driver took us to the tall, glass office building.  My father owned a vast amount of land.  The offices were situated apart from the giant buildings that the planes were built in.  There were walkways connecting all of them in case the weather was bad no one would have to walk outside.

      The security guard at the front desk welcomed me before I climbed into the elevator that would take me to the top floor.  A special key card was needed to get up there since it was where the executives were located.

      When I got to my dad’s office I was greeted by Karen.  She had been working for my father for twenty years.  In her mid-forties, she had naturally red hair that she kept short.  It complemented her petite frame and showed off her flawless skin.  I’d always been envious of that.  She smiled at me, but it wasn’t the wide, warm smile she usually greeted me with, letting me know something was indeed up.

      “Kasi, so nice to see you again.”

      We hugged each other, her squeezing me tight.  “You too.”  I couldn’t stand out there and chit chat with her.  I needed to know what was going on.  “Is he ready for me?”

      “Yes, you can go right in.”

      I nodded and knocked before opening the wooden door to his office.  My dad’s office was very traditional.  Large, cherry wood bookshelves on one wall, small round table and chairs on the other, with a whiteboard behind it.  A small bar was next to the table and the door to his private bathroom was along the same wall.  The desk was an original.  He had it made by a local wood carver and it was stunning.

      There was a view of a big expansive plain behind him, but that wasn’t what held my attention.  My father had always had a commanding presence, but I saw the softer side of him.  The side that when I was a kid would throw me up in the air in play and take me for ice cream on hot summer nights.  His blonde hair was short as always and as soon as he saw me a smile formed on his face.

      “Hi kid,” he said before engulfing me in a big bear hug.

      “Can’t.  Breathe.”

      “Sit, let’s talk.”

      My ass hit the plush leather chair on the opposite side of his desk.  “You’re making me nervous.  Whatever it is, please say it.”

      “Before I start I want you to remember not to yell.”

      My eyes narrowed.  “Why would I yell?”

      “Promise.”

      “Fine.”

      “I was diagnosed with colon cancer.”

      I shot to my feet.  “What?”

      “Sit down.  You didn’t let me finish.”  I did as he said, but not happily.  “I was diagnosed earlier in the year and had surgery to remove it.  I’m fine now and cancer free.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me?  I could have been here helping you recover.  Holy hell, Dad.”

      “I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want to worry you.  It was stage one and the doctors were able to get it all.  I’m now healthy as a horse.”

      “You should have told me.  You should always tell me.”  I thought about it for a second.  “If you’re healthy then why are you retiring?”

      “When someone tells you that you have cancer it puts everything into perspective.  I’m only stepping down as CEO.  I’ll remain on the board and continue to hold the majority stake in the company.  I want to live my life, not sit here behind a desk all day.  I want to be out there on a beach somewhere, sipping a drink and relaxing.”

      “Okay.  I guess that makes sense.”

      “Kasi, I need to ask you an important question.  Do you want to run the company?”

      I swallowed hard.  “Ummmm…”

      “If you don’t it’s fine.  I know you’re not cut out for this kind of work.  The job is grueling and work is eighteen hour days, sometimes more.  You rarely get a vacation.  It’s not easy.”

      “Honestly, I don’t want to.  I have my small business back home and I enjoy that.”

      “Then it’s settled.  We will appoint a new CEO.”

      “Dad, are you okay?  I mean really okay?”

      “Yes, better, as a matter of fact.  There’s something else I need to tell you.”

      “There’s more?”

      “I’ve been seeing someone.  I didn’t want to tell you about it until the relationship became serious.”

      “That’s great! I’m happy for you.  How did you meet her?”  My dad didn’t date much when I was growing up.  His focus was always on me and his business.

      “I’ve actually known her for quite some time and she’s sitting right outside of that door,” he said as he pointed behind me.

      “Karen?”

      He nodded.  “She’s an amazing woman.  I already knew she would be able to deal with me.  She supports me when needed and puts me in my place if I’m being a pain in the ass.”

      “I’m happy for you.”  I meant it.  He deserved someone in his life that would make him truly happy.

      The next half hour was spent talking with my dad.  He knew about Radek of course and told me to do whatever made me happy.  That life was too short and if people wanted to judge him for a mistake he made in the past then they could go fuck themselves.  All that mattered was my happiness.  Everything else would fall where it would.  He told me to live each day to the fullest and to have no regrets.

      I saw a subtle change in him.  He’d always been a glass is
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