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Topsy turvy...

Billionaire Clark Mannings is on top of the world. Business is well. So is pleasure. Lots of it. Work hard. Play hard. Stay unattached. These rules have always served him best. Poised on the precipice of westward expansion with his billion dollar enterprise, everything flips at the drop of a hat when a chance encounter with a certain blonde completely reorients his manifest destiny. 

Newly appointed CEO Mariah Olsen has a bone to pick as the youngest female head of a company. Not only does she battle with male chauvinists who are opposed to her proposed reforms, she also has the biggest challenge in her life: how to stay on track with her career goals without being blindsided by annoying inappropriate urges in the presence of a certain visiting executive.

Purr Scent 0: The Moment is an 18,000-word M/F (male-female) prequel to a six-part billionaire BDSM menage serial that tracks the journey of an alpha male dominant, a lesbian domme, and their bisexual female submissive. The emerging connection between the Dom and sub continues in Purr Scent I: The Meeting, followed by the meeting of both females in Purr Scent II: The Makeover.
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This book contains content that is not suitable for readers 17 and under. 
Thank you for downloading this ebook. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be reproduced, uploaded to share on websites, emailed, or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author, Jacintha Topaz, at jacinthatopaz@gmail.com, or within the sharing guidelines at a legitimate library or bookseller. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction, sharing, or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to five years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. (See http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/ for more information about intellectual property rights.)

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons—living or dead—or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. All characters in this book are reproductions of the author's imagination and used fictitiously.
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Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Acknowledgements

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Dedication

[image: ]


To my readers. Thanks to your voting dollars, they’re ba-ack! As in Clark and Mariah; Britt, later, too... Enjoy! :-)
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Many thanks to one particular reader-reviewer of Purr Scent III: The Mistress, who had mentioned that she would have sorely liked to see more of Clark’s kind of domination. I hadn’t wanted to detract from the romances sprouting in that book between the women and had thus elected to keep that book as the scene between Clark and Soraya had appeared.

However, your feedback was instrumental in whipping this prequel into shape. Yup, you’ll see Clark in his Dom space zone in this book. Enjoy!
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“How do the financials look?” Clark pointedly asked of his CFO seated at the far side of the couch from him. Although plenty of natural light filtered into his sizable office in the Big Apple, thick tension mounted in the air between his top men, Hubert Jones and Anthony Lakes. They possessed great strengths, which Clark admired and needed. However, they also possessed major weaknesses. In particular, their rivalry meant that Clark needed to keep a tight leash on the subject matter at hand. The shorter and more focused the meeting the better for all parties involved. This was exactly why Clark had scheduled the meeting on a late Friday afternoon in a sunlit boardroom in his Manhattan high-rise as the last item on his calendar.

Hubert, the thin blonde who shared the couch with Clark, distributed an inch-thick report to both him and Anthony. “All systems say go for Detroit. With the sweet deal they’ve included to boost the local economy, they’re the obvious choice for westward expansion.”

Anthony, a big bear of a black man who would have been mistaken as a bouncer, glanced at the cursory top sheet summary and threw it right back in Hubert’s face. Scowling, he sat forward in the adjacent armchair and humphed, “Hate to disrupt illusions of your Manifest Destiny. Have you looked at the stats for vandalism, break-ins and thefts lately? You’ll need to account for extra security, background checks, and related measures. Not to mention the costs needed to guard against cyber criminals.”

“You are from Detroit,” Hubert spat back in predictable ire. “You, of all people, should know a deal like this shouldn’t be passed up. Think of all the jobs created for the locals, the resulting spending, and the swell of the microeconomy when we move in there.”

“It’s precisely because I’ve been born and bred there that I know the kind of mentality we’re up against,” Anthony growled, “especially if we do move into that space.”

“Gentlemen,” Clark bellowed. “Numbers. That’s the question.”

“I am talking numbers sense,” Anthony quietly raged. “Hubert’s missing a huge hole here that could bump the costs up a good few digits and bring down the overall projected net profit. That would make Corsicana a close contender.”

“Texas?” Clark blinked. Like Anthony, he had no desire to expand the company in his home state. Sure, he’d stuck around, graduated college there and struck out to NYC to make it big. And he had made it big—to the grand tune of his first billion dollars. Whoever had abandoned him at the orphanage had better regret it now, especially when he had made a name for himself. Took him a good twenty years since he struck out on his own at seventeen. Still, at thirty-seven, he was CEO of the eponymous Mannings Industries. He’d continue to build an empire so fucking huge and magnificent that he’d laugh—scoff—at anyone who’d dare to claim dibs based on blood relations.

As Anthony launched into the pros of expanding in Corsicana, Clark grimaced. Too bad his adoptive parents had passed away from a bumfuck car accident in his teens. The drunk driver who’d plunged right into them was dead on arrival, a death too kind for the havoc he’d created in Clark’s life. The only good thing he felt about it was that death was swift for his folks, too—the ones who deserved to be called his mom and dad, even if they weren’t his blood parents.

He wished that his adoptive parents had been around to see his level of success right now. They would have been proud of him. They’d be the only ones who truly loved him for who he was and not how big his pocketbook stretched. He’d buried them in Texas and hadn’t quite gotten around to going back there to visit them.

“Redneck country is not where we should relocate!” Hubert’s adamant offensive interjected Clark’s thoughts.

Clark bit his tongue. He respected numbers, hard facts and figures. Wealth was built on data and right now his data man was getting too incensed to stay focused on the numbers, the finances.

“Hubert,” he warned, which gave Anthony the exact ammunition to continue professing the benefits of expanding into Texas.

Clark, though, would rather not open the mixed bag that a possible expansion into Texas presented. 

For one thing, he’d have to face his choice of mate. He’d seen the light in women’s eyes blaze with greed the deeper his pockets grew. He hadn’t seen the need to hire a clandestine security team for background checks until one too many of these gold diggers broached the subject of marriage within weeks of their chance meetings that he later knew weren’t quite by chance after all. 

He’d also have to face his mortality. If Clark were to leave anything behind now, the designated beneficiaries would only be his Chartwaters Foundation and his one true buddy Tanner. Being re-orphaned practically overnight that fateful summer before college and running into Tanner straightaway that very autumn was the best fucking thing that could have happened to Clark. If he hadn’t met Tanner, for sure he wouldn’t have stayed in school, much less gotten out and made something of himself.

Tanner.

Yeah, it was probably high time to visit Tanner again. The strapping fellow had made good use of Clark’s funds to start that exclusive club of his, a welcome respite in a remote estate upstate. Conveniently local and completely commutable. Absolutely perfect for Clark’s needs. His physical needs. All play, zero attachments. He could come and go as he pleased, literally. The perks alone sufficed enough for a visit; running into Tanner was a bonus. A thin smile lit Clark’s face. 

I’d have time to go tonight—if this little face-off can wrap up in time.

After another round of vociferous bickering about the pros and cons of Corsicana as the backup option to Detroit, the room went deathly quiet. A quick glance at the glowering between his main men had Clark smiling on the inside. At the very least he’d done something right. He’d picked passionate men with striking conviction to work for him. 

Vested. Committed. Devoted. Definitely worth the pay grade.

“You’ve seen both sites, Hubert, yes?” Clark implored. Without waiting for a reply, Clark continued, “Perhaps we can go as a team and take stock of Detroit first and then, if need be, Corsicana. In the meantime, let’s come up with the revised figures to consider Anthony’s input about extra security before we cross off Detroit. Regroup on Monday, same time, same place.”

Both men grudgingly accepted the proposal and cleared the room. Although Anthony’s harrumph was a clear indication of how much such a site visit was completely unnecessary on his part, Clark’s emphasis on the word team, though, made it absolutely clear that Anthony was going on this trip. Nonnegotiable.

Thinking of nonnegotiables had Clark thinking of negotiables, particularly when it came down to playing at the club. Thinking of all the possibilities, his dick twitched to life. Clark sprang to his feet and began to tidy up his desk in anticipation. He could hardly wait for tonight’s visit. Friday nights were the perfect segue to
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