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A Dicey Dance series follows women on the edge and men coming together under extreme situations. They find attractions and in some cases follow their hearts. For others it takes more time to realize their dreams are right in front of them. From fighting a pathological father to finding forgiveness for past transgression, the men and woman come together to fight against their inner demons, to learn to trust and love.
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Chapter One
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Riley Frost rubbed his temples and realized the eye strain made him see double. He slid his glasses off his nose and closed his eyes tight. Stretching his six-foot-four frame, he glanced at the clock on the corner of his desk. It was after ten p.m. and he decided eleven hours in front of the computer was enough. He’d finished the contract work and didn’t have the meeting with Pantagen Industries until Monday. 

“Friday night,” he sighed. Tonight and the rest of the weekend belonged to him.

As he put his suit jacket on, he took his tie off, rolled it up and put it into his pocket. If this contract wasn’t acceptable to the two parties - Pantagen Industries and Sherwood Electronics - he’d eat his hat. Every single stipulation both companies required was in the damn thing and Riley hoped they’d enjoy the read. It wouldn’t be light. 

Riley walked through the front door at The Fellow’s Bar and Grill, and Ben, the bartender, waved. He nodded and sat on a barstool at the end of the counter, noticing the room wasn’t overly crowded. 

Ben walked to his end and set a glass of Loch Lomand single-malt-whiskey in front of him. He knew it was Riley’s favorite and kept it stocked for him. 

“My headache thanks you, Ben.” He accepted the glass.

“Steven should be back from a break shortly, Mr. Frost. Care for a game of chess?” the bartender asked. “It would give me a chance to win back some of my losses from last month.”

“Perhaps. I’m a little on the prowl tonight. Is it too late to get a pulled pork sandwich or something?”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

Riley nodded, picked up his glass and a newspaper off the end of the bar and walked over to an empty table. 

Ben came out from behind the bar. “We can do the sandwich. Chef wants to know if you want coleslaw, chips or fries?”

“Chips are fine. There’s no need to heat up the fryer.”

Ben smiled and went back to the kitchen.

Riley glanced through the paper and tossed it on the table. He looked up just in time to see a woman walk in and head straight to the bar. He did a double take and found it hard to take his eyes off of her five-foot-ten frame.

She wore an emerald green mini-tank dress that had lace in all the right places. It hugged her hips tight and when she turned to the bar, he saw it had no back. The sides were cut low under her arms and the curve of her breasts peeked just enough. Her long brown hair would slide side to side when she moved and he thought he saw a scar on the middle of her back. She stood at the bar and rested her high-heeled foot on the rail that ran along the bottom. Those legs alone were cause to pique Riley’s interest.

An older man with dark, graying hair walked up to her. He wore his hair in a fluffy 80’s style cut and had a walrus mustache. The woman smiled and spoke with him. The man put his hand on her arm and she peeled it off and shook her head.

Riley watched and took a sip of his whiskey.

When Ben brought his sandwich over, Riley stopped him from leaving.

“The woman at the bar, dead center, with the green dress and brown hair, what can you tell me?”

The bartender looked over his shoulder and nodded. “She is gorgeous, but I think she may be a professional.”

“Really?” Riley felt a bit surprised. She looked too classy to be a hooker.

“I don’t know it for a fact, but she comes in here every once in a while and never leaves alone.”

“Good, her drink’s on me, Ben.”

“I’ll see to it. She’s a single-malt woman. May I give her some of the Lomand?”

“Very good idea.” Riley nodded. 

Ben walked behind the bar and prepared the drink while the woman continued speaking with the 80’s throwback. He put the drink in front of her and pointed toward Riley. The woman looked over her shoulder just as he slid a potato chip into his mouth. He saw her eyebrow arch and she turned back to Ben and pushed the glass back at him. They exchanged a few words and the woman turned around, picked up the drink, and walked toward Riley.

She set the glass down and leaned over with her hand on the table. 

“I don’t accept drinks from strangers, mister, but thank you.” She straightened up.

“Why don’t you have a seat? I’m Riley Frost, now we’re not strangers anymore.” He admired her looks and very much wanted her.

Her caramel-colored eyes stared at him for a moment before she walked back to the bar.  

As she slid onto a stool, she motioned for Ben to bring another drink.

Her response annoyed Riley. Did she think he would try to drug her with a thirty dollar glass of whiskey? 

The other man sat next to her and continued to make his moves. He tried to put his hand on her thigh and she removed it.

Riley stood, finished his drink and pulled his wallet out of his back pocket. He took a c-note out and picked up the full glass of whiskey she’d left on his table. He went to her left side to cut off Mr. Walrus Mustache and crowed the guy away from her. Riley put the cold glass against her bare back.

She sat up, leaned into his hand and looked at him over her shoulder. Riley didn’t look back, but flagged Ben. He handed the bartender a one-hundred dollar bill and then leaned toward the woman. 

He moved his lips to a millimeter from hers and whispered, “The Loch Lomand is a thousand times better than that swill you’ve got. Have a lovely evening.” He brushed his lips along her jaw as he set the drink in front of her. He smiled and headed toward the door. 

Oh yeah, I give her less than five minutes. He’d heard her suck in a breath when his lips touched her skin. 
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Chapter Two
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Sophie watched the arrogant man stroll out of the bar. She thought he might be fun for a one off. He did have a nice body. She looked at the guy sitting next to her and didn’t want anything to do with him. 

Riley Frost ignited her interest in a way she’d wanted for a very long time. He was tall and well built. As she’d watched him walk out of the bar, she’d noticed his broad shoulders and knew she’d enjoy digging her nails into his skin.

She picked up the glass he’d put in front of her and drank it down. It tasted smooth and warmed her down to her toes. She slid off the stool, picked up her clutch and turned to leave. She heard the man who’d sat next to her ask where she thought she was going, but only waved without a look back.

Once out the door, she turned left and stopped. Riley Frost leaned against the building with an amused look on his face. She walked up to him and stood as close as she could without touching him.

“You’ve caught my interest, Mr. Frost.” She locked eyes with him and felt his hand move to her hip. “I’m on the pill, get a blood test once every six weeks or so and I’m clean. What about you?”

“Except for the pill, I do the same.” His hand moved from her hip to her side. “How did you like the single malt?” He stood up straight and towered over her. He closed the distance and let his hand move around to cup her butt.

If she hadn’t worn her three inch heels she would be staring at his chest. “I couldn’t taste a difference,” she lied. That whiskey was great.

“Maybe your taste buds need a cleansing with something hard and strong.”

“Maybe.” Sophie hated this guy. He was a one off and nothing more. “You seem very arrogant.”

“I’ve been told that before, but no woman has ever gone away unsatisfied.” His hand moved from her butt up the side of her dress and he slid his thumb underneath the fabric. “Your breast is firm and hot. I’d really like to suck this right here on the street,” he whispered and pinched the nipple with his thumb and forefinger. 

She let out a breath and moved her hand down the front of his pants. She cupped his rod and squeezed. She took his other hand. “Come with me.” They walked toward an alleyway and started down into the dark. 

Sophie thought she might have lost her mind. She usually spoke to a guy for an hour or so before she’d let them touch her, but there was something about this one. She felt that he could get her to stop thinking for five minutes to enjoy the ride and maybe...just maybe, give her an orgasm.

They came to a doorway that stood directly behind the Fellow’s Bar. She pulled the key out of her clutch and opened the door.

“Wait a minute. Where are we going?” Riley asked.

“There’s an apartment upstairs that belongs to the owner of the bar. I let him screw me once and he lets me use the place when he’s out of town.”

“How much do you charge?”

Sophie’s anger hit her hard. She decided this guy wasn’t all that attractive and backed down the alley. He grabbed her arm and spun her around.

“Forget it, Frost,” she hissed. “I’m not a pro and you’ve just offended me, so fuck off.”

He pushed her against the wall and pressed his hard shaft against her stomach. “I apologize. I meant no offense.”

She reached up and put her palm against his chest. “Your apology is not accepted. Let me go.”

“I don’t think so.” He continued to hold her against the wall. 

His free hand moved down the front of her dress and she wanted to wrap her legs around his waist and let him take her hard.

With her free hand she reached up and grabbed his hair. “You better have a condom or I might have to kill you,” she said

He laughed, which spiked her anger. She looked at him and tightened the hold on his hair. “What’s so fucking funny?”

“You are. You come across as a glamorous woman, but your vocabulary is that of a tart.” He moved his hand to her hip and started to squat down.

She watched as his fingers moved up her legs and started to slide her dress up to her waist. He mumbled, “Incredible.” 

He looked up at her. “Sweetheart, I can’t do this here.” He stood up. “My condo is about two blocks away. It’s much warmer and,”—he looked around the stairwell—“more comfortable.”

Sophie looked up and closed her eyes. What is this guy’s issue? she thought. “You do know we’re just here for a tawdry screw. It doesn’t have to be comfortable.” She felt him push her dress back down and lean into her. Warm breath brushed her check.

“Don’t get me wrong, I will have you hard and every way to Sunday. If you want uncomfortable, I can do that.” He started to lower his lips to hers and she turned her head to the side.

“Fine...whatever. Lead the way,” she said. Shaking her head, she stepped away from him. “One thing you should know. I don’t kiss. I’ll suck any part of your body, but no kissing.”

He turned around and tilted his head. “Why not?”

“It’s too personal and I don’t get involved...ever. If you’re into slobbering kisses, forget it.”

He started back to the street. “But you do other things with your mouth? Isn’t sucking a man’s dick personal?”

“It isn’t for me. I suppose it could be personal for a man, but for me it’s just part of the entertainment.”

She saw his eyes pinch closed and he nodded. He held out his hand. “Come on.”

Sophie felt only fifty-fifty that going back to his place wasn’t completely insane. He seemed like an okay guy, who liked sex and he did have a great body. She’d been on the receiving end of okay guys before and it could be ugly.

She walked past him toward the corner.
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Chapter Three
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There was something about this woman. Riley watched her walk toward the street and stop on the sidewalk. She turned and looked at him from his eyes to thighs. He could almost feel her eyes tear off his clothes.

It amazed him how smooth she walked in those three inch heels and how her ass moved left to right. It appeared to be a subtle movement and not too dramatic. He could tell her clock was wound tight, but he liked her sassy attitude. 

Riley loved a challenge, and although this woman’s attitude could easily piss him off, there was just something attractive about her.

He started to walk toward her. “What’s your name?”

“You can call me Anna.” 

He pointed down the street and they walked toward the first intersection.

“Is that a lie?” He stopped at the corner and looked both ways. Riley crossed the street against the light and she stayed in-step with him.

“What lie?”

“Your name.”

“I never give my real name. It creates too many complications. I learned that in college.”

“Where’d you go?”

“Back east.”

Riley closed the gap between them and moved his hand around her waist. When she tried to move away he tightened his grip on her. “You don’t like to give much away, do you?”

“This isn’t twenty questions, is it?” she smirked.

“I’m trying to get to know you better, so you’ll accept a drink from me when we get to my condo.”

“Why would I want another drink?”

“It seems to me that you need to relax a little.” He turned toward the front of his building.

She stopped and looked up at him. “I never relax, Mr. Frost. It can get you killed.”

“You never relax?” He crossed his arms over his chest and waited for her to explain. He grabbed her hand, pulled her to the door, and steered her into the building. When they stopped to wait for the elevator, he put his hand on her ass.

“I’m an attorney, Anna. I ask a lot of questions.” He saw her lips curl just a little.

The door opened and they stepped in. He pushed in his code and hit a button to the thirtieth floor. 

“You live on the top floor?” 

As she leaned against the wall, he pressed his body into hers and moved his hand up the side. “I really like this dress. It’s got openings in the right places.” He moved his thumb under the fabric, like he had outside the bar. “How tall are you without those three inch heels?”

She opened her eyes. “Five-foot-seven. Answer my question.”

He watched her take her shoes off and sink down. “Yes. I live on the thirtieth floor.” 

The doors slid open and he walked directly into his condo with her behind him. They went straight into the living room and when she turned to look toward the kitchen he moved behind her. With his hands he started to lift the back of her dress. She stepped away from him.

“Not yet, Mr. Attorney. You must be well off,” she said and looked over her shoulder at him. 

“Yes, I am. You’re going to take this dress off now and then you will bend over the back of my couch with hands flat on the cushions.”

She frowned at him. “You’re not a very good host. You did mention a drink.” Looking at his couch, she shook her head. “The couch is no good.”

“Why not? You said you like uncomfortable.” He dropped his keys on a table.

“Bending that way puts my feet to sleep. I’ve broken my ankles a couple of times due to that. It’s a no.” She walked up to a painting on his wall and looked at it. “This is a nice Hoshin.”  She looked at him over her shoulder. “I’m not a patient person, Mr. Frost. A drink?”

“I’m not in any hurry, Anna. I’ll screw your lights out eventually, but I like to play and I can guarantee by the time I’m through getting you warmed up, you’ll be begging me to screw you. It’s not easy with me.” He walked up to a bar and pulled out a bottle of Loch Lomand. “I should add, you’ll be here awhile because I don’t rush anything. Give your impatience the night off.” He poured the drinks and took one to her.

“Oh my Lord. You’re one of those dominant type people?” She sipped the whiskey.

He turned back around and admired her. “What if I am?”

“Great,” she said with a touch of sarcasm.

“You better behave or I’ll get out my bamboo cane. Your ass would look incredible with bright red slashes across it.”

****
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This Riley Frost caught her interest, but she felt they might be on two different schedules. If it ran on a battery, she’d used it and lost count of the number of times she’d been whipped. She doubted he’d bring anything new to the game.

“If we play together often, I’ll insist on good behavior. If you were to misbehave I’d have to punish you and I’m not gentle.” He smirked and downed his drink.

“See, I generally only let a man have me once. I don’t do repeats. I believe it would be a good idea if you rethought your program for tonight.” She walked to another painting and looked at it.

“Are you telling me what to do?”

“No, I’m just telling you the way I deal.” She shrugged. “If you don’t like it, fine. It was nice meeting you.”

“Are you a dominatrix?” He stared at her.

She laughed, downed her drink, and walked the glass to a kitchen table. “Good night, Mr. Frost.”  She leaned over and put her shoes back on.

All she knew was she needed to get out of this place, now. 

Since her mother’s mental issues when Sophie was nine years old, she’d taken care of herself. As vice-president of her father’s company, she was tough and demanding and earned a couple of derogatory names that she wasn’t supposed to be aware of. She never let her guard down, whether at work or looking for some man to have sex with. She always held emotions in check and wasn’t about to let Riley Frost get under her skin and unseal that resolve.

She walked to the elevator and pushed the down button. When she turned around, she took a step back. Riley stood in front of her. 

“I’ll walk you to your car if you really want to leave.” 

“That isn’t necessary.”

“This isn’t the safest neighborhood, Anna. I’d be remiss in letting you get attacked.”

She looked up at him and knew he was being sincere but couldn’t fall for whatever he dealt. “Fine, let’s go.” She moved into the elevator.

He walked up next to her and put his hand around her waist. The doors closed and she stepped to the side. “Best not to touch.”

“I have to be honest, I do like touching you,” he said. “You know, you shouldn’t be driving since you were drinking.”

“I’m fine.”

The doors opened and she stepped out, going toward the front of the building. The walk back to her car was short and neither said a word until she stopped.

“You have an XJ?” he asked.

She stepped off the curb and went to the driver’s side and made no reply.

“I have an XJ,” he said and moved to her. He put his arms around her, pushed his body against hers and she felt the palms of his hands rest on her butt cheeks. “I have three questions for you.”

She leaned back away from him and smirked. “Great. What?” He stood too close. She wanted to touch him, but her tough side said no, keep your arms down. 

“Are you okay to drive yourself home?”

“Yes, I’m fine.” 

“Why won’t you have sex with me?”

“I’m not into your game,” she said and backed out of his arms. She pressed the remote on her fob and the locks clicked.

“What’s your real name?”

“Rachel.” She opened the door to the car.

“Can I kiss you goodnight?” He moved in close.

She smiled and felt his warm breath on her cheek. “That’s four questions and you said three.” She sat in the seat, swung her legs in and started the car.

Riley blocked the door and bent over. “I’d like to see you again.”

“You’ve seen enough of me, Mr. Frost. Have a good life.” 

“I think we will see each other again. I’m an attorney and very good at finding things I want.”

She looked up at him. “I’m not a thing and I don’t really give a fuck what you want. Please move so I can leave.” He stood up straight and moved away from the car. She slammed the door, locked it and peeled away from the curb. In the review mirror, she saw his smile. 

****
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Riley pulled his cell phone from his pocket. He hit a speed dial number and started the stroll back to his condo. The line rang and then a deep male voice answered.

“Hejazi, I have a California plate I need traced. AZ55582. I need to know who owns it,” he said.

“Accident?”

“Something like that, but not the vehicular type.”
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Chapter Four
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On Monday morning, Sophie stood at the windows in her office and sipped her double-espresso. She tried to keep focused on the contract she’d reviewed over the weekend. It was dull. Her thoughts turned to Riley Frost. Honestly, he seemed like a challenge and she thought she might have to go into Fellows Bar and Grill again. It would be worth it to see him out of his suit.

Her secretary, Tara, knocked on the door, bringing her thoughts away from Riley.

“The meeting starts in fifteen, Miss Pantagen. Some of the Sherwood people have arrived. Your father would like to see you in his office.”

“Thank you, Tara.” She turned to her desk and threw her empty cup into the trash.

Sophie walked quickly down the hallway and ignored the people who greeted her along the way. She’d worked for her father since graduating college nine years ago and had worked her way up the ladder with tough authority. Several years ago, her father named her and her brother, Jeffrey, as co-vice presidents of the company. It wasn’t something she wanted, but because of her father’s authority didn’t think she could turn him down. 

Her father stood in the hallway outside his office. The tall, gray-haired man brought her up under his wing, but he held nothing back. If he was pissed at her, and it seemed like he was angry all the time lately, she couldn’t get away from his acid tongue.

“The Sherwood team is here and I suppose we’ll have to chit-chat for a few. I hope you’ve prepared for today,” he said and looked stern.

“I’m ready, sir.”

“I tried to reach you over the weekend but kept getting voicemail. Where the hell were you?” he asked as they started to the private elevator. Several other employees and the company’s attorneys fell in line behind them. 

“I was home, Father. I turned my phone off so I could review the contract without interruption.”

They arrived at two private elevators. Both sets of doors stood open and they stepped in.

“Father, I thought Jeffrey was supposed to attend this meeting.” 

“Your brother...” the man growled. “Your brother left me a message on Friday that he decided to go up to Tahoe for the week to play golf. I don’t know why I put up with his nonsense.”

Sophie said no more. This wasn’t the first time Jeffrey had dropped the ball. 

The door opened and the duo from Pantagen Industries made their way to the large conference room. They shook hands with the group from Sherwood and made a few introductions.

As she and her father went to the end of the table one face struck her as odd. “Father, why is Edward Martin here?”
“Sherwood felt he needed his top attorney here so we’d be sure to understand their contract. Like we don’t understand proper legalese.”
When they stopped at the end, she set her tablet down and looked again at the Sherwood team. Edward Martin moved toward the table. Then she saw a face that almost made her faint.

Riley Frost stood with the Sherwood legal team. He wore a navy blue suit with a white shirt and a navy and black stripped tie. His brown hair was combed nicely, and he starred straight at her. A cell phone was plastered to his ear.

Sophie put her hand on the back of her chair and dug her nails into the leather. She watched as he ended his call and put the phone into his pocket.

“What’s wrong with you, Sophie?” her father hissed at her. “You’ve gone white as a sheet.”

“I’m fine, Father.” She stood up straight and moved the chair back. What was she going to tell him? Hey dad, the man I almost screwed on Friday night is at the end of the conference table. She straightened her shoulders and ground her teeth together.

Her father grabbed her arm and growled. “Get your shit together, young lady. Do you understand me?”

She pulled her arm away from his tight grip and looked at him. “Have you ever known me to not have my shit together?” she whispered and turned away.

Everyone sat around the conference table and her father began the Pantagen introductions. George Sherwood did the same for his group and when he introduced Riley, the man only nodded and continued staring at her.

This meeting might turn out to be the longest of Sophie’s life. Having her hormones buzzed wasn’t helping.

After several opening speeches by both sides, Edward Martin stood and began to go over new additions to the contract. The Pantagen attorneys were prepared to review it and would give her father and her final details. 

Sophie held her pen in a death grip and made some notes but felt a slow burn inside. She glanced at Riley on occasion and his fiery gaze continued to ramp up what she was feeling. She crossed her legs under the table to subdue the ache.

The meeting went on for an hour and a half and Sophie wanted to scream Hallelujah when her father stood up. 

“I think this would be a good time to take a break. I don’t know about anyone else, but my head is spinning and I need a cup of coffee. Next door a small breakfast buffet has been set up. Let’s say half an hour and we’ll get back to business.”

The people around the table stood and headed toward the buffet. Sophie hurried down the hall to the elevators. She knew once in her office, no one could bug her. The floor where the administrative offices were located had security.

She flew off the elevator and once in her office, started taking off her jacket, but stopped. On her desk sat a vase with a dozen red roses. She slipped the jacket off and threw it at her chair.

There’s no way he could have... she thought. She pulled the card from the holder. 

Told you we’d see each other again. Epic, interesting night, RF. 

She heard her door close behind her and turned. There he stood and it pissed her off that he seemed so cool and collected. He reached for the lock on the door and turned it. Sophie felt the room get warmer.

“Your security staff takes bribes. I only paid one-hundred dollars for those bozo’s to look the other way.” He stood with his arms crossed and stared at her.

“I’ll have to remember that. My father will have a fit.”

“Fine.” He moved toward her and grabbed her arm. “Come with me, Miss Pantagen.”

He steered her to the bathroom and shut the door. He flipped the light switch and locked the door.

“We don’t have time for this,” she said and backed to the sink.

“We have all the time in the world, honey. At least, now I know you’re not a gold-digger. I’ll have to straighten Ben out at the Fellow’s Bar. He thinks you’re a hooker.” He walked to her and spun her toward the sink.

She looked at him in the mirror and felt his body press against her back.

He slid his hands down her arms and pulled her wrists behind her back. Latching onto both with one hand, he reached around her to unbutton her blouse.

For one of the first times in her life she didn’t know what to do. She thought the timing was all wrong. She needed to concentrate during the second half of this meeting and it was already difficult to keep track of things with him staring at her and she didn’t want her father angry with her due to a lack of concentration.

“Riley...”

“No, no words from you, Miss Sophie. You were incredibly rude to me the other night and now we’ll start the punishment portion of our adventure. This is only the first half and, you should know your day will get very difficult.”

He opened her blouse and pulled one side out of her skirt. He moved her lacy bra up and when her breast popped free, he put his hand over it. She moaned and tried to hold still. He pulled her wrists up her back and it hurt. Then he pinched her nipple hard and she almost screamed.

“Riley, please don’t break my arms,” she said.

He straightened and cupped her breast with his palm. His forefinger and thumb continued to pinch and twist her nipple and he moved her hands down to her waist. He looked at her in the mirror.

“Here’s your schedule for the day, Sophie. I’m going to release your hands.” 

“Thank you.” 

“You will no longer wear undergarments. Thigh high stockings will be acceptable, but you no longer need panties or bras.”

“For how long?” she asked and felt the pressure increase on her nipple.

“For as long as I say.” He let go of her wrists.

She started to kick off her shoes, but he stopped her.

“Keep your shoes on. This won’t take long.” He moved her back a step. “Spread your legs and bend over with you palms flat on the counter.”

Great, he’s going to screw me and make me go into that meeting a mess. Asshole, she thought, but did as he instructed.

“I would do anything to screw you hard, right now,” he whispered and moved his hand over her butt cheek. 

Looking at him in the mirror, she saw his hand come up and he smacked her rear end hard. She just about shrieked. He did it five more times.

“That’s for being so rude to me Friday night. Stand up. I wouldn’t want your feet to go numb.” He continued to pinch her nipple. “I suppose that was a lie, too.”

“No it wasn’t. You saw the scar on my back,” she whispered.
He lifted the back of her blouse and ran his fingers over the mark. “Here’s the rest of your itinerary. This afternoon you will receive a package. In the box you will find a dress to change into. You will come directly to Club Frek and ask for Theodore Jones. What time do you leave here?”
“Around five o’clock.” 

“You will behave as you normally would in the meeting today and when you look at me across the table, you should smile.” She nodded. “You will be busy the rest of the night. Am I clear?”

“Yes, but I have plans for this evening. My father has made dinner reservations and...”  

“You’ll get out of it. Tell him you’re feeling sick. You’re so good at lying, aren’t you?”

He let go of her nipple and left the bathroom. She heard the outer door close and looked at herself in the mirror. She couldn’t figure out how this day had managed to turn to shit.

She straightened her blouse and skirt. Leaving the bathroom, she decided to not attend the rest of the meeting, but her father would have a fit. 

She turned up her resolve and wanted to hurt Riley Frost but would kill him later.
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Chapter Five
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The meeting went for another two hours and by the time it ended Sophie was exhausted. She sat uncomfortably the whole time, and Riley kept staring at her. At one point, she needed to make a comment on a part of the contract and she saw him wag his index finger back and forth. She froze and all she could get out was that she agreed with her father and it sounded like a valid concern. It was not her most outstanding comment and she’d probably get an earful from her father. 

She’d left the conference room quickly and felt very embarrassed. Several of the men around the table stared at her and she wanted to smack them all.

At three o’clock, her package arrived and she held off opening it. Why she was frightened about a package was nuts. 

At four-thirty, she went to her father’s office and begged off dinner. She said that she didn’t feel well and he said she’d seemed off her game today. She apologized, mumbled about the flu or food poisoning and walked out of his office. She didn’t need to hear his crap.

Letting her secretary leave early, she stood in her office alone, opened the box and pulled the dress out. It was pale pink and she nearly had a stroke. 

Sophie wore tight, sexy clothing when she went out, but this dress looked barely-there it appeared so sheer. She thought if she tried to wear a slip, Riley would have cats and Lord only knew what he’d do to her. The dress was short and she wondered if it would even cover her bottom.

In the bathroom, she changed her clothes and stood as far back from the mirror as she could. Everything could be seen. Her breasts, her pelvis and butt were visible. It came to the middle of her thighs and had baby doll sleeves.

“If I get pulled over on the way to that club, I’ll get arrested,” she said aloud.

She went to her closet and found a raincoat. Putting the coat on, she wondered if he’d have a fit since he didn’t say anything about a cover-up.

“Too bad, I’m going to fucking kill him,” she hissed.

Sophie left her office, walked quickly through the building, and drove to Club Frek.

Several men she’d had sex with mentioned this place, but she’d never been there. She knew it was a kink club and thought it might be interesting to go once.

She’d also heard the place thoroughly vetted the people who were invited to join by other members. A hostess greeted her and she asked for Theodore Jones.

“Yes, Mr. Jones is expecting you, Miss Smith. May I take your coat?” The hostess smiled.

When Sophie said no, the hostess said to follow her. They passed a bar and dance floor and there were many rooms around the floor that had sheer curtains covering them. In a couple, the lights were on, and she could see shadows of people in various positions, on knees and bent at the waist. She felt a hand on her arm.

“This way, Miss Smith,” the hostess said. “This is the first time Mr. Jones has been back in a long time. We thought he’d decided to give up his membership.”

Sophie didn’t respond and they came to an elevator with open doors.

“Take this up to the fourth floor. Mr. Jones is in suite 444.”

The doors closed and she touched the four button. As the lift moved, she leaned against the wall and tried to swallow. She admitted that Riley would probably give more excitement than all the straight sex guys she’d hooked up with, but did she want this? He seemed to act like it was a done deal and she couldn’t figure it out. What did he want from her?

She stepped out of the elevator and followed the rooms until she found 444. She knocked on the door and when he opened it, she held her breath. He wore a pair of loose hip-hugger jeans and didn’t have on a shirt. A line of hair ran from his belly-button and disappeared below the waist band.

“Sophie, I’m so pleased you made it.” He opened the door all the way.

She walked in and looked around. To the left sat a huge king sized bed, a table loaded with toys and another with cuffs attached at one end. She looked to the right and saw a kitchen and bar. It almost made her laugh. With all these toys, who would think to eat? she wondered.

“I don’t remember telling you to wear a coat,” he said and moved in behind her.

She turned and looked at him. “I wasn’t about to walk through my office with this sheer, nothing-there dress on.”

He reached out to the knot she’d made and started to undo the belt. “Your attitude will only add to the punishment.”

She stepped back from him and tried to pull the belt from his hands. “Look Riley, you said you’re a Dom”

“I never said that. I asked what if I am a dom?”

“I’m sure as shit not your sub. Quit with the crap games, okay?”

He pulled on her belt and she felt the coat open a little. “Sophie, I may not be your Dom, but you’re gorgeous and I want to explore you. I think...no, I know you’re the woman to take the journey with me. The way you acted on Friday night told me that you have strength and the fact that you’re here this evening only adds to what I already know.” He smiled. “I do love a challenge and it seems that you do, too.” 

He stepped up to her and moved the coat off her shoulders. It dropped around her feet and she watched his eyes look down on her body. She tried to make sense of what he’d just said and could feel his body was hot enough to melt an iceberg. She found it mesmerizing. 

“Admit it, you do like being a sub just a little,” he said. He stepped back and continued to look at her. “No, your hair needs to be down.”

“I’m no one’s sub.” She reached up and pulled her bobby pins out of the bun and let her hair flow down to her back. She put the pins into her clutch, which he took and threw to a chair.

“You are so beautiful, Sophie and I see what you mean about the dress. It’s a bit more see through than I thought.”

He walked up to her and moved his hand down her arm. “Beautiful,” he whispered. “I felt sad on Friday when I didn’t get to see your breasts.” He cupped one of them and pinched the nipple through the fabric. “We’re going to start things a little different tonight, Sophie.” 

He put his hands on either side of her face. She looked into his brown eyes and saw something unexpected. It wasn’t the look of a Dom, but there was an air of control. 

“What do you mean, different?” she asked.

His thumb moved over her lower lip and he smiled. “Forbidden no longer. These are mine.” He leaned toward her and placed his lips on hers.

She felt so stunned and when his tongue smoothly moved into her mouth she was caught. His hands moved down to her neck and pulled her inches closer to him. Their tongues danced and he pushed hers back and devoured her mouth.

His kiss turned her body on and she couldn’t figure out why she’d given up kissing for so long. His weren’t slobbery or all tongue. He went from tender to forceful, sucked her tongue and lips and took his time. She put her hand over the zipper of his pants and felt his shaft twitch. She moved her fingers down, cupped the whole package and applied pressure. She heard him moan.

“Oh, baby, I like where your hand is. You’re making my blood heat.”

She squeezed again and he closed his eyes. “No, Riley, open your eyes. I want to see your pupils dilate.”

He looked at her and laughed. “Now who’s the Dom?” He stepped back and pulled her by the dress to what looked like a dinner table. His hand moved over her thigh under the dress. “I like your thigh-high stockings.”

Things get started fast. One kiss and I get screwed, great, she thought and felt her attitude sink into its usual sarcasm pool.

She did as he said and he stood behind her. When he touched her again his hand was warm and moved around her butt cheeks. 

“Beautiful,” he whispered. “I hope you don’t mind, but I ordered dinner. It will arrive soon. Since, we have some time, would you like a drink?”

Looking over her shoulder at him, confusion hit her brain. “You’re not going to screw me?”

“We have all evening and yes, I’m going to take you, but not yet.”

Sophie gingerly stood and pulled out a chair. “You’re a good kisser, Frost.”

“Thank you,” he said and walked to a bar. He pulled out a bottle of Loch Lomand and two glasses.

She’d never been very emotional and couldn’t remember the last time she’d cried, but her throat tightened and she felt tears form in her eyes. Riley wasn’t acting like men in her past had acted. He didn’t go for the quick sex and it threw her mind into a mash of puzzle pieces. 

She was almost thirty years old and thought she knew what she wanted in her life. Now she realized that she didn’t have the first clue. For the last several years, one off’s with strangers felt like enough. It became hard to think, but the one thing that came through clearly was that she wanted Riley. There was something about him that kept her attention and she hoped he’d want more from their brief encounter. She felt lost and her eyes filled.

“Hey, babe.” She felt her hair move and Riley’s warm hand rubbed her neck. “Are you okay?”

She straightened up in the chair and tears rolled down her cheeks. He’d squatted next to her and put a hand on her thigh.

“What’s going on, Sophie?”

She wiped her cheeks and cleared her throat. “I thought I had it all figured out, but right now I’m not so sure. I think I’ve missed something. You’re not like the other men I’ve screwed in the past.”

He wrapped an arm around her back and held her. Sophie put her head on his shoulder and the stream of tears dropped onto his skin and rolled down his back.

It took a few minutes, but she finally calmed down. Riley got her some tissues and brought the bottle of whiskey to the end of the table where she sat and poured a shot for her.

She chugged it down in one swallow. 

There was a knock on the door and a man wearing a tight black pair of pants and a bow-tie around his neck wheeled a cart into the room. He set covered plates and two bowls with salad on the table. He’d ordered her a steak, baked potato and steamed asparagus.

She ate a few bites and before she knew it the steak and asparagus were gone and the potato half eaten.

“I just realized I didn’t have lunch today.” She wiped her mouth and sat back. “Thank you, that was good.”

“Are you feeling better?”

“Yes.” She looked at him and smiled. “What’s your itinerary now?”

He poured her another shot and sat back. “I think we should talk for a while. Somewhere on the cart is dessert, but I need a break before we have the pie. I’m too full right now.” He patted his stomach.

“What about the rest of my punishment?” She took a sip of the whiskey.

“I think you learned your lesson. I’m amazed you put up with me at that meeting this morning.”

“Honestly, I did want to kill you.”

Riley laughed. “Speaking of honesty, there’s one thing you should know. I don’t react well to lies. You could have told me your real name.”

“I never tell my real name. It’s dangerous. How did you get the flowers and dress so fast?”

“The flowers and dress weren’t all that fast. Friday night, I got your license plate number and traced you.”

She groaned and put her hands in her hair. “It never occurred to me.”

“I knew you’d probably be at the meeting this morning and made all the arrangements over the weekend.”

“And you stared a hole in me at the meeting. What about needing to punish me?” She put her elbows on the table and watched him.

“No, that was planned.”

“Then you lied?”

“Yes, but you deserved it. We could have had a great time on Friday and you still lied to me. You owed me one.”

“Okay, I give. I won’t win this argument. Riley?” She sipped her whiskey again. “What’s next?”

“We’ll discuss that later on. What was your dad’s problem this morning? I saw him snap at you.”

She creased her eyebrows and thought about what he asked.

“It was before the meeting started.” Riley leaned forward.

“Oh that. I was thrown a bit when I first saw you. He’d asked me a question and I didn’t respond fast enough. He told me to get my shit together.”

“You had your shit together just fine.”

“Thank you. My father is tough. He has expectations and if they’re not met...Well, let’s just say things can turn ugly.” She saw Riley frown. “He’s always been hard on Jeff and me. After my mom was taken away to the asylum, he became stricter with us. I’ve found it hard to deal with his cut-throat tactics over the years. He’s always too willing to acquire and destroy a company. He doesn’t care what it would mean to the people who work at the company or the community. Riley?” She stopped and wondered how much she should tell him. “Don’t let him force a quick signature on the contract with Sherwood.”

“Why?”

“In the past, contracts have changed before the signing. It’s subtle wording and gives Pantagen the upper hand. I don’t know how he does it. I thought he somehow got to some of the other attorneys or the companies administrators. Maybe he bribed them, but I could never prove it. When you receive the contract ask for time to review it.”

He rubbed his chin. “Thank you. I’ll keep on the lookout. I’m not sure I should let you have anymore to drink. You’re giving up secrets. Wait, I’ll get you a larger glass.” He smiled. 

“I figured I owed you for being such a bitch the other night.” She downed her shot and held the glass out. “That’s enough about my father. What can I expect later? Are you going to tie me up and put toys into my orifices?”

“Naw.” He glanced at her as he poured. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m going to wear you out, but no whips or chains. Why was your mom put into an asylum?” He set the bottle down and sat back. 

“Father told us her family carried a dementia gene and she’d gone mad. I don’t remember anything like that happening with her, but I was young.” She laughed. “In fact, I remember being scared more of my father than her. He loved Edgar Allan Poe, Lovecraft...horror writers in general. He went through periods of watching Vincent Price movies all the time and I had terrible nightmares from that stuff. One time, when I was scared and crying, he screamed at me about being worthless and I’d never amount to much. He then held me and said all of these things would toughen me up.” 

She sipped her drink and shook her head. “Anyway, Jeff and I were never told why our mother was taken away other than that. I tried to talk to father about it, but he just got angry and I deal enough with that behavior at work.”

“Wow, that’s intense.” Riley looked at her. “Why do your feet go numb?”

“I had an accident...no, that’s the cover story. When I was nine or ten, I pissed off my brother and he hit me across my back with a baseball bat. It cracked a bone in my spine and it pinches a nerve or something when I bend over too long. It cuts off the circulation to my legs and feet and because of it I’ve broken my right ankle twice and my left once.”

“Can’t it be repaired?”

“Yeah, I keep putting it off. I don’t want to have surgery and be in traction for weeks.”

“Is your brother older or younger?”

“Older.”

“Why would he do that? What did you do to make him mad?”

“You know, it was so long ago, I don’t even remember. My brother is a strange bird. He whistles his own tune and can be difficult. What about you? Any skeleton’s in the closet?”

“My family is fairly normal. My dad was a postal worker and my mom taught English. My three brothers and one sister are older and younger. I’m a middle kid.”

“Are they nearby?”

“Since my folks retired, they snowbird from up north to Arizona every year and sometimes stop in for a visit. My sister and one brother are here. The other two brothers are in Montana and Colorado.”

“It’s good to know there are still normal families out there.” She saw a funny look on his face. “What?”

“I’m never sure I really fit in with them. My mom one time said she couldn’t figure out where my need for control came from. They know nothing about the lifestyle I used to live.” He stood up and went to the curtains and opened them.
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Riley looked down and saw that the club had filled up. A switch went off in his head and he realized what his life missed. He reached up to a speaker and switched it on. Music pulsed a hot beat into the room.

“Used to live...why did you quit being a Dom?”

He turned and leaned against the glass. “I wasn’t getting much out of it anymore. I looked for something, but couldn’t figure out what. I spent some time up in Montana with my brother Dillon.” 

He could see by the look on her face that she listened and maybe understood. There was something about Sophie that struck him deeply. Even with all her flings, she still possessed strength and after her tears, he thought she might be looking for more in her life, too.

“I’ve heard Montana can have a healing effect. Did that happen to you?”

“My brother has kids and with a five and seven-year-old there’s no such a thing as peace. They wore me out.” He continued to look at her and his body grew warm again. “Sophie, take your dress off and lie down on the bed.” He started to take his jeans off.

“Should I leave my thigh highs on or do you want them off?” She asked and stood up. 

He watched as she slipped the dress over her head. “Off, I want all of you.” 

She sat on the bed, took off her stockings and then lay back.

He leaned over her. “Babe, open your eyes.” He saw her lids lift and kissed her again. “From now on, you won’t be going out and screwing strange men. Your nights are going to be busy for a while and you should know that breaking this rule will mean serious punishment. I can be a very jealous man. 

“Are you talking exclusive?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Riley, we haven’t even known each other for a week.”

“It doesn’t matter. There is something between us and I know you feel it. You are so hot and I know now why you refused to kiss, because woman, your kisses are gold. I’m so glad you didn’t waste them on other men.”

She laughed. “Okay, exclusive it is. What are your plans for me now?”

“Now.” He kissed along her jaw and bit her lip. “Now, I’m going to make love to you.” He saw her frown again. “I know the L word is weird, but I want a little vanilla sex for awhile. Don’t worry, I’ll pull out the toys and rough it up tomorrow.”

Her fingers slid through his hair. “You’re going to make me cry again.”

“No more tears tonight. I haven’t felt this happy in years.”

“Okay, and then after I should plan to head home. It is getting late.”

“You’re not going anywhere, sweetheart.” He pulled back. “We’ve both had too much to drink and I don’t drink and drive.”

The frown she wore became deeper and she looked up at him. “I’ve never slept all night with a man.”

“I’ll try not to snore too loudly. But just a warning. I wake up most mornings with wood. I might have to screw you awake.”

“Oh man, you are so mean sometimes.” She laughed.

“Get used to it, baby.”
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Chapter Six
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The rest of the week became a new routine for Sophie. The minute she’d leave her office in the evening, her attitude improved one-hundred percent. She’d meet Riley at his condo or he’d pick her up at her apartment. The evenings were theirs and she loved every minute she spent with him.

At the end of the day, her secretary, Tara, came into the office and stood by her desk.

Sophie looked up. “What’s going on, Tara?”

“Miss, I just wanted to ask if you’re all right?” The woman clasped her hands and wore a concerned look on her face.

“I’m fine. What makes you think I’m not?”

Tara tilted her head. “It’s just that you’ve seemed happy this last couple of weeks. Even when your father chewed you out for some reason, you didn’t look pissed off.”

“Ah, I see.”

“And the workers have said you’ve been nice to them and said good morning. 

Sophie sat back in her chair and scratched her scalp. “I guess I’ll have to behave like I normally wood. I wouldn’t want to throw the workers off.”

Tara nodded. “Okay, then, as long as you’re okay.”

“I’m fine and if you want to leave early go for it. It’s Friday and I’m leaving soon.”

The secretary smiled and left the office. Sophie couldn’t wait to tell Riley about this conversation. He’d probably crack up laughing.

On Friday night, Riley took her back to Club Frek to observe a scene. He told her to wear her sheer pink dress and introduced her to a few other people. A waiter brought them two glasses of whiskey and while she sipped it found herself growing warm.

A man on the other side of the room walked over to them and leaned into Riley. She saw Riley frown. When the man’s hand reached out to grab her breast, Riley moved in front of her.

“If you touch my woman, I’ll break all your fingers, Jack.”

The man held up his hands and backed away from them. When they sat on a two seat sofa, he leaned to her and bit her ear lobe.

“Jack wanted to fuck you while I watched,” he whispered. “Over my dead dick will that ever happen.”

“Thank you, Mr. Frost,” she whispered back and took a sip of her whiskey. “It turns out I only want you.”

Riley put her hand on the front of his pants. He reached around her and put his hand on her neck. They were getting better at driving each other crazy and made it to the bed only once in the last week.

The lights dimmed and two men brought out a blindfolded woman. All three were naked and it became obvious very quickly the men were in charge. 

“They’re a threesome, babe. The men are Dom’s and she’s their slave twenty-four/seven.” 

They watched the scene and Sophie thought to herself that she didn’t find it all that interesting. Rather than watch others have sex, she’d prefer to be doing it with Riley in privacy.

Sophie watched with some interest, but finally felt she’d seen enough. “Riley, can we go back to the suite? I’m not feeling this.”

He leaned toward her. “Sweetheart, your hand is driving me crazy. This isn’t my game anymore. We could do a scene. I’m very good at role playing but find I don’t really want anyone to watch us,” he said and kissed her neck. “I prefer having you all to myself.”

She felt glad that it was her hand that made him hard and not the scene. She couldn’t stand it anymore. “Let’s go.” 

He smiled and nodded.

The rest of the time they stayed at one of their homes, went to dinner, and attended movies or a concerts. She’d never formally dated, so everything they did felt new. 

She woke up every morning in his arms with his hard shaft pressed between her cheeks. It was heaven for her.

Two weeks later, Riley said he needed to head up north for a meeting at noon and would be home late.

He made her close her eyes and dangled something in front of her face. It was a key.

“What’s this for?” she asked.

“This magical key allows you entrance to the parking lot below and the private elevator. When I get home tonight, you will be naked on my bed on top of the covers. You must be there no later than eight o’clock. You may not touch yourself or have an orgasm. I’ll be in after nine o’clock and your torment will be extreme if you’ve moved.”

She grinned, leaned in and kissed him long and hard. When he pulled back she continued to smile. “I absolutely love how you are so organized. This is incredible and I’ll have to think of a way I can thank you.”

“You thank me every time I wake up with you in the morning. I’m crazy about you, Sophie, and when I get back were going to discuss you moving in with me. I’ll even get the ice cubes out to sway your judgment.”

She kissed him again.
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When Sophie arrived at work the employees seemed tense in the staff meeting. She wondered why everyone acted on edge. She went to her office and called her secretary to follow.

“Tara, any idea what’s going on around here? Everyone is jumpy,” she asked.

“I’m not sure. I heard in the break room that Mr. Pantagen is on the war path and he’s fired several people. I’m supposed to let him know when you’ve arrived. Are you in?”

“Yeah, go ahead and let’s get it over with.”

Sophie heard her cell phone buzz and looked at the text message. Hi babe. The meeting is as dull as that movie we tried to watch and the best part was fingering your wet lower lips. Do you think if you’d had an orgasm in the theater we would’ve been thrown out?

She smiled and typed back. Possibly and banned for life. 

She waited a second and then he replied, I’ll see you tonight. Don’t forget your instructions. I can’t wait to have my snack. Crap!! Now I’m hard again. You’ve bewitched me woman. 

Sophie laughed. Come and get me. 

Just as she switched her phone off the door to her office flew open and her father stormed in. He slammed the door behind him.

“Sherwood turned down the contract and they’ve announced a merger with Darby Industries. A billion dollar deal just flew out the fucking window. I suppose you’re happy about it.” His face was red.

“What are you talking about? Why would I be happy?” She stood and waited.

“Conspiring with the enemy ring any bells? Does it sound familiar? I should have known your mother’s madness genes would pass to both of my kids. I was a fool to trust you.”

“Father, what the hell are you talking about?” She asked and tried to remain calm.

He threw a folder down on her desk and a stack of large glossy pictures slid out. “Explain those to me. After the initial contract meeting, I could see you were unstable, but I didn’t want to believe it.”

Sophie opened the folder and dropped to her seat. She saw pictures of her and Riley. The first few were innocent enough. They sat at a table in a restaurant, drank coffee at Starbucks, and walked hand-in-hand down a sidewalk. The pictures got worse. They were in a small park and his hand was under her sweater or one at the theater when he’d opened her pants and fingered her. The harsh ones were near the bottom. They were taken in Club Frek. One of her bent over Riley’s pelvis, one of him taking her over a table. There were shots from his suite of them in multiple sexual positions.

“You had me followed?” she hissed.

“I needed to know if it was your mother’s madness setting in and the unfortunate truth is it has. You told him about the contract, didn’t you?”

“You re-wrote it, didn’t you? Jesus, father, the original contract...”

“Was nothing,” he shouted and moved up to her. He latched onto her arm. “I hope you don’t think Riley Frost gives a shit about you. He’s just using you to get his rocks off and, of course, for the information you spilled to him it the heat of passion.”

Sophie tried to get her arm free and looked up at him. “It wasn’t in passion, father. I told him over dinner at Club Frek and
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