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      I like my women in beautiful clothes, but I like them even better out of them!

      When I first met Anna, she wanted to dress me from the skin out.

      But the things that I want to do with her have nothing to do with clothes at all.

      Anna is perfect, sweet, and sexy with a body that could drive a man to sin.

      But I don’t think she can handle what I have to offer.

      I have a taste for the finest things in life, and some of those things, well, they can get pretty dark and intense.

      If Anna can keep up with me, I’ll be putty in her hands. Now if only I knew if I could trust her...
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      “Well, Jones, if it goes through, we could be very rich men. Are you ready for that?”

      Evan grinned as his junior partner said the usual cautious thing. The man was brilliant—Evan had chosen him specifically for his intelligence and vision—but he lacked self-assurance. Someday, Evan was sure he would help Jones attain the confidence that men in their business couldn’t do without.

      “Well, ready or not, my friend, it’s coming. So get ready. Get the details for that dinner planned. We’re taking the right step. I know it, you know it, and sooner or later, the board is going to come around.”

      By the time Evan hung up ten minutes later, Jones had appeared to be at least somewhat more certain. Evan shook his head. He was a man who loved his work almost as much as he loved the luxuries it gave him, but sometimes it was like pulling teeth.

      He dropped a few bills on the table, more than enough to cover lunch and the tip, and walked out into the mild London afternoon. Spring never seemed to last very long in London, he mused. Soon enough, it would be sweltering summer, and he would want to drive or be driven everywhere he went. For now, though, spring was gorgeous, and the weather so mild that a walk back to his quiet London office seemed like a good idea.

      At least, it did before a cyclist veered up over the curb just long enough to snag Evan’s arm on a metal handlebar spur. Evan swore, the cyclist yelped, and Evan was dragged forward by a yard before he finally managed to pull away. He looked down at his sleeve, ignoring the bruise likely forming from the impact in favor of a sartorial once-over. As Evan stood there muttering under his breath, the inept cyclist hurried away, leaving Evan cursing a blue streak.

      Evan was a man who liked to dress well, and even if he wasn’t going to be seeing any investors today, he was dressed in a slate blue suit that was rather a favorite. At least, it had been until that bicycle snagged the sleeve and tore a short, jagged slash in the arm.

      Evan hesitated for a moment. He was tempted to simply toss the suit or donate it. But he hated the idea of giving up an otherwise perfectly good suit.

      Saville Row wasn’t far away from where he was, just slightly past his own office. The bustling street was lined with the finest tailors in the Western world, and he made his way to a discreet shop set back from the thoroughfare, the only indication of its presence at all a handsome brass sign on the door. He had becoming to Monteray’s for suits since he was in his twenties, and he had the utmost faith in their service.

      Evan climbed up the narrow staircase, and an old-fashioned bell chimed above his head when he let himself in. Instead of seeing the gray-haired older man who had handled his suits for ages, behind the desk stood a lovely young woman.

      She couldn’t have been a day out of her early twenties with a thick head of ash-blond hair and a curvy figure dressed in an old-fashioned cotton blouse and a neat tweed skirt. In spite of her obvious youth, she wore hose and clunky dark shoes. She also had her nose firmly buried in a fashion magazine as Evan walked in.

      She was so distracted with the magazine that Evan had to clear his throat before she looked up in shock.

      “Oh my goodness!” She hurried over to greet him, her sweet heart-shaped faced furrowed with worry.

      “I’m so sorry, sir, but I didn’t hear the shop bell ring. Welcome to Monteray’s! My name is Anna. How can I help you?” When she looked up at him with a shy smile, Evan was enchanted to see that her eyes were a deep amber, something he was certain he had never seen before.

      “Good afternoon. Can you tell me where Edmund might be?”

      “Oh! Mr. Monteray is seeing to wool shipments from Iceland today, and he won’t be in until late. May I ask you what you need?”

      He pondered the situation momentarily before extending his arm, displaying the ragged sleeve. It was unlikely that the secretary would be interested, but perhaps she would convey his haste to her employer if she saw the damage. “This. I require this fixed sooner rather than later.”

      Anna examined the tear on his sleeve with the calm gravity that a surgeon would bestow on his patient.

      “That is a rather bad tear, sir,” she said thoughtfully. “May I ask how you came by it?”

      “Street brawl.”

      She looked up at him as if unsure whether to take him seriously, and Evan laughed at the disbelief in her lovely eyes. “A cyclist snagged it.”

      Her smile left him slightly breathless.

      “I was going to guess that it was something like that. A snag and then a drag. That makes for an awkward repair, though.” She drew her full lip between her teeth and worried it. “It really does.”

      Evan raised his eyebrow at her curiously. “You sound very sure of that.”

      “I might be new here, sir, but I’m hardly new to the craft.”

      Evan blinked at her, noticing the wide pockets of her skirts for the first time, and the stub of measuring tape that peeked out like an insolent tongue. Anna did seem a little dowdy to be a secretary, even for a business as conservative as Monteray’s. In that case…no, he thought in surprise. It couldn’t be. Monterary was far too old-fashioned to…

      “So Edmund has started doing trade in women’s dresses as well?” Evan asked. “And you are a seamstress?”

      Anna drew herself up to her full height, which couldn’t have been more than five-foot-five, if that. The look she gave him was defiant and more than a little proud, and he found himself becoming even more intrigued with the girl.

      “As a matter of fact, sir, a woman who makes custom dresses of a high quality is called a dressmaker rather than a seamstress. I am not a dressmaker. I am a tailor.”

      Her voice dared him to make something out of it, and Evan swallowed a smile. For some reason, he had no interest in puncturing her pride, as much as he enjoyed doing it to pompous idiots in his business sector.

      “All right then, Anna.” He gestured at the tear in his sleeve, and she looked at it again. “What would you propose to do with this? Would you simply get rid of the whole suit?”

      “No, I wouldn’t,” Anna replied. “I would fix it by hand. I could have it done for you in less than half an hour. But—”

      “That sounds splendid,” Evan said warmly, more than pleased at her efficiency. “If you take a look, you’ll see that I have an account here. It should be no problem to bill it.”

      She looked worried.

      “Well, sir, that might be a little difficult. You know Mr. Monteray, and he is very particular. I have a feeling that you might be one of our top-tier clients, and that means that under no circumstances am I to undertake any repairs for you without his direct and immediate supervision.”

      “I see. Well, I have decided that that doesn’t matter.”

      “Sir?”

      Evan rested one large hand slightly on her small, slender shoulder. “If you think that I am a top-tier client, you must know that I am someone who is used to getting my way, yes? I want you to fix this up for me. No excuses now.”
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      She should have known that the man was trouble the moment he startled her. If it had been anyone else, she would have been completely fine, but something about seeing this man in the doorway made her mouth go dry.

      He had to be in his forties, at least fifteen years older than her own twenty-two years of age. He was dark-haired with just a touch of silver at his temples, and unlike so many of the men she knew, he was in amazing shape. He wore his American suit like a knight dressed for battle, and there was something in his bright green eyes that gave her butterflies in her stomach. When he set his hand on her shoulders, tingles ran through her entire body, and his smile that made her own lips curve reflexively upwards in response.

      Of course, just because the client was ridiculously attractive didn’t mean that she should be doing what she was doing. Though she’d couched her words both for the sake of the client and her own employment, Mr. Monteray was far more than just particular. He was a tyrant with an iron fist that lorded over his own small kingdom with the eye of an eagle and a heart of flint. His exacting standards made him a veritable legend on a street of legendary tailors, but also made him a terrifying boss.

      She should have said no. Truly, Anna should have looked away from the man’s mesmerizing green eyes
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