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      Mason's Rule, Purgatory Masters Book 3

      

      Mason Sinclair followed everyone else's rules until family lies tore his life apart. Now he sets the damn rules and expects everyone to follow them. Period. But as the complex charade he calls his life begins to unravel, he meets a reporter with questionable motives and killer curves who may be the final straw.

      

      Stuck in the past and unable to move on, Rebecca Adams sees a contract with a mysterious Dom as her one-way ticket to the truth. Finally. The fact it comes with a sexy side of kink only sweetens the deal. Give that girl a pen.

      

      Sign on the dotted line. Go wild. Kiss her guilt goodbye.

      

      If only things went according to plan...
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      Mason Sinclair walked away from the party where his brother, Tucker, and Maggie had just gotten engaged.

      As much as he wanted his family to be happy, it was difficult to let go of the uneasiness settled inside him. His stepmother's recent public revelation that their father was a serial polygamist brought him no relief.

      No, Savannah Lewis only stirred up more questions and put the rest of their family's secrets in danger of being revealed. That left him worried more than ever about their future and the short timeline in which to protect everyone before the bottom dropped out.

      Despite the love Tucker had for Maggie, Mason has seen some of the same turmoil about the future in his brother's eyes. He didn't need his gut to tell him more trouble waited for them just over the horizon.

      Now their long gone and carefully hidden brother, Levi had returned to join the mix and fallen in love in the process. He suspected it would be only a matter of time before Levi's ready-made family would become official.

      A dull throb behind one eye served as a warning that Mason needed to think about something else and quick. He had no time to deal with pain today. He took a deep breath and kept going.

      Leaving the Purgatory Club behind, he slipped into his private dining room at the adjacent restaurant he and his brothers all technically owned, Fire and Ice, and stopped just inside the threshold.

      He studied the woman waiting for him as she stared out the third-story window overlooking one of the city's most popular green spaces. In the winter, the city turned the space into a small ice skating rink for the holidays. He often stood in the exact spot and watched families come and go throughout the day. Life had changed for the modern family over the years, mostly in part to new technology. Now, instead of paying attention to each other, they were glued to their smart phones.

      Not that his family had better role models. His mother and stepfather dedicated their lives to acquisitions. More specifically to how much they could get. Greed, power and revenge were basic staples in their everyday lives.

      Mason shook his head and re-focused on the woman. This was neither the time nor place to get caught up in familial memories. The whirlwind of a woman who entered his life about as subtly as an afternoon thunderstorm — fast, vicious and out of nowhere — asked to meet with him to go over the sexual submission contract he offered her. As far as he was concerned Rebecca Adams had two choices: either accept his terms and play the game he wanted, or leave his club empty-handed. No matter how much he wanted her, his threshold for nosy reporters was pretty damned low.

      Yet, she stood there taunting him. Her curly blonde hair hung loose and messy to her shoulders as if she finally gave up the fight on keeping it under control. His mind zeroed-in on the soft curls circling her head and he imagined his fingers grasping a handful as he entered her from behind while she stared outside...

      In the window, her curvy figure reflected back to him. Pulling at him like an irresistible magnet. She kept her attire strictly professional in her typical work style, with probably no idea of the effect her simple pencil skirt and button-down blouse had on him. His hands itched to turn her around and peel the silk shirt from her shoulders and place his lips on the satiny flesh underneath.

      Ever since she showed up at Purgatory weeks ago, with her little notebook and innocent eyes, they'd been skirting around the tension between them as they tap danced through her constant questions about his life and the club.

      Finally, he decided to broker a deal with the compelling woman. Which brought his gaze down to her ample backside. It always made his dick stand at attention as more fantasies ran through his head. All of her insistent probing had given him more ideas than he could count, although to his credit he tried everything to resist her. Not an easy feat when she violated his thoughts more often than not.

      Their latest accidental meeting resulted in her scent clinging to his clothes, tormenting him when he dared to remove them that night. He spotted her in the crowd at Purgatory and decided to observe her more closely. When an unexpected altercation broke out at one of the play stations, she was bumped into him back to front and he wrapped his arms around her to keep her from falling.

      That's when it happened. The already subtle moments of her perfume were wiped away with a flood of orange and musk. He never smelled anything quite like it, but he knew he wanted more. As soon as she saw who held her, she jerked from his hold and ran. He watched her hurry away as the remnant of her touch left an indelible imprint on his brain. Things had pretty much gone downhill from there. Her remembered scent left him on edge and out of sorts. To his utter horror, it started to affect his day-to-day life. He couldn't get her out of his mind. This latest development ultimately led him to give in to his obsession and offer her a contract.

      In exchange for helping him with his publicity problems, she would get an exclusive interview and he'd take her under his wing and introduce her to her wildest submissive fantasies.

      He loved the shocked look on her face. Even better the soft gasp he heard when he pushed the contract across the table and told her to read it before giving him an answer. That was weeks ago. Chaos descended on his entire family since then, after the shocking press conference with Tucker's mother, where she confessed to punishing her dead husband more than ten years ago. With little time to think of anything else, his personal desires fell to the wayside—until the edginess returned. That's when he realized he hadn't heard back from Rebecca and the possibility she wasn't interested sank in. With the news splashed everywhere, anything he could offer her for a story wouldn't exactly be exclusive anymore. She had what she needed without having to conduct a single interview with him.

      None of which diminished his burning desire to be her mentor.

      Then out of the blue she called his secretary this morning and asked for an appointment, citing the outstanding contract as her reason for the request. He instructed his secretary to book a late dinner at Fire and Ice for them.

      He strode further into the room and wished he could read her thoughts. Her body language gave him no real clues. The lines of her curved figure held no obvious tension, nor any noticeable fidgeting. Her muscles were neither rigid or loose, leaving him with nothing but a beautiful sight as his gaze roamed from the petite red flower clipped to the side of her hair to her black patent leather heels. The shoes looked more functional than sexy, yet made him want them digging in his back as he fucked her.

      Without seeing her face, she appeared as cool and collected as always, while his body burned alive from the inside out. Except when she thought no one was watching her at Purgatory he saw her calm reserve dissolve into shocking desire. Those heated moments haunted him, especially alone at night.

      Everything logical in the world told him going forward with an agreement between them was a bad idea that could and likely would go horribly wrong. Again, all useless warnings with her standing in the same room, breathing the same air.

      From the first moment she looked at him with soft, inquisitive eyes and he whiffed the scent of her favored perfume, nothing but being inside her mattered.

      In fact, he planned to get so deep inside her, she'd forget everything but her submission. Whatever her goals for continuing to investigate Purgatory and its mysterious owners would no longer matter. She had the soul of a submissive and like a blank black and white slate, he planned to fill in the colors.

      Another insistent throb in his head caught his attention. He unlocked his teeth from their death clench and relaxed the muscles in his shoulders. It was time to do something about this tension holding him hostage before he succumbed to the pain. The longer he stood there and lusted after her, the tighter his pants got.

      Time to get this meeting started. Mason shifted his stance and walked further into the room.

      "You're early," he said.

      Her body stiffened before she turned, greeting him with eyes a little wider than normal and her mouth slightly open. "I assumed you'd prefer punctuality.”

      A slow smile crossed his face. "You'd be correct in that assumption, Miss Adams. Please, have a seat." He held out a chair at the table and waited for her to comply. She walked over and took her seat while Mason tried not to stare at her amazing legs. He'd already imagined them wrapped around him as he pushed in her chair.

      He settled into the place across from her and tried to remember her goal in coming to town: to dig into his family's past. This was simply a temporary detour. More was at stake here than sex. "I take it you've read through the contract?"

      "I have," she said.

      "Are you here to accept it?" He waited long enough to hear her answer. He wasn’t going to waste time getting to the point.

      "That depends. I have a few questions." She tucked her hair behind her ear and he couldn't help follow the finger trailing down her neck.

      Mason leaned forward. "I figured you would. Feel free to ask whatever you'd like. I don't want any confusion between us. Something like this isn't to be entered into lightly."

      She tipped forward as well and leveled a stare in his direction. "There are many possibilities I could begin with. Especially when it comes to some of the activities you listed as requirements from a submissive. However, I prefer to get straight to the point and the most important question of them all."

      He smiled again, anxious to hear what one question held that much importance to her. Not that his body cooperated much with his brain when it came to her. Before she could ask, he stood from his chair and pulled her from hers. They melded together. Just once, he thought to himself, before he slid his mouth across hers. To his delight, she didn't move. He licked her bottom lip then bit it lightly.

      "Ask your question, Miss Adams, before it's too late."

      Her chest rose and fell as he waited.

      "What happens when the contract ends?" She gulped for air. "I mean what really happens?"

      Mason traced his finger across her lips and cheek as he considered her question. Her bravado had slipped a little. "What happens when the contract ends is spelled out quite clearly." He pressed his lips to hers. "When it comes to the terms of our agreement, there are no hidden agendas. What you see is what you get. Once the contract terminates, so does this." His fingers wove through her curls and tightened on a handful of the satiny soft strands. He pulled gently until her head tilted back and bared her throat.

      "You've come here to accept my contract."

      "I want to make sure I know what I'm getting into first." Her mouth opened wider when he pulled a fraction tighter on her hair.

      "What specifically did you not understand in the terms?"

      She was stalling.

      "You've basically asked me to bare myself to you both emotionally and sexually by giving up control."

      "That's often how these things work, Miss Adams. However, emotional and sexual freedom should not be mistaken for more than what it is meant to be."

      "What is that?" Her breath quickened.

      "I will get inside you in every way. Our bodies will merge, your emotional barriers will be breached and we will likely grow quite fond of each other for a while." He cupped her chin and lifted her head until her eyes met his. "But it will be temporary. That is all I can offer you and that must be completely clear."
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      Rebecca tried to breathe while Mason stared down at her neck. His arrogance should have sent her running. Yet her body’s response warred with her common sense. She should be offended, but she wasn't.

      Since that night at Purgatory when he wrapped his heavily muscled arms around her, she ached to feel him hold her again. That desire moved into her brain and got comfortable. Clearly it wasn't leaving any time soon. So his no strings attached contract meant she was free to really explore her sexuality for the first time, and some place other than the backseat of a car. Besides, she certainly had no business getting attached to him or anyone else in this place. As soon as she got what she wanted, she'd finally get to have a normal life.

      If she had a clue what normal even meant.

      "You're thinking hard about this. Maybe too hard." He again brushed his lips across her neck and a new shiver worked its way down her spine.

      An unusual side effect came about when this man got inside her personal space. Something besides the arousal and sexual want. For the first time in a long time, she felt something vaguely similar to protected. Safe even. The sensation unnerved her. Mason Sinclair, however, was a complicated man who came with many strings attached, despite what he said about simple contract stipulations.

      What made a man like him so guarded with everything, personal and professional? What secrets did he hide? The thought sobered her a bit. She had a lot at stake here. For ten long years, she fought to get this close to answers and she couldn't screw that up by getting too personal...

      "Are you listening, Miss Adams?"

      Startled from her thoughts, Rebecca focused her gaze on his gorgeous dark eyes. Brown but almost black, they lured her in while keeping all of his emotions intact. Maybe he could teach her that kind of control. It would be nice to live a day without the pain and guilt of her sister's death. Or maybe he could help her forget. Even for a little while.

      "So the part about thirty days—" she said.

      "Is the maximum amount of time I have to give. I'm afraid that part is non-negotiable." He released her and took a step back.

      Never in her life had she seen a man look so damned sexy in a suit. The fabric hung loose in some places and almost clung in others. Obviously they were tailored for his amazing physique. He'd removed his tie and undone several of the buttons at his throat, giving her a peek at the tanned skin underneath. She doubted with his work schedule he spent much time in the sun, so that color had to come naturally. She imagined what it would look like against her own fair skin. Her sex squeezed and she shifted her legs together ever so slightly to alleviate the pressure she felt between them.

      And now in his arms, with his way past five o'clock shadow covering his chin and cheeks, she wanted nothing more than to rub against him and revel in the sheer size of his presence. Where were the screaming signs of danger warning her to get out?

      "There were a few points only marked as negotiable. What did that mean?"

      His lips curled in a slight smile. His expression barely changed but the fire in his eyes said it all.

      "Some scenes we engage in will be quite simple. I'd dare say even almost vanilla. If one would define vanilla as me fucking you whenever I want. Any time. Anywhere."

      The change in tone as he emphasized the last made her skin erupt in goose bumps. The dark promise in his voice made it easy for her to imagine he meant what he said.

      "And then there will be times I want to push both our boundaries. If I'm going to introduce something new or unusual, I believe the scene should be discussed somewhat."

      Her head buzzed. "Unusual?"

      A small laugh barked from his lips and his arms loosened their grip around her shoulders. "I may be perverted Miss Adams, but I'm not going to ask you to do anything illegal. Although a man's gotta keep some secrets close to the vest or it won't be much of a surprise now, will it?"

      She frowned and bit her lower lip. "I guess not." Although her head still buzzed with too many crazy ideas. "The contract also said ‘people’ are negotiable. What does that mean?"

      He moved closer again, invading her personal space. "What do you want it to mean? If I wish to show you off or share a piece of you, will you safeword out of the scene? Or can you face your secret desires held deep inside?"

      She felt her jaw drop slightly at the obvious dare in his question. "I may want to explore submission, but that doesn't mean I'll let you goad me into something I cannot tolerate."

      This time a wide smile covered his face. "Good. That's exactly what I wanted to hear."

      "What?"

      "I needed to know if you'd stand up for yourself. As my submissive, I expect a certain amount of compliance. But that doesn't mean you should do everything I say just because I say so. A submissive is still in charge when it comes to giving her submission. You have that power. I just wanted to hear you say it."

      Annoyed, Rebecca brushed some unruly curls from her face. "Is this what a relationship with the Almighty Mr. Sinclair consists of? Constant testing."

      "Yes."

      She opened her mouth and closed it again. What could she say to a man this arrogant without screwing it up? His confidence and blunt honesty both pissed her off and made her wetter than she thought possible.

      He pulled out one of the plush leather dining chairs and took a seat. "Look. If I wanted to get involved with someone who presented absolutely no challenge, I could go downstairs and take my pick. Instead you came along, butted into my life and made me eternally curious. You, Miss Adams, should have been gone by now. But you appear to have taken up residence in my club and that piqued my interest."

      "I told you I was investigating a story. It's no secret I'm interested in the club and its mysterious owners."

      "And now you know more about us than you probably ever imagined."

      "Maybe. Maybe not." She felt the conversation spiraling out of control. "That recent press conference with Savannah Lewis created more drama than ever around you and your friends and left me with more questions than answers." She gripped her right hand and twisted the ring on her fourth finger as she always did when a situation made her nervous or frustrated.

      "Why do you need the answers?"

      Rebecca's stomach jerked. Shit. She needed to back away from this line of questioning before he got too close.

      She shrugged. "I've never had anyone ask me to sign so intimate a contract before. It seems so foreign to spell out everything you want to do to me in writing, instead of letting a relationship grow organically."

      His right eyebrow cocked. "I've learned from years of experience that these kinds of relationships, as you put it, are too easily misjudged by all parties. When expectations are laid out in writing, there is less room for error. It's as much for your protection as mine."

      "Do you always speak in cold legalese? How do I know it won't be like that in the bedroom?"

      Mason's face clouded over for a quick moment before he schooled his features and leaned forward to grab her hand.

      "You doubt my prowess in bed?"

      The spark of his touch raced up her arm and spread a surprising warmth throughout her. What was it about this man that made her so desperate when he got close?

      God, she had a feeling she just unleashed a starving tiger who was ready to pounce on his next meal. At least he stopped asking about her reasons for still being here. "I don't know what to think. I barely know you and your need for a contract is overwhelming. It's weird." At least that was the truth. The last thing she wanted to do was get trapped in any kind of lie.

      "It really doesn't have to be. Keep going. You were asking your questions and I promised to answer them." He ran a finger down her arm. "For you, I am an open book."

      She highly doubted that, but for now she continued with her plans. "I don't know where to begin, that damn paper spelled out sex and—"

      "You don't want to have sex?"

      Of course she did. "The thought had crossed my mind," she said.

      "Are you a virgin?"

      Was he serious? She started to move away from him and his arms stopped her. She glared at him. "Of course I'm not a virgin. I'm almost twenty-five years old."

      "Well, that answers one question. At least I'm not really old enough to be your father."

      Taken aback, she hesitated. "Why? How old are you?" She technically already knew (she was excellent at research), but he didn't need to know that.

      "Thirty-four for a few more days. I'll be thirty-five next week."

      Rebecca tried to imagine Mason having a birthday. Did he celebrate with a cake and candles or did he go all out and have a party? She couldn't imagine either.

      Everything about him said ‘I'm serious all the time, so don't try to make me have fun.’ Except of course his damned sex appeal. It was easy to imagine the intensity he would turn on her in the bedroom.

      She squirmed on his lap as the image of them in a bed made her body tingle, until she realized the firm ridge poking at her bottom wasn't his leg.

      She froze.

      "I was wondering when you'd notice."

      Rebecca felt the heat of a blush creeping up her neck and into her face. No, she definitely wasn't a virgin, but five minutes into this, he might figure out that despite many lovers she really had no idea what pleasure felt like.

      "So you're not a virgin." He seemed to mull over that thought and she wanted to lance the word from the English vocabulary. How embarrassing he thought she might still be one. Did she come off that childish to him? Or had he been hoping she was a virgin? Ugh. Now she was getting weirded out.

      "Maybe I was wrong in coming here tonight. I mean, I get why you offered me this contract. Keep your enemies close and all that jazz."

      His fingers pressed against her mouth. "You certainly think too hard, Miss Adams." He lifted her from his lap and with a firm hand on her hip, arranged her to stand in front of him. "I don't see you as an enemy at all. Maybe a thorn in my side for a while. But that's not what this is about and I'm fairly certain you knew that already. Now tell me what's really going on inside that head of yours." He leaned forward and tapped his finger against her temple.

      She thrust out her chin. "I'm trying to decide whether you are happy or disappointed in my lack of virginity."

      To her surprise, his expression didn't change. "I don't mind some amount of feistiness in a sub, but not when it comes at the expense of the truth. If you've changed your mind and don't want to be here, you know where the door is. You're welcome to use it."

      Rebecca fought to keep her mouth closed as his words sunk in. So he did have a bite. She expected as much. To her surprise, the slight burn of unshed tears formed behind her eyes. Why did she care what he thought? Ultimately, this was supposed to be about her sister and what answers lie within his family secrets.

      "I'm sorry," she whispered.

      "The correct answer would be, ‘Please forgive me, Sir.’"

      She tried to stare into his eyes but their intensity and power overwhelmed her. This was so much harder than she expected. She lowered her gaze to the floor. "Please forgive me, Sir."

      "You have a lot to learn, my dear. I fear too much actually."

      "But—"

      "However," he said, cutting her off, "I knew this to be the case when I offered you the contract. And to answer your question, your inexperience presents a challenge I am looking forward to." He released her hip and sat back in his chair. "Now, since you can't focus on the contract at the moment, let's try something else before I send you home for the evening."

      Rebecca swallowed—hard. Her hands were sweating and the fear she was about to be dismissed made her stomach knot and cramp. Yes, this was damned important to her cause, but it was also more than that. She'd thought of him almost non-stop since the night in the club he touched her and she needed to get that out of her system or she'd never be able to finish her mission of finding her sister's Master. She couldn't lose her focus now. She was too close.

      "Take five steps back and remove your clothes. Slowly."

      This was it. Her do or don't moment with the mysterious and enigmatic Mason Sinclair. Did she or didn't she? Her indecision only lasted a few seconds, but in her head it felt like a long time. On shaky legs, she did as he commanded and took five small steps away from him.

      "Eyes on me at all times, Miss Adams."

      She lifted her lashes and met his dark gaze directly. Again, the intensity stole her breath. Yes, the demand still came through loud and clear. But now she saw more. Lust? Want? It was hard to tell exactly, but it was enough to fortify her.

      She reached for the buttons near her throat and began undoing them. Thank goodness she'd worn this blouse and not the one with the tiny buttons. She would have been here all night trying to get those undone.

      "Whatever you're thinking about, stop. When a Dom asks you to perform a task, he expects you to comply for his pleasure, which means you need to focus on him."

      "Okay. Uh… I mean, yes, Sir."

      A small satisfied smile crossed his lips and she adored the slight transformation. For a second, he appeared far more approachable and even more impossibly gorgeous. Heat shot through her and gave her an added boost of courage she needed. She peeled the blouse from her shoulders and when he held out his hand for it, she gave it over.

      Without taking his eyes from her bra-clad breasts, he draped the silk shirt over a nearby chair.

      "Continue," he said.

      She found her unusual predicament quite empowering. Sure, he issued a command she now followed. But the further she went, the more confidence it gave her, because he was reacting to every inch she bared. He genuinely seemed to enjoy what he saw.

      Next she unzipped her straight skirt and shimmied the fabric over hips that were fuller than she liked. She might have more padding than he was used to, but she never let that bother her and she wasn't going to start now. Women with generous curves always looked special in her mind, in a sexy, old school Hollywood way.

      What she had taken a token amount of time to indulge in was her love for everything vintage. Had her life turned out differently, her chosen career path might have looked a lot more creative than investigative journalist.

      Or bloodhound, as her editor liked to call her.

      "Rebecca?"

      She jerked her head up at his question, realizing she'd stopped mid-strip.

      "If you're too shy to take your clothes off in front of me, I'm afraid this situation is going to be extremely difficult."

      "I'm not afraid." She pushed at her skirt until the fabric pooled at her feet. When she stepped free, she noticed his gaze locked onto her high-heeled shoes. Ding. Point one in her favor. She chose carefully from her meager collection and opted on the most flattering spiked stilettos with thin leather straps fastened around her ankles. When she bent forward and reached for the shiny silver buckle, he turned his heated gaze back to hers.

      "Leave them on." The husky sound of his request slid across her skin like a sensual caress, making her pulse pound harder in her ears.

      Her nipples bunched underneath the lace of her bra and tiny tingles erupted between her legs. At this rate, she'd never get undressed without begging him to end the bad sex karma she hadn't even realized was getting to her.

      "Please continue," he said.

      Rebecca reached behind her and unhooked the metal clasp of her bra and slid the straps down her arms. The cool air of the room hit her sensitive areola and a small moan slipped out before she could stop it. His eyes widened and she felt her panties grow damp. She started to cross her arms across her middle, but the stern look on his face stopped her in time.

      "Cup them for me, sweetheart. Never try to hide such beauty. Ever."

      Rebecca ignored the heat of her rising blush and followed his instructions. She scooped her ample breasts and pushed them together in a way she hoped he found pleasing. It was so hard to concentrate when all she could think about were his hands doing this instead of hers, and what they would feel like.

      "Now show me how you touch them when you're home alone and horny."

      Rebecca blinked. Was he serious? She stared at him for a full twenty seconds waiting for his expression to change and let her off the hook. Instead his eyes narrowed and his mouth pursed into a slight frown.

      "Again, if you're going to question every request, this isn't going to go well."

      "I didn't say anything," she said.

      "Body language is even more potent than words, my dear."

      His tone made her face scrunch into what she imagined was not a flattering look. Maybe this wasn't going to be as easy as she thought. She could quit now and go back to hiding in the club corners with envy, or she could stop fighting it and follow through with what she came here for.

      Rebecca straightened her spine and slid her hands closer together until her fingers circled her nipples. To her surprise, some of the knots in her stomach began to loosen as she increased the pressure under Mason's intense scrutiny. Something about the way he watched her made her feel more desired than ever before. He didn't seem to be in a rush to finish like all the others.

      "What's going through that pretty head of yours, Rebecca?"

      Heat bloomed on her face but some of her hesitation had disappeared. "It dawned on me I've never done anything like this before.” His puzzled expression let her know she said too much.

      Damn.

      “I mean with the lights on before and with a man like you."

      He looked thoughtful for a moment, as if contemplating what she said. She held her breath hoping her recovery passed by. He slowly rose from the chair and she watched his careful movements as he approached her. Sure he was handsome, but it was more than his looks that drew her inexplicably to this meeting today. His air of confidence and the utter control that followed far outweighed his appearance on the attraction scale.

      He stepped into her space and stopped, pulling her hands from her breasts and placing them at her sides. "Not a virgin but not a lot of experience either. Interesting."

      Rebecca didn’t respond. Better to let him cling to his belief she was inexperienced rather than face the truth this soon. Plus, he made it impossible to speak with him this close to her nearly naked body. He had a way of scrambling her brain patterns to the point it was impossible to put together a decent sentence. It took all of her concentration to remain upright and not lean into him. It seemed her body had a mind of its own and all it cared about was getting close to him.

      "I think we're going about this the wrong way, under the circumstances." He spoke close to her, his breath brushing the shell of her ear. She tried hard to hold back the shiver his voice caused and failed. "I've decided what I want for my birthday."

      She lifted her lashes and met his gaze. "What?" The sudden change of topic surprised her.

      He leaned forward and kissed the side of her neck. But he didn't stop there. He dipped down and blazed a trail of heat with his mouth to the tops of her breasts. From there he licked a path to her nipple where he quickly enveloped it with his mouth.

      Rebecca's sharp intake of breath echoed through the room as her nerve endings lit up, nearly combusting where she stood. "Oh, God.”

      "Mmm.”

      His touch was even better than she imagined these last few weeks. Her pulse raced and sweat broke out across her lower back. Every gentle tug of his teeth on her sensitive flesh sent a flash of heat racing straight to her clit. Each pulse brought her hips another inch closer to his leg and, to her horror, she imagined in a minute or two she'd be dry humping his pants, begging for more.

      She must have done something to draw his attention, as he quickly jerked away and gave her some space. To her credit, she faltered on her heels at the loss but managed to pull herself together at the last second, instead of crashing to the floor.

      "I'm sorry. I couldn't resist a taste."

      Rebecca crinkled her forehead. "Isn't that what I'm here for? So that you can— I mean—?"

      "Yes, that is my intention. Eventually. For now, I think you should go home and prepare for what's coming."

      "And what's that?" she asked.

      "You aren't signing a detailed contract like that for some quick fuck and go, if that's what you're thinking. Not my style, babe. This
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