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Chapter One

 


Anna clutched the piece of
paper in her hand as though her life depended on it—her sex-life
anyway. When things had become this desperate she really couldn't
fathom, but something had to give. She shut her eyes and leant her
head back against the cool glass of the elevator mirrors. She could
do this. Besides, she hadn't spent a small fortune, and several
weeks of back and forth e-mail conversations, signed a mile long
privacy agreement, and undergone the rigorous health tests
requested, to back out now. She was not a coward, and she needed a
damn good lay. He was the best in the business, supposedly. He'd
certainly made her jump through hoops, just to get in touch with
him. Mr. Satisfaction Guaranteed
only accepted clients on personal
recommendation.

Her personal recommendation had come
from an unexpected source. Bemoaning her complete lack of a sex
life on a girl's night in, Evangeline, the quiet one of the group
had piped up with a sly grin. "I may have the solution to your
problems."

They had all looked at each other and
giggled. But Evangeline had tapped her nose and refused to say
anymore, until the others had all left. Then she had taken Anna to
one side, and given her a non-descript e-mail address.

"He is much more than just an escort,
trust me. If he is willing to take you on, you will not regret it.
I can't say anymore than that. But seeing him was the best thing I
ever did."

Anna had laughed it off, and put the
whole thing down to wine induced insanity, until she had woken up
in the middle of the night, after yet another extremely disturbing
and unsatisfying erotic dream. Evangeline did seem much happier
lately. She even had a man in her life now. Anna had met him on a
few occasions, and whilst the short, studious John could never be
described as God's gift to womankind, he doted on her friend and
vice versa. The girls had laughingly commented on more than one
occasion how all the loved-up-ness of the couple made them feel
quite sick. Anna, however, had felt the hot poker of jealousy
branding her insides.

None of the men she'd picked up lately
had the propensity to make her feel special, and not one of them
had been as good in bed as they promised to be. Good looking, sure,
full of themselves, you bet, but did they deliver, even just on the
sex side?

Anna groaned out loud, recalling the
last disastrous encounter. He'd actually called her frigid and
perverted all under the same breath. Unfortunately, he'd also
worked in the same office, and Anna had been the laughing stock for
days. She'd shrugged it off, but deep down inside, it had
hurt—really hurt. As a consequence, she'd sworn of all men for the
time being, showing everyone the cold shoulder. What was the point
of it all? Her assortment of toys would just have to suffice.
Admittedly, you couldn't exactly tie yourself up and fuck your toys
at the same time, at least not effectively, but it would have to
do.

That is until
that night, when Anna
had fired off an e-mail, not really expecting a response, certainly
not at 3.00 am in the morning. However, he must have been sitting
on his pc, because she'd received an almost immediate reply. What
followed had been a long drawn out negotiation, during which Anna
had revealed every last one of her sexual needs, and fantasies. SG,
as he called himself in their correspondence, knew more about her
now than any other person on the planet. An unsettling thought, but
necessary, according to Evangeline, if he was to
help Anna.

The lift stopped and the doors
whooshed open with a quiet ping. Anna took a deep breath, took one
last look at her reflection in the lift mirrors, and proceeded up
the plush carpeted hotel hallway. The thick luxury pile absorbed
the noise of her six inch, fuck me now heels. Fire engine red, they
matched her barely there lingerie. The push up bra enhanced her
already impressive cleavage to such a degree that men had almost
tripped up over themselves in the foyer of the luxury hotel her
assignation with SG was to take place. The stretchy material of her
little black dress clung to every one of her curves and ended just
below the top of her stockings. She'd left her long raven locks to
tumble down her back unhindered and put on much heavier make-up
than she usually wore. Her femme fatale outfit was completed, her
armor firmly in place.

She released the death grip she had on
that piece of paper enough to squint at the writing.

Suite 314

She mentally counted the door numbers
until she stood in front of said suite. She screwed the piece of
paper up and deposited it one of the discreetly placed rubbish
bins, raised her hand to knock on the door, and froze.

Jesus, what are you doing
here, girl?

Her mum, Lord rest her soul, would be
turning in her grave were she to see her now. No strings attached
sex was all well and good, but she'd paid for this encounter. Who
did that? And, more importantly, what man made his living by
pandering to women's fantasies to such a degree that he could take
his assignations to a suite in the Savoy? And what did that make
her?

Nerves settled in her tummy like lead
weights, and she just couldn't bring herself to knock on that
innocuous looking door. She pivoted on her heels, but, before she
could step away, the door opened and two large, male hands closed
around her waist. She shut her eyes at the sensation of a hard,
warm, and very naked male torso resting against her back. A hint of
expensive cologne, mixed with the mouthwatering aroma of clean,
just showered, male, wrapped itself around every one of her female
senses, and Anna suppressed a groan. He nuzzled her neck, the
slight stubble on his jaw scraping against the sensitive skin
there, whilst a drop of moisture from his still wet hair trickled
into her bra.

Anna suppressed another
groan at the realization that this was the first of her fantasies.
She had a real thing for a man just out of the shower.

"If you leave now, you'll never know
how good we could have been."

Damn it.
He was so not playing fair. Even that voice,
deep, gravelly, with just the hint of an Aussie accent, and laced
with amusement came straight out of every one of her fantasies. How
did he do that?

"I know, but I changed my mind.
This…this isn't me." She grimaced at the breathy quality of her
voice and he chuckled into her neck. The vibrations traveled along
her nerve endings and the fine hair on her arms rose in response.
He bit her earlobe and she gasped at the sharp pain before he
soothed it away with his tongue. The grasp on her waist tightened
and he pulled her further back into his body, until the
unmistakable, hard length of his erection, dug into her ass. Her
pussy clenched and a rush of moisture soaked her thong in
response.

He inhaled deeply and licked along her
rapidly beating pulse point.

"Liar." His voice had dropped an
octave and Anna's stomach dropped right with it. That almost growl
was the sexiest sound ever and every female cell in her body
yearned to submit to the man holding her in his arms. Her nipples
beaded into hard nubs of want and she gasped out loud when one of
his hands trailed up her side, cupped her breast briefly and then
took one of the little peaks and pinched. The sharp sting zinged to
her clit and she moaned.

"You're not playing fair."

"You don't want me playing fair,
Anna." It was a statement uttered with quiet authority and Anna
shook her head, not trusting her voice at all. She put up no
resistance when he turned them both around and walked them through
the open door into the entrance foyer of the art deco suite. He
kicked the door shut and crowded her against the wall. She
swallowed hard when she got a first look at her would be soon
lover. With one of the luxury cotton towels slung low over his
hips, he was a drop dead gorgeous picture of male perfection. His
toned and muscled torso glistened with left over moisture from his
recent shower. Broad shoulders tapered down to a lean waist, and
she couldn't help but run her hands over pectorals to die for.
Lower her hands trailed over his soft, warm skin, tracing the
ridges of his six pack, down the enticing trail of hair that
disappeared into the precarious looking knot of the towel. His
large hand closed over hers when she would have tugged that knot
loose. She pursed her lips in annoyance and he laughed. A rich
melodious sound that wrapped itself around her and her nervousness
fled.

A surprisingly calloused hand cupped
her face and forced her head up to look at him. She lost herself in
the mischievous twinkle of his amber eyes. Framed by heavy lashes
they sat in a raggedly handsome face covered by a day's worth of
stubble. His full lips curved up in a smile, revealing even white
teeth and he ran his free hand through his slightly too long hair.
The move made his wet chestnut tresses stick up at all angles, and
he narrowed his eyes when she laughed.

He ran his thumb along the seams of
her mouth, over her chin down towards her throat and tightened his
hold just enough for that digit to dig into her
windpipe.

She sobered instantly and Lord help
her, if that simple act of possession, coupled with the determined
expression on his face didn't have more of her cream soak the scrap
of material covering her mound.

"Did I give you permission to laugh,
my pet?"

"No, I'm sorry, Sir."

She dropped her eyes and did her best
to look chagrined. It was a difficult look to achieve when her
insides jumped for joy.

"Do you remember the rules we agreed
on, pet?" His voice sounded bored, as though he couldn't care less
about her answer, but the grasp on her throat tightened
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