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  FOREWORD: BEHIND THE MASK OF OBSESSION


  obsession.


  It’s a word bandied about in television commercials trying to sell you an assortment of items. People admit to being obsessed about everything from foods to movies to books, not really understanding the true meaning of obsession.


  In its most extreme forms, obsession becomes the master, overtaking heart, mind and soul with no thought of reason. It can enslave when there is no way to end the compulsion for some one or some thing, or it can liberate when the obsession is satisfied and brings enlightenment.


  As a writer of paranormal romances and romantic suspense, I play with the idea of obsession in its various forms, using it to create characters and stories that engage the reader emotionally and bring them to the edge of their seats as they root for the characters they have come to love. From the moment of first flirtation to complete fulfillment in the happily-ever-after, obsession lies beneath the surface, driving lovers to satisfaction both physically and emotionally. But also keep in mind that obsession lies just as powerfully in the hearts of every vampire, demon or villain as they, too, lose control and are enslaved in the struggle to possess blood or a soul or power regardless of the price to be paid.


  The women writers in this wonderful anthology likewise create stories and characters that will connect with you and have you following them along their journeys to satisfaction and enlightenment. The stories will also challenge you to walk along the edge where control wobbles and it takes self-awareness to not lose oneself.


  The writers in I Want You Bad understand one other powerful thing about obsession, namely that in its most satisfying forms, obsession is also about knowledge, which brings power in a myriad of ways: The power to give yourself to someone else with complete trust or to understand the emotions that make you seek perfection. The power to rip away the mask that you wear for the outside world so that you can display the real you, or to put on a mask and become something that you are not.


  The many talented writers in I Want You Bad demonstrate their understanding of the nuances of obsession from its beginning steps of fascination to finding completion to even skirting the edge before one loses control, only to snatch it back and become master again instead of slave, seizing control of heart, mind and body, gaining knowledge about the pleasure to be found in the sexual and sensual experiences they undertake as they satisfy their obsessions.


  How does obsession begin?


  It can be born from something quite simple, such as a fascination with an object that seems to be out of place, like the hook in Ariel Graham’s “Hooked.”


  How does obsession grow?


  A first taste of something forbidden or delectable can linger in one’s memory, becoming larger with every passing day until a second taste is demanded. A one-night stand with a boss makes a normally professional woman toss aside convention for “One Night in Paris,” by Kayla Perrin, while another woman snaps up a chance for adventure in the Big Apple in “Raindrops and Rooftops,” by Elizabeth Coldwell.


  How does obsession end?


  Maybe it doesn’t. Maybe even in the fulfillment there is need that lives on, keeping alive the light of love and exploration, as demonstrated in Rachel Kramer Bussel’s heartfelt look at married love in “I Want to Hold Your Hand.”


  When does obsession enslave?


  Tattoos, burlesque, naughty underwear and even hurricane-force winds all push women to the fine edge of control in stories by Andrea Dale, Logan Belle, Louisa Harte and Teresa Noelle Roberts. In each story, daring women explore the needs of their bodies and hearts in order to understand what forces bring them both emotional and physical obsession.


  Daring women are present in each story of this anthology. They are daring because each of them is willing to explore their needs and find ways to satisfy them. They are women who are up to the challenge and open to new possibilities.


  They are women like you, ready to explore their obsessions and by doing so, gain power, knowledge and satisfaction—maybe even a new awareness of something previously unknown.


  Enjoy this sensual and sexual journey offered by the women in I Want You Bad. Maybe when you’re finished you’ll take the time to take your own journey.


  Caridad Piñeiro


  INTRODUCTION


  The women in I Want You Bad show their passion for their lovers in all kinds of ways. For some it’s about indulging in acts of daring, for others it’s about letting go of their preconceived notions of propriety and going where their bodies tell them.


  In many of these stories, communication, the touchstone of advice about good relationships, is missing in some key way, whether it’s the almost-divorced couple in “Aftershocks” by Bella Andre who finally, during an earthquake, confess their deepest desires, or the one-time lovers in “Silent Treatment” by Donna George Storey who find plenty to say with their bodies at a silent retreat. In “Then,” Emerald explores what happens after a woman confesses to her boyfriend just how much she lusts after another man. They push the boundaries of their relationship and the boundaries of their trust in each other—another theme of this book.


  Charlotte Stein paints a portrait of a “Loser” who manages to capture the attention of the narrator—and keep it by impressing her with his ardent desire. Stein writes, “He does little things, like when I stop him saying words like those with my mouth on his, he brings his hands up to cup my face. Other guys don’t cup my face. And he does it as though he wants to keep me as close as possible, so he can fully concentrate on my mouth and the way it moves and how much tongue I’m giving him at any given time.”


  I Want You Bad is not about obsession for a new purse or a new car or a new perfume. It’s not even about the obsessiveness of a crush, the kind of panting lust that cycles over and over itself with no end in sight. Instead, I Want You Bad is about the way a lover can get under your skin, can drive you crazy with lust as well as so many other emotions—love, longing, hunger, anger, confusion. Are there happy endings here? Yes, there are, but they are not always the happy endings you’d expect. These stories sizzle with the kind of obsession that is fueled by our deepest desires, the ones that hold couples together, the ones that haunt us and don’t let go. Whether experiencing just-blooming passions, rekindled sparks or reinvented relationships, these lovers put the object of their obsession first. They don’t always do what’s rational or proper; instead, they chase their dreams, as in Kayla Perrin’s “One Night in Paris,” across the world and across the landscape of their lovers’ bodies.


  I hope I Want You Bad speaks to the part of you that knows what it’s like to do anything for the right person, to bare yourself body and soul in the hope that once stripped to your most secret self, you will be rewarded with someone who sees you for who you truly are. With these nineteen stories, though, you don’t have to hope—I can tell you now that these gutsy heroines find men who know exactly how to treat their wild, hungry hearts. How they get there is yours to savor.


  Rachel Kramer Bussel

  New York City


  SILENT TREATMENT


  Donna George Storey


  I came to this place to hear myself think.


  Which meant forty-eight hours without speaking or being spoken to, give or take a couple of hushed interviews with the meditation instructor. They call it a “silent” retreat, but the first time I treated myself to a weekend getaway at this austere-yetcomfortable mountain spa last spring, my ears were flooded with sound: birdsong, the swoosh of the breeze through new leaves, the faint drone of an airplane slicing through the sky. And then, hesitantly, like a seedling pushing through soil, the sound of that deeper voice hiding low in my chest, the voice that was mostly silenced by the noise of the city.


  I liked what it had to tell me.


  Now it was October, and I found myself craving pure quietude with a sensual ache in my belly that I usually reserved for a slice of apricot-chocolate torte with freshly whipped cream at my local Viennese pastry shop.


  Due to a last-minute conference call at work, I missed the reception where you introduce yourself to the other participants before all human interaction recedes to quiet smiles and quick nods of greeting. I’d heard it all last spring. We were all escaping hectic lives, seeking our true inner voice. However, I didn’t want to miss the opening meditation session, so I made a makeshift dinner out of an apple and a protein bar as I wove my car along the narrow road snaking up to the retreat center. Dusk had fallen by the time I arrived. The windows of the central hall glowed like elvish lanterns through the trees.


  I checked in and got my room key—all in mime, changed into my yoga clothes and hurried over to the hall, leaves crunching beneath my feet, my breath hissing frosty puffs into the autumn darkness. The shoji door rumbled rudely as I slid it open. A dark-haired man seated in half-lotus in the last row glanced back at me, his expression more curiosity than annoyance. Still I felt a blush color my cheeks.


  It took another moment for me to realize I knew him.


  The blush turned to pure fire.


  Of all the silent retreats, in all the towns, in all the world, he had to walk into mine.


  Oh, I knew him all right. His name was Stephen Rejebian, and ironically he’d been much in my thoughts the last time I came on retreat, until that wise woman within counseled me to let it pass and move on. I’ll admit I was obsessed with him at the time, but as far as heartbreaks go, it was a fairly mild fissure. Three promising get-togethers gave me no claim over him, even if our last date was also the best first-time sex I’d ever had in my life. Sometimes I still flashed on the intoxicating pleasure of our sweaty pas de deux, my legs gripping his bucking hips as I ground my clit on his belly, his tireless lips and fingers tug-tug-tugging on my stiff, sensitive nipples. Stephen sure knew how to make a woman scream. We had a repeat performance scheduled for the next weekend, but he’d canceled by text message: A sudden family commitment. He was sorry and would be in touch soon.


  I hadn’t heard from him since.


  Willing my hands to remain steady, I plucked a round cushion from the cabinet by the door and took my place at the very back of the room, a safe distance behind Stephen. I’d seen the mutual flicker of recognition in his eyes, the way his lips fought between a smile and a frown. Of course he wasn’t allowed to say anything to me even if he’d wanted to, but I thought I noticed a new tension in his back.


  Taking a cleansing breath, I studied him coolly as if he were nothing more than a picture in an old photo album. He was thinner than when I’d known him. His arms were taut and ropey with veins, his shapely ass looked a bit narrower. The fingers, however, were as deliciously thick and sturdy as before.


  In spite of it all, I still wanted to fuck him.


  I swallowed down the laughter bubbling in my chest. The universe sure had a sense of humor. No doubt poor Stephen hadn’t expected to run into a ghost from his past either. Still I had to look on the bright side. Our common vow of silence would spare any awkward greetings or explanations until Sunday afternoon, and I didn’t plan to stick around afterward to deal with that. If we made eye contact again, I’d treat him with the same beatific calm as I did my other fellow seekers—with a cordial nod at morning yoga, a distant smile if we crossed paths at the tea urn during break.


  When the chime sounded at the end of the session, I rose immediately and slipped out of the hall to my room. Wrapped in a soft Japanese quilt, I listened to the wind rattling the leaves, the oratory of an owl. Alone in here, my inner voice was willing to admit it—being dropped cold by Stephen after he’d “had his way with me” had hurt, and the wound still ached faintly. But this was a chance to show myself how strong and resilient I was in the face of life’s inevitable disappointments. I felt my jaw soften, my chest expand until a part of me—the real me—stepped out of my body to float in the freedom of silence. That slippery naked dance with Stephen, the lack of chemistry with the guy I was now dating, the whole long drama that was my ex-husband—all concerns of the flesh were suddenly the dream now.


  I fell asleep feeling oddly warm, as if I were wrapped up in strong, loving arms.


  For most of Saturday, fate decided to be kind. Stephen didn’t show up for the yoga class at dawn. He was already seated at the far end of the hall during morning gathering, and since I’d taken my green tea and steel-cut oatmeal out to the terrace, I didn’t even see him at breakfast. Our gazes met briefly as we all headed out for walking meditation, and I responded exactly as planned—with a faint smile of universal good will, which he returned in kind.


  I was beginning to think he really was nothing more than a phantom of my own imagination, a reminder of the folly and emotional cacophony of the “real” world. That is, until I reported to the kitchen for after-dinner cleanup duty, my assigned work service for the weekend. Stephen and a grandmotherly older woman were already there, studying a notebook describing our tasks. I swallowed down the panic twisting my stomach and joined them, my shoulders back, my chin high. Stephen stepped aside for me. My pulse racing, I read the instructions quickly. One of us was supposed to refill the hot water urns, replenish the tea supplies and lay out the evening snacks. The other two would gather any abandoned dishes, then wipe down the tables and sweep the floor. The older woman pointed at the first job, her eyebrows raised in a question. Stephen and I both nodded.


  Then we looked at each other.


  His eyes almost leaped out at me, and he instinctively parted his lips to speak.


  Grinning in spite of myself, I shook my head. It took everything I had in me not to touch my finger to his lips and say: Hush.


  He blushed, but kept his gaze fixed on me.


  It was, in fact, the only way we could speak.


  In the almost palpable weight of our silence, that prickling warmth of desire suddenly sprang to life down there. Stephen was glad to see me. There was no question about that. And he wanted to express something else with those bottomless amber eyes: Apology. A faint sorrow. And—no mistake about it—hot, smoking desire.


  Flustered, but still smiling, I reached for the broom. Without a word, he gallantly slipped it from my hands—I suppose it was the dirtier job—and I scooped up a cleaning rag and spray bottle of eco-friendly disinfectant solution for the table cleanup. I tackled the first table, and he began sweeping near the door, but we soon fell into a companionable routine. I’d wipe off the table with long, gliding strokes, then we’d both move the chairs. He’d sweep underneath, while I took on the next table or two with my washrag, then we’d collaborate on chair duty again. Although I once caught him eyeing my butt appreciatively as I bent over a long table, working together in silence seemed to bring us together in a calm, relaxing rhythm.


  As I wiped away crumbs and lifted chairs carefully to preserve the quiet serenity of the place, I decided I might just hang around a bit the next afternoon, in case Stephen wanted to talk. And if he didn’t, we’d had this, which even my inner voice admitted was a good thing all on its own.


  After putting away the cleaning supplies, we both lingered in the dining hall. I pretended I wanted some chamomile tea to take back to the room. He busied himself wrapping up a homemade granola bar in a cloth napkin. Without a word—naturally—we left together. He held the door for me as I stepped out into the clear, cold evening, the crescent moon hanging low like a Venetian gondola on the eastern horizon.


  We both paused to admire the night sky, then I felt him turn to look down at me. I caught my breath. I could swear I heard words through his unmoving lips. It’s a beautiful night. You’re beautiful. There’s a reason we’re together here.


  Or is that only what I wanted to hear?


  Did it matter? We were in a place where the real me decided what happened, not the voice of common sense yammering, “You should make him work harder for forgiveness after what he did,” and “If he fucks you over again, you have only yourself to blame.” I reached out and brushed his hand, nothing more than an unspoken way to reassure him that I forgave his long, hurtful silence. I wasn’t surprised when he wrapped his fingers around mine and squeezed.


  But my own response shook me. My pussy contracted like a fist, as if he’d touched me there instead, and a jolt of electric pleasure made my nipples so hard I was almost afraid they’d poke holes in my shirt.


  I guess I did still want to fuck him.


  My next impulse was to drag him into the woods and do something terribly rash and forbidden: talk. But my inner voice counseled a safer option. I gave his hand two quick tugs, then stepped toward my room with a meaningful glance over my shoulder.


  He followed.


  Fortunately, I’d kept my quarters neat, as seemed fitting for a purifying retreat. I switched on the shoji lamp by the futon to the night-light option. A pale golden light filled the room. The last time we’d made love was in darkness, but this time I wanted to see everything.


  Our eyes met in a question. What next?


  We answered in unison by stepping forward into each other’s arms. The first kiss was chaste, his mouth soft, the friction of his five o’clock shadow on my soft skin bracing and, yes, incredibly arousing. I opened my lips to him and took in his hot tongue.


  Tell me. Help me understand.


  He let out a soft moan.


  I pulled away, smiling, and this time I did put my finger to his lips. In the privacy of my room, we might have allowed ourselves some discreet whispering. But Stephen had closed himself off from me with silence. It seemed only right that silence would open up the way between us again.


  We fell onto the bed, twined together like teenagers, our greedy kisses wandering over each other’s lips, cheeks, eyelids, necks. I could feel his hard-on through the yielding fabric of his meditation pants. I myself was already shamelessly sopping wet, and I rocked against his thigh like an animal in heat.


  With a sharp exhalation, he yanked up my shirt and unclasped my bra. He took one taut nipple in his mouth and rubbed the other between his fingers as if he were caressing fine silk.


  I squirmed, pressing my lips so tightly together I thought I might draw blood. Out in the real world, I’d be moaning my head off by now, but the cries trapped in my chest made the pleasure almost unbearably exquisite. My skin was slick with sweat, and the pulsing in my belly threatened to burst through my ribs. Desperate for release, I wriggled away and sat up. His eyes widened in confusion at my apparent rejection, but he grinned approvingly when I shucked off my shirt and bra and tossed them across the floor. Together we slithered out of our pants and underwear. I leered at his bobbing erection. Nice.


  He gave me a mischievous smile, and we burrowed under the covers, rubbing against each other desperately, as if our bodies missed each other more than our minds would admit. Then, in one quick movement, he rolled on top. I wiggled my thighs open and dry-humped his stomach. He suckled me, eyes closed in ecstasy as if my nipples were the most delectable dish he’d ever eaten. I pushed my swollen cunt lips against his hard belly, the voice in my head almost screaming.


  Fuck me, oh, god, I need you inside.


  As if in reply, he stopped and looked at me intently.


  I’d love to fuck you, but I don’t have a condom. Though I know another way to make you very happy.


  How could I protest as he slid under the blanket and parted my thighs? I’d gotten a good sampling of his tongue tricks last time, though I’d held myself back for the main course. But this time I surrendered completely to the flicks and flutters of his tongue. When he began to pinch my nipples rhythmically, a choked moan seeped through my lips. In spite of my body’s betrayal, I was determined to maintain my vow. But it wasn’t easy. My breath came in gasps. My pussy was so wet, it made a telltale slurping sound beneath his lips.


  He was definitely speaking my language. My thighs began to tremble, and my head thrashed back and forth on the pillow as if I were being slapped.


  How can you let him do this after what happened last time?


  The words in my head were faint, far away. Was that my real voice? But in the next instant my doubts were blotted out by a flurry of lashes from Stephen’s merciless tongue.


  Go for the pleasure. Pleasure heals.


  The pulsing heat in my cunt throbbed and swelled, filling my whole torso with a white-hot scream. Yet only a soft “Ah,” escaped my lips as my hips jerked rhythmically. Stephen grabbed my ass and rode my climax with me to the finish.


  Afterward he held me until my breath slowed and the sweat cooled. Then I rose up on one elbow, cocked an eyebrow.


  He grinned and shook his head.


  That one was on me.


  I almost insisted, because I was hungry for him. I wanted his cock in my mouth, wanted to show him what my tongue could do with the gift of silence. Besides, all the rules said you had to leave your man satisfied.


  But I had to admit that there was something right about leaving this unfinished, open to possibility. And he did owe me, after all.


  Stephen drew me into his arms. The steady beating of his heart was as soothing as a lullaby.


  I fell asleep in his arms.


  When I opened my eyes, my room was filled with pearl-gray light. Stephen was still beside me. He had already been awake, I wasn’t sure for how long, but he turned his head to me and smiled. We kissed again; not the hungry, desperate probing of the night before, but a lingering meeting of lips that promised more.


  As he left to go back to his room, his eyebrows lifted in a final question.


  I nodded.


  Only when he was gone did I start to worry. When we talked after the retreat, it could get awkward. Because he’d have to have a very good excuse for what he did, and he’d damned well better apologize.


  Quiet now. He’s already said everything you needed to hear.


  I recognized that voice, so calm and resonant, the one I came to this place to hear.


  Smiling, I took a deep breath and surrendered to the silence.


  ONE NIGHT IN PARIS


  Kayla Perrin


  This is crazy.


  That’s the thought that flits into my mind as I sit in the lobby of the Marriott Paris Neuilly, a beautiful hotel in the tree-filled residential neighborhood of Neuilly-sur-Seine near downtown Paris, France. I have come here on a whim, flown from Dallas on a red-eye flight so I can be here in the City of Light for one night. A completely irrational plan, I know. But my obsession has forced me to finally take action.


  And my sense is that here in Paris, away from the office, is exactly where my utmost desire can be fulfilled.


  That is, if he wants to see me.


  He being Aaron Taylor, Chief Financial Officer of Creighton and Taylor Capital. He’s a venture capitalist, one of those money guys who provide funding to get startup businesses off the ground.


  And I, Vivian Sinclair, am his executive assistant. Which is how I know not only exactly where he is right now, but the suite he is staying in here at this Marriott hotel.


  I know because I took care of all the travel arrangements.


  And I’m here because…well, because I’ve spent the last two years obsessing over Aaron Taylor. He has consumed so much of my thoughts, even when I’ve been dating. There isn’t a day he comes into the office when I don’t feel a rush of lust as I stare at his killer body. His tight butt, his broad back, his muscular thighs and his all-around beautifully toned physique. I especially love to watch him slip out of his blazer and see the way his shoulder blades move beneath his dress shirt. Aaron used to play professional football for the Dallas Cowboys, which is how he developed his incredibly sexy body—and how he earned the cash to start his company with a fellow NFL player.


  I’ve been Aaron’s executive assistant for three years. And I’ve been lusting after him from the very first day. But my lust intensified two years ago, when we fell into bed together for one passionate night.


  Drawing in a deep breath to calm my nerves, I glance outside at the overcast October day. The fall colors are in full bloom, with the tree leaves a myriad of oranges, yellows and reds. Then I look at my watch for the umpteenth time. It is just after three Paris time.


  I’ve been waiting here in the lobby for a good hour. I’m not sure why. No, that’s not true. I know exactly why I’m in the lobby as opposed to up in Aaron’s suite. I’ve had this moment planned out in my mind for three months, ever since I first learned Aaron might be traveling to Paris. In my fantasies, I’m sitting here on a lobby sofa as I am right now, and Aaron enters the hotel. At first he doesn’t see me. He’s tired from a long day of negotiations. But I stand, wearing my red, patent-leather, knee-high boots and my black patent-leather coat. It is then that he notices me, and his eyes light up. A surge of lust passes from him to me, instantly turning me on. Then we head upstairs and I finally get relief for my turbulent desire, which has been out of control ever since that first and only time I slept with him.


  Sure, I could easily be strategically placed on the king-sized bed in his suite. But I want to see Aaron as he enters the hotel. I want to be able to gauge his reaction to my being here instead of simply shocking him when he enters his suite and finds me there.


  Besides, I am here in Paris for this one night for the fantasy—not just the night of hardcore fucking I envision. I want the seduction.


  So part of my sitting here in the lobby is because I want to sexually torture Aaron as we ride the elevator up to his suite. When I loosen the ties on my coat and give him a glimpse of my naked cleavage, I want him to want to take me in the elevator, long before we even reach the suite’s double doors.


  I am not really paying much attention to the magazine in my hands, which I’m holding so that I look like I’m occupied and not like a woman sitting around waiting for the moment when she can fuck her boss. I feel a nervous energy causing my hands to tremble slightly. And I also feel an excitement that’s making my pussy throb.


  There’s a tall, attractive bald man working at the front desk who has glanced my way several times since I’ve been sitting in the lobby. I first noticed him checking me out when I arrived at the hotel and got my keys to Aaron’s suite. I’m sure he was surprised to see me come back downstairs a short while after check-in, dressed in my shiny red boots and black leather coat. But given the number of times he’s been looking at me, he was pleasantly surprised.


  I cross one leg over the other, doing my best to ensure that I don’t expose myself. Beneath my coat, I am not wearing any underwear.


  The heat of the man’s gaze burns my skin, and I shoot him a quick look. He grins. I’m not sure what he thinks. That I’m a prostitute, perhaps? I know that my outfit oozes sex appeal. Or perhaps he thinks I’m hoping to get lucky with a random stranger.


  “Come on, Aaron,” I whisper. “Where are you?”


  I stand, debating whether or not to go up to the room. I’m beginning to feel self-conscious. It isn’t just the hotel clerk staring at me. There are some businessmen sitting at the nearby bar also staring in my direction, not even trying to make a secret of it.


  My gaze wanders from the three men toward the hotel’s glass front doors. And suddenly, there he is.


  Aaron.


  My heart slams into my rib cage as my legs go still. I literally feel a rush that makes my head swoon.


  Either my fantasy is about to begin…or a nightmare will ensue.


  Aaron is loosening his tie as he walks, his gait powerful and sexy. Has any man looked more amazing in a suit? Tailored perfectly to fit his broad shoulders and those amazing muscular thighs…he looks, wearing it, like an Adonis sculpted from dark, delicious chocolate.


  I feel the same primal urge I’ve felt ever since that one and only time we slept together, something he’d called a “mistake” because he’d been engaged at the time.


  But he’s not engaged now, and I haven’t been able to stop thinking about the only man who easily gave me multiple orgasms. I’ve pleasured myself while thinking of him many, many times—but it simply isn’t enough anymore.


  At first he doesn’t see me. But either he senses my gaze or catches a glimpse of my sexy outfit, and his eyes raise to meet mine.


  I watch, not breathing. Everything is riding on how he reacts.


  He slows. His eyes narrow. I see confusion and disbelief on his face, as though he is questioning what he is really seeing.


  And then: “Viv?”


  “Hi,” I say.


  Aaron steps toward me. He’s not smiling, but he doesn’t look disappointed. “What are you doing here? Is there a prob—”


  The words die on his lips as his eyes sweep over me from head to toe. The coat. The boots. The makeup. Suddenly, he gets it.


  “I needed to see you,” I tell him honestly. Again, I notice that the clerk is eyeing me, and I am done being a showpiece in this hotel lobby.


  I am ready to get naked and fuck.


  Aaron says nothing, and I’m not sure what he’s thinking. But I start to walk, and he falls into step beside me. Together we head to the elevator. Thankfully, when it opens, we are the only ones to enter.


  “Viv—”


  I ease forward, placing my fingers on his lips. “No. Don’t say anything. Let me speak first.” The elevator door closes, and suddenly I am doing something I have only been brave enough to do in my dreams. I am taking Aaron’s hand in mine and placing it beneath the hem of my coat, trailing it upward until his finger touches my naked vagina.


  His eyes widen in shock.


  “Shhh,” I say. I don’t want him to utter words of caution, or worse, to reject me. I came all this way to fulfill a fantasy and I will not be denied. “All I want is today. One night in Paris with you.”


  And I mean it, every word. Oh, sure, I’d like a whole lot more of Aaron—endless nights of pleasure—but if this is all I can get of him, I’ll take it gladly. I need to be with this man, even if there is no guarantee of a tomorrow.


  He is staring at me with a look of surprised awe on his face, and my breath catches, fearing that he is going to reject me, after all I’ve done to set this up. But Aaron doesn’t remove his hand from my pussy. He lets it linger there, and my clitoris throbs against his finger.


  And then he moves his finger over me, exploring my sex, and the charge of pleasure is so intense, I gasp.


  “Yes, Aaron…”


  The elevator stops all too quickly, and I know I should step backward, separate myself from him. Aaron knows it, too, but when he begins to move his hand, I tighten my thighs around it, needing more of him.


  The elevator door opens, and I glance over my shoulder to see if anyone is getting on at the penthouse floor. Fortunately, no one is there to see me and Aaron in this compromising position.


  Aaron’s gaze flits upward, and I follow his gaze to the small camera in the corner of the elevator. “We’d better head to the room.”


  We get off the elevator, and Aaron walks briskly to the
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