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To B., with all my love


PART ONE

Seven Days of Kama Sutra


1.

Live the Fantasy



EXOTICA

An exclusive fantasy resort set in the sultry warmth of Palm Springs. The place for a woman to experience her most secret desires in a safe, discreet environment, surrounded by sheer luxury.

Choose your dream theme from among our five Ultimate Fantasy worlds:


•  Casablanca: Live the glamorous and seductive era of the 1940s.

•  Wild, Wild West: Guaranteed to be the wild experience of a lifetime.

•  The Castle: The romance of medieval times brought to life.

•  Pirate’s Cove: A pirate adventure you’ll never forget.

•  Kama Sutra: The ultimate in exotic fantasy.



And coming soon: Arabian Nights:

The sensual luxury of a sultan’s palace.

Relax in absolute privacy at one of the world’s finest luxury resorts.

Come to EXOTICA, and live the fantasy….




THE LIMOUSINE SPED THROUGH the desert, the sleek length of it gliding like a snake across the hot sand. Heat shimmered on the highway, the glare of the sun warming the darkened windows of the car, even though the air-conditioning kept the limo at a comfortable seventy-five degrees inside. Still, Lilli’s hands were damp as, for the tenth time that morning, she looked over the brochure her friend Caroline Winter had sent her.

They’d hardly spoken the last several years, but they’d found each other through their college alumni association last year, just as Lilli was going through her divorce. They’d talked a bit through e-mail, and then by phone. Lilli could hardly believe it when Caroline had admitted what it was she did for a living, managing Exotica. But the idea had become more and more intriguing, until finally, Lilli hadn’t been able to resist Caroline’s repeated invitations.

Was she really going to this place? Was she actually daring to do this?

She shifted on the leather seat, the smooth surface sticking to her bare legs beneath the linen skirt she wore. She felt naked, somehow, just reading about Exotica, imagining what might happen to her there. Gloriously, yet shamefully, naked. But then, her life was full of contradictions lately, wasn’t it? Had been since she’d found out what a sham her marriage was all these years. But that was behind her now, and coming here was a step toward making her new beginning. From now on, her life would be of her own creation, her own choices.

Still, she had to stop and wonder if she’d been completely insane when she’d signed on for this adventure. Or maybe it was simply old habit, one instilled by Evan, to question herself, to worry.

Stop it.

She tapped her fingers on the armrest, her pulse racing as she stared out the window. Long stretches of sand dunes swept past, punctuated by tall, stately date palms clustered around the entrances to beautifully landscaped homes. She’d always loved Palm Springs; she found the desert soothing, serene. Why did she have a feeling after this adventure, she’d never see the desert in quite the same way again?

The driver’s voice came over the intercom. “We’re here, Madame.”

A pair of enormous iron gates rolled back in front of the car. Imposing. Beautiful. Her stomach gave one hard twist. There was no sign here. The resort was far too exclusive, too discreet for that. Nothing more than those big gates closing it off from the rest of the world. Almost another world in itself.

They drove past sweeping lawns with peacocks wandering beneath the palm trees. Gorgeous hedges of blooming bougainvillea in shades of red and pink climbed the high stone walls on either side. As they pulled up in front of a long, low building, done in the same stone that seemed to blend naturally with the jagged mountain peaks in the distance, she rubbed her damp palms together.

This is it.

The car came to a stop and the brochure fluttered to the floor as the driver opened the door and helped her out. She was breathless, suddenly, standing in the heat and the brilliant sunlight. Dazed.

“Lillian DeForrest! You’re here at last.”

“Caroline.” Lilli looked up to see her approaching, an attractive woman with long brown hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail. She was dressed in a chic summer dress of white linen. The same beautiful, sculpted face and striking blue eyes she remembered. Caroline had hardly changed at all since they’d met in college.

Her friend leaned in and gave her a hug, enveloping her in warm, spicy scent. She stood back, and Caroline smiled at her. “Welcome to Exotica.”

“It’s so good to see you. You look wonderful.”

“So do you. All that curly strawberry hair of yours; I’ve always loved it, and you still look like you’re nineteen years old. How many years has it been since we’ve seen each other? But come inside. It’s too warm today to stand out here in the sun.”

She followed Caroline up a wide, shallow staircase and into the cool interior of the building. Inside, it was all sparse, calm elegance. High ceilings made the space feel airy. Polished tile floors led to a high, curved reception desk made of some light-colored wood.

An attractive young woman greeted Lilli from behind it. “Welcome, Ms. DeForrest.”

“Samantha, please see that Ms. DeForrest’s luggage is sent to the Kama Sutra suite.”

“Yes, Caroline. Right away.”

“Would you like to see a little of the grounds before I take you to your suite?”

“I’d love to. This place is … intriguing.”

Caroline smiled at her. “Come with me, then.”

She led her across the cool expanse of tiled floor, beyond the reception desk, down a wide hallway, and through a pair of French doors at the back of the building.

Dazzled by sunlight, Lilli pulled her sunglasses from her purse and slid them onto her face. In front of her was the brilliant green of a wide, sweeping lawn with meandering pathways twisting beneath the towering palms. Bordering the lawn were high walls, punctuated by gates in various styles. And in the center an enormous rectangular pool of calm water sparkled in the sunlight. Bronze statues of male nudes done in classical Greek style stood sentry at each corner. They were graceful. Erotic. A faint pulse of heat beat deep in Lilli’s body, just looking at these statues, thinking about what she was doing here.

Caroline made a sweeping gesture. “Exotica is very much like an adult Disneyland. Each of our fantasy suites are like tiny cities done in different themes, with servants’ quarters, background players, the appropriate architectural details. See there? You can see the tower of the Medieval Castle over the wall. That’s our largest section, where guests share the main castle with each other, so there’s an entire royal court going on all the time. It’s very popular.”

Lilli followed Caroline’s gesture and saw what appeared to be ancient stone parapets that could have belonged to King Arthur, with colorful flags flying in the slight breeze.

“It’s beautiful. Amazing really.”

“We do everything we can to make the fantasy as real as possible, to make it all come alive. We want you to immerse yourself. That’s why our companions work on bimonthly rotations, with thorough medical checks in between. Condoms break the fantasy far too easily. All of the men here are clean, so our clients never have to worry.”

Lilli shook her head, her pulse fluttering. “You seem to have thought of everything. It’s so … strange that you can talk about such things so matter-of-factly. And I can hardly believe I’m here. That a place like this exists.” She laughed. “That you work here, run this place.”

“Sometimes I can hardly believe it myself.” Caroline shrugged. “But it’s just my life now. And after your first night here, you’ll hardly be able to remember your life anywhere else.”

A small shiver went through her at Caroline’s words. What was she so afraid of?

Caroline put a hand on her arm. “Don’t worry, Lilli. He won’t do anything you don’t want him to do.”

“Oh God. That word. ‘Him.’ That makes it seem all the more real, for some reason.” A small trickle of perspiration ran down the back of her neck.

“Why don’t you come back inside and relax, maybe have some iced tea before you meet him?”

“Yes, I’d like that. I feel like I need to … to catch my breath. Do you have time to sit with me? Talk with me?”

“Of course. We can get caught up. And I’ll answer any questions I can. Come.”

Caroline led her back into the artificially chilled interior of the reception building, but this time she took her into her private office. It was as open and airy as the reception area had been, with tall banks of tinted windows overlooking the lawns. Caroline gestured to a pair of creamy leather couches, but Lilli paced the floor instead, gazing out the window, as Caroline went to the intercom on her sleek glass-topped desk to ring for drinks.

“Lilli, you’re as wound up as a clock. Come sit down with me on the sofa and tell me what I can do to make you more comfortable.”

“I … I’m not sure. This sounded so wonderful when you first told me about it. Okay, a little … fantastical, maybe.” She settled on the plush sofa, sinking into the soft leather. “After you explained it to me, after I thought about it, I realized it was exactly what I’ve needed. But now that I’m here it’s a bit intimidating, the idea of being with a man.” She let out a small, harsh laugh. “I’ll be forty in a few weeks. No one but my husband has seen me naked for years. My ex-husband. And Evan was never … very kind in his evaluation of the way I looked.”

“You didn’t deserve that,” Caroline said, her voice low, a small edge of anger there.

“No, maybe not. But here I am, nonetheless, about to face my fortieth birthday and not feeling great about myself. Part of what I’d like to accomplish this week is to feel more confident. Less hard on myself. More feminine, if that makes sense. But the hardest part for me is the idea of just … letting go, you know?”

Caroline nodded and said quietly, “I think I do.”

“Do you … have you ever become involved with any of the men here?”

“What? No, of course not.”

“Why ‘of course not’?”

Caroline shifted in her seat. “I have to maintain a certain professional distance. It helps me to do my job with a clear head.”

“I guess that makes sense.” Lilli paused. How could anyone work in such a place and remain so unaffected by what went on here? “Is it because … of what happened with Jeff? That ability to distance yourself?”

Caroline blinked, looked away.

“I’m sorry, Caroline. It’s not my place to bring that up.”

“No. It’s fine. There’s no one else anymore who even knows about that part of my life, other than you. It’s been five years. It’s long behind me.” She paused, smoothed a hand over her already perfectly sleek hair. “I think I get that ability to detach from my mother. You met her when we were in college. You know how cold she was.”

Lilli could see the belying flush on her friend’s cheeks. “I’m sorry,” she said again. “Yes, I know how your mother was. It’s just that, after that … episode with Jeff, and even more, what happened with Sarah, you really shut down, distanced yourself from everyone for a long time. Not that you didn’t have every right to. I know it’s none of my business …”

“No, it’s alright. There isn’t anyone else I can talk to about it. And it’s been so good talking with you this last year, reconnecting. I’ve needed a friend.”

“So have I.” Lilli smiled.

“Go on then,” Caroline urged her, even as her fingers twisted together in her lap.

“It just seems to me that maybe your detachment from what goes on here generates from that experience. Because I know I couldn’t be so cool, so removed, working here. I don’t know how anyone could be, surrounded by all of this. By the men, frankly.”

Caroline gave her a wan smile. “Well, maybe that just makes me the perfect person for the job.”

“Maybe.” But Lilli wasn’t so sure of that.

A soft knock at the door and a uniformed maid brought in a tray with two tall glasses of iced tea, a small bowl of sugar, and another full of lemon slices.

“Thank you, Marcy.” Caroline held a glass out to Lilli, then took one for herself and squeezed a lemon wedge into it.

Lilli sipped her tea. “I just wish I could calm down and relax.”

“It’s natural to be a little nervous. This isn’t the sort of thing most people do every day.”

“It’s definitely not an everyday occurrence in my life. I haven’t even dated since I left Evan. How do I do this? How do I let go and just … experience whatever’s offered?”

“Rajan will help you. He’s one of our best.”

“Rajan?” Lilli’s stomach knotted, hot and tight. “Is that his name? The man who will be my … companion?”

“Your Kama Sutra lover.”

Lilli took a long drink from her glass, trying to cool the blood racing fast and furious through her veins. “Oh God. I’m really doing this, aren’t I?”

Caroline nodded, smiling at her. “Are you ready to see your suite? To meet him?”

“I think so.” Lilli pulled in a long breath, blew it out. “Yes. I’m ready.”

Caroline stood, offered Lilli a hand. “Good. I’ll take you to the Kama Sutra suite. To your fantasy.”

Back out in the bright sunlight, they climbed into a white golf cart and followed one of the paths across the lawn. When they reached a pair of heavy iron scroll-work gates, a guard nodded them through. Instantly the air felt different. More moist, sultry. Dense, tropical foliage crowded the edges of the narrow, pebbled path and the scent of flowers was heavy in the air.

The cart rounded a turn in the path and Lilli caught her breath as a structure came into view. A long, narrow pool of pure blue water led to what appeared to be a small reproduction of the Taj Mahal, complete with graceful minarets and domes, and walls inlaid with calligraphy and flowering patterns of colored stones.

“I’ve never seen such a beautiful place.”

Caroline stopped the golf cart at the front entrance. “The designers really outdid themselves, didn’t they? I’ll take you inside.”

They got out and walked up a short tiled path to an open archway. Lilli put her hand out to touch the carved stone of a pillar, then pulled back. “I’m sorry. It’s just that everything is so unbelievably gorgeous. Like something out of a dream.”

“A fantasy, Lilli.” Caroline smiled at her. “And it’s alright. You can touch it. You can touch anything you like here.”

Lilli turned back to the column, laid her fingers against the surface. She was surprised at how soft it was, almost like soapstone. And the jewels set into the carving looked like real jasper, rubies, sapphires.

“Incredible,” she whispered.

“There’s more.” Caroline parted the dark red silk curtains hanging like a sheer mist across the entrance and they walked through.

Inside was a private garden courtyard, surrounded on all four sides by the walls of the building. Clusters of date palms stood here and there, glorious flowering vines climbed everywhere, and bird cages stood on pedestals amidst the lush vegetation. Greens in every shade, splashes of red, pink, gold, and the sweet perfume of exotic flowers surrounded her. The delicate strains of sitar music floated on the air.

Caroline guided her along the path, up a shallow flight of steps and into what appeared to be an enormous bedroom.

Yes, exactly like a dream.

There were few solid walls, just the silk-curtained archways. The floors were gorgeous, interlocking tiles in a complicated pattern. In the middle of the room stood an enormous bed on a high, carved teak platform. The four intricately carved posts were draped with lengths of embroidered silk, the bed piled high with pillows in every shade of the sunset and sunrise: pinks, oranges, reds, ambers. On a low table inlaid with mother-of-pearl stood a silver burner full of incense; the smoke smelled like pure sex to her.

She turned to Caroline. “This is too lovely.”

Caroline nodded. “I knew you’d like it. I should go now. Rajan is waiting for you on the terrace. Will you be alright?”

Lilli nodded, her neck tight as piano wire, her palms damp. She felt like some shy schoolgirl. She was being ridiculous, but she couldn’t seem to calm down.

“Thank you, Caroline.”

Her friend gave her a quick hug. “Call me if you need anything.”

Lilli nodded, watched as Caroline left. Then she turned to face the open archway leading to the outer terrace.

He was on the other side.

She set her purse down on a small table, smoothed out her linen skirt, which suddenly felt too heavy on her skin. She tucked a strand of her curling hair behind one ear. And went to meet her Kama Sutra lover.

Pulling the curtain aside, Lilli stepped through, onto the tiled mosaic floor. The sun was softer here, filtered by the silk drapes fluttering at the edges of the terrace. The sun shone through the silk, casting shadows in red and gold everywhere.

At first all she could see was his silhouette against the sun, the shifting colors of the silk playing over his skin. He was long and lean, resting on the raised edge of a pool of water, a tiered fountain making music from the center of the pool. He was shirtless, and she could make out the rounded curve of wide shoulders, strong, muscular arms.

She swallowed hard.

“I am Rajan.”

A deep voice, edged with a soft husky tone, and an accent that was English and exotic all at the same time. She took another step forward, and the glare of the sun moved into shadow, revealing him to her.

Long dark hair curling to just below his shoulders framed a face that was all chiseled planes, softened by the lush curve of his mouth as he smiled at her. Teeth so white and perfect. Dazzling. His eyes were dark, nearly black. Skin the color of dark honey, and so smooth. Touchable. She flexed her fingers.

He rose to his feet, every motion graceful, and towered over her five-foot-four frame. She felt small, delicate in his presence. He moved toward her, one hand outstretched. “You must be Lillian.”

“Lilli, please.” Why was her throat so dry? He was only a man.

But no, that was a lie. He was the most spectacularly beautiful man she had ever seen. Far too perfect for her. But her skin was alive, tingling, simply looking at him.

In a moment he was in front of her, that smile making her light-headed as her blood rushed through her veins. She had to look beyond him for a moment, to the view of the rugged, dusky gray mountains like paper cutouts against the backdrop of stark blue sky. She had to catch her breath.

Her breath went right out of her when he touched her hand. Like fire. Like electricity on her skin. Was it only her nerves that were making her react like this?

“Come and sit by the water with me. It’s cool out here.”

His fingers folded around hers and her skin went hot beneath his touch as she followed him across the terrace. She couldn’t speak, could barely think. She’d never been so stunned by the mere presence of another person in her life.

Calm down.

He led her to the edge of the marble pool. The water was blue, sparkling. She watched the play of it in the fountain in the center. Someone had placed handfuls of flower petals there, and they danced as the water moved.

Then his hand was on her chin, lifting her face so she was forced to look into those glittering black eyes.

“Don’t look away, Lilli. I want to see you. And you need to see me, to know me. We’re going to become very close during our time together. You musn’t be afraid.”

She blinked up at him. “I’m not. I’m just … you’re a little larger than life.”

He smiled at her, the corners of that lush mouth lifting a little. His mouth was too beautiful when he smiled. And she was going to touch it. To kiss him.

God.

Too good to contemplate, really. But she needed to calm herself, to let go of her fear, her tension, if she was going to enjoy this. And he was far too good not to enjoy. She pushed away those old doubts about him not finding her pretty enough, sexy enough. This was for her. And he was a hired professional. What he thought shouldn’t matter.

“You’re very thoughtful, aren’t you, Lilli? I’m not speaking of being considerate, although I have a feeling you’re that, too. But your mind is working. I can feel it.”

“Yes.” Heat crept into her cheeks.

“I believe I may have the perfect cure for that.”

He moved around behind her, slid his hands over her shoulders. He was so close she could feel the heat of him against her back. When he leaned in his breath was warm in her hair. His voice was low, soft. “Give yourself over to this, Lilli. To me. I will take care of your every need, I promise you. And if I don’t anticipate something, all you have to do is ask. But I’ll try not to make you ask. I’ll do my best to read you, to know what it is you desire before you can put it into words.”

A shiver ran through her, making gooseflesh rise on her skin. Yet at the same time, in her mind was the thought that he said these same words to all of his clients.

He went on. “You must learn to relax. To let go all of those thoughts running through your mind, holding you back from the pleasure of the moment. I’ll help you.”

His hands slid down her bare arms. His palms warm, reassuring, and lighting tiny fires of need everywhere he touched that arrowed down, deep in her belly.

“Will you allow me to do this for you, Lilli?”

God, right now she wanted to allow him to do anything, this total stranger. This beautiful stranger. Her stranger.

Even as her pulse hammered with fear, the word came out on a whisper. “Yes.”

“Ah, I knew you could do it.” His hands moved back up, and his fingers threaded through her hair. “Such glorious curls,” he said. “Like satin. And the sun lights it up in red and gold. Like something precious.”

Another long shiver went through her system. She could not believe this was really happening.

He went on, his voice that same low, soothing murmur. “We’ll talk later. But for now, I want you to become comfortable with me. To know me. Do you like the water, Lilli?”

“Yes. I love the water.”

“Then swim with me.”

She nodded. “Just let me get my suit.”

“There’s no need. It’s only the two of us here.”

He moved away from her, and she turned just in time to see him untie the strings on his loose linen pants. And nearly gasped aloud when he let them drop to the floor, revealing his naked flesh in all its golden glory.


2.

HE WAS MAGNIFICENT. Her body went warm all over at the sight of him, all of that beautiful honey-dark skin, and his thick, semi-erect cock jutting from a nest of black curls between slim, tapering hips.

Jesus.

Her mouth was actually watering. She swallowed hard.

“Come, join me in the water.” He held a hand out to her.

She couldn’t move, couldn’t think. There was nothing her body wanted more right now than to be naked with him. And the idea of being in the water was sensual, exciting. But could she do this? Could she reveal her body, her self, to a man she’d met only moments ago?

This is what you’re here for.

He laid gentle fingertips on the front of her blouse.

Even though she could barely feel the weight of his flesh against the fabric, her nipples went hard.

“May I?”

She nodded, and he unbuttoned her blouse, slowly, watching her burning face. She had to look away.

Who was this man she knew nothing about? But it didn’t matter, did it? He was here for her. For her pleasure. And he was too beautiful, his touch exquisitely tender.

She looked back at him, into his black eyes. “I’ve never been handled this way by a man before. As though I were … fragile.” Why did that make her want to cry?

“Not fragile,” he said. “Delicate. There is an intrinsic delicacy about a woman, despite how strong she may be. It is my duty as a man to recognize that, to cherish that which is different between men and women. And if I may say so, Lilli, it is about time someone did that for you.”

Every inch of her skin went hot as he spoke, as he slipped the buttons loose one at a time, then slid her blouse from her shoulders. He set it on a padded lounge chair next to them. Then, with almost reverent hands, he unzipped her skirt. She gripped the waistband with her fingers, her body a confused jumble of nerves and desire.

He stopped what he was doing, silently looked at her for permission to continue. It wouldn’t have worked nearly so well if he’d pleaded, cajoled. But he simply gave her the time to make it her decision. She took a deep breath and, after a moment, nodded, her fingers loosening their grip on the fabric. He knelt and drew the skirt down over her legs while she tried not to let him see her trembling.

When he stood again before her, he traced his fingertips across her bare shoulder, moved them over her collarbone. She tried to ignore the awareness of her own nearly naked body, revealed to him, with all its imperfections. Imperfections her ex had never failed to point out to her. Never mind that she was almost forty; he’d always expected perfection from her. And she had never, ever managed to deliver.

No, don’t think about that now.

“Your skin is so soft,” Rajan murmured. “Lovely. Shall we take this off, too?” He touched her bra strap, slid his hand down to the catch at the front of the lacy cups.

She paused as her breath caught in a tight tangle in her chest. Her nipples were hard, wanting.

Yes, just do it.

She nodded, and he smiled as he undid the clasp with one quick motion. The bra fell away. She closed her eyes, the sensation of being so bare before him almost too much. Too exciting, too nerve-wracking. Her sex was damp and aching.

Don’t think. Just feel. That’s what you’re here for, finally.

“Beautiful,” he whispered. “So beautiful. Come into the water with me. I need to swim with you.”

He took her by the hand, helped her into the pool, which was deeper than it had appeared. She slipped into the water. It was exactly the right temperature, just warm enough to be comfortable on the skin, soothing. He slid in beside her and they floated, watching each other, surrounded by the scattered rose petals spilling from the fountain.

How strange, to be almost naked in the water with this man. This beautiful man. Surreal. She could not believe how badly she wanted him. Yet every muscle in her body was so tightly corded she could barely breathe.

He took her hand under the water and raised it to his lips. They were wet, cool, and so soft against her skin as he kissed her fingers. Her breasts ached.

Yes, to have him touch her, to kiss her there!

He drew her closer. “Anything you want, it shall be yours. Anything. Do you understand, Lilli?”

Her ex-husband had never asked her such a thing. Had she even asked herself? “Yes. I understand. But honestly, I hardly know what it is I want,” she admitted. “It’s been such a long time since I’ve had a chance to think about it.”

“A woman like you should have whatever you desire. And you will. This is what I am here for. For you. I can see that you’re nervous. You don’t need to be, truly. Nothing will happen here unless you want it to.”

He moved around behind her in the water and whispered almost into her ear, “May I touch you, Lilli? Hold you?”

Her breath hitched, but before she had time to think about what he was asking, she said, “Yes.”

He pressed his body against her back. She could feel every hard plane of him. Wanted to feel more. His arm slid around her waist, holding her up, moving a little deeper into the water. He held her there quietly, while she mentally forced her thrumming pulse to calm.

“Just lean into me, Lilli. Let me do it all.”

“I’m trying,” she murmured.

“Yes. I can see that you are. Try to relax now. Tell me, Lilli, may I touch you?” He paused. “I want to touch you, your lovely skin. But I will do it only with your permission.”

“Yes.”

The breath really went out of her then. Had she just told this stranger he could put his hands on her? But she wanted him to. She was dying for him to touch her, frankly. She didn’t want to fight her need for him, wanted to allow the desire to take over her body, to let her mind go quiet. And she did her best to, as he began to move his hands over her.

He felt like the water itself against her bare flesh, but warmer, more solid. Yet that fluid, as his palms smoothed over her skin: her sides, her stomach, down over the curve of her hips. She was coming alive beneath his hands, and the sense of weightlessness itself was sensual, amplifying his every touch. Her sex ached, clenched with need.

She focused on the solid wall of his muscular frame behind her, the heavy arc of his erection pressing against the small of her back. And when he feathered his fingertips over her breasts, she let out a small gasp.

“Yes, let it happen, Lilli,” he murmured. “This is what I am here for; to please you.” His fingers grazed the taut peaks of her nipples. “Let me please you. Let me pleasure you.”

“Yes …”

Was that her voice, so soft with surrender? But she didn’t want to question herself. She wanted—needed—to have this experience with him. And her body was burning, begging for his touch already.

He cupped her breasts in his wide palms. The sensation beneath the water was incredible, so soft, slippery. Desire rippled over her skin. She focused her gaze on the distant mountains as he squeezed gently, kneading her flesh. Sighed when he took her nipples in his fingers and rolled them.

Oh God.

Her stomach tensed as he slid one hand down. She had to fight not to arch her hips into his touch.

What is happening to me?

He paused at the edge of the lace panties he’d left on her. “Tell me you want this, Lilli.”

Her sex gave one sharp squeeze, went hot, flooded with need. And at that moment, she gave her body over to the experience, to him. There would be plenty of time to question it all later. “Yes. I want this. Touch me, please, Rajan.”

“Your wish is my command.”

He moved his hand lower, beneath the lace, and down to the cleft between her thighs. Pleasure shafted through her; the need for release was immediate, overpowering. His fingers played over her flesh, and she pressed her hips into his hand.

“Rajan,” she gasped.

“Yes, I know. You need it quickly now, the first time. I will take more time later, I promise. I will teach you the art of the Kama. But for now …”

He pressed two fingers inside her and she moaned, pleasure lancing through her body. With his thumb he circled her clitoris. She couldn’t stifle her moans.

“It’s good, yes?” His voice was still that exotic, husky whisper, his breath warm in her hair. She pressed her body back against his, needing to feel him.

He circled faster, pumped his fingers, angling until he hit her G-spot.

“Oh!” The sharp stab of pleasure was almost shocking; it was that intense, that keen. A wave washed through her, the first wave of orgasm.

“Please,” she muttered, not caring that she was begging.

“As you wish, my Lilli.”

He moved his hand faster, burying his fingers inside her, pressing against her clit. And she came in a crushing wave, the agonizing ache of desire too long unsated. The water seemed to move around her, to fill her as his hand did. And even as she came, she recognized the sensuality of the water, of his naked flesh against her back, of his hands on her body.

When she stopped trembling he turned her in his arms and she let her head drop against his chest. She felt grateful. Humbled.

And she still wanted him. Needed him inside her. She looked up at him and blinked. He was smiling down at her. Then he leaned in and brushed her lips with his.

Her voice shook with desire. “Rajan, will you make love to me?”

“It will be my greatest pleasure.”

Rajan pulled her from the water, wrapped her in a towel, and lifted her small frame in his arms.

Lord, to have her ask him like this! He was nearly out of his head. He would have to calm down in order to give her what she needed. Something about this woman …

He shouldn’t have kissed her. Not that it wasn’t allowed. But it was dangerous with Lilli. Powerful. Overwhelming. When had that ever happened before?

He’d found all of his clients attractive in some way. Until recently. But before this restlessness had set in, he’d always found something special in each woman, something unique, something to be appreciated. Several he had even found beautiful. But never had he met a woman who threatened the utter control he was so proud of.

She weighed nothing. He loved the size of her, the enormous hazel eyes fringed in dark lashes that made her seem doll-like. That plush, pink mouth of hers. The sweet purity of that mouth made him want to do all sorts of things to it. Push his cock between those baby lips …

He leaned in and kissed her again as he carried her inside. Impossible not to kiss her. Moving the fragile silk curtains aside, he laid her on the bed. He immediately pulled her innocent, pink lace panties off her, dropped the scrap of wet fabric on the tile floor, laid her naked body out on the bed. Almost too much for him. His cock was about to burst.

Breathe.

He took in a deep, gulping breath, commanded himself to calm. Reminded himself to just do his job.

The way the mere scent of this woman hit him, like a blow to the gut, went far beyond the duties of his job. He wanted her. Her.

She is a client. A woman, the same as so many others.

But no, he’d known she was different the moment he’d laid eyes on her. Especially after these last difficult months, when he’d begun to resent his work here, his clients. His response to her confused him. Stunned him.

He lowered his body over hers. She was almost tiny beneath him. So luscious, with her lovely pale skin. Her breasts were almost too large for her small, finely toned frame. Her nipples were growing harder and darker by the second as he gazed down at her, making his groin tighten, fill. When he glanced at her luminous eyes, he saw her nerves returning. She’d had a few too many minutes in which to think. But he would take care of that.

He leaned over the soft mounds of her breasts and took one luscious pink tip into his mouth, felt her shiver in response. So sweet on his tongue, that swelling nub. He sucked gently and she moaned. His cock twitched, hardened even more. But he had to explore her, to discover the secrets held within her fine flesh.

He slid downward, swept his lips across her stomach, her skin still a bit damp from the pool
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