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CHAPTER 1





KYLA PROMISED HERSELF SHE WOULD never be like the other women in her family, dating a married man and settling for the pennies he doled out.

Shed always felt she was worth more. She met Eric at a fundraiser. He smiled, she smiled and after the cocktail hour, they found themselves seated next to each other. During dinner they talked and flirted and once the evening was over, he asked for her number. She declined and while getting ready for bed, she reached into her bag for her phone and noticed that she also had someone elses phone.

She called the last number dialed and a vaguely familiar voice said, Ive been waiting for your call. So what time do you want to meet for breakfast so I can get my phone? They both laughed.

They agreed to meet the following morning for breakfast. Two days later, they met again and included an extra slot for therapy.

Making love in the morning seemed so decadent. She didnt think anything of it until she received her first black envelope a month later.

Eric said, Im tired of hotels. Rent a place and fix it up for us and keep whatever is left.

Im not a hooker.

I didnt mean any disrespect. I want to keep seeing you, but my neighbors are nosey.

Oh, youre married.

No, Im not. I just like my privacy. I like being with you, but

I understand. She dropped her head and quickly began getting dressed. I dont think this is

He noticed the change in her behavior and rushed to reassure her. I dont want you to think Im ashamed of you, but I also dont want you to think Im monopolizing your time. You need your space and so do I. When we get together, it should be on neutral, comfortable ground and not some cold hotel room or a place filled with memories of past lovers.

He wrapped his arms around her pulling her to him, gently stroking her hair, inhaling her neck and gently placing a kiss on her soft shoulder. She turned around trying to read the expression on his face. Looking into his eyes, she wondered how many more love nests he had scattered around the city. She pulled his face close to hers and covering his mouth with hers, kissed him passionately. She slipped her hands inside the front of his pants while sliding her tongue inside his mouth, exciting him to the point of arousal.

She pulled back and whispered, Once more before we have to go?

He couldnt resist her. The soft seductive tone of her voice and the gentle touch of her hand, made him weak and willing to do anything she asked. Kyla knew if there were anyone else, they would have a hard time competing with her.

She got her education in how to manipulate a man by eavesdropping on her aunts conversations. They were all experts when it came to being with and manipulating married men. She learned how to kiss from her high school boyfriend. And her college boyfriend, her biology professor, schooled her in anatomy and how to physically please a man.

Before getting involved with Eric, she had dated, but she only had two other semi serious relationships. Neither was fulfilling. The first was Thomas Smith. He was cute, but he lacked the drive to satisfy her physically. When they were together she found herself fantasizing about other men. Intellectually he was a genius, but no one really makes love to a persons brain. It was the other part of his body that needed more educating and she knew she wasnt a school teacher.

Then there was Alister Humphrey. The name alone intrigued her. She had never met a black man with such a stuffy name. In the beginning he seemed like the complete package. Model good looks, intelligence and his skills in bed were unbelievable. The first time they made love, the intensity of his being inside her brought tears to her eyes. Not because it was painful, but because she had never felt such pleasure. Alister knew exactly how to read her body. A skill that was the result of his blindness. What he lacked in vision, he more than compensated for in his other senses. But, he was a man and as they all do, he began making demands and thats when she called it quits. Mind blowing sex aside, Kyla was gone.

Her aunts always said, Dont allow a man to make demands on you. You make the demands on him. Use what you have and any man can be controlled with the sway of your hips and the wink of your eye. And, showing a little cleavage wouldnt hurt either.

If she were going to marry, it would be to Eric. He was everything she wanted. Handsome, well educated, focused, rich and eager to please in and out of bed. But she also learned from her aunts, the wife always got the leftovers and Kyla didnt like leftovers or sloppy seconds. When Eric suggested the apartment, at first she thought, he was ashamed of her. But Erics response to her kiss and touch convinced her, she was his priority.

She knew she was in charge. She eased her hand further down his pants pleading, Baby, please make me sing again before sending me off to start the day.

She kissed his neck before dropping the sheet that was caressing her body and walked into the bathroom. He stood still contemplating the repercussions of being late to the office, when he heard the shower running. He looked at his watch and texted his assistant he would be late. He put his phone on the desk, striped, walked into the steam filled bathroom and opened the shower door to a wet and soapy Kyla, smiling.

Are you ready to sing? he asked as he leaned her up against the slippery tiled wall. He pressed himself against her and filled his mouth with every inch of her. He lifted her from behind and rode her like a beautiful long legged mare. The harder he rode, the louder she sang. One last trot, and he sang out too. He rested his head on her chest and she had her answer, no, there was no one else, just her. She reached over and turned the hot water off. They both needed to cool down. Baby, Ill do whatever you want, just dont leave me, he begged.

She smiled to herself and replied, Whatever you say baby.

He pulled away and she turned the hot water back on and washed him like a newborn baby. Gently stroking every inch of him. He knew there wasnt another woman like her. No woman ever treated him like this. He stood still and let her soft hands wash him clean.

On his way to work, he called her. You are an amazing woman. She remained silent. Can I see you tonight?

She thought for a moment before replying, Only if you promise to repeat that shower scene.

Your wish is my command.

Now more than three years later and countless showers and secret meetings, shes still calling the shots.












CHAPTER 2





THE INDENTATION OF HIS WARM body was still pressed into the bed. When Kyla rolled over onto the other pillow, she could still smell Eric…musk, tobacco and citrus. She wrapped herself in the wet sheets, closed her eyes and replayed the morning. She felt breathless as she remembered how his hands felt following the map of pleasure up and down her body.

Eric knew every inch of her almost as well as she did. She licked her lips and the taste of him brought a wicked smile to her face causing her to sink deeper into the mattress. She opened her eyes and looked at the clock noting the time, nine oclock. She took a deep breath and threw her feet over the edge of the bed, tossing the sheet back. She stood up, and stretched to the heavens while admiring herself in the mirrored closet doors. She walked into the bathroom and continued with her second favorite morning ritual, a hot bath. She turned the hot water on and sprinkled a mix of lavender bath salts, rose bath oil and a dash of parfum scented bath foam into the water. She hated washing Erics scent off, but she couldnt bear for anyone to know what she had been doing before walking into the office. She climbed into the large white soaking tub letting the bubbles graze her chin. She reached for the remote and turned the television on to her favorite morning news program.

She closed her eyes and slumped down further in the tub resting her head on the plush terry cloth neck pillow. Her mind drifted to the game of footsies they had played in the tub before making out until the water got cold, only to be heated up again by their love making.

She looked around the bathroom and wondered what her life would be like if she accepted Erics proposal? He had asked her several times and each time she explained that marriage wasnt for her. She never saw herself as the type of woman to go grocery shopping for pot roast or making peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. And pushing a vacuum cleaner was not her first choice of exercise. However, each time after they made love, and getting him dressed for work, she thought, maybe.

On the elevator ride down, she told herself, Once the elevator stops, Ill call him and say yes. She reached inside her bag for her phone and pressed the coded number. Three rings and she hung up. Three rings later, she took a deep breath all set to give Eric the answer hed been waiting three years to hear.

Hello, the deep voice sang through the earpiece. She never said anything, always waiting for Eric, before saying anything. Im sorry, let me check on that and Ill get back to you. He ended the call and ten-seconds her phone rang. Hey sexy.

She felt the simple three letter word on the tip of her tongue and when she opened her mouth, instead of yes, she replied, I love it when you call me that.

On your way to the office?

Yes.

Are we still on for tonight?

She thought about his hands and his chiseled chest pressing against her breasts and the work out they had this morning and thought maybe not tonight. She opened her mouth to form her answer, and instead of No, not tonight, she replied, Ill be the one wearing the red pumps and a smile. She listened as he cleared his throat. Dont have a heavy lunch. I dont want you so full neither of us can enjoy ourselves.

Yes maam. He almost choked as he envisioned her legs wrapped around him and the sound of her voice as he did that thing with his tongue she liked. Did you see the envelope?

Yes, thank you.

Her desk drawer was filled with enough little black envelopes to launch her own stationery store. Always the same, thirty crisp one hundred dollar bills. Never a check and never anything smaller, sometimes more and always tucked into the inside pocket of her bag.

In the three years theyd been together, he had given her close to a half million dollars. The apartment belonged to her, but it wasnt where she lived. Its where she and Eric lived their fantasy life. It could be their permanent life if she would just say, Yes.

Sweetheart, I

Honey, I think I know what youre going to say and the answer is still the same, not yet.

Youve got me all tied up in knots, but youre in charge and Ill wait.

Thank you. Now I want you to lock your door, lay down on the sofa, close your eyes and picture us naked and me kissing you from head to toe.

Baby I cant I have…

Kyla knew Eric couldnt resist her anything after imagining her in her birthday suit. Three times a week she was either his breakfast meeting or an early therapy session and when he wanted to spend more time with her, she was both. And twice a week she was his dinner meeting or a VIP patient. After spending the weekend with his family, he was like a newly released prisoner, anxious to be with a woman again.

Ill see you at seven. Bye lover.












CHAPTER 3





I WANNA GET MARRIED, ERIC announced.

Kyla leaned up against the headboard. Excuse me?

I want, let me rephrase that. If I want to be taken seriously as a marriage therapist, it would help if I were married.

I see.

Most of the couples Ive been working with are beginning to question my ability to treat them, seeing Im not married. So, what do you say? He waited for her answer.

That was a horrible proposal.

Im sorry. He got up and walked over to her side of the bed, took her hand in his, cleared his throat and made a second attempt. Kyla, will you marry me.

She looked at him for a brief moment, before replying, Baby, Im not Susie Homemaker. I like things the way they are. He stood up, looking at her with no reaction. Like I told you before, Im not interested in marriage.

We dont have to live together, it could be like it is now. Only difference is, wed be married.

How is that like what we have now? I dont want to be legally bound to you, or anyone else for that matter. She tried to read his expression. If this is something you feel you need to do, then I think you should get married.

But you said you didnt want to get married.

I dont. She stood up and put her robe on. Excuse me. She walked into the kitchen and he followed her.

Im a little confused. You agree with my decision to get married, but you dont want to marry me.

Thats correct. She poured two glasses of champagne.

I dont understand.

She took a long sip and answered him. Its very simple. You need a wife. Let me rephrase that, you want a showpiece. Someone your patients can relate to, right?

Yes.

All I want from you is sex.

I thought you loved me.

She brushed the side of his face. Thats cute. Baby, Im not in love with you and deep down, youre not in love with me.

Yes, I am.

Really, then why are you seeing someone else?

He was speechless. He had an answer for every one of her questions, but this one caught him off guard. Im not seeing anyone else.

She smirked. Eric, give me a little credit. I know Im not the only woman youre seeing. I may be the only one youre having sex with, but I know there are others. She turned and went back into the bedroom.

Thats not true. He followed her.

Really? Honey, that sickly sweet parfum gave you away.

One of my patients hugged me.

She took her robe off and climbed back into bed. Okay, you stick with that story. She pulled the sheet back on his side of the bed and patted the mattress. Why dont you come back to bed and let me explain my reasons a little more.

He stood pouting.

She crawled across the bed, wrapped her arms around his neck and gently kissed his lips. You know, I heard once you get married, you rarely have sex. So if you dont want to have sex anymore, then we should get married. She pulled back waiting on his reaction. He slowly smiled and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close to him. So what do you want to do? she purred.

Whatever you want.

Uhmmm…, she purred again. The feel of her hot breath gliding into his ear was exciting. He was under her spell and ready to do anything she suggested. We need to find you a wife. She covered his mouth with hers, kissing him hard as she fell back onto the bed pulling him down on top of her.

Whatever you say, sexy.

She smiled and in between kisses she rattled off one last command. Although shell be your wife, Ill be the one you share a bed with. She opened his robe and pulled him close. Do I make myself clear?

Very.



~~~~~



Breathing heavy, Eric rolled over onto his side of the bed and announced, Ive been seeing someone.

And you felt now was the best time to tell me? I know romance isnt something we pretend to do, but, youre barely out… She pulled the wet sheet across her chest and leaned up against the headboard. Fine, tell me about her.

Shes everything you told me to look for.

She hesitated before responding. How long?

Six months.

Have you slept with her?

No.

She nodded. So whats next?

I guess Ill propose, unless you…

I told you, all I want from you is sex. Im fine with you marrying your little girlfriend.

He sighed. Well, I guess Im getting married.

I guess you are.

And us?

We can still see each other.

Okay then. He smiled.

You need to understand I will not be treated like the other woman. I am to remain number one. Shes second.

Okay.

When I call, I expect you to come right away. And she needs to be on the pill. He smirked. Im serious Eric. If she gets pregnant, its over. And when were together, no talking about her or your other life. She is simply an end to a means. And youd better not sleep with her and then come over here to me.

Excuse me?

You heard me. I will not be getting her sloppy seconds. I have put too much time into training you to have some other woman benefit from it.

He looked at her, questioning her statement. How would she know hed been with his wife? Was being with Kyla even worth it? She was great in bed, but that privilege came with a price. He looked at her, thinking about the round theyd just had and he had his answer. She was worth it and more. Is there anything else?

Since youre getting married, Ill be dating.

What?

What we have is fun, but since youre getting a wife, I think its only fair I date.

So does this mean youll be…

Im single, I can do whatever I want and if that means I want to sleep with someone else, I will.

He went into the bathroom and came back. I dont like it. I dont want you sleeping with anyone else.

Thats not your decision to make. Im a grown woman without any attachments.

It doesnt have to be that way.

No, it doesnt. She went into the bathroom and turned the shower on.

Kyla. She ignored him and stepped into the shower and closed the door. Kyla. She turned her back to him. He opened the door and joined her in the shower. He wrapped his arms around her kissing her neck. Baby, please, please dont let anyone else hear you sing. Please…, he begged pulling her closer and caressing her body. Please…, he whispered pressing himself into her causing her to sing. Each push made her sing louder. Please…, he whispered again. One last push and he joined her cries of delight. Ill do whatever you say, just dont let anyone else hear that beautiful sound.

Kyla talked tough, but she was addicted to Eric. She craved every inch of him and knew just what to say to get him riled up. He held her tight, breathing hard as he pulled away and leaned up against the shower wall with his eyes closed.

She washed him like she had so many times before. As she dragged the soapy sponge along his body, she whispered her request. I want to see her. Still breathing hard he couldnt reply. She eased her hand down the inside of his thigh and grabbed his ear in between her lips. I want to see her.

He let out a hard sigh, Whatever you say.












CHAPTER 4





OLIVIA BENNETT WAS EVERYTHING KYLA told Eric he needed in a wife. She was pretty, well connected in New York society and eager to be married. She was the perfect showpiece.

The night before his wedding, Eric snuck out of his bachelor party to meet Kyla at their place. The things they did to each other would make an experienced call girl blush. She sent him off to get married with a smile on his face and the memory of her pleasuring him burned into his mind. While repeating his marriage vows and staring at Olivia, he was picturing Kyla.

Preparing for his wedding night, he kept stalling. Olivia thought his nervousness was cute, but he couldnt help feeling like he was about to commit adultery. He came up with the one excuse he knew would get him out of the room.

Sweetheart, I need to go downstairs, in all the wedding madness, I forgot to pack condoms.

Honey, thats okay, Im sure well be fine tonight.

No. Ive heard stories where couples thought just because it was their first time together they couldnt get pregnant. And nine months later…I want children, but not right now. Ill be right back. He picked up his jacket and left.

Okay.

He hurried out of the beautiful hotel suite and headed straight to the elevator fumbling for his phone.

Kyla was dining with a handsome banker, contemplating whether or not to extend the evening beyond coffee and dessert. He was charming and, unlike Eric, was available tonight to play. She brushed his leg with her foot, giggling when her phone rang. She recognized the number and pressed the ignore call button. Continuing her game of footsies, the phone rang again from the same number.

Excuse me. She got up and went outside to answer the call. A little annoyed at Erics interrupting her date, she exhaled and turned on the charm before answering the call. Hey baby, whats going on?

I cant do it, he cried.

Calm down. What are you talking about?

I cant have sex with that woman.

Sweetie, calm down. We talked about this. For you to gain Olivias trust, you need to make her very happy tonight.

But I dont

She had to think quick. Her date was waiting and the longer she was gone the more suspicious he would become and any chance she had of having a good night would be gone.

Listen to me. Take a deep breath. Where are you now?

Im in the lobby. I told her I forgot condoms and I needed to get some.

Did you get the condoms?

Yes.

Good. Go back upstairs turn the lights off, close your eyes and picture the first time we made love. When your lips touch Olivias, imagine how it felt the first time you kissed me and how our tongues danced. As your hands are caressing her body, remember how excited you got the first time we were naked, pressing our bodies together. And when youre kissing her breasts, picture my breasts in your mouth and how you like grabbing my nipples between your lips. She could hear him panting and breathing hard.

Baby, I wish it was you upstairs and not her.

She moaned, Uhmm, lover, I wish you were here right now stroking that spot that makes me sing.

Baby, I miss you.

I know sugar. Now go upstairs and Ill see you Tuesday morning.

Okay.



~~~~~



Today was just like any other morning after Eric had been with Olivia. Kyla knew Eric had a huge sexual appetite and Olivia wasnt skilled enough to handle him. After two years of marriage, he still kept coming back to her bed. Eric told Kyla how boring his and Olivias sex life was and that she wasnt willing to experiment. Kyla knew she had Erics heart and his other vital organ, making it easy to manipulate him.

Kyla always made Eric wait to see her after spending the weekend with his wife. She knew he was anxious, unsatisfied and the mere sound of her voice always excited him. Her phone rang with their signal and she ignored it. It wasnt until the third time Eric called that she picked up.

Hey baby…, she purred.

Where have you been? Ive been calling you all morning. He was on the verge of hysteria.

She purred again. Shhh. Take a deep breath and close your eyes.

Kyla…

Lover, calm down. She knew his anxiousness was a result of not being satisfied. Now, I want you to picture me wearing that black lace bra you like with the matching garter belt.

Kyla

Shhh….remember how soft those black silk stockings feel when you run your hand along my thigh. She heard his breathing change. Now look over at that velour chair and picture me hunched over the back and you pleasuring every inch of me.

Baby, thats not fair, you know

Shhh, now for the rest of the afternoon, when you look at that chair, think about me and how I cant wait to feel your hands all over me.

Baby, he begged.

I have to go. Im meeting a client. Bye. She ended the call and waited until after lunch before calling back. He picked up on the first ring. All she did was hum.

Let me get back to you, Im in a session. He ended the call and once his session ended he sat in the green velour chair thinking about her and what he wanted to do to her. He repeated the phone code and waited for her to pick up. Hey sexy.

Hey baby, she purred. She knew he was hungry and the longer she put him off, the more anxious he became.

I need to see you, he begged shifting in the chair.

I want to see you too, but my afternoon is booked. He let out a huge sigh. She had him. Her afternoon was clear. She knew he wouldnt be able to wait until tonight. Let me see what I can do. Ill call you back in a little bit. She ended the call, gave her assistant some last minute notes and left. In the taxi ride to their place, she called him. Ill meet you in an hour.

See you then. Click.

She rushed to the apartment, showered and drenched herself in his favorite parfum, Opium. The spicy scent hypnotized Eric, making him weak and easy to control. She had laid a simple trap and he was a willing captive. She had stocked the refrigerator the day before and made sure to pick up a box of condoms. She knew after his weekend, he would have a voracious appetite. She was the cat patiently waiting for the mouse.

He walked into the dark apartment looking for her. He smelled her parfum and immediately walked down the hall to the bedroom, but she wasnt there, nor was she in the bathroom. He took his jacket off and walked back into the living room. She heard his footsteps walking into the living room across the dark mahogany hardwood floor. She turned on the lights and the sudden change in the room startled him.

Hey baby, she purred. He turned in the direction of the voice. When he saw her, a huge smile covered his face. She was sitting in the chair wearing a pair of five inch crystal encrusted Louboutins and a smile. He started walking towards her and she stopped him. Welcome to Naked Night.

Naked Night? he questioned. In the years theyd been together, Kyla fulfilled almost every sexual desire and request Eric had. She had also done some things she didnt like, but she knew in order to remain in control, she had to please him. She sat in the green velour chair identical to the one in his office, teasing him. Her legs were spread apart with every inch of her on display, watching him drool.

If you want to join this party, you have to be naked, she announced.

He started taking his clothes off and she pushed the remote on the stereo. He stood still removing his clothes to the sexy music playing on the stereo. When he removed the last piece of clothing, she let out a soft sigh and stood up. She slowly walked toward him, swaying her hips to the music drawing him in closer. She circled him like a lioness sniffing out her prey. The heat from his body filled the small space between them. She sensed his excitement and standing in front of him with room only for air to pass between them she inhaled, causing her breasts to inflate just grazing his chest.

She leaned in close and purred, Did you miss me?

As the words floated off her lips and landed in his ear, they ignited the fire he had been sitting on all weekend. He swallowed hard as she stepped closer. He thought to himself, how could one woman have so much control over him? Before he could answer, she slid her tongue inside his mouth pulling him deeper under her spell. He tried touching her but she stopped him.

She broke the kiss and asked again, Did you miss me? Mesmerized by her coal black eyes, he wrapped her in his arms pulling her to him, caressing her behind and kissing her like a man just released from prison. He leaned her up against the wall, pressing his hard body against hers, moving to the beat of the music.

His mouth moved down the front of her body, enjoying every inch of her. He told her whenever he touched Olivias breasts he pictured hers and how soft her skin felt against his tongue. She pulled his face up to hers and kissed him harder, and easing her hand down a little further, she whispered, Show me how much you missed me. He lifted her up and started his ride.

Sing for me baby, he begged. Sing. She held on tight and cried out louder. The ride into lustful passion had never felt this powerful. She could barely breathe, every move was more intense than the last. She cried out again and he smiled. Sing baby, sing, he chanted in between gasps of air.

Baby, dont stop, she cried out. One last push and he joined her in song…breathless, holding her tight against the wall. His body was hot and wet and his heart was pounding hard against her chest. He relaxed and helped her stand up. I guess you did miss me. She wiped his forehead as he rested on her chest for a few moments.

He kissed her and walked over to the sofa and sat down. She went to the bathroom and came back to find him stretched out asleep on the sofa. She curled up next to him and pulled the throw over them. He sensed her and wrapped his arms around her.

A half hour later, she woke up and he was still asleep. He never passed out so quickly or for so long. She gently brushed the side of his face and kissed him on the cheek. She put his shirt on and went down the hall to the bathroom. When she returned, he was still asleep. She looked up at the clock, four oclock and she was hungry. They usually ordered in or shed pick something up to heat later, but tonight she didnt want takeout. The day before she made braised short ribs and all she needed to do was heat them up. She put the ribs in the oven and continued preparing the rest of the meal.

Eric woke up about thirty minutes later, sat up and stretched his arms up over his head. Hey baby. He turned toward the sound of the voice and saw Kyla in the kitchen standing in front of the stove. He went to the bathroom, cleaned up and came back to join her in the kitchen. He walked over and wrapped his arms around her, kissing her on the cheek.

Whats all of this? he asked.

She smiled and replied, I felt like cooking for you. She put the spoon up to his mouth allowing him to taste the garlic mashed potatoes.

Good.

Get the wine and well eat.

I miss this.

What?

Us, like this. She poured the sauce in the bowl and walked over to the table. He stood up and pulled her chair out and they began eating. This is amazing. Thank you.

Youre welcome. She stroked the side of his face waiting for a response, but he was silent. I know we dont talk about your other life, but what happened this weekend?

He shook his head before answering. I dont want to talk about it. He gave a half smile. I missed you.

Thats what you said earlier. What time do you have to leave?

He looked at the clock on the wall above the table. Ten. I told her I had a business dinner and Id be late. Weve got a few more hours. But after this meal, I dont know how much…

Sweetie, we dont have to do anything, we can watch television, talk or just be quiet. She knew whatever happened this weekend wasnt normal. He was excited, but he was also worn out and not from making love, but from the weight of his other life. As much as she hated it, she had feelings for Eric, but not enough to marry him.

After dinner they snuggled on the sofa watching a movie. He looked up at the clock, seven-thirty. He had to start getting ready to go back to his other life. She heard the shower running and felt sad. The end of their time together was always the same, a hot shower for him and a lot of pouting for her. She was starting to hate this arrangement. She missed the old days when they were out in public, taking trips and not confined to this apartment. Maybe she should tell him she had changed her mind and was ready to be Mrs. Eric King.

She stood in the doorway between the bedroom and bathroom, watching him brush his teeth. He looked up and caught her reflection in the mirror. He smiled and she walked over and wrapped her arms around him and he turned to face her. He hated leaving, but he knew if he wanted to keep Kyla in his life, he had to play by her rules. He leaned down to her ear and whispered, Sing for me again before I leave?

She smiled and led him back into the bedroom. She turned the music on and pushed him down onto the bed. Early in their relationship, Eric confessed he liked going to strip clubs and took her so she could learn some moves. She became his private dancer along with some of the other fantasies she fulfilled.

She had trained Eric well. After her dance, he made her sing as promised. He dozed off and when he woke up Kyla was still asleep. Eric climbed out of bed and went into the bathroom.

After his shower, he came back and she was still asleep with the sheet barely covering her mocha colored behind, reminding him how much he hated leaving. She rolled over, opened her eyes and smiled.

Hey, baby. Im sorry, I wanted to… She started to get up and he stopped her.

Dont. I want to remember you like this. He brushed the hair away from her shoulder and leaned down to kiss her. This was the hardest kiss of their time together because he couldnt wrap her up in his arms. He knew if he touched her, her smell would be all over him. He thought about having Olivia wear Kylas parfum, but he knew that would be a constant reminder of what he was missing. Instead, they learned to kiss passionately without touching. Uhm, I better go, he said reluctantly.

Bye. She pulled back, being careful not to touch him. He picked up his jacket and walked down the hall. She wrapped herself up in the sheet waiting to hear the door close. Slam. She got out of bed and started toward the door to catch him in the hall and tell him shed changed her mind and wanted to marry him, but her phone rang, knocking her back to her senses.












CHAPTER 5





SEAN PRESCOTT IS A NICE guy, not the words his ex-fiancée would use to describe him. He and Kyla have been work acquaintances for a few years, and every time she comes into the showroom, his spirit tells him to ask her out. However, his mouth has yet to get the memo. His staff has decided to play matchmaker and have deemed Kyla a VIP, meaning only the boss can help her.

Kyla walked in and greeted everyone before taking a turn around the showroom. She found a sofa she liked and sat down, closed her eyes and rested her head on the back. She looked like a princess waiting to be kissed by her prince.

Sean walked over and stood in front of the grey tufted sofa staring at the beautiful woman he desperately wanted to ask out. He cleared his throat ready to ask the one question hed been wrestling with for quite a while. He opened his mouth, Ive had quite a few people come in and sit on that sofa, but none make it look as exquisite as you do.

She opened her eyes and smiled. Hi Sean.

Hi Kyla. He smiled as he extended his hand to help her stand up. What can I do for you today?

Thank you. I have a client that is working my nerves. She keeps changing her mind. I told her if she doesnt make a decision this week, her guests will be sitting on lawn furniture for Thanksgiving. They both laughed. He thought to himself, even her laugh is beautiful. She turned and started walking around the sea of furniture.

Have you thought about dressing the room and letting her live with it a couple of days?

I dont know.

We can bring everything over and if she likes it, we invoice you. On spec.

She turned and met his smile with another of her own. I know what on spec is. They laughed. At that moment, he didnt hear anything else she said. All he knew was he had to muster up his confidence and ask her out. She reached for her iPad and continued. I hate wasting your time. Send Ryder over and he can…

Youre not wasting my time. He opened his iPad. Okay, lets go. Like a love sick puppy he followed her around the showroom, making note of everything she selected. Two and a half hours later with her order and delivery instructions printed and signed, he cleared his throat and asked, Maybe once everything is installed we can get coffee?

She looked at him and politely said, No. I dont think that would be appropriate. I dont date people I work with.

But I dont work with you and its not a date. Its two people celebrating the completion of a well placed furniture installation.

She laughed. Thats cute. Tell you what, if my client agrees to buy everything, then well celebrate with coffee.

So my having coffee with my favorite client hinges on your client liking my furniture?

Thats right. She picked up her bag and started walking away when he stopped her.

What if she doesnt like any of it?

Then I guess were both out of luck. Bye.

He stood still watching as she sauntered out of the showroom with her parfum lingering in the air. He was under her spell.

Sean walked around the showroom laying hands on every item Kyla had selected, and asked God to grant him favor with her client. He knew this was his only chance to show Kyla he was right, not only about the furniture, but himself as well.

Two weeks later, Kyla returned to the showroom. Seems my client didnt like everything, she said. Sorry, and I was looking forward to coffee.

A deal is a deal. He smiled.

Send me an invoice for everything else.

Maybe next time.

Maybe. Bye. She turned and walked out.

He reached inside the bag looking for the sample ticket. Pinned to one of the pillows was a note. Ill be at Cafe Noir, two blocks over if youd like to have coffee, Kyla. He gave the bag to his assistant, grabbed his jacket and left.

He walked into the petite cafe` looking around for his dream girl. He started walking toward the back when he spotted her sitting at a table in the corner, reading Elle Decor. He smiled and walked over to join her.

I see you got my note. She smiled and put her magazine down. He sat across from her and she motioned for the server to bring another cup of coffee.

I thought coffee was only if your client bought everything. You brought back a few things.

In all fairness, I knew those things werent right but I had to give her something to say no to. They both laughed.

He nodded his head and thought, she smells even better up close. So you padded the bet?

I had to. Shes a sweet lady, but shes using this project to prolong the inevitable.

Which is?

The demise of her marriage. Shes hoping this redecoration will add some spark.

And you dont think so?

Its not my job to be her counselor or her best girlfriend. Its my job to give her a beautiful home. And hers to make her husband happy in bed. He almost choked on his coffee.

Ive never had a client be so honest. Most of my clients come in with their clients doing the decorator two step…agreeing with everything the customer wants. I sell a lot of beautiful furniture to the wrong people.

Exactly. Thats why I dont bring my clients to the showrooms…it just confuses them. If they thought they could do this themselves, they wouldnt hire people like me.

How do you get your clients?

Referral. The husbands love me.

I can see why.

Excuse me?

I mean…youre probably very good at staying on budget. He smiled.

I try. Most of my married clients come in with a money is no object attitude. They dont know that their husbands have already called or emailed me a budget.

Isnt that a little unethical?

Not when hes the one paying the bill. She laughed.

Okay, that makes sense.

What about you? How did you get into the furniture business?

Finally, his turn to shine and sell himself. He took a deep breath thinking about his opening line. My dad is a contractor and my mother liked to sew. They taught my brother and me both crafts. My brother took what he learned and became a heart surgeon. I stayed a little closer to home and started designing furniture.

Wait a minute, you design the furniture in your showroom?

Some of it. The rest I source out.

Impressive. She sat back in her chair with her arms crossed, absorbing everything he said.

I built my business the old-fashioned way…walking the streets with my portfolio.

Wow! I had no idea.

And you, how did you get into Interior Design?

My mother.

Your mother?

My mother loved going to designer show houses looking for ideas. It was fun seeing how other people would make up pretend lives for the empty house. I thought it would be wonderful to do that for real people. And I saw how much power and control the designers had and I wanted that…to be the one calling the shots, orchestrating someone elses life.

He nodded his head thinking how could she not be in charge. He imagined every aspect of her life was probably well organized.

We should do this again, he suggested.

I dont know. She took another sip of coffee smiling.

What if I throw in a cookie along with the coffee? They both smiled.

A cookie? Somehow I think Im getting the short end of the stick.

What do you mean?

I mean, Id be bringing you a nice piece of business and in exchange, all I get is a cookie and coffee. I dont know.

Okay, what if after each room you complete, I step it up?

I dont follow.

The next room, its coffee and cookies. The one after, appetizers and…

I have six rooms, a kitchen and four bathrooms to finish. According to your proposal, Ill be as big as a house. They both chuckled. What if…

When she countered his proposal, he took it as a sign. Now all he had to do was seal the deal. Okay, how about this…. if your client buys everything you select from me, you have to take me to dinner. He finished his sentence with a beautiful smile.

Me, take you to dinner? She laughed. Thats funny.

What? Youre the one with the client with an endless budget.

Tell you what. If my client selects everything I pick from your showroom, I will allow you to take me to dinner.

He smiled and shook his head. Thinking if this is the only way to take her to dinner, then so be it. Okay. He reached his hand across the table to shake hers, sealing their agreement.

She looked at her watch. This has been fun, but I have to go. She stood up and he raced to his feet.

Here let me help you. He picked up her coat and helped her slip it on, being careful not to get too close. He couldnt help inhaling her parfum. She smelled spicy and sweet, like a confident woman absorbing all the attention in the room.

Thank you, she said, lifting her hair and placing it on the collar of her coat. When she lifted her hair, it grazed his face. Oh, Im sorry, she quickly apologized.

He didnt care because that gave him another opportunity to inhale more of her arresting scent. Her hair smelled like lavender and combined with her parfum, she smelled like no other woman hed ever been this close to. Thats okay. I guess that means youll be buying me dessert with that dinner.

She smiled and his heart stopped. He knew everyone in the cafe could read his mind. Well see. He watched as she walked out ahead of him. She was the Pied Piper and he was willing to follow her anywhere. He caught up to her on the sidewalk hoping for one last conversation with her.

Thank you for the coffee.

Youre welcome…see you next week. She turned and walked away. Sean walked back to the showroom, praying to God to grant him favor with Kylas client.










CHAPTER 6





THE MOST CHALLENGING WEEK OF each month for Eric was the week he couldnt see Kyla, for female reasons. He always seemed a little more anxious. This month was even harder because the week after their break, she was attending a trade show in Chicago for a week. Self control wasnt his strong suit. If it were, he wouldnt have a girlfriend and a wife.

He tried finding comfort with Olivia, but she wasnt Kyla. He still had a couple of days before Kyla returned and he was on edge. Faced with the option of self-fulfillment or making love to his wife, he chose the latter. He also broke his rule and had sex with Olivia with the lights on. That was a joke as it only made Kyla more real and unavailable. As quickly as he started, he stopped.

He got up and jumped into the shower. Olivia followed wrapping her arms around him trying to comfort him. She just thought it was one of those things that occasionally happen to men. He rested his face on the wet shower wall remembering the first time Kyla treated him to a shower. The gentle touch of his wifes delicate hands holding him made him more angry and frustrated. He turned around with the water pounding his eyes. Forcing them shut, he pushed Olivia up against the wall kissing her harder, pretending she was Kyla. Olivia was enthralled with the tenacity of her husband. In the three years of their marriage, she never felt such passion and excitement. It was the first time Eric gave her what she had heard her sister and best friend refer to as, The ride of her life. When he finished her hair was soaking wet. She didnt care because tonight her husband finally showed her how much he loved her.

He rested his face against her small chest and the lack of cushion knocked him back into reality. He pulled away leaning against the wall, trying to figure out what had happened. Ashamed because he treated his wife as an object of convenience, he stood still letting the six water jets pound him. She rested her head on his back with her arms wrapped around him, smiling. She had no idea that the past moments for him were the equivalent of being with a prostitute.



~~~~~ 



Instead of taking a taxi, Eric walked to his office. After what happened a couple of nights ago, he had been trying to fend off Olivias advances. It was his own fault. If he had been able to control himself, he wouldnt have done something as insane as delight his wife. As long as she was never sexually satisfied, he could control the temperature of their marriage. Now that the cat had been let out of the bag, there was a problem.

Standing at the corner of West Twenty-Third and Broadway, he smiled at the thought of how wonderful Olivia sounded calling out his name. Kyla never called his name, she only referred to him as Baby. He wasnt a baby, but a grown man able to bring his wife to her knees. He thought again briefly, maybe Olivia was faking. Or maybe Kyla was faking. The only way to know for sure, was to try it again.

Walking to his office, he came up with a brilliantly stupid plan, hed conduct his own pleasure test. First, hed sleep with Olivia and when Kyla returned, hed sleep with her and see what their reactions would be. As quickly as the thought entered his head, it left. He told himself, theres not a man alive that could tell whether a woman was faking it or not. Instead, he took pleasure in knowing that if he treated his wife to a pleasurable journey like that at least once a week, it would be even easier to control her. Now if he could only be sure he had the energy and stamina to please both women equally. He reached into his pocket for his phone and called his doctor. He needed a little medical help. His trainer suggested getting a nutritionist, now was the perfect time to get one. He also remembered a friend telling him yoga was good for sex…it made you more flexible and helped with your breathing.

First, he needed to see Kyla. He needed to feel her body pressing against his. He may have had a nice evening with his wife, but he still craved the heat only Kyla could give him. He dialed her number, but there was no answer so he left a voice mail. A half hour later he called again, voice mail. He called her every half hour and finally, a little after two thirty in the afternoon, she picked up the phone.

Hey ba she started speaking and he cut her off.

I want you in our bed in an hour. Click. He didnt give her a chance to respond. He told his assistant he would be out the rest of the afternoon at meetings and headed straight to their place. When he walked inside, the apartment was dark. He went into the living room thinking she might be sitting naked in the dark like before. He turned on the light and to his surprise the room was empty. He took his jacket off and started down the hall towards the bedroom and was greeted by a trail of clothes. His face lit up and he started taking his clothes off eager to join her in bed.

He walked into the bedroom and there she was, in their bed wearing a sheet and a smile. He stopped at the edge of the bed and the smile on his face convinced her he was excited to see her.

Hey Baby, she purred.

Earlier he would have given anything to have her say his name, but the way the words rolled off her lips excited him. He started walking around the bed.

Stop right there. Did you miss me? she asked followed by a wicked smile.

He stood still not moving. His head immediately filled with ideas of what he wanted to do to her. His time with Olivia was good, but it was the appetizer to the main course he was about to enjoy. He nodded and managed to utter a simple, Yes.

Uhmm…I missed you too. She let the sheet drop, licked her lips and began touching herself. She fondled her breasts and watched as Eric got excited. I missed your touching me, your mouth kissing my breasts, arousing me.

He started feeling hot and immediately removed his shirt and tie. Kicking his shoes off, he watched as her hand slid down under the sheet and her eyes closed as she hummed louder. He couldnt stand it. He quickly dropped his pants and underwear eager to be where her hand was. She gathered the sheet around her waist and scooted toward him. When she reached the end of the bed, she stood up and teased him with the possibility of a kiss. The hot air from her mouth sent a chill up his spine. He wanted so desperately to touch her.

She stood in front of him and commented, You dont look like you missed me. She smiled, dropped the sheet and looked down and saw a change in his body language. Thats much better. Seems someone really did miss me. She stepped closer and whispered, Dont you ever demand I do anything. Im not your wife. When you come to your senses, call me. She turned and walked out.

A few seconds later he heard the door slam shut. He couldnt move. She had aroused him and left him alone and ready for love. He hobbled to the bathroom and painfully stepped into the shower. He turned the cold water on hoping to find some relief.

Faced with a few choices…stay angry with Kyla, apologize to her and hope to persuade her back to their bed, or go home and face his frisky wife. He collected himself and went to the park to figure out how he had gotten into this mess.







CHAPTER 7



ERICS BEHAVIOR THIS AFTERNOON WAS one of the reasons why Kyla didnt want to marry him. She remembered her Aunt Rebbie saying, Honey, once you put it on a man the right way, hes like a bag of sugar. Sweet and bad, but too good to pass up. She didnt quite understand what she meant until she broke up with her college professor. Baby girl, any man you can control in bed, will be yours. Remember, no matter how good it is, never let him know it.

Today, she kept replaying her aunts words. She really did miss Eric, but she was not going to allow him to disrespect her. She hopped into a taxi and headed over to Bergdorfs. Shoe shopping was the perfect way to forget how much she wanted to go back and spend the rest of the afternoon and evening doing things with Eric most people fantasized.

She rode the elevator up to the shoe salon. Walking around she searched for her salesman, Ronnie Green. Not only did he know what she liked, he was very handsome. Shoe shopping with Ronnie was filled with lots of flirting and an amazing foot massage. She often thought about adding him to her posse of dates, but if it didnt work out, shed lose her connection to getting first dibs on all the latest designer shoes.

Ronnie spotted her and watched as she strolled through the salon. He took note of everything she showed an interest in, pulled her sizes and set them next to her favorite seat.

Hey Kyla. She turned and smiled.

Hi handsome. How is my favorite shoe guru doing today?

Like most men, he was smitten with Kyla. The way she smiled and the sway of her hips hypnotized him and he was putty in her hands.

Fine, now that youre here.

He looked at her and thought, if he hooked up with her, hed always be broke because he would want to spend every penny he made trying to make her happy. He took her hand and led her over to her favorite seat in the rear corner away from the bridge and tunnel crowd in for an afternoon of shopping.

Their routine was simple, hed caress her feet and tell her how beautiful they were and she would repay the compliment with a fat sale. A couple of hours later after trying on several pairs of expensive shoes and modeling for him, she made her selections…a pair of gold Saint Laurent sandals, two pairs of Lanvin flats, a pair of Charlotte Olympia pumps, a pair of Blahnik pumps, a pair of Alaia ankle boots and because she was pissed with Eric, a pair of very expensive black leather thigh high boots. Ronnies commission quickly changed his mind about wanting to date her. She was beautiful and every time he saw her, his mind filled with wild thoughts about her, but paying his rent was a little more important than having a girlfriend who could satisfy him physically.

Ill have everything delivered to you tomorrow.

Thank you Ronnie. She kissed him on the cheek and went upstairs to the restaurant. Following the hostess she spotted a familiar face sitting alone reading. She stopped and addressed her acquaintance. Sean Prescott, are you trying to make me feel sorry for you? He looked up, wiped his mouth and smiled. Do you mind if I join you?

Kyla. He stood up, extended his hand and waited for her to sit down. No.

Shopping in the middle of the day?

Id rather be at work, but its my office managers birthday and shes been talking about a pair of shoes she saw here. So, I thought Id surprise her.

Thats sweet. He knew he had just scored some major sensitivity points.

It would be even sweeter if I could remember which shoes. She laughed. He loved her laugh. It reminded him of a bird humming. Instead, I got her a gift card.

Smart man. But if you dont know which shoes, then how did you know how much to get the gift card for?

He was on cloud nine, not only did she think he was sensitive, she also thought he was smart. I didnt think of that. Its just a pair of shoes. How much could a pair of shoes cost?

She shook her head and smiled. Typical man. Tell you what, Ill get my shoe guys card. You call him and tell him what you did. Then tell your office manager to ask for Ronnie when she comes in. If youre a little short hell call you so you can discretely handle the difference. She flagged the hostess and asked her to get a card from Ronnie in the shoe salon.

Thank you.

No problem.

Why are you here? he asked. Im sorry, would you like something to eat?

No thank you, I was doing a little shopping as well. She reached across the table and broke off a piece of flat bread and put it in her mouth. When the server passed by, she changed her mind. Ill take a glass of champagne. Thank you.

Champagne…rough day? He continued eating his soup.

I dont want to talk about it.

Okay.

The server returned with the champagne and Kyla took a sip and let out a sigh. What is it about you men? You think just because youve known a woman a while you can treat her any way or say anything. She ate another piece of flat bread followed by another sip from her glass. I mean…Im sorry.

His heart sank as he realized from her statement that she had a boyfriend. Excuse me?

Im sorry. I was rambling. Did you get your office manager a cake and flowers too?

Yes, were having a little celebration tomorrow at lunch.

Thats nice.

Boyfriend trouble? he asked.

Not really…I mean, Ive been out of town and this was our first day seeing each other and…he acted like a jerk. She turned the glass up emptying it and flagged the server for a refill.

He thought to himself, whoever this guy is, he must be an idiot. I take it you had a fight?

More like a misunderstanding. He thought he could tell me what to do and I thought it best not to be around him right now.

He nodded and thought this was the perfect opportunity to slide in and take the other guys place. Instead, he took the high road to friendship. He took a sip of his mineral water and watched as she finished the last piece of flat bread. He motioned to the server to bring some more.

How long have you and the boyfriend been together?

Over five years. His heart sank further. If he doesnt change his attitude…the last time he got some will be the last time. He choked on his soup and remembered she said she was blunt. Im sorry.

He shook his head smiling. I understand. Her phone rang and she pressed the button ignoring the call. Is that him?

Yes, hes been calling me since I walked out on him.

Dont you think you should answer it?

No, because right now I dont want to talk to him. Hes on punishment and he needs to understand that. The server placed the champagne glass in front of her. Thank you.

Sean thought it would be best if she spoke to him. Maybe
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