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 DEDICATION
 
 To my family, because ahhh, I'm working on a sequel and I'm afraid they will be fending for themselves again. So I'll have to admit this is sucking up at its finest because I need to buy more free time. To my honey, truly I could never understand the many facets of love without you. 1\venty years later, and you are still my inspiration, amazing. To my publisher, oh my God did you really say yes? I'm still waiting for the other shoe to drop. To all the many people in both real life and Elife that provide stimulation. Bet you strangers didn't realize you were giving me ideas while playing on line games? My final dedication goes to you, the reader. Without readers, we wouldn't have writers. Enjoy!
 
 CHAPTER ONE
 
 B
 
 EING dominant is an enormous ego trip. For Mr. Jake Johnson, CEO of Creative Innovations Inc., commanding those within his world was something he did daily. Mr. Johnson demanded-and receivedeverything he desired. With a flick of wrist, he could change countries ifthe whim seemed intriguing enough. Today, though, Mr. Johnson discovered that desires are not always whims for him alone. Sometimes one's dramatic slide down the rabbit hole can turn into a way oflife. Today, Mr. Johnson falls. Knowing Mr. Johnson's late-night routine, his driver patiently awaited the powerful man working in the building above. He was halfway through the latest King novel when Mr. Johnson settled into the backseat. As they exited the garage, another vehicle suddenly swerved, attempting but failing to miss the black Town car. With a screech of wheels and a three-second lapse, the cars connected with a slight jar. Acutely aware of the influential man he was transporting, the driver
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 considered the gun nestled in the glove compartment; then he sees her. Rising up from within the sporty, white Corvette was a woman of curve and blatant sexual expression. Her long, red hair billowed in the wind and flowed around her body, which was scantily clad in cream leather. His eyes drew instinctively to the long, bare legs, which begged to be touched. The leather top, which accentuated her curves, pushed her creamy breasts into an appetizing snack. Her full lips, painted fire engine red, pouted with ease. Green eyes boldly blazed with blunt promises: speaking silently of passion, sex, and wild abandon. Slowly swaying around the Corvette, the woman's pout grew into a smile of sexual intention and whimsy as she offered her apologies. Keeping his tongue in check, the driver asked if she was all right. "Aren't you such a sweetheart. I'm fine," she smiled. She moved within touching distance, and with the swiftness of a snake's strike, she grabbed his outstretched hand and plunged the syringe. "What the...?" Before he could complete the sentence, he slumped forward, into her. "Oh my God, are you OK?" she feigned, as she tried to keep him from falling. The ploy worked. Mr. Johnson emerged from the vehicle toward the woman struggling to hold the fast-crumbling driver. "What happened?" he calmly inquired yet with controlled concern. He bent down to relieve her burden. Struggling to support the unconscious man, she breathlessly whispered, "I don't know...but he's falling." Mr. Johnson quickly grasped his driver to assist the woman staggering under the strain. 6
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 "I'll call 911," she said, readily reaching for her cell. As Mr. Johnson leaned to carefully lay down his driver, he never saw the syringe meant for him.
 
 7
 
 cHAPTER
 
 Two
 
 on his back and blindfolded, Johnson's ears F strained to distinguish the slightest sound. AlLAT
 
 though the room was dark, his eyes were tightly blindfolded with a silky cloth. Wriggling his head back and forth, he strived to dislodge the material covering his eyes with zero success. Attempting to move the rest of his body, his arms met resistance; his legs also strained against stanch bonds. He shivered slightly as he realized, too, that he was completely naked. Rocking his body, he tried to release the bonds, but to no avail. Struggling was futile. He reluctantly acknowledged he was without control and in the complete captivity of his abductor. His mind, being sound and no longer groggy, began quickly deciphering his options. As his mind ticked through ideas, his nose suddenly detected the scent of ginger and cinnamon near his right. The sound of clicking heels echoed around him. With the darkness clouding his vision, he could only guess at the size of his prison. It seemed as though the echo of 8
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 clicking didn't travel far before bouncing back; hinting at a small confinement. "Welcome back, Mr. Johnson. I was getting anxious for you to awaken. So, how does it feel to have no control?" The woman's husky voice taunted as her warm breath was released directly into his ear. She was whispering the obvious. He instinctively recoiled from that feminine voice, but with frustration running rampant, he dejectedly accepted that he didn't recognize the voice despite his reaction. "You have such a splendid body, washboard abs, rounded pecks, and luscious nipples dying to be plucked," she cooed. "Do you know how often I've dreamt of your body beneath me? Imagine my surprise at discovering a shaved groin area when I gleefully removed your clothes. How considerate you were Mr. Johnson in seeming to instinctively fathom how much that would turn me on," she continued huskily. Her moist mouth wrapped around his earlobe. His head remained still as her teeth gently bit into the tender flesh. "Don't move or I might just take a bite," she said. The words floated past, tickling his ear. He forced his body to ignore the jolt of pleasure that the small touch produced. "How much do you want?" he finally demanded trying to regain some sense of control. Bringing to bear all his years of commanding presence, he prepared to negotiate despite his outrageous circumstances. Releasing his ear, the voice whispered candidly, "Oh, don't get me wrong, I want everything. But what I want can't be bought. I want you screaming. I want you begging me to claim you, take you. You'll collapse from 9
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 pleasure and pain before I'm through with you," the woman arrogantly promised. He sensed her beginning to shift her position. With a jolt of his head, he scandalously acknowledged it was the softness of her breasts caressing his crown. With great difficulty, he resolutely squelched the desire to feel her full flesh. "I know what you like, Jake." She breathed into his other ear before inflicting a quick, hard bite. "You like pain, don't you?" She slowly ran the tip of her tongue around the outer rim of his ear. Soft, exploring fingers found his nipples and soothingly circled the outer ring, causing the buds to harden. She moaned as she sensed the pleasure of his response. Circling the base of the hardened nipple, holding it captive, she gave it an aggressive upward pull. Mentally, Jake could not contain his response to the pain, yet he remained stoically silent. His arched back clearly revealed his arousal. He felt betrayed at the obvious sensation of his manhood rising to the occasion. "Oh, I know you like pain, darling. I know all about what you need. Now you'll have to also wonder if I'm going to provide what you seek," she alleged with utmost self-possession. Standing, she glided around the apparatus to which Mr. Johnson was strapped and hovered her hands over and across his body, touching his skin just enough for him to sense her warmth. She began exploring every inch of him with soft caresses and gentle fingers. Suddenly, though, nails sank into his inner thigh, imprinting little half moons. The captor smiled upon seeing the marks and watching his body's reaction. A deep purr of satisfaction escaped her throat. 10
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 "Oh yes, you and I will do just fine together." She escalated the arousal she had started. Moving up his body, she leaned over slowly dangling her long hair over his naked form. Starting near his still-hard nipples, she glided that bountiful hair down his body, sensually swishing her soft tresses as she went. She purposely skipped his growing groin, however, knowing how badly he wanted to feel her soft, warm hair against his ever-lengthening desire. Finally at his feet, she reverses her path. This time, her nails also blaze a trail. Rake and glide of smooth hair, up the inside of the legs; rake and soft slither, past the hipbones, scrape and smooth transition to his chest. Back at the nipple, she quickly sank her teeth into the skin around the areola; marking him, claiming him, branding him as hers. His breath escaped in a stifled moan as her teeth sank pass layers of skin. The soft metallic taste of blood lingered on the tip of her tongue. Tasting a very small droplet, she glided her tongue over the area that she'd claimed, eagerly lapping up the small offering. Abruptly, the woman stepped back and turned away. She left him there, aroused and wanting her. Yet she knows she needs more from him. She forces herself to pace the consuming seduction.
 
 11
 
 cHAPTER THREE
 
 know how long she was gone, as he had H lostdoesn't all sensation of time. His arousal had dissiE
 
 pated, and yet the thoughts of what she had already done to him kept him alert. Despite his desire to be in control, he had already mentally given in. Suddenly, his body jerked in reaction when a stinging sensation slapped across his legs. Various strips of rough material were hitting him, branding him, exciting him, pushing him to another level. His manhood sprang to attention once again. He shook his head in denial, not choosing to admit, not wanting to crave the pain, but needing just the same. Using the full power of her strength and a wicked flick, her arm landed another blow to his legs. Seeing that her efforts had produced marginal markings, she leaned over and ran her naked breasts across the redness in a sensual, soothing gesture. Her nipples immediately sprang to life, adding a texture point of pleasure to her round softness. Her hair trailed along either side of his 12
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 exposed legs while breasts caressed the over-heated skin. Pain and pleasure skillfully combined. Refocusing her attention, she moved up his body, landing multiple stings across his chest. He struggled to get breath into his body as it strained in pain and pleasure. Within him, denial was battling with pleasure; losing the battle to pain induced a shock to his senses, and yet his erotic pleasure desperately needed release. The sting of the whip to his flesh became relentless. Denying the pleasure, he fought with determination to maintain control; his need for control fought with her dominance. As a wretched scream, consumed with both pleasure and pain, finally burst free from deep within his chest and the whip became still. Feeling the whip laying across his body, he moaned with shuddered breathing and silently accepted his desires and true needs. He felt her climbing onto the table and accepted the weight of her body. He strained in wanting more, being more; to wrap his restrained arms around her. Laying her naked body across his, she tenderly connected her soft skin to his, transferring the smooth moisture covering her body onto him. It was a welcome relief from the stinging whip and he relaxed his mind in order to completely enjoy her atop him. Speaking softly, the woman soothed him and praised him for accepting his needs. She unrelenting stroked the entire length of his body with hers. Gently, she straddled his straining manhood, coating just the tip of his member with her wetness by rocking slowly back and forth above him. Settling her moist nether lips to just hug him, she teased the straining flesh with promises of deep penetration. Instead of taking 13
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 the full length of his manhood into her, she lifted her chest away from him, breaking their nipple-to-nipple contact. Just as he's imagining the pleasure of her tight warmth, burning hot droplets seared his skin just beside his right puckered nipple before quickly cooling. Drip, cool, drip, cool. The hot dribbles found spots all over his chest, as she leisurely swayed over his straining rod. "I might fuck you soon," she moaned. "If you beg me." Even with his body straining for release, he refused to admit how badly he wanted her. Holding fast to that one part of him that could not relinquish control, he shook his head in denial. "I don't beg," he declared through clenched teeth. "I command. I rule my world." Without responding verbally, she suddenly lifted her moist center away from him and aggressively grabbed his cock. Her small hand encircled only a portion of his great length and thickness. Still, her grip was one that blurred the line between pleasure and pain. As suddenly as she grabbed him, she let go, and like before, nothingness settled over the room. Nothing above him giving pleasure, nothing touching him except for air, cold air. His senses were acutely aware, however, that something was coming, so he remained alert. The cold air got cooler, causing goose bumps to appear across his skin like hives. Suddenly a soft, heated material fell across his body, but was quickly removed. The cold air hit again with intensity, all the more torturous from having felt that warmth. Again, the warmth enveloped him. 14
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 "You can be warm darling, so warm and so cared for, if only you ask," she whispered before quickly snatching away the warmth once again. "Or, you can be cold, so cold that you'd rather die than endure the pain of freezing. You decide." It took a moment, but he caved. "I want to be warm. I want you to warm me. Please, please give me your warmth. I need it." He moaned and surrendered to this unknown woman. Mr. Johnson, one of the most powerful men in the world, was begging. As soon as he relented, the cold air warmed again, a warmth that caressed his body and chased away the shivers. As he relaxed in the warm air, her moist mouth wrapped around his throbbing rod to coax her treasure back into complete firmness. It didn't take much. His manhood strained, pulsed with complete maleness. Feeling him growing within her mouth gave her joy and she felt her loins tingle with desire. As she stroked his rod with her warm mouth, she set her nails into his chiseled stomach muscles, causing him to strain with greater need. Finally, she slid her drenched center over his straining member and he surrendered. He felt a deliberate rotating of her hips in a gyration around his crotch; a feeling of circling his straining flesh. Centering herself to tighten her squeeze, she suddenly slammed forcefully onto his jerking pleasure zone. The slam was so hard, his ass slapped against the table. She unhurriedly maintained her slow rotation; tightening her inner muscles, then slamming unto his cock again and again. Instinctively, he lifted his hips, wanting a faster rhythm, wanting to take what he needed. Without warning, his head smacked hard to the side of the table from a sudden slap across his face. 15
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 Pressing near his face, turning him rigorously by the hair to confront her warm, sweet breath, she said, "I set the pace. You are not in control here, I am!" She was as firm as he was. Blood trickled from the corner of his mouth and as he tasted it, he became even more violently aroused. In response, she began rocking with intensity and he felt himself nearing climax. Her nails dug into his chest. Screaming in release, she convulsed above him. Her pulsating muscles grasped his straining tool; he was still begging for release, demanding release. Despite her own climax, she denied him his. As she regained her breath from the orgasm, her legs flipped forward and her feet found leverage on the table. She began pumping fast. A pumping all the more intense since only her inner thigh touched the top of his thighs as she thrust. Only her warm center was wrapped around his pulsing mass of need. As she set nails into his outer thighs, he screamed in wordless release, shooting his load into her warm center. The throbs of his orgasm prolonged in rapture for several moments. He quivered below her as she continued to sway on his cock, spent but still hard as brick.
 
 16
 
 cHAPTER FouR
 
 they settled back into their own E skins.soEachslowly wanted to prolong the subsiding tremVER
 
 ors racking their bodies, so they clung to the pleasure. She breathed deeply in contentment as she aligned her legs to cradle his warm thighs. Gently, she openmouthed kissed the marks on his chest created by her rough treatment. Slowly roving his well-defined chest, she soothed the small wounds made by her greedy hands and strength and fierce need to dominate him. "My poor darling, what have I done to you?" she whispered. He sighed in contentment and relief, feeling sleep coming upon him. Despite her small show of compassion, she suddenly lifted herself up, braced her hands on the table and swung to the floor with a startled whoosh. Mr. Johnson jerked awake in reaction, again realizing he is still at her mercy. He now doesn't know what to expect. To his relief, a warm, moist cloth enveloped his now spent manhood. With gentle touches and smooth glides, 17
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 she removed all traces of their encounter. Once clean, he again felt the glory of her soft hair as she placed a gentle kiss upon his inner thigh. Something smelling of ginger wafted under his nose. "Do you like this ... ? Or this ... ," she asked as another scent filled his senses. "Vanilla," he breathed quietly. A squirt, followed by subtle wisps of skin rubbing together reached his ears. Warm hands began rubbing his chest. With the endorphins fading, his body began throbbing from the marks left by his exotic tormentor. Soothing moisture appeased his ravaged skin. The aches were replaced with pleasure as she transferred her tender touch to him. Without express intent, she unearthed a ticklish spot just above his groin and he uncharacteristically giggled at her touch. "Ahhhh," she smiled. "We'll have to explore that area another time." His relaxed mind began to race in reaction to her casual words. His mind frantically launched into exploring the possibilities laced throughout her statement. She sensed his tension. "Oh darling, we've only begun to touch paradise," she answered in response to his startled jerk. After comforting each slash, nail, and the more substantial bite mark around his right nipple, she began massaging his arms and taut shoulders. His body began floating between the pleasure of the massage and the oblivion of sleep.
 
 18
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 "When you wake, all will be as before," she said as he drifted away. "Only now, we have the enigma of a shared dream. Perhaps, if our destinies intertwine, we can dream for eternity."
 
 19
 
 cHAPTER FIVE
 
 "MR. Johnson! Mr. Johnson! Are you OK, sir?" a male voice urgently tried to rouse him. His wonderful dream was rudely interrupted when a rough hand began shaking him. Still trying to hold onto the fantasy, he slowly opened his eyes. His eyes latched onto the man leaning over him. A troubled stare clouded the man's brown eyes. Mr. Johnson's mind began to race at a frantic pace as he attempted to comprehend what was happening. Erotic images randomly floating through his mind like pieces to a puzzle. Fragments of information muddled together with both the images and the aches he felt all over his body. The interior of the vehicle in which he was awakening suddenly seemed quite oppressive. "Paul, please step back so I can get out of this car," he commanded without preamble and a slight irritation in his authority laced tone. Blinding sunlight shocked his over sensitive eyes and clouded mind. Using his hand to shield his eyes, he recognized that the pains racking his body gave more weight to the erotic images 20
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 flashing in his head. He quickly shut down certain possibilities to focus upon his present situation. "Ok, where are we?" he demanded, instinctively scanning the concrete lot. They appeared to be on the top level of a parking structure. Surveying the other buildings surrounding them, he gathered his bearings. "I just woke up moments before you sir," Paul explained. "When I saw you slumped in the back seat, I thought they'd killed you. I'm so sorry sir. I can't say..." he faltered as his boss interrupted. "The woman, did you see her?" he urgently demanded. "Yes sir." Paul thought about what he'd actually seen, however. He could explain her figure in minuscule detail, but what about her face? He didn't want to admit to being so easily taken by a hot, hard body so tightly clad in leather. Jake frantically worked to organize the information cluttering his mind. Based on the multiple spots throbbing on his body, he connected the physical marks to his mind's erotic images. Walking the short distance to the edge of the parking structure, he peered down at the street below. His eyes widened as they latched onto his favorite restaurant. Smirking, he realized that his sweetly bold kidnapper not only knew him well; she also wanted to make sure he could easily find his way home. Walking briskly back to the car, he said, "Ok Paul, I know where we are. Let's get out of here." He was in control again. "But sir, shouldn't I call the police?" Paul questioned.
 
 21
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 "No, I'll handle this in-house," he quickly and firmly answered. A self-confident smile spread across his features in anticipation of the hunt to come.
 
 22
 
 CHAPTER
 
 Six
 
 ~o days after the kidnapping, Jake sat at his desk
 
 .I. reviewing the details he remembered so far regarding the incident. Ginger, cinnamon, vanilla, soft red hair, longer than shoulder length based on his driver's description and the pleasure he remembered of it swishing his body. Husky voice, strength, full breasts, warmth, and sharp teeth. He didn't dare share any of these details with Paul. Engrossed in the mystery, he finally realized that the buzzing noise interrupting his recollections was the phone. With utmost difficulty, Jake refocused his mind to the present. Concentrating since his erotic encounter had been almost impossible. He couldn't overcome the desire to find this mystery woman. How could she know him so intimately? And yet, how can he be so oblivious to her existence? He mocked himself; so much for being clever.
 
 23
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 The teeth imprint on his chest became an erotic reminder that drove his desire to discover her identity. In reliving the way those tiny little teeth sank past flesh, he had to quickly eradicate the memory lest his manhood rise to the occasion and reveal what was on his mind. Those two little eyeteeth marks were slowly driving him insane with desire-for pleasure and for control. Gathering his confidence, he began preparing for the upcoming thrashing he intended to release at the upcoming board meeting. Running his impatient hands through his hair, he also primed to confront one outlandish vice president during that board meeting in two weeks.
 
 24
 
 CHAPTER SEVEN
 
 W
 
 ITH a brisk, confident stride, Pendalyn's move-
 
 ments betrayed the inner turmoil of emotions racking her diligent mind. Such an array of tasks needing completion, people depending upon her decisions, and the looming meeting with their brilliant CEO all vied for her attention. Turning the corner in haste, she almost crashed into her annoying assistant, Josh. "Oh, I'm sorry Ms. Carpenter," her assistant mumbled and quickly looked away. "Josh, must you call me that? How many times do I have to tell you?" she huffed while striding around him. Her heels clicked with precision against the marble floor, as she refocused her attention. "But Ms. Carpenter, he's here," Josh hissed in a loud whisper when her shoulder aligned with his own. "Oh please, get a grip. Last time I checked he's just a man. When God starts running this company, let me know, and perhaps then I'll be impressed." She sneered
 
 25
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 over her shoulder throwing daggers at J ash. Silly child, she thought. "Well Ms. Carpenter, I'm so glad you could join us," a formidable male voice drawled. Her brilliant green eyes converge on the man leaning casually yet confidently just outside the conference room. His suit coat had long been discarded, his sleeves were rolled up revealing tan forearms, and he gave the impression of being a man able to take on the world or, at least, one mischievous Vice President for Product Development. "Mr. Johnson, how sporting of you to handle this personally," she mocked while sliding pass him into the room. In her haste, she didn't notice the surprised jerk of his head or the speculative narrowing of his eyes. The other VP's were already gathered around the conference table speaking in hushed voices. The boss was here so there go the monkeys, she thought with disgust. Hear no; see no, what can we do now, sir? What a bunch of pandering idiots. She seriously considered dropping down into the chair prominently set aside for their illustrious leader. Fearing retribution if she gave in to her impulsive urge, she just barely resisted. She quickly noticed that the other VP's left her a seat farthest away from the boss. Dropping resolutely into that seat, she heard the door behind them close with a click of finality. "Well now that everyone is here ..." he pauses and looks down at his watch to focus on the 10:23 display. "Shall we begin our 10 am meeting?" He mocked her tardiness and lifted his head to latch his gaze onto Ms. Carpenter. 26
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 Pendalyn snorted at his lame attempt to chastise her for being late. Rolling her eyes, she grasped the perfectly stapled document and slid it toward her for closer inspection. She tuned out the latest reports from the other executives; like she really cares about their trivial issues. Flipping through the document, she found zero interest in their progress reports. Leave it to Smyth to require a typed report to go with the verbal, blah, blah, blah. Enough already. "Ms. Carpenter, since we seem to be boring you, could you explain yesterday's situation?" the big man drawled from his low-backed leather throne. "We needed to test the product. I just jump started it and it worked like a charm, I must say." Her voice dripped with satisfaction and confidence. "Ms. Carpenter, as much as I admire your willingness to traverse all terrain necessary to get our product to market, I think you overstepped in this situation. I believe an explanation is a wise decision at this point." Pendalyn recognized the lecturing and noted he was grinding his teeth. It amazed him that such a brilliant mind could spew such sarcasm. If she wasn't worth her weight in gold, these little incidents would cease. The frustrating part was that she knew her worth. Was it necessary for her to possess the fiery temperament to go with the stigma of being a redhead? "In all due non-deference, Mr. Johnson, I prefer not to have this conversation in front of the children. They tend to get stressed at the slightest provocation among their elders," she said with ease. She dismissively waved her hand to further implicate the group of conservative men and women gathered as the children. 27
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 "Ladies and gentlemen thank you for your time and information," Mr. Johnson abruptly announced. "This meeting shall adjourn." Looking down the long table, he promptly discerned that Ms. Carpenter was rising from her seat. "I sure hope, Ms. Carpenter that you are simply rising in order to move closer for our private conversation." Baring her teeth, Pendalyn continued rising while strangling Smyth's quarterly fiscal plan. Flicking her wrist, she sent it flying to the trash. Holding her head at a proud tilt, she confidently covered the impressive distance between her and Mr. Johnson as quickly as the other executives scurried out. Spinning the lowbacked chair nearest him, she gracefully slid into it. Deliberately crossing her long legs and flicking her hair-bound head, she erotically purred, "So tell me, what brings you here?" "Explain. No colorful additives. Just the facts," he briskly commanded. Seeing her mind racing toward stubborn, he swiftly added, "Please," while keeping his face neutral. "The reporter wanted to pilfer more than a story. He therefore got a face full of our new product," she dismissively pronounced with a shrug. She had the audacity to actually look finished with her explanation. "I think you are missing several facts," said Mr. Johnson. "Care to expound upon him turning up here today demanding compensation?" As he questioned her, he tried to conceal his intent inspection of her moving mouth. He quickly caught a glimpse of the two little incriminating points of her eyeteeth. Now that he was paying such close attention to details, he acknowledged that Ms. Carpenter always maintained her hair in a 28
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 tight coil. Considering the length, he expected it would drive her insane while working in her lab. Smiling in satisfaction he leaned back and quickly discarded his interest in the incident with the reporter. "Look the little worm has been dealt with already," she rudely barked. "That's why I was late if you must know. He will not be pressing charges. At this point he's just thankful to be alive. Now if we are finished, I have work." Pendalyn pressed her hands against the table, starting to elevate herself to a standing position. "Another significant concern just came to my attention," he stated in a low voice, while rising from his chair ahead of her. He thoroughly enjoyed Pendalyn's wary glance beneath her raised eyebrows. Now she was the one unsure of her situation. "Josh tells me you have a white Corvette that you occasionally sport around in. Claims you almost hit him once." Moving toward the closed conference door, he smiled in supreme joy as he leaned back against the door and with sly intent silently glided the lock home. Unaware, she sputtered on about her lame assistant. "With my car in the shop, it won't be happening anytime soon enough for me," she finally blurted when her tyranny wound to an end. "What is that idiot's issue anyway? And I should be filing a lawsuit to keep this company from hiring children." She was trying to divert his attention and regain some ground, ground that was quickly shifting beneath her feet. "Actually," he said huskily while leisurely strolling back toward her. ''At this moment, I'm not as concerned about Josh or those you refer to as the children. You and I have some unfinished..." He abruptly bent over her, trapping her body between his arms. "...business." 29
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 Pendalyn immediately shoved her chair backward to stand up. But his hands were firmly locked to the edge of the table, holding her in place. Feeling trapped, encircled by his arms, her mind frantically ran through her options. "Oh no, please don't get up on my account," he said. "You have such a unique fragrance. Ginger, is it?" he breathed directly in her ear, blowing his warm breath into the delicate canal. "It's not common knowledge, obviously, but perhaps you know I was recently accosted?" He drew out the final word before delicately wrapping his teeth around her easily accessible lobe. "I see that you also would like to volunteer to test our new line of pepper spray," she rudely spat, all the while trying to conceal her excitement. Drawing in some much needed air; she prepared to blast him with her legendary scorn. "That's a lovely little set of sharp teeth you have," he relentlessly continued, staying in control of the situation. "Shall we wager whether they align with the array imprinted on my chest? I'm willing to bet they match perfectly." Withdrawing from her slightly, he abruptly swiveled the chair to bracket her body more firmly into the seat. Feeling his heat pressed so intimately against her, Pendalyn raked her sharp nails down his accessible forearm. She smiled in triumph when the abrupt sighs of pleasure passed his tightly closed mouth. Though his moan was muffled, to her it sounded like a shout in the cavernous, yet empty room. Seeing the boundaries of civilization snap within his gaze, she boldly met his blazing eyes. With speed and determination, she
 
 30
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 slapped him with enough force to whip his head to the side. Without missing a beat, he grabbed her under the shoulders, scooping her slender body from the chair. Kicking the chair aside, he slammed her rather hard onto the conference table. A startled exclamation echoed through the room when her teeth sharply latched onto the muscled flesh of his left arm. His body shuddered in response as his agonizingly hardened shaft demanded release. Fumbling with his right hand, Jake struggled to undo his slacks. When Pendalyn's teeth loosened to find another spot, Jake quickly jerked his arm away to join the one struggling to release the catch on his belt. Staring down at the panting body beneath him, Jake realized with relish that her skirt had ridden dangerously high. Shoving both pants and underwear down his legs, his manhood sprang out and twitched at the impending meal. Shoving that skirt to her waist, Jake discovered nothing but the glory of her sweet bush. His knees weakened, almost buckled, as he saw the bounty awaiting him. Grasping her bunched up skirt, he focused on his awaiting manhood. Without preamble, he shoved the full length of his throbbing member into her awaiting canal. The moist heat welcomed the brutal invasion. Seeing her arch off the table in response to their connection was almost too much. Eagerly, her hands grabbed two thick bunches of his hair. The sharp jarring yank almost brought him to orgasm. Relentlessly, he pounded into her willing flesh, while she escalated his pleasure with her teeth, nails and strength. Seconds before his release, her muscles contracted as her orgasm overcame her. With a gut31
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 tural moan, his pent up excitement exploded into her throbbing walls. Feeling weak in his legs, Jake gathered her limp body to him, up off the conference table; their connection remained unbroken. Bracing himself against the wall, he eased them to the floor. "Damn. You are going to be nothing but trouble," he grumbled, quickly chuckling as her sharp teeth bit his neck. "Watch it buster. This doesn't alter the celestial universe. Don't even begin to think anything has changed." As she shifted into a more comfortable position, she slid further onto his member, which remained hard despite the explosive orgasm. "Yeah, right. I'm seeing nothing but trouble." He swatted her bare bottom. "It took me two weeks to figure out who you were and one question plagues me. How did you know?" The shift in his tone brought memories rushing back to her. "Remember 1l1scany last year?" she languidly inquired. His head nodded in affirmation and she continued. "We had a new gal serving drinks. The guy next to you requested extra hot coffee and she clumsily spilled it all over your hands. You didn't even flinch at the scalding pain. In fact, if I hadn't been talking directly to you, I would have missed the diminutive breath that eased pass your lips." "That's right." He remembered. "Then you grabbed my hands and accidentally scratched me in your haste..." Seeing a feline smirk spread across her face, he paused as realization dawned. "That was no accident?" "Oh please, I'm a genius if you haven't figured it out by now. Do you really think I'd be that clumsy?" she teased while her smirk broadened. 32
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 "Woman, you are lucky I didn't come right there. As it was, I had a strangle hold on myself to refrain from pinning you to the table that day. You little minx!" He couldn't decide if he appreciated her laughter or whether strangling her was now the best option. "Well Jake, I'm going to fix the tussled mess we've made of my clothing so I can finish my workday," she said as she began to disentangle her limbs from his. "Don't want the boss to come down on me, again." She smirked at his incredulous expression. "Thanks, that was great," she stated bluntly. Her cavalier manner stunned him. Hadn't they just had sex on the conference room table? And she just thanked him like he'd fed her a good meal. What nonsense. "I don't think so S&M Barbie," he remarked while yanking her back into his lap. Her struggle to disengage only increased his resolve to keep her close. "Listen here. I'm not anyone's Barbie," she stated firmly. "I've never embraced the Barbie mentality. So you'd better get back on the bus and get off at another stop." To further emphasize her statement, she dug her nails into the hands holding her firmly. Had he forgotten she knew how to administer pain? "Now I suggest you let go before I get Reporter Nasty on your butt." "Reporter Nasty? I can't believe you just said that, Oh Great Genius. Couldn't you come up with something more inventive considering your IQ?" he chuckled despite the nails digging further into his hands. "OK. I give. What is it going to take for you to let go without me permanently maiming you?" Releasing her nails from their torturous suffering was harder than she expected. She longed to spend the rest of her day 33
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 torturing him into complete submission. However, time was a rare commodity. Unfortunately, her list of tasks to accomplish didn't bode well for the limited hours left available to her. "Well since you have asked so nicely, I want another encounter," he decisively started. "However, this time, I want an actual date." He continued speaking despite the overt eye rolling. He quickly noted that she could definitely edify classes in the art of eye rolls. "You know, boy picks up girl, takes her to a meal, maybe even the theater. Do they still teach youngsters about dating from whatever planet you hail?" "No, I'm so sorry," she said sarcastically. "We skip all that nonsense and end up directly in bed. Makes life less complicated and saves oodles of time." "What night works best for you?" he inquired with feigned innocence, as though he missed the sarcasm all together. "Are you completely insane? Do you not comprehend that I could genuinely hurt you?" Moving with unsuspecting speed, she pinched a handful of flesh on both his forearms, forcing the muscles in his hand to contract with her precise grip on the nerve. Before forethought could actually take hold, a shooting pain erupted from that pinching grasp, emanating to the tips of his fingers. While still recovering, she jumped off his lap. In complete disbelief, he silently watched her striding toward the closed door, simultaneously tugging her clothes into place. As she continued straightening herself, Pendalyn glanced back and confronted the hungry gaze. "Since this was your idea, don't even be thinking I'm taking it off my lunch hour," she smirked and continued. "Now 34
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 I'm thinking that walking out of here and forgetting this happened is a great idea." She advanced towards the door lifting her chin in defiance. "Urn, Ms. Carpenter? You may wish to fix your blouse and hair before you open that door," Jake helpfully uttered from behind as he, too, rose from the floor. Dismayed, Pendalyn quickly realized she'd completely ruined her exit. Damn it! She hated when this kind of crap happened. Why couldn't she ever make a great exit? She could flawlessly execute a kidnapping; but impromptu stuff always messed her up. Fixing her gapping blouse, she turned her attention to straightening the mess of her hair. Her hair had fallen into a sad little bulb hanging down the middle of her back. As she freed her glorious mass of hair from its pins, a slight gasp came from behind her. Needing to seize the situation firmly back into her hands, she returned to stalk her enthralled victim. She moved with a purposeful intent at seduction, swaying her way across the room while discarding the rest of the pins. Flicking her burnt copper hair into her face, she came within touching distance and seductively murmured, "Tell me Jake, are you imagining this velvety hair sliding over the length of your body? Are you reliving the pleasure only I could wretch from you? You'll never concede that I know you intimately. I know exactly what you crave and I'm not afraid to bequeath what you desire. But now I leave you speculating-will you have it again?" With an expert flip and slow glide of pins, her hair was quickly returned to its conservative bun. Closing to within a hair's breath of his mouth, she deliberately paused to deeply inhale his scent. After a slight 35
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 moan, she turned to confidently stride again towards the closed door. Without looking back, she deliberately taunted him. "I can still smell the scent of my sex on you. It's quite heady." With a final flick of her head, she sashayed out the door. Letting down his guard, Jake quickly flopped into the nearest chair to regain his footing. His urge to fall back to the floor was overwhelming. What had this woman done to him?
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 cHAPTER EIGHT
 
 B
 
 down the compound once again, Jenny Rogers almost screamed in frustration. She couldn't grasp why this particular chemical was not responding as expected. Deciding she needed a break, she stood and stretched. With the cafeteria already closed for the night, she'd have to be satisfied raiding a vending machine. Walking down the barely lit hallway, she suddenly screamed as a flashlight was pointed directly into her face, blinding her. "Oh, it's you Jenny. I'm sorry for frightening you," the man said quickly. He muttered an apology while turning off the bright light. "Oh geez, it's OK George, it's really my fault. If I could remember to tell you guys when I'm working late, this wouldn't happen. So this mishap is on my shoulders," she offered contritely. "Well don't worry ma'am, I'll call down and let Mark know. By the way, if you are headed to vending rnaREAKING
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 chines, I'd suggest the sandwiches. They still seem pretty fresh." He held up his flashlight-free hand, showing off his turkey sandwich.
 
 38
 
 cHAPTER NINE
 
 a week later, Jake sat in his office tryM ing tothan concentrate on the latest proposal brought ORE
 
 by the courier. Even though the particular invention seemed intriguing, his thoughts kept drifting back to the package delivered just that morning. It sat prominently displayed on his desk, just as requested. Did she honestly expect him to ignore opening this damn thing until the appointed time? This was just ludicrous he mused. He's the friggin' CEO of this large corporation; he could do whatever he damn well pleased. As he determinedly reached for the package, his cell phone rang. It's the husky, unmistakable voice, "Mr. Johnson, if you open that package, you won't get what goes with it. Don't touch it. Understand?" "What game are you playing Pendalyn?" he demanded. "It's been more than a week." He quickly realized how childish his complaining sounded and felt annoyed at himself. 39
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 "Ahhh, baby, I know you've missed me. But when you finally get to open that package, you'll feel so much better about our week of separation. If you touch it, I'll be very angry. And darling, you know you don't want me angry," she said firmly. "Pendalyn..." he started. She rudely interrupted him. "Jake, don't question me," she mandated. "It's not your job to question, just do what you're told. Now don't you dare open that box!" The call abruptly disconnected. Jake quietly replaced the phone when he heard the dial tone. He should just open the damn thing and be done. This was ridiculous! Who the heck did this woman think she was dealing with? He quickly recalled the memorable encounters, however, and his hand faltered. With a resigning shake of his head, he returned to reviewing the latest products of some of the world's most inventive minds. About an hour later, Pendalyn strode into his office as though she owned it. Shocked, he realized she'd gotten past his bulldog of a secretary without being forewarned. She never let anyone near him without announcing. "How did you get around Christine?" "Well, you know I create all sorts of little chemical nightmares, right? Your little Christine and I have an understanding. She doesn't bug me, and I don't place chemical additives in her lunch," she bragged with an inconsequential shrug. "Pendalyn, you can't threaten my staff!" he exclaimed with complete exasperation. "Why not? It sure produced results. All this politically correct bullshit slows down the process. Why bother sugar coating crap when the end results are the same?" she scornfully retorted. 40
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 "Why do I even bother?" he demanded of the air knowing that Pendalyn would brush aside any logical arguments he might present. "Besides, it's my lunch hour," she relentlessly defended, unaware he had resigned the argument. "I'm here on a personal errand that's none of Christine's business. It's time to open your present." Almost giddy, she grabbed the sealed package off of its perch on his desk. Moving purposefully, she placed her butt right onto the corner of the desk, ignoring the crowd of papers. "Open it!" she said girlishly. Considering the size of the package, Jake had no idea what was within. The little square box fit perfectly into his hand. Pulling at the ribbon and shredding the colorfully stripped paper, he removed the lid and reached inside. Out came two clamps connected by a delicate chain. The ends of the clamps were heavily coated in black plastic, with screws at the other end of each clamp. They looked like miniature jumper cables. Lifting an eyebrow in question, he held them up. Holding up her palm for the clamps, Pendalyn stood up. "Unbutton your shirt and I'll show you," she commanded. With a slightly wary but curious glance, he began releasing the white buttons of his crisp shirt. Considering her request, he was glad his tie was already gone. With the buttons above his pants released, he suddenly gasped as her mouth closes around his right nipple. A hardened peak immediately puckered to show its appreciation of her moist warmth. His diminutive moans of pleasure filled the room until she abruptly stopped. "Now, let me demonstrate, my submissive," she murmured while holding his puckered nipple in order to 41
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 place the clamp around the very base. As the clamp started to slide off, she began turning the screw. "Tell me when it feels just right." Jake's body, which had become taut with desire, became further engorged as she started tightening the tiny clamp. "There," he whispered through clenched teeth. His body shuddered with pleasure and he sighed with a divulging rumble. As her tongue lapped the other nipple, it too became hard with need. Jake bit down on his lower lip to keep from yelling out, terrified that Christine might hear. The feeling of yet another clamp tightening around his nipple was almost beyond comprehension. He murmured another affirmation once the pressure was perfect. Using her hands Pendalyn pushed away slightly, but maintained contact with his body. "Unfortunately I have some work that requires my full attention," she regretfully disclosed. "Wear those for the next hour. Do not take them off. You can, however, leave them on longer if you wish," she knowingly smirked. She tried to stand only to find herselflocked in his embrace. "I still want a date," he demanded before capturing her mouth with his. Plunging inside her parted lips their tongues connected. Lapping at each other as though their last breaths were fading fast, they ate at one another. An insistent jerk on his nipples caused a scream to muffle in her mouth. Pulling back, Jake suddenly realized that she had yanked on the clamps securely fastened around his nipples. His enlarging cock pulsated with its sudden rush of blood. "Friday, we leave directly from here. Don't pull out all the stops, boy-o, because they will only annoy me. Remember to bring your present." Leaving him stu42
 
 F ERAL APPETITES
 
 pefied in astonishment, she left without a backward glance to even determine if his nipples had survived her torment. When Pendalyn returned to her office, she was not surprised to hear her phone ringing. He knew exactly how long it would take her to get back to her office. She answers with her standard briskness, "Yeah, Pendalyn here," assuming it was Jake. "You think you're so clever? Do you really think I'd take it?" a male voice rasped. "Well that depends upon what I was dishing out. Be more specific." With only half of her attention on the caller, she skimmed her latest pet project. She was completely disappointed with the results. Why exactly was this compound not bonding with the other? With her mind already analytically involved in the inspection of Rogers' work, she almost missed the grinding of teeth. "You want specifics? Oh you'll get them alright, just you wait." With a loud click, the phone disconnected. Pendalyn replaced the receiver without concern. Considering the call a wasted moment, she dove into the project. There had to be something within the concoction that was causing unexpected negative results. More than three hours later Pendalyn punched in Jenny Rogers' extension with satisfaction. Jenny was the department's newest chemical wizard. With her addition to the team, they'd gone much farther on this project than originally forecasted. With enough manpower, they'd have a new medicinal AIDS product on the market by next summer. With marijuana outlawed even as prescribed medicine, this new compound would produce almost sinful profits 43
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 as an alternative medicine. Pendalyn still found it hilarious that she had enough clout to get a license to play with pot. It amused her that her chemical lab boasted a company-approved marijuana plant. But then, how else could they discover what chemical compound in the plant was the actual source of relief? As expected, Rogers answered on the first ring. On the scale of workaholics, Rogers gave Pendalyn a run for her money. After a brief exchange, they agreed to meet first thing in the morning. They would test whether Pendalyn's theory was correct. Standing to stretch, Pendalyn was ready to call it a night. After wrapping up her desk, she walked mindlessly to the parking lot with nothing but takeout and a movie on her mind. As her mind skipped from one thought to another, only then did she recall her conversation with Jake. Mortified, she realized she had actually agreed to a date. What in the world was she thinking? This thing was not about dating. It was about dominance and control. Dating implied relationships and emotional intimacy and communication! She didn't want any of that. Or did she? Her thoughts were rudely interrupted when she encountered a flat tire on her car. Dammit, not what she wanted to deal with right now! Pulling out her cell, she called for service. It annoyed Pendalyn that it would take someone so minutes to arrive for assistance. It was not enough time to do any more work, and it didn't give her time to grab any takeout, even within walking distance. It appeared that the local coffee house was the best option. With a 44
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 brisk stride, she quickly traveled the short distance to snag herself an espresso jolt while she waited. From the coffee house she could see her car in case the tow company showed up early. Everyone has a vise; hers was coffee, lots of coffee. Low-fat-white-mochas to be exact. Nothing could make her feel more satisfied inside than a white mocha. No matter how crappy her day was progressing, a white mocha always made it better. "Well if it isn't Ms. Carpenter," a man behind her snarled. "Oh my lucky day, its Reporter Nasty," she said. "Hey thanks for your help in our human testing phase of that product." She droned on with complete disregard, all the while watching for the tow truck driver. "You may think you've got the final word on this, lady... " His words faltered short when she rudely interrupted what was building into a rant. "Oh please! Spare me the dramatics. I have more pressing matters. When I need another test subject, I'll call you." Without wasting another glance, Pendalyn breezed out the door with white mocha in hand. The tow truck had arrived early. While Pendalyn dealt with the frustrations of car troubles, Jenny relaxed in her favorite pub after her long day. Silently, she toasted the break through that Pendalyn's idea offered. With a giddy twirl of the barstool, she savored the moment. If they were successful tomorrow, a Nobel Prize might be in the cards. As she heard the perfect song coming through the pub's sound system, she rushed to the tiny dance floor to gyrate to the groove. So what if 45
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 her life was nothing but work and this pub? At the end of the day, she had something valuable to contribute to mankind. So with a flick of her hips and a toss of her head, she lost herself in the music.
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 CHAPTER TEN
 
 J
 
 AKE obsessed over a question the remainder of the
 
 week. Where do you take a no muss, no fuss girl on a date? He also realized she had yet to confess to earlier crimes. How could he possibly impress a woman who had successfully executed an elaborate kidnapping? A kidnapping he actually enjoyed. When Friday arrived, the day dragged with the annoying mundane of what others experienced every Friday. Usually, distracting him from work was nearly impossible. Yet today he found himself distracted beyond even his own comprehension. How did his employees stay sane every Friday? To his relief his assistant finally buzzed with efficiency, "Ms. Carpenter here to see you, sir." "Let her pass," he commanded with authority. Jake squirmed in his seat like a little leaguer anticipating his turn at bat. The door burst open with force and dramatic flare. "Did you just say, let her pass? Someone has been living 47
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 too long in the world as Supreme Lord Johnson." Sauntering to his desk with an inviting sway of her hips, she shook her head in disbelief. Despite her conservative suit, pointed black leather boots attested to something less conservative beneath that business drab, especially considering that the tops of the boots were hidden by her knee-length skirt. "Shall we go?" she prodded. "I was just wrapping up for the day. It will just take a few minutes," he said somewhat dismissively, trying to appear nonchalant. Inside, he, too, was giddy to get going. ''Ask me nicely, and I might not mind waiting; otherwise, I'm out of here," she rudely retorted. She smirked when his focal point sprung from his computer screen to focus solely on her. Jake's mouth flopped partially opened in disbelief as she turned to resolutely stride toward the still open door as if to leave. It dropped further when he saw the lethal heels on those leather boots walking away. "Whoa, excuse me, are you actually leaving? Hello? It's called work and I do a lot of it without consulting anyone's attitude, so check it." He was relieved and excited when, instead of striding out, she shut the door and locked it before swaggering back toward him. "Let me help you understand something," she commanded while wickedly swaying back to him. She stepped around the desk. Within touching distance, her hands began sliding her skirt up to reveal more of the leather boots. The skirt didn't stop climbing until the tops of the thighs highs were revealed; exposing just a glimpse of her pale thighs. Leaning over him, she gloried in the fascination on his face as her hands glided higher up her bare thigh and reached toward the gates 48
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 of forbidden. "Shall we start this conversation over or do I take my juice elsewhere?" she asked demurely while attempting to control the satisfied smirk that was threatening to erupt. The rapture on his face could not be concealed like a bee caught in the nectar of a flower. With Pendalyn so close, he inhaled the intoxicating scent of ginger emanating from her skin. Trying not to grit his teeth in agony, he forced the submissive words past his lips. "Will you please allow me a few moments to wrap up?" Dipping her head slightly forward to succinctly bite his bottom lip, she answered, "Of course love, take your time. I'll just wander." Suppressing the shudder that electrified his body, he backtracked to work mode. Finally relinquishing the cluttered space she had claimed on his desk, she began wandering the cherry wood dominated room. She skated around the mauve leather couch set at an angle from his desk. He distractedly observed her confidently stroll his office in those heinous heels, pausing every so often to examine the mind puzzles he so favored that were scattered here and there, or read some honorary degree he'd been granted. How did women wear those things anyway? He smirked after watching her pick up one of the puzzles and solved it within seconds; typical Pendalyn style. Finally ready a few minutes later, Jake glanced up to find her contently gazing at the city below, silhouetted against the wide window across the room. It was amazing to be in the presence of a woman who didn't require constant chatter. Did she even realize how rare a find that was in a woman?
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 "There's something I want to ask before we begin our evening," he started, walking toward her. "Why dominance?" She turned to him with a secretive smile upon her face. "Why submissive?" She threw the question back at him. "It's not always a particular event that shapes our sexual desires. It just is. Some of us actually embrace our innate traits and cultivate our abilities. We want what we will. Some of us are fortunate enough to unearth a lover who shares our passionate nature." She finished her lecture and moved back toward his desk. "Do you know how many women have turned away from my passion, running from my desires and needs?" Her cavalier disregard for his confession was a bit unnerving to him. He noticed that she shrugged it away. All the years of grasping at what he craved, and she just dismissed it with a shrug. "It's inconsequential," She started. "Really, the question is, are you ready to stop turning away?" Swinging toward him to close the gap, her piercing eyes examined him deeply. She studied him as she might inspect a specimen under her microscope. The intensity of her stare was almost overwhelming; to be subject to forceful scrutiny was uncomfortable for a powerful man. In his world, it was a demeanor he reserved for him alone. Closing the gap between them, she seductively sashayed until she was in perfect alignment with his shoulder. Positioned as though she were intending to saunter around him to analyze an imprisoned prey, she paused. Fingering his collar as though testing the starch consistency, she raised an eyebrow. "Can you grasp what I'm demanding of you? Can you break the bonds that bind you?" Grabbing a handful of 50
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 his hair, she strained his head back exposing his neck for her warm breath. His manhood twitched when the rumble of a low growl invaded his ear. "Shall we test your boundaries? Why deprive yourself of what is sexually vital? What you desire is truly what I crave as well. Together we can push away the shroud of supposed moral society and make our erotic dreams come true." "How can you..." He immediately faltered short to pant as she commenced tormenting his earlobe with her teeth. "I still don't understand how you can so effortlessly twist me into knots," he whispered in an undertone as if speaking to himself. "Because darling, I'm your ultimate fantasy. I have no boundaries, save my own. And you know it. Shall we continue the sensual torment and begin our date, or just get to what we both need?" Her tongue suddenly replaced her teeth to soothe the sting of her bite. Ferociously wrenching from her tender grasp with an abrupt movement, he purposely swaggered around the desk. Breaking from her sensual lure, he welcomed the desk as a barrier between them. Placing his hands on the hard surface, he leaned forward to deliver an ultimatum for the evening. "Obviously, I can't have you tormenting me during dinner or I'll never survive. I want to enjoy some moments with you without feeling the raving madness of lust. This shouldn't be just about fucking each other. I need more from you." His words hung heavy as she remained silent. She slowly turned to him presenting innocent eyes that hid the tiger just barely suppressed beneath her skin. "Ok, Jake, I'll set some terms of my own, too. For the remainder of the evening, you call me Ms. Carpenter. 51
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 You only eat what I tell you to eat. I won't touch you; but if I tell you to touch me, you will. These are the terms that will keep me from ravishing you at any public place you take me." Her demands revealed she leaned forward in earnest to further engage his agreement. "Ok, I accept. Shall we shake?" He presented his hand. "Hand shakes went out the window with sportsmanship; so no thank you," she said. "Besides, it's better for me in case I can't keep my hands off you." She smirked at the stimulating concept while heading toward the door. Her earrings swung seductively from her lobes, made visible thanks to her hair being up in an array. At the door, she turned to ask, "Where to Mr. Johnson?" "The top," he said simply. Pendalyn was pleasantly impressed as they exited to the roof of their building. What kind of man took a woman to the roof? Was he planning to throw her off and this was all a ruse? She dismissed that thought by acknowledging he'd never ruin his investment potential with an unnecessary act. She quietly noted that Jake's head sharply turned at her muffled giggle. "What caused that rare event?" he said in a voice laced with amusement. "Nothing worth repeating, but possibly worth exploring at a later date." She grinned while savoring the rare form of humor that sprang to her mind. He continued walking across the deserted and so unappreciated roof. He glanced over his shoulder to find Pendalyn crisply matching his pace. How did she move so effortlessly in those boots? It made him wonder what else she could accomplish in those spikes of pure fantasy. 52
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 Pendalyn was delighted to see a plain table nestled in the far corner of the roof. It held a variety of covered silver serving trays and a very simple place setting for two. No crystal or candles anywhere in sight. Thankfully, it was late in the season, so they'd have light for quite some time. Despite her resolve to prevent being waylaid by the madness of dating, she was touched with his forethought. She laughed out loud as he lifted the top of a tray to reveal the modest food they served in the cafeteria downstairs. She was further touched when she realized that he had plucked her favorites from the array of choices downstairs. "In keeping with your wishes, Ms. Carpenter, how is this for non-romantic mush?" He bowed over the meal he was presenting. Surveying the modest table, she teasingly replied, "Well it would be wonderful, except you forgot about the unadulterated romantic view of the bay from up here." "Guess you will be demanding your money back on that one," Jake said as he held her chair out. "No worries, I'll take it out of your hind quarters later," she mischievously countered before settling into the offered chair. Ignoring her worries of how dangerously close he was to being given the key to break her heart, she moved her chair closer to the table. Watching Jake settle into the chair across the table, she prepared to feast-in both dominance and food. She began unfolding the terms of their engagement. "You may eat one half of each sandwich, but you must feed the first bite to me before feeding yourself. You may drink as much water as you like, but only one half glass of something else. The other half is for me. You may 53
 
 R ENEE FISCHER
 
 gorge on both the fruit and desert. Sweet things first, however. Feed me one bite from a desert of your choosing. Do you understand, Mr. Johnson?" she inquired. "Yes, Ms. Carpenter." Picking up the fork, he choose a serving of the chocolate cake and leaned across the table, offering the fork to her mouth. She leaned in anticipation of eating the offered morsel, exposing a hint of cleavage beneath her conservative blouse. Her tongue moistened her lips prior to wrapping them around his fork. With a slight narrowing of her eyes, she slowly withdrew her mouth while moaning softly. Watching her mouth work the moist cake was almost unbearable considering the arousal that started downstairs. Trying to distract himself from his already throbbing member, he posed a question he had been dying to ask when they spoke downstairs. "You talked about refining your skills. What exactly did you mean?" That involuntarily giggle escaped her again, "Oh, don't worry Mr. Johnson, I am not moonlighting as a dominatrix elsewhere. My time is quite committed to your company." Raising his eyebrows, he leaned in to feed her the first bite of his turkey sandwich. As she, too, leaned forward to take her bite, he clarified, "You work too many hours here for me to worry about that," he said confidently. "I just want to understand how you refined these skills." Before answering, she savored the bite served with such eloquent style and raised an eyebrow in question. Licking her lips after swallowing her treat, she smirked and began her answer. "Look Jake, let's not play the game of analyzing past lovers. It's so over-rated. Just suffice it to say that I believe in being properly educated. Only a true profes54
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 sional could give me what I required." Unabashedly, she continued. "That's why visiting the local house of ill-repute in our great city was the place for me." Pendalyn released a burst of laughter at his incredulous expression and decided to end his anxiety-at least a little of it. "OK, before you go asking about my rates, let me come clean. I spent several months with a Madam at a local establishment. She was the one that actually helped me embrace that domination is my special talent." "Ms. Carpenter, you are full of unending surprises. Most educated women would be horrified to even step foot into such an establishment," he said matter-of-factly. "Considering what I have to give you Mr. Johnson, I wouldn't be underestimating educated women if I were you. An educated woman comprehends when a professional is needed for unsurpassed consultation. Now if you dare ask my tutor's name, I'll be forced to torture you by singing. That would be true punishment because, quite frankly, I'm a horrible singer. Think Lucy Ricardo and you'll understand the torment I'm threatening." "I guess God figured you'd already received enough talent in other areas," he goaded, while carefully placing the mandated half he was not allowed to eat on his plate before selecting another. Reaching across the table, he carefully offered the next bite, lifting his brow in a mocking gesture while waiting for her to take the offering. He was playing submissive to her dominance with ease. Pendalyn purposefully leaned further back in her chair, away from the offered bite. Only the quirk of her brow gave credence to her ploy. Sensing his confusion, 55
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 she smiled. Obviously, he had not played these games often enough. "Work it out, Mr. CEO." Standing, he again elegantly presented the morsel of sandwich. This time, she took the bite. He sat down to place the sandwich back on his plate. Mindlessly grabbing a serving spoon, he added a serving of crab salad to his plate. He was unaware that Pendalyn was watching him very carefully. Jake suddenly gasped as he felt a boot planted firmly between his legs. Lifting his fork while enjoying her bold act, he was rudely awakened to the realization of what her position could do. Feeling the spike heel inching forward, he hesitated in mid-motion. "If you dare touch that fork to your lips, you will experience serious repercussions for your defiance," she sternly informed him with a menacing frown. Slowly swallowing nothing but air, he incredulously squeaked, "Excuse me?" "Let's recap. Half a sandwich, water, fruit, desert, and one other liquid. Where exactly would crab salad fall on that list of approved items?" She pressed her heel further into his groin, carefully balancing on the safe side of a true threat. With deliberation, Jake resolutely placed the fork back upon his plate. Only then did the threatening pressure between his legs subside. His body involuntarily shuddered as he realized she would have kept going had he forced the issue. He truly had no idea where her boundaries began and ended. Gathering his thoughts, he attempted to grasp why the possibility of experiencing a man's worst nightmare was such a sinfully anticipated turn on. The member between his legs shouldn't be throbbing with pleasure after being endangered with serious harm. 56
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 Focusing solely on the woman across the table, he stared at her silently. He realized an unknown chapter in his life has started to be written. He had zero knowledge of where this woman could take him. Rather than being upset at his loss of control, a gentle surprise was taking hold within him. He hadn't realized how mundane his life had become until this very moment. ''Aren't you being so good Jake?" Pendalyn said after a few moments. "In fact since you are being so good, I'm going to reward you." She rose from the modest table and maneuvered gracefully around the barrier separating them. Moving to stand directly next to him, she spread her legs wide. Jake instinctively swiveled in his chair to push away from the table. He was so aroused that he couldn't even think beyond his raging need. Seeing delight consuming his features, she cautioned, "Jake, you have also forced me to break my no touching rule. You have to be punished for that defiance." With a wary lifting of his eyes, his gaze clashed with the confidence radiating from her face. He quickly noticed her hands slowly hiking up her skirt to again reveal the magnificent glory of her boots. Soaking in the sight of her pale thighs almost grew unbearable. His breath caught in his throat as she slowly revealed her smoothly shaven pubis. "First you must be punished for being bad. Lean forward and place your mouth within a hair's breath of my mound. If you go any closer, I will hurt you. Believe me when I say, it will not be something you'd wish for tonight. Understand?" Spreading her legs further apart, she revealed that her pale lips were glistening with moisture. 57
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 "Yes, Ms. Carpenter," he whispered across the lodge of desire crowding his throat. Leaning forward he could smell her sweet desire. His mind began visualizing sliding in and out of that beautiful treasure now on such blatant display. Being this close to the smooth heaven without actually touching her was incredibly erotic. Small moans were escaping from his slightly parted lips. "Good, Mr. Johnson. You are being so good. I'm so wet for you. I can feel the wetness almost trickling down from inside me. How long can you be worthy sweetheart? Could you be there all night and remain this good?" She held herself completely still. Though her lips were throbbing for his attention, she resolutely maintained her stance. After what felt to Jake like an eternity, she finally consented, "Now for the reward. Take a finger, and slide it into my pussy. I want you to finger fuck me until I come. When I'm done, you will lick your fingers clean. Got it?" Jake could barely answer based solely on the erotic visual she wrought with such ease. It's broad daylight, on top of his building, and she's demanding that he pleasure her where anyone from the surrounding buildings could see! His manhood was throbbing with an overwhelming sense of arousal. Using two fingers he thrust deeply into her soaking wet canal. Feeling a brutal jerk on the back of his head, Jake was stunned into stillness. Using the grip on his hair, Pendalyn stretched him further over the chair before saying with an ominous tone, "Did I say two fingers?" Jake tried shaking his head to answer, but her firm hold kept him in place. He quickly drew his fingers out of her drenched center. 58
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 "NO," she said firmly. "Now I want two fingers. And it's your fault entirely. For that I'm giving up my rule of no touching for this evening. Remember you broke the rules first. For that you will have to pay. Now fuck my pussy!" She maintained the firm grip on his hair while he pounded her canal with eager thrusts. Passionately he slammed his fingers in and out of her dripping canal setting a mind-blowing pace. She was so wet that her juices slid down his fingers. With powerful thrusts he propelled her to the edge of release, shoving her beyond the point of any return. She screamed in release while her cum spurted onto his hand. His fingers continued milking her pussy through the tremors that racked her throbbing inner muscles. Pendalyn did not realize that she had wrenched his head back farther than she planned. Dismayed to discover his neck straining, she released some of the brutal force. But based on the desire coating his slack face, her dismay dissipated knowing that he had enjoyed the pressure. She smiled when he immediately embarked on licking his fingers clean. He licked slowly, deliberately and thoroughly, staring at her intently the whole time. "Oh that was so good Jake. Oh so good," she encouraged. "Now clean up the mess you made. Since I'm so satisfied with your servitude, I'll even say please." Jake immediately grabbed a cloth napkin off the table. Using just slight pressure between the juncture of her legs, he removed the obvious moisture from the inside of her thighs. When he pressed the cloth to that luscious center, he noticed the twitching of her still-aroused body. Using deliberate thrusts of his fingers within the napkin,
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 he gleefully brought forth another fierce orgasm from her. The stinging smack to the side of his face quickly reinforced his mistake. A second slap quickly followed the first shock of pain. Hands again grabbed him roughly by the back of his hair, jerking him back over his chair. His body was straining, bent back over the top of the chair as her face came to within a lick worthy distance, her leather-clad legs straddling him. "Did I say you could fuck my pussy again? Did I give you permission to make me cum again? Let's understand each other Jake. You may own the building upon which we are standing. But I own the desire coursing through your system. I own it. In our encounters don't you ever forget that fact!" Removing one hand from his hair, Pendalyn used her other hand to rip open his shirt. Buttons flew in every direction. When his chest was gloriously bare, her fingers grabbed a pinch of the right nipple and twisted. Only when his cries of pleasure rang out across the rooftop, did she stop. "You have been bad Jake, very naughty. Did you bring your gift as I told you?" she demanded while enjoying the way he was straining against the seat. "Yes," Jake gasped in response while trying to hold onto his tightly controlled position. "Check my pocket." "Good. Pull them out using your right hand and place them into my hand," she instructed. Fumbling to reach his pocket, he strained to pull out the nipple clamps she'd given to him. In his current position, the angle made it very difficult to grasp them. Trying to shift his body despite the tormenting grip 60
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 of his hair, he struggled to get the clamps. Finally the clamps slid out from his slightly loosened pocket. Releasing his hair, Pendalyn accepted the clamps and instructed him to open his mouth, adding, "You will hold these in your mouth until I say otherwise." When he had a firm grip on the little chain, she removed her legs from around him to move behind him. Pulling off her intricate belt with round silver links, she securely fastened his hands behind the chair. "I sure hope you left instructions that we were to remain undisturbed, love, because we are about to put on a show." Shifting to step back around to him, she removed the clamps from his mouth. From their earlier encounter, she knew the clamps were already adjusted for his comfort zone. "So darling, how often did you wear my gift?" she purred while playing the chain between her fingers like a toy. "Only the one hour," he admitted before confessing. "The pleasure was too stimulating without release." "Now that you've been bad, oh so wicked, you must now pay for it in sexual torment; that hour will seem insignificant in comparison." Using her tongue, she coached his nipples into hard points. With deliberately slow motions, she secured first one clamp then the other on his hardened nipples. Then with a gleam in her eye, she turned the left screw, one smidgeon of a turn tighter. Smirking at the gust of air that flowed from his mouth, she withdrew a step to admire her dominance. Almost immediately, Jake's body launched into twitches against the chair as his body was immersed in a flame of dark desire. The flames licking from the point of pain at his left nipple were almost unbearable. 61
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 His breath became shallow from straining to maintain some focus on the sensational overload. His left nipple, however, was almost beyond the point of pleasure. Suddenly by a jerk of the chain, the clamp sprang off his nipple causing a sharp spasm of pain. Screaming from the shock to his system, he almost fell over backward in the chair. Just as suddenly, her mouth began soothing the injured nipple. His hard cock, insistently protesting its lack of attention, suddenly erupted into unbearable pulsation. It clamored to be involved; straining to break free of its constraints. "Oh Jake, what have we here?" she questioned. With the raging hard on straining against his slacks, Pendalyn gently caressed him through the soft material. Only then did she notice the darkening sky. With quick, sure movements she released the constraints holding back the throbbing present begging for further inspection and approval. She cooed at exposing nothing but his raging erection behind that zipper. The tip was already turning purple from engorgement. Grabbing a fist full, she applied pressure to the base. Using a sure grip, she squeezed her hand until Jake yelled. Releasing him, she walked to the edge of the roof. Her gaze temporarily became enraptured with the beautiful sun sizzling into the ocean. Returning to Jake, she effortlessly hauled the table further away from his lap. "You see this pussy Jake," she demanded while using her fingers to pull apart the outer lips, revealing the darker pink interior glossed with moisture. Using one hand to keep them spread, she unhurriedly savored the feel of her fingers sliding into the drenched center; coating her fingers. After flicking her clit, she straddled his legs to again face him in the chair. 62
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 "I also crave the taste of myself after you've finger fucked me." Pendalyn began licking her fingers with obvious delight. "But you know what's even better?" Without waiting for an answer, Pendalyn fondled his achingly aroused wide shaft to hold it in place as she slid down onto the taste of heaven with a sigh of pleasure. Jerking in response to finally gaining access to her pleasure palace, Jake passionately moaned. As her muscles began milking his sex, he yearned to feel her trusting. A frustrated groan escaped his lips as he noticed that she had no intention of budging. "Please, please," he begged beyond caring how submissive he sounded. "I need to come so badly." "You need to understand I'm in charge," came the authority laced reply. "Right now, I want to savor my personal flavor. Watch and learn that I will be doing exactly as I want," she stated confidently. Jake groaned in frustration as she removed that delicious, wet warmth from his cock straining in anguish. He was painfully throbbing in sexual torment. It was agony wanting her tight sheath as much as he did. Watching her slide down between his forcefully spread legs, his raging erection became almost unbearable. "It's much better to taste yourself this way," she murmured before her mouth completely sealed itself over his pulsing member. His hips involuntarily drove his cock further into her mouth. As his engorged fiend thrust to the back of her throat, Pendalyn began swallowing him. Relaxing her throat to take him fully, she savored him from base to tip. The salty taste of his leaking pre-cum hit her taste buds, causing her to moan in pleasure. Jake thrashed in the chair from sexual ecstasy. Her head urgently bobbed up and down, pushing him com63
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 pletely into her. With the relentless setting of nails into both inner thigh and exposed chest, she urgently face fucked him to an explosive orgasm. Swallowing in obvious delight, she milked every drop of moisture from his still glaringly hard erection. His liberation from the captivity of sexual tension was overwhelming. Skimming up his body, she aggressively latched onto his mouth intending to thoroughly explore him with the taste of his essence lingering in her mouth. Straddling him, she bit the tongue intimately dueling with hers. Her bare nether lips were completely drenched. She was so wet that moisture was dripping onto his spent member, marking him with her scent. When Jake felt the belt loosen, freeing his hands, he immediately grasped her face to ravish her mouth. In between kisses he pleaded, "Please let me lick your sweetness, please." Pendalyn abruptly stood and shoved everything off the table creating a clatter to echo across the roof. Wantonly laying her body onto the table like a Christmas feast, she commanded, "Bring your chair my submissive, I'll be your meal." Jake eagerly hauled his chair closer in order to dive into that wet slice of heaven. His tongue greedily sucked in the moisture sliding from her drenched center. Swirling his tongue around her firm clit, he lapped at her like a dying man. With skillful, nimble fingers, he slid into her delicious core. With eager anticipation, his finger immediately flicked her g-spot, forcing her into another full-body, skin tingling orgasm. As her spasms subsided, he contently settled his head onto her bare thigh. Snaking his arms beneath her legs, 64
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 he cradled her and absently murmured, "Keep this up and you'll make me fall in love with you." "Catch up, big boy. I've been there for months," she stated it bluntly while pushing into a sitting position to look down at him. "WHAT?" he exclaimed loudly while trying to grasp what she had so casually declared. "Do you really think a woman like me needs to kidnap a man to get laid? Geez, I never pegged you for an idiot," she scoffed. Smacking her on the bottom, Jake relished her declaration while trying to understand how he felt about it. Pushing that aside for now, he just snuggled into her hips to enjoy their closeness. His feeling of languid contentment was brusquely interrupted. "Well I hope you are ready for round two because this time I want to do it in an actual bed," she said. "I'm sure I have more toys so we'll try my bed first," she declared. They spent the remainder of the evening establishing their boundaries and exploring their desires. It was an evening filled with pleasure, fun, and even some love. When they finally fell into an exhausted sleep, Jake snuggled into his lady with the complete awareness that she had easily accomplished another kidnapping, this time of his heart.
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 THAT same night, in the next town over, another
 
 .I. woman sat in her home weeping. Venting her loneliness, she neurotically bawled into a lace-edged couch pillow. Sure she had a brilliant mind, but what good was it combined with an empty heart? For so many years she'd been obsessively resolute in following her dream of chemical ingenuity. With the current breakthroughs, you'd think she'd be toasting her success. Yet curled up in the cushions was a cold reminder that she had no one to hold. She railed against fate keeping her from having a family to share the joys of success. Giving into her grief, she reached out for anyone to hold on to. Drying her tears, Jenny booted up her laptop and, despite her insistence that she'd never find someone in cyberspace, she surfed the web in search of someone. Anyone would be preferable to the silence of her empty home. Feeling desperate, she typed chat room into the search engine. Shockingly enough, hundreds of pages of results come back. She clicked on one that 66
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 boasted of having rooms for every imaginable subject to chat about on line. Using the topic search, she typed in "chemical." The resulting chat choices intrigue her as the tears become dried to a sticky film on her face. Feeling desperate, looking for anyone who might understand; she created an account. Since this was Jenny's first foray into the realm of chat rooms, she didn't understand the consequences of using her actual email address in her profile. After getting a profile established, Jenny prepared to launch herself into the world of chat rooms that everyone was talking about.
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 few months, Jenny thoroughly exO ploredthethenexton-line chat community, while Jake :VER
 
 and Pendalyn spent their days working and their nights exploring their erotic desires. They enjoyed a variety of sensual games, continuing to unleash the bindings that held them captive. Jake never realized how much his life was missing until this woman yanked him into her realm. Just their phone calls alone made him so hard with need, that he frequently broke from his duties to fuck her in various corners of the building. Besides the rush of potentially being caught, it was such an incredible turn-on that he knew with utmost certainty that she would never turn away from his multifaceted desires. She, in turn, eagerly embraced his needs while enticing him to explore them more deeply and thoroughly. A man never liked to admit that a woman owned his dick; but, dammit if she hadn't maxed out his American Express and drained his every trust fund. Tonight featured another journey into their feral desire. Once again, they had both worked late and were 68
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 engaged in recreational phone games. Their wits were well-matched; each challenged the other to delve more deeply into erotic games. Knowing that Pendalyn was also heading home to await his arrival was a blessing to Jake. It was refreshing to find a woman who understood that his career filled a necessary niche of his persona. Even though she'd worked late herself, she still gave him the space to do his job. The naughty phone calls kept them working, although working while constantly aroused was, indeed, a challenge. Just as Pendalyn was describing what she planned to do to Jake when they met at home, a muffled scream came through the receiver and the phone went eerily silent. Running at full speed, Jake rushed for the elevator. Still holding his phone, he hit redial trying to get Pendalyn back on the line again. Had he really heard her scream? Was it part of the game they were playing? He didn't want to alert security yet since he wasn't sure. Reaching the lobby, Jake's eyes desperately searched for her glimmer of shocking red hair. In horror, he watched Pendalyn stumble into the building from the street. He immediately bellowed commands to the man sitting at the reception desk. Blood ran down her left side, soaking her cream shirt in a crimson nightmare. As he reached her prone form, he immediately applied pressure to the wound. Using his other hand, he ripped the buttons off his shirt and shrugged out of it. Pressing the material to her side, he prayed that it would keep the lifeblood from flowing out of her body. While applying pressure, he finally looked into her face, which was quickly paling.
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 "Pendalyn! Pendalyn! I'm here, baby! Don't you dare die on me!! I finally found the perfect partner, my exotic lover. No dying allowed," he screamed while maintaining the pressure on her wound. He was oblivious to all those around him as he declared his love for her. "Arrogant CEO," she whispered trying to travel beyond the pain. She felt as though a searing poker was inserted through her side. "Yes, I'm the arrogant CEO who loves you. I command everything I own and that includes you. No dying. Period. I forbid it." He was frantic watching her blood soak into his shirt. It seemed like forever before he heard the roar of approaching sirens. When the paramedics pushed through the outer doors, it took almost an army to get him away from her. He knew they needed room to work, room to take care of her, and yet, he couldn't force himself to release his grip. When he heard her own commands, "Let go, give me morphine," he finally allowed himself to let go. He put her life in others' hands. It was the hardest delegating he had ever done. ''I'm her fiance so I will be riding with her," he declared to the paramedics while watching one of them insert a needle into her forearm. "Liar," Pendalyn barely whispered. He leaned down to whisper as the paramedics continued prepping her for the ride, "I won't be by the time you wake up." When Pendalyn woke up a few hours later, she found Jake very close to her bed. Her eyes lids fluttered open to see him slumped in a chair reading some looseleafed document. Wiggling her hand slightly she could feel tape on her hand. That small movement grabbed 70
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 his attention. His intense gaze latched onto her in complete relief. "Jake..." she uttered before immediately stopping from a bad case of cottonmouth. He immediately sprang to his feet and grabbed a plastic cup with a straw sticking out of it. "Don't talk, drink this." Gratefully sucking on the straw, she looked around the plush room. If not for the many machines attached to her body, she would have thought she was in the posh penthouse of some hotel. Even the small twin bed was quite comfortable thanks to the mound of pillows. "Where am I?" she asked groggily once he withdrew the straw from her slightly chapped lips. She grimaced at the unusual and irregular rasp of her voice. Swallowing more liquid she tried to relieve the scratchy feeling. Coughing she attempted to clear her throat or coat it would be more accurate. "Private room, nothing but the best for a man who donates more money to hospitals than the government. We are in the acute care unit." Upon placing the cup back on the nightstand, he turned to find the duty nurse had returned. "Well I see our patient is awake, how are you feeling Ms. Carpenter?" she inquired while beginning her morning vitals check. "Well let's see, how many times did you ask me that while waking me up last night? How about I'm tired?" Pendalyn scornfully replied. "Yup I love my job. I get to mess with everyone's sleep. The doctor should be here soon; he's the one who can move you to the floor. Since you are awake, maybe you 71
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 can convince that fiance of yours to get some sleep." After updating the chart, she left as quietly as she'd entered. "Fiance? Seems things happen while one is sleeping but alas," she scorned while lifting her hand to find only an IV decorating her left hand. "No ring it seems." "Well, with you being in the hospital and all," he answered, a sly smile forming. He reached into his pants pocket to pull out a square cut emerald. "Of course your fiance is holding your ring." Shortly after Jake's proposal, the door swung open and a thin male sundered into the room. His lack of a lab coat surprising both of them and yet was reassuring in a strange sense. He brilliantly smiled when he entered the room and discovered her sitting up in the bed. "Well I see our patient has come around," he cheerfully boasted. Pendalyn took in the smiling face and happy bounce in his brisk stride. "Oh please don't tell me you are Dr. Rogers?" "No, actually I'm Dr. Weston. I see your vitals are doing just fine. How are you feeling?" he asked, while consulting the chart he'd plucked off the door when he entered. "Well, let's see Dr. Happy, if you'd been stabbed how would you be feeling?" she grumped. Surprised at her tone, Dr. Weston lifted his head from studying her chart to focus on her mocking glance. He quickly looked to the man next to her for some guidance.
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 "Don't look at me, I still don't get her," Jake said with a shrug before settling back into the comfortably cushioned chair. Jake knew better than to even get involved. This guy was going to have to stand on his own two feet to deal with her. Ignoring her attitude, the doctor rotated back to his patient and announced matter-of-factly, "I need to look at the wound to see how it's healing." "By all means, doc, can you make me moan while you're down there?" Pendalyn teased him then quickly shot an aggravated look at Jake who chuckled next to her. Jake promptly started coughing to suppress the laughter trying to erupt. He sympathized with the doctor's plight; however, he was extremely delighted to see Pendalyn springing back into her sarcastic self. The stranglehold that had been choking him for the last few hours finally released its death grip. Seeing the return of Pendalyn's attitude, his strain evaporated as Jake now embraced the obvious. His Pendalyn was going to persevere despite the numerous stitches in her side. Putting the chart on the nightstand, Dr. Weston reluctantly turned to begin the examination. Unfortunately, he didn't understand her brand of humor, so the joke was lost on him. Seeing the doctor's obvious hesitation, Pendalyn diligently attempted to suppress her next remark. However, preventing the one-liner from escaping her lips was just beyond her capability. Despite the consequences, she let loose with the joke. "Well doc, before you lift my gown, I feel it's only fair to let you know someone ate my panties." 73
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 That's it! Jake couldn't contain himself any longer, and a full-scale laugh burst forth. With a full bodyracking laugh, he fell further back into the chair. After regaining his composure, he stood up to help this poor man. Enough was enough. This woman could make even a saint wish for intervention. "This might have been easier if we'd had the foresight to tape up her mouth along with the wound," he taunted while adjusting the covers to conceal her shaved bush. Even though he almost leapt out of his skin from her nails sinking into his hand, Jake resolutely adjusted the covers. Lifting his head, his gaze collided with her eyes, twinkling with mischief. "Behave," he cautioned before sitting back down. "Never," she confidently answered. During this exchange Dr. Weston decided to simply fade into the woodwork. What a strange couple, he thought. Finally, he was able to lift her gown without further incident. Luckily his patient had decided to allow the examination to proceed without further communication. Seeing the quality stitches in perfect alignment helped him refocus on the task. With a push and a few small nudges, he was able to determine that the wound was not suffering any adverse side affects. After settling the tape back in place, he again grabbed her chart, rechecking her vitals. "Fourteen stitches later and you are all set. You'll need to come back in about a week to have those removed, and then you'll be right as rain," the doctor said, trying to remain cheery despite their unintelligible humor. "You will have some scaring, but it should be quite minimal. If you notice any redness or swelling, you'll need to return immediately, because that would indicate 74
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 infection." The doctor scribbled his observations to her chart as he spoke. In addition, he added the order to transfer her to the floor. "Right as rain, huh?" she sarcastically questioned the doctor before turning to look at Jake. "Tell me again why people use these stupid metaphors?" she demanded with annoyance. "What's so right about rain?" "Well considering he saved your life, I'm sure you can cut him some slack," Jake answered in exasperation. "Oh right, thanks for that one seeing as I like being among the living. Now I'll be even happier once you sign that little piece of paper that gets me the heck out of here," she demanded, her voice full of derision "I'll be moving you to the floor," Dr. Weston said matter-of-factly. "You should be out of here within the next day..." He faltered at her glare but managed to continue. ".... or so. I'll also call the detectives assigned to your case to inform them of your status." With that he gladly pranced his way out the door. With the doctor exam complete, Pendalyn turned intently to Jake. "Now about this engagement," she began.
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 W
 
 ITHIN the hour, a tall woman wearing painfully plain clothing abruptly walked into the room without preamble. A badge was stationed at her trim hip. "What? People around here don't knock?" Pendalyn grumbled while gently pushing Jake towards his chair. "Well get a lock. Then you can have some privacy," the tall woman answered while striding over to the bed. She respectfully nodded to Jake, the man she'd talked with yesterday. When Pendalyn growled in protest, the woman noticed him wince. "Like I want to stay here that long," Pendalyn mumbled as she tried to raise herself up a bit. "Let's just get this done before that sadistic nurse administers the next shot of meds. Consulting the schedule on my palm here ..." She paused as though checking something in her hand. "By my calculations, you've got about 20 minutes until I'm floating on morphine again," Pendalyn boasted.
 
 76
 
 F ERAL APPETITES
 
 Detective Reynolds quickly grasped that she would not have to handle this witness with kid gloves. It was refreshing to her; typically her female victims were sniveling and pulling out the drama card. You just never knew what to expect in her line of work. Usually when dealing with affluent victims, unfortunately, she had to keep her manners in check. Pulling out her notebook, she flexed her hand to prepare to capture Pendalyn's statement. "A note pad, how quaint," Pendalyn scorned. "Don't you know that technology has advanced beyond the age of paper and pen?" she uttered in complete mockery. She was also trying to focus all her facts in her mind. "Well Ms. Carpenter, if you are not opposed to it, I'll be happy to tape your statement instead. Unfortunately, not everyone understands the benefits of technology." With a flourish, Detective Reynolds retrieved a little contraption out of the pouch attached to her hip. Pressing a button she began speaking in clipped sentences, "Ms. Carpenter victim interview, case number 8456321, October 13, 2006, 11:15 am. Detective Reynolds Interviewer." Without hesitation, she continued. "Ms. Carpenter, on October 12 at approximately 8:32 pm you were on the phone with a Mr. Jake Johnson. He reported hearing you scream before the phone was disconnected. Can you please recount the events that preceded that?" Pendalyn began in earnest, without sarcasm. "I was talking with Jake when someone grabbed me from behind. Before I could react, I felt a sharp pain in my side and I dropped my phone. Then the person behind me said something like, my turn, checkmate. Luckily I wasn't far from the lobby. So I jabbed my elbow into 77
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 the attacker and when he let loose, I sprang for the door. Then I woke up here." "Did your attacker ask for your purse, or anything of value?" "No nothing. I was grabbed from behind. From what I can tell, he obviously stabbed my side and I ran. He said nothing other than the one comment," Pendalyn responded promptly while trying to visually rebuild the events. "Do you have any enemies, Ms. Carpenter? Is there anyone in your past that would want to do you harm?" "Are you kidding me, I've got a waiting list," she sneered with complete disregard. Detective Reynolds stifled an inappropriate chuckle by asking the next question, "Anything strange happening lately?" Pendalyn searched her brain for anything out of the ordinary, when some nagging thought scratched the surface. "Well I have been getting some weird phone calls at work," she grudgingly admitted. "What?" Jake exclaimed, standing up rapidly in reaction to her cavalier announcement. "Shush. This is my statement," she commanded before continuing. "The calls really haven't hit my radar. Given my line of research, I get weird crap all the time," she answered with a casual shrug. Sensing Pendalyn's disregard to this potentially critical information, Reynolds encouraged her to think more deeply. "Tell me about the tone of these calls." "Well, dial tone I'm sure. Or have they advanced beyond that stage for phone calls?" Pendalyn teased until 78
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 she realized the only one in the room laughing at the joke was her. Getting down to business, she continued. "I don't know," she said with building irritation. "How am I supposed to remember some blubbering idiot rambling about getting theirs or whatever they said? The first call was something about me being clever. Honestly, I thought Rambling Man was applying for a job or something. During that call he said something about being specific, or maybe he said something else; I just don't know. Another time I received a call droning on about me getting what was coming for me. You know the type of tedious jabber that idiots are known for throughout the world. Who's got time to care? I'm working on a breakthrough for mankind, I don't give a damn about some idiot on the phone," she huffed. Finished with her rant, Pendalyn paused, looking uncharacteristically exasperated. "Well that idiot might just be our suspect," said Reynolds. "Did you get a look at your attacker's face?" Reynolds didn't even realize she had started to grind her teeth until her witness continued. "HELLO!" Pendalyn yelled in annoyance. "I was focusing on getting the hell away from this person, considering he'd already stabbed me once. Plus, did you not hear me say-perhaps twice, even-that he attacked me from behind?" The sarcasm was creeping back into Pendalyn's tone. "Height, approximate weight; was he wearing gloves?" Reynolds prompted with a professional tone, while relaxing her jaw and forcing her teeth to stop grinding. "No gloves that I remember, just bare skin around my neck. The arm was hairy, like a guy's arm. He was taller than I am, but not by much. Weight? Well, I don't know. 79
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 When I shoved my elbow behind me, I hit ribs. That's all I can tell you. He didn't seem particularly flabby," she noted. "You are about my height, 5'9" right?" Reynolds inquired while maintaining a tone of authority. It was becoming blaringly obvious: if she didn't hold her ground, she would quickly lose the focus of her witness. "Yeah but I'm closer to the 10 mark," Pendalyn grunted with a gleam of mischief in her eye. "OK. Mr. Johnson, can you stand up sir?" Watching him rise, she walked over to him, saying, "I'd like to use you for comparison, sir." Standing in front of him, she shifted her elbow back, reconstructing what Pendalyn had stated. Her elbow hit directly at stomach level. "So the attacker was approximately two inches shorter than Mr. Johnson?" "Well I guess Ms. Sherlock," Pendalyn ridiculed, while trying to also erase her ire at watching the attractive detective standing much too close to Jake. "Can you remember anything else distinguishing?" Detective Reynolds asked. "No," she answered with finality and lowered her eyes. Turning off the recorder, Detective Reynolds turned back to Jake. With a smirk she commented, "Thanks for your help Mr. Watson." "Happy to be of service, Ms. Sherlock," Jake answered with a slight flirt and a bow. "Knock it off and get me the hell out of here," Pendalyn scoffed like a spoiled child.
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 "Well, darling they tell me you've got to learn to pee in a cup first before you can go home," Jake mocked. He laughed when Pendalyn shot him a startled stare bursting with dismay. "Yeah, they are down right brutal with that whole cup and pee thing." Although Detective Reynolds completely sympathized with her desire to be out of some hospital bed, she remained professional and spoke without adding her own brand of sulk, "Since the attacker never demanded anything valuable, I'm thinking this was not a random attack. I want a tap on your phone and surveillance in case this attacker is not finished yet." "What? No way, don't you know how much confidential crap goes on at my office? Do you really think I want some damn cop tailing after me? No." Pendalyn said firmly, feeling utter derision towards the entire affair. "Ms. Carpenter, in case you missed it, someone wants you dead. Having you bleeding is not enough. They tried to bleed you out. Thankfully for you, they didn't succeed. But two inches is all that saved you from dying. Now just shut up about confidentiality and let me do my job," the detective commanded when her patience finally went screaming in the other direction. Pendalyn launched herself beyond selfish tyranny to sincerely contemplate this irritated woman. Pendalyn finally bit the bullet and admitted that what the detective blurted was the simple and awful truth. This was not a detective that would shrink from what needed to be done. Recognizing the necessity of the measures she reluctantly agreed.
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 Later that day Detective Reynolds arrived at the office building to review the crime scene. Her eyes immediately latched onto the little cameras nestled in numerous corners outside the front door. She briskly strode up to the security desk hidden behind glass and offered, "Hi I'm Detective Reynolds. I'm investigating Ms. Carpenter's attack. May I speak with your head of security?" The woman currently manning the station responded to the authority in Reynold's voice and sprang for the phone. Within moments, a very tall man in his midthirties emerged from a door behind the reception desk. Holding the door open, he motioned her forward. "Mr. Johnson told me to expect you. I am ready to completely cooperate with anything you might require," he offered with a friendly smile. He indicated his desire to see the badge at her waist. "Wow, it must be Christmas," she teased while removing the badge from her hip to show him. "I usually don't get much cooperation in my line of work." ''I'm Blake," the man continued, extending his hand to her. "Jake originally hired me with the sole purpose to keep people out. So, you can just imagine how much fun we are going to have with this project," he joked while stepping back to hold open the door to the interior security corridor. "Well, Blake, let's start with your camera system, I noticed one out front," she inquired forcing herself back into work mode. It would be easy to lose herself in this man's hazel eyes, which sparkled with evident humor. "Detective, it is your lucky day. This place has more cameras than your local casino. Follow me." Blake turned to lead her further back into the building. 82
 
 F ERAL APPETITES
 
 Detective Reynolds had to keep the surprise off her face as they walked through one door after another. Considering each required a different access code, she was waiting for the body scan. This place had more security than Alcatraz. When they arrived at the camera bay, it was completely void of people. "We don't fully staff these monitors twenty-four seven," he explained. "There really is no need with our security. During our normal business hours, this station is manned by two security officers. Unfortunately on the off-hours, it's difficult for one person to see every minute on these cameras. Ms. Carpenter has a habit of working long hours and leaving late. Her attack, of course, occurred on one of those occasions. However, we do have video," he revealed while making himself comfortable at the console. "This resembles some sort of battle station. I'm wondering when Scotty will be beaming in," she smirked while gesturing with her hand at the bank of electronics. "I'm giving you all she's got Captain," he quoted with a Scottish burr. His remark made her smile. "If you just pay attention, you'll see it's just as fun to play with too," he boasted as his fingers began drumming the keyboard at a frantic pace. Detective Reynolds watched in amazement as he quickly pulled up the video from the previous evening. Within moments, he turned toward her and inquired, "What was the time in question?" "The phone records show Mr. Johnson was speaking with Ms. Carpenter at approximately 8:27 pm on the night in question." She spoke almost absent-mindedly while consulting her notes. 83
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 With a few flicks of his talented fingers, Blake brought up video approximately 20 minutes prior to the attack. "That's some pretty impressive video you've got there. Very clear," she observed while intently studying the images. "Ain't it just beautiful? The system takes digital images that are burned directly to disc. It's a beauty of a system. It's a prototype we're testing," he answered with evident pride. "FREEZE! Right there!" Reynold's yell startled him. "Well look here, who is that loitering around the building at 8:18? Can you get me a still image of that person?" she inquired, while intently focusing on the features of a man wandering about, obviously tense, around the front of the building. His agitated movements gave credence to suspicious intent. "Sure can Detective. Let's see what this guy is doing here, shall we?" he suggested while swinging back to the console. He was momentarily distracted by her expressive face. Several minutes later Detective Reynolds had a positive facial identity of the attacker. The entire crime had been captured on surveillance. Either this guy didn't know there were cameras or he was just a plain idiot, as Pendalyn had described the mystery caller. It was such a thrill that she could still count on stupid criminals. She wondered out loud, "Do you know how many hours of work we just opened here? I'm going to need to know how many times this guy showed up here, how long he loitered and when," she stated. "Oh, you just opened a workload of another 15 minutes or so," Blake gleefully bragged before returning to the console. "Watch this." Those skillful fingers imme84
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 diately began tapping a rhythmic beat on the keyboard again. In awed silence, Reynolds watched as the system lasered a diagram of the attacker's facial features onto a grid. Within moments, another clip of video appeared on an adjacent screen. This one displayed a date from several days ago and showed the same man loitering around a white corvette. She passed a questioning glance at Blake. "Should I just guess whose car that is, or let you tell me? Flip a coin maybe?" she joked. "That would be Ms. Carpenter's car. Oh, and here, a little later in the film, a tow truck driver arrives," he notes. "OK so how much you want to bet that flat tire he's changing didn't happen on it's own?" he taunted back. "Sheesh do I look stupid to you? That's a sure bet," Reynolds testified with complete confidence. When the system finally tracked down every incident connected with the image on the facial grid, they had four confirmed sightings of a man who was rapidly becoming a suspect prior to the crime in question. Reynolds was already dialing her boss while the discs were being copied as evidence. After disconnecting the call, she took the offered folder and followed Blake back through the maze of corridors. When they reached the lobby, he gently touched her arm to get her attention. "I added my business card to that folder as well," he said with not-so professional overtones. "Please feel free to use it for whatever you may desire." Within eight hours, they had an arrest warrant for Mr. Darren Bares, listed as an independent reporter on his most recent pay stub from the Evening Tribune. Thanks to a positive ID from one pissed off witness; 85
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 they were able to apprehend him with relative ease. He came complete with one set of severely bruised ribs to help cement the case. Detective Reynolds always found it a thrill to apprehend a criminal willing to sign a confession of guilt. With a satisfied smile, another file was closed. Silly when you think about it rationally. One shot of pepper spray to the face and this man turned into a homicidal fiend. She'd have to find out which brand Pendalyn used to avoid adding it to her arsenal. Although, after her encounters with Pendalyn, she'd be willing to wager pepper spray was not the motivator that shoved this guy over the edge. Three weeks later, Detective Reynolds was shocked to find a wedding invitation in her mail at work. Included was a personally signed note from Ms. Carpenter: Maybe you'll catch the bouquet and become the next bride. After all, your attitude ain't getting any younger, it said. Chuckling aloud, Detective Reynolds quickly stashed the invitation next to another card she was saving. Perhaps by the wedding date, she'd actually have worked up the nerve to call the number on the other card that taunted her. Daring herself, she pulled out the card and made the call before losing her nerve. Perhaps lunch with an intriguing man was in order.
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 TRIDING into the familiar building, M.J. looked
 
 around taking in the plush surroundings. She quickly noticed that the blood stains had been cleaned from the pristine tiles. Sometimes it just boggled her mind as to what could be scrubbed clean. In the grand scheme of things in her line of work, this particular situation didn't warrant any particular kudos for the clean up crew, however. After all, it was only one victim and one stab wound. "Well if it isn't Detective Reynolds. Didn't they tell you they caught my attacker? Having surveillance now seems quite futile, although you flatter me with your ever-presence," Pendalyn snorted while watching the other woman. She seemed to be assessing the lobby as though she was reviewing a crime scene. "Really? Did they now? Boy communication within our police department really could be improved. Actually if you must know, Blake and I are having lunch," she added while hiding her smirk of amusement. 87
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 "Since when did our building become the latest rage for lunch meetings? I didn't know this was the place to hook up. It's a good thing I'm really thrilled about that whole engagement thing. Otherwise, I might have spent more time in the lobby hustling dates rather than working," Pendalyn mocked. "You really are an unobservant bitch," came the shot back. ''And here I'd thought the staff just didn't get you," Reynolds sarcastically responded. "Excuse me?" Pendalyn sputtered. No one here dared speak to her in those derogatory tones. "Since I'm in helpful mode, let me clue you in," said M.J. with disgust. "Blake is the head of security here. If you weren't such a snob you might at least learn the man's name." She crossed her arms defiantly. Typical executive to take her entire surroundings for granted, without thought for those who served around them. If protecting civilians wasn't her priority, she'd toss the ungrateful ones into the sea. "Snob? Oh you must be joking, how perfect. Listen closely Detective Throws-Stones-Before-Checking-HerFacts. Blake Donnelly has worked for this company for five years. He was recruited directly from the military. His favorite morning pick-me-up is an espresso shot laced with mounds of sugar. He gleefully spends all his time playing with the many gadgets our company makes with pride," Pendalyn boasted before continuing. "So tell me, detective, did they teach you to jump to conclusions in college, or did you learn that on your own?" Pendalyn smirked in satisfaction as the detective's mouth flopped open like a fish struggling for air. Gathering her composure, Reynolds rallied for another round. "OK, so you may not be unobservant," she 88
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 said with emphasis. "...but you are still an arrogant bitch. Otherwise, why ARE you surprised that I'm meeting Blake for lunch?" "Well, you obviously misunderstood my sense of humor. Heck, if you are nice to me, I might buy you one so you'll have it." Reynolds burst out laughing and declared, "Yeah, with my luck you'd buy it on eBay from a phisher. No thanks," she declined before continuing to state the obvious. "Lady, you really are a ball buster aren't you?" "You have no idea," Pendalyn answered in a self-assured drawl. Only then did they realize the bustling activity in the small reception area was at a screeching halt. The gawking audience gave them plenty of room to spar. It's safe to stand back and watch a brawl, quite another to be caught up in one. "Oh, get back to work you zealous talk show freaks," Pendalyn gruffly announced to the room in general. The room full of people quickly returned to its busy bustle upon hearing her decree. Thrning back to Reynolds with a sly smile, she said, "So tell me, how you get stuck with a name like Margaret?" With an involuntary curl of her lips, the detective ominously replied, "Only a soon to be dead man would give that name up. Care to tell me who told you?" Reynolds demanded. Her eyes, blazing in fury, bore into the other women. A snarl escaped M.J.'s lips when the women in question dared to chuckle. "Oh no, I'm thinking that's one inside man I'd like to keep all to myself," Pendalyn retorted while noting the frown forming on the detective's unblemished brow. 89
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 "Well you might want to rethink that unwise decision. See this badge right here," she proclaimed while pointing to the object at her waist. "It gives me the right to take anyone into custody for 24 hours. Just because I feel the need," she sneered while trying to contain the horrible knowledge that someone had so casually dropped her dreaded name. "Really now? Do you know what I do here, Detective Reynolds? Or should that be Margaret since it's just us girls?" She gleefully taunted her further as she saw the woman's fury leap at least ten degrees. "I'm known as the creator of nightmares and fantasies. Care to know which you'll be experiencing if we start this game?" she jeered, leaning into the threat. "Considering the stress lines ingrained on your face, you'd think there would be other, more satisfying pursuits to occupy your time beyond learning my first name," M.J. goaded. "Well, perhaps this date is good for you, Margaret. Maybe if you wade into the sexual arena with an actual partner, you'd find that it goes a lot farther than a pocket rocket to release tension," she scoffed. She smiled; supremely gratified that she'd struck a home run. "Oh my God, how did this get started? We really are two peas in a pod. Geez us, that is such a scary thought for me." Reynolds admitted without catty intent while shaking her head. Offering her hand, she decided to end the sparing. "Hi. I'm Detective Reynolds. M.J. to my friends. Nice to meet you." Grasping the compromising white flag, Pendalyn immediately decided that she could truly grow to like this woman. She thus curbed her natural inclination to 90
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 push back and said, "I'm always looking for a sparing partner. If you ever want to go another round, you just let me know. This has been highly entertaining." As Pendalyn turned to briskly walk toward the bank of elevators, M.J. just shook her head. What a quirky pair they made. When she saw Blake step out from the door behind the reception desk, she smiled and forgot all about her strange encounter with Ms. Carpenter. Her eyes soaked in the gorgeous man confidently striding towards her; wavy sandstone colored hair, square jaw, and full lips begging to be nibbled. His hazel eyes seemed to look right into her soul. She felt an answering wave of heat shoot straight to her loins. How would she ever get through lunch without attacking him? "Well, hello, Detective Reynolds. I see you are as prompt as you are beautiful," Blake remarked while letting his eyes soak up her bronzed skin. Based on the spattering of freckles across her nose, he'd be willing to bet that her tan was natural. Considering the lack of artificial enhancements on her face, he'd also be willing to bet her beauty was purely genetics. "Quite the charmer you are. So where are we headed?" she inquired while turning to briskly march towards the door. As she got outside and started striding toward her car, she suddenly stopped when she felt a hand on her shoulder. "Why are you in such a hurry?" Blake questioned as she turned around. "I'm sorry, what are you asking?" she replied looking completely dumbfounded at his question. 1\uning away from her vehicle she granted him the absolute 91
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 concentration only displayed when she was deciphering a puzzling case. "You are walking so briskly toward your car that I began to wonder if you are in a great hurry to get this date over. So I'm asking now, why lunch?" he tenaciously continued while intently searching her face. She paused and decisively sighed. "Ok, Blake, we best do this right now before we go any further. First, I don't have hidden agendas. I'm having lunch because my schedule allowed for it. Second, if I didn't want to see you, I wouldn't have called. I have precious little time off, why waste it? Third, and most importantly...." She paused and ran her finger over the buttons on his shirt, idly playing with a thread. She looked up and continued. "I find you yummy. My insides melt just looking at you. I want you to know, however, that I prefer a brain to go with the striking facade. And that's why I'm here. Any questions?" she bluntly ended the rant, placing her hands on hips waited for his reply. Either he could roll with the punches and handle her no-nonsense approach or he'd run screaming in the other direction. Blake stood stupefied for several moments while he absorbed what she'd said. Quite frankly his mind was frozen at, "I find you yummy." He was still trying to digest all of what she said when she abruptly continued. "If you want to call off this date, feel free. But I, for one, am interested in learning more about you," she continued while preparing for the rejection she felt was coming. In her experience, most dominate men couldn't handle an aggressive woman. "Ok, hold on two seconds. I agreed to this date because I find you stimulating. Now forgive my momentary lapse while I recover from the staggering knowledge 92
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 that just the sight of me makes you melt. Do you know what that does to a man who finds a woman extremely desirable? It would have been less shocking had you struck out and punched me right in the face," he said in astonishment as his brain frantically scrambled to get back on track. Surely this woman realized that those casually tossed words had just turned his insides to fire? His inspired shaft was already wide awake and had decided to rise to the occasion. Reynolds burst out laughing upon seeing Blake's stupefied expression. At last it registered that the negative response she was expecting was not going to surface. Seeing his frustrated glare at her laughter, she promptly squelched her mirth. "OK, let's have lunch and find out if we have other things in common besides mutual lust," she started. "Since I believe in a blunt approach, let me make this square. Even if you completely lack what I'm looking for in a long-term man, I still plan to have you naked and sweating ...." She sized up his reaction before continuing. "...very soon." "Keep this up Reynolds and we won't make the restaurant," he candidly countered, falling into the groove of flirting. "Heck we may not even make it to your car." He spoke as if it was a challenge, while looking around to see if anyone was over hearing this tantalizing conversation. Noticing that he was scanning the parking area, M.J. resisted her desire to push temptation. Suddenly, she realized they were playing these games in the parking lot of his employer. It wouldn't exactly promote his reputation for reliability if he was seen dallying in the parking lot. And, as a detective she knew she would 93
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 take a lot of ribbing if her personal life didn't fly under the radar. So, Blake's anxious look around the parking lot was understood and accepted. After all, she would not appreciate having this conversation in the parking lot at police headquarters. "How about I resist teasing you further and we just get to the restaurant?" she offered in apology for her blunt behavior. "Don't get me wrong Reynolds, I like your blunt approach. It sure does turn a guy on. I'm just not sure you'd appreciate me throwing you to the ground right here, in broad daylight, to ravish you," he matter-offactly stated. The heat from his gaze practically set a blaze between them. Reynolds quickly banished the erotic image of him ravishing from her mind. Just the thought of him grabbing her and forcing her into a public coupling caused a snake of lust to bite her hard. Most men wouldn't dream of forcing a cop to do anything. M.J. never realized until this very moment that a thought alone could cause her to drip with desire. She could actually feel her nether lips getting wet. With a shaky breath she joked, "Well, for one, you should stop calling me Reynolds if you proceed with that impulse." "What would you like me to call you? Mine?" he asked with complete sincerity. "Well you might be stepping just a little too fast on that one," she nervously laughed. "How about M.J.?" She squished the little kernel of intrigue that his words ignited in her. "Ok, M.J. it is," he answered. "Now before my good nature gets overruled by the wicked fiend singing ravishing songs of you in my head, let's grab some lunch." 94
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 Their destination was an Italian restaurant just a few blocks away. They were able to find a table tucked in the back of the restaurant, which thankfully wasn't crowded with fellow patrons. While waiting for their order to be taken, they settled into getting to know each other. "Pendalyn tells me you used to be in the military before you started working for Innovative Creations," M.J. started. His security radar went up and he answered her question with a question. "When did you talk to Pendalyn?" he questioned while looking around the room for any possible security concerns. "Well, we had a little bitch-slapping session in the lobby before you arrived," she offhandedly uttered while trying to contain her smile. Opening the menu, she started perusing the selections. "And you lived? Wow, call me impressed," he retorted in fabricated awe. Returning his focus to her face, he prepared to sit back and enjoy her company now that he felt the room was secure. Silently he berated himself for this habitual behavior. After all, he's sitting across the table from a cop; it's not like she couldn't defend herself if the situation presented itself. "She's not so bad. I might even like her eventually," M.J. boasted before continuing. "So what did you do in the military?" "Strangely enough, Military Police was my billet of choice. Squad Leader, 22nd MP Battalion, at your service ma'am," he quoted while tipping an imaginary hat in her direction.
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 "A squad leader and here you are today, a civilian. How in the world with that kind of training did you end up here?" she exclaimed with growing delight. "I had just been promoted to squad leader when Jake asked me to head his security team at Innovative Creations. He's one crafty son of a bitch," he remarked before continuing. "My tour of duty was up for renewal when the promotion came through. Truly, I think it was the carrot being put before the mule to get a commitment of renewal. Jake presented a better carrot." He smirked while motioning at the waiter. "Must have been some carrot he offered," she responded while turning to place her order with the waiter. When the waiter turned away, M.J . asked, "What branch were you in and why military police?" "Wait, you've already had a question answered, so it's my turn. How did such a gorgeous woman like you become a cop?" He smiled at hearing the snort from across the table. "Flattery doesn't turn my head, so save your compliments for another girl," she said smiling but matter-of-factly. "I've always had a fixation with laws and crime solving. When I was in high school, I interned at the local police station. So, it was natural to take up criminal justice in college." "Now I'm finding you extremely yummy. A woman who doesn't grasp the full power of her beauty is a heady thing. It's a wonder I don't just swoon," he teased with a slight southern drawl while examining her naturally enhanced features. "Oh shut up. Where was I? Anyhow after I earned my degree, I joined the hometown police force. Beat the street for a few years before taking the detective test 96
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 and earning an assignment in the Major Crimes Bureau. Turns out Washington State didn't have enough exciting crime for me, so I moved here." She paused slightly before continuing. "Now it's my turn. Why did you choose Military Police?" "As a young kid, I thought being on the wrong side of the law was cool. Figured I'm living here in big bad Southern California, gang capital of the world. So heck, if I'm a smart kid, I'd better get my bros behind me. So like a typical know-it-all, I started hanging with the kids at school who seemed tied to it all." He paused as their meals are delivered. When everything was laid out, he took up the conversation as if they'd never been interrupted. "So, one day my mom contacted a local police officer to ask about ride-a-longs for teens. After a few weeks of riding in that police car, I had seen the truly ugly side of gang life. It motivated me. I joined the military right out of high school and requested military police. During my eight years in the Army, I worked hard while earning my degree ..." He paused to take a drink of his ice tea, and with a quirk of his eyebrow added, ".. .in criminal justice." His revelation sent her into a rolling chuckle. Shaking her head, she prepared to dive into her lasagna pastry. The funny twists oflife never failed to amaze her. They both settled into a comfortable silence while they ate. Blake, always the observer, became quite enthralled in watching her eat. It was so refreshing to share a meal with a woman who actually ate food, and didn't require perpetual chatter. Following her lead, he simply ate his calzone and enjoyed the comfort of the moment.
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 When the bill was presented, they both reached for it. Blake chuckled and pronounced, "Please. Let me get the tab. I'm sure this civilian makes more than you do." He met her defiant glare with a not-so-innocent smile. "Watch it buster, I could still arrest you for indecently soliciting an officer." "Geez. If you thought that was indecent, then you'd better hold out your cuffs because I'm going to get a lot worse," he promised, while rising from the table. M.J. quickly suppressed her natural inclination to inquire how much worse he could get. A quick thrill ran through her system as mental images of being groped in a public restaurant flooded her mind. Following him across the room to the cashier, she wickedly visualized him naked. After he handed the bill to the cashier, he pivoted back to her. Without any notice or intent, his face loomed closer to hers. His hands tenderly snaked through her shoulder length hair, while his mouth connected with her rosetinted lips, which were parted in astonishment. Using a languid line of attack, his soft lips just barely touched hers. With a tentative motion, his moist tongue glided against her lips without entering her mouth. Just as abruptly as it began, it was over. He pulled away, collected his change, and proceeded to open the door for her. As they step out to the curb, she abruptly twirled toward him and exclaimed, "What the hell was that?" "I just wanted to taste you. Now that our first kiss is over, the next one will be better," he answered while striding toward her car. Feeling completely out of her element, M.J. mulled over his statement in silence during the short drive. 98
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 Using the silence as a shield, she executed a right turn into the office parking lot and rolled to the front doors. TWisting to get a better look at him, she pronounced, "Strangely enough, after a first date, I usually lose the yummy attraction. I'm happy to report, that didn't happen with you." "Well, that's good, because my yummy meter has been activated. I truly enjoyed myself. Until we meet again, I'll be thinking of how wonderful you tasted." With that stimulating comment, he slid out of the vehicle and strolled into the tall building.
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 night, Jenny logged into her favorite L chat roomthathoping to find her new buddy online. For ATER
 
 someone like her, this whole online chat thing was the answer to a prayer. Who would have ever thought you could find someone wonderful in a virtual world? Seeing her friend's tag, she immediately messaged her; Jenny: hey granny. hugs Samsgranny: Hi J en, what you doing home on a Sat night? Jenny: shrugs Jenny: the whole club thing is getting like a bad habit. Samsgranny: you are gorgeous, why aren't you out hunting up some man? Jenny: why aren't you? and I told ya, I am not gorgeous. Samsgranny: yeah being 69, I'm all about hunting up men. lol. Btw, I might be old, but my eyes still work fine. Pretty girl. 100
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 Jenny: heehee. please, I'm just you're average girl Samsgranny: wait is this your sly way of telling me that picture in your profile really isn't you? Jenny: no that's me. anyhow, my current project is going great. Of course it's on the hush, hush. Samsgranny: Of course, so no sharing with an old chemist. Jenny: yeah, sorry. but when I get further in the project, I can share some of it, K? I know being retired kills ya. Samsgranny: Yeah, but at least I've got you. I'm so glad we met. It's helped this old granny feel like she's still got her finger on the pulse of the chemical world. Jenny: you helped me too. big hugs. Samsgranny: So now, stop talking to this old bat, and get out to your club. Maybe you'll meet some hot man. Jenny: pfft, yeah like I'll hold my breath for that one. On a high from her online chat, Jenny decided to follow granny's advice to go hit the town. Walking into her bedroom, she concluded that it was time for sexy Jenny to come out and play. Pushing her work clothes aside, she reached into the back of her closet and prepared to get naughty. With music blaring through the packed club, Jenny's body rocked with the beat. Her hips were shaking like crazy as she felt the music encompassing her body. Wearing a very short skirt with no panties and boots reaching high on her calve, she personified sex in the classic expression of absolute abandonment. Through her very sheer top, people around her could glimpse her nipples in the dark club if they looked closely enough. 101
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 The dancing was arousing enough that Jenny's nipples stood erect. This was her favorite club in the whole world. If work didn't consume most of Jenny's time, it would be easy to spend her life in this club enjoying the music. Some nights the music was all that was able to relieve the pressure of her job. Tonight, the club was working overtime. Swaying and just enjoying the music, Jenny daringly met the gaze of a very attractive man keenly watching her from the edge of the crowded dance floor. His russet colored eyes pierced to the very depths of her soul and through to her throbbing sex. He was watching her as though he could feel every thrust of her hips. Those very expressive eyes locked with hers and the force of desire was staggering. Preparing to enjoy the attention, Jenny slowed down the movement of her hips, while purposefully thrusting them forward in offering. Gliding purposefully through the crowd, he arbitrarily pushed people aside to get closer. Walking around her to mark his territory, he securely aligned their hips and began thrusting in perfect rhythm with her swaying body. His hands slid down to stroke her bare thighs, and with the slightest pressure he guided her body nearer for more intimate contact. Feeling his arousal firmly pressed against her ass, Jenny shuddered from the discovery of his very obvious sexual reaction. The hard evidence and strength of his grip on her thighs dissolved into pure pleasure. "Do you like it rough?" he whispered in her ear while setting his nails into her thighs. She was too overcome with pleasure to answer verbally, so her body simply answered for her. With an 102
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 arching of her back, ecstasy controlled her response as a moan slid beyond her parted lips. Licking her lips, she simply enjoyed the sensations. "Oh, so you are a bad girl?" he murmured while increasing the pressure of those nails in her thighs. Slipping one hand between their bodies, he began caressing her ass through the skirt. Feeling his hand and fingers circling her ass, Jenny abruptly spun around and slapped him across the face, delivering it with enough force to send his head spinning. Stealing pleasure from the slap's sting to her hand, she gleefully responded, "I do like it rough, do you?" His head traveled at a leisurely pace as he absorbed the full sting. Her handprint was becoming clearly visible on his cheek. Greedy hands locked onto her arms, yanking her closer so he could savagely capture her mouth. His tongue shoved past her teeth to dual frantically with her demanding tongue. Hands unrelenting fondled her ass, pressing her harder into his arousal. His long fingers slid under the skirt and found skin. Both their bodies twitched in response to skin-on-skin contact. When he started to abandon her ravenous mouth, she bit his lip hard, drawing a little trickle of blood. The sweet taste was intoxicating. Grabbing a handful of hair, he violently jerked her head back to earnestly stare into her eyes. "You'd better pick a place quick, or it's gonna happen here," he growled into her mouth. His violence frightened her slightly, but was overpowered by her intensified craving. Glancing around she noticed the attention they were drawing. When she felt another hand reach out to connect with her thigh, 103
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 he decided for her, saying, "I'm not sharing, so let's go somewhere else." Grabbing her arm with enough strength to leave a bruise, he dragged her toward the nearest exit. His stride never faltered in his rush to get outside. The slightly cool air hit their heated skin with a violent blast, further building the intensity of the heat steaming from their flesh. He pulled her around the corner, away from probing eyes, and threw her onto the hood of the nearest car. Her body hit with an amazing impact that forced a primal moan to burst free. His body leapt onto hers just about sending her beyond the edge of all reason. The friction of her butt sliding down the hood of the car forced her skirt to ride higher. Using his rough-tipped fingers, he thrust into the juices flowing from her erotic zone. Grabbing a hand full of hair, she jerked his head back to ravage his mouth. Control fled in all directions away from them. With biting teeth and thrusting tongues, their violent movements matched those of his frantic fingers inside her. Fighting against her grip, he jerked back to bite down on her neck, which was readily exposed. With her body shuddering in pleasure, he gleefully used his nimble fingers to send her over the edge. Jerking his head free of her greedy grasp, he flipped her onto her stomach. Shoving her hips back and upward, Jenny begged for the coupling. She cared for nothing beyond the feel of his cock between her thighs. Nothing could override the pleasure coursing through her body, which demanded a violent penetration. As he slammed his taut manhood into her wet pussy, she finally saw the couple sitting in the car. Her gaze collided with their 104
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 mutual expressions of astonishment. Being so beyond the edge of modesty, she simply gave into the pleasure being created from the hard rhythm at her ass. Suddenly, he grabbed her arms, straining them back behind her. With her breasts thrusting against the sheer material, he presented a perfect view of her taut nipples to the couple avidly watching their encounter. Feeling powerless against the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body, she gave in with absolute abandonment. Coupling both of her hands into one of his, he kept her back arched while his other hand roughly grasped her protruding breast. With the primal pounding between her thighs obliterating all common sense, she begged, "Please, please harder. Fuck me harder." In response, he released her arms and breast to lock both of his hands on her hips. Using the strength of his grip, he began banging into her body with full force. With absolute disregard to their surroundings, he escalated their coupling to a frantic pace. Although she knew this type of force was probably causing bruising, she just didn't care. Endorphins slammed at her, pushing for a vigorous coupling. She felt like an animal let loose in the jungle to mate. Begging for his invasion, pleading for the long firm cock to slide into her core with extreme force, she writhed. The violence of his hands tightening on her hips as he secured her in place for his rigid member almost forced a loud scream from her. Pounding, pulsating, rocking; it was movement so fast it could barely be seen. Becoming overwhelmed with his masterful manipulation, she screamed as she came, bucking against the firmness both below and above her. His rigid body found 105
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 release seconds after her sweet canal began its spasms around his wide shaft. With an abrupt movement, he yanked out of her and retrieved the pants that had fallen around his ankles. Wrenching on the zipper to secure his fast receding member, he picked up the spent woman sprawled on the car and marched further down the parking lot. "We'd better get out of here before the cops arrive. I'm sure that scream was heard in the next state over," he declared rather tenderly. With languid ease, she snuggled into his arms and relinquished control to his firm embrace. Shockingly enough, she was not the least bit alarmed that a complete stranger was now abducting her. All she valued at that moment was the heartwarming feeling of contentment that had engulfed her. When he set her into the front seat of a car, she serenely smiled at feeling the seatbelt being secured around her. Thrning into the leather seat, she opened her eyes long enough to watch him slide into the driver's seat. "So tell me. Do you have a name or should we remain strangers?" she inquired, completely happy to accept any arrangement he wanted. ''I'm David. Before tonight is over, we'll be anything but strangers," he assertively vowed before starting the vehicle.
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 cHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
 ~E next day, Jenny received a huge banquet offlow-
 
 .I. ers at work. Burying her face in the lush fragrance, she secretly enjoyed the attention of her co-workers. It was a grand feeling to strut across the office with
 
 the huge display. Across the room, she heard a female co-worker whisper, "Oh my God, are those orchids?" Chuckling to herself, she walked into her office and shut the door. Lovingly placing the bounty on her desk, she pulled the card off its stick. With such casual ease, you turned my world upon its axis. Who knew a brilliant woman could be so naughty? Clutching the card to her chest, she basked in the overflow of emotion. Yes, who knew a casual encounter could mean so much? Shaking her head to clear it of naughty thoughts, she prepared to immerse her scientific mind in the current project occupying her time. Over the next few weeks, Jenny worked hard and played harder. She was completely stunned when her 107
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 now daily delivery of orchids arrived with a plane ticket as well. Sitting back, she shyly fingered the ticket as though it would bite her. A lover had never whisked her off to a tropical island for a weekend jaunt. Opening the airline packet to unveil a first-class ticket almost sent her into a swoon. The accompanying note was the icing that finally took her over the edge. It read: Bring only the essentials; I'll buy you the rest. But don't worry, it won't break me. I plan on you being naked most of the time. After a wonderful weekend spent in St. Bart, Jenny was more than ready to dive back into work on Monday. She was still upset with David for not telling her on the return flight that he was changing planes. Instead, he waited until they landed in Dallas to divulge that their connections were going in different directions. Even though he assured her that they'd see each other soon, she had felt lost and out of sorts on the final leg of her flight. With white beaches and warm water on her mind, however, she resolutely pushed her doubts aside. She recalled the absolute indulgence she experienced in sailing around the Caribbean islands on David's private yacht. From the moonlight swims and shopping sprees, she didn't know how she'd recapture normality. Later that night though, she was feeling forlorn when David called to let her know he had been delayed. With insecurity creeping in, she booted her laptop in search of her favorite granny. Not finding her friend online, she felt downright befuddled. Jenny wasn't the only one feeling that way, however. This particular evening, another woman was
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 going to find a sensual torment that would shake her foundation. M.J. was delighted to receive an invitation from Blake to join him for dinner at his home. Over the past few weeks, they had seen each other quite regularly. As of yet, however, he'd failed to transcend beyond kissing. To say the least, M.J. was getting antsy. With their gentle teasing of tongues and lips, she could feel the blaze of their mutual attraction building. Yet, when she indicated that she was ready for more, he had maintained this distance. Frankly, it was driving her insane. When M.J. arrived at his home that night, she was pleasantly surprised to see he lived in a lovely little manor. With his income, she had expected him to own a huge house. So this little cottage was quite the shocker. It was utterly charming and brimmed with old world class. Walking up the cobblestone pathway to the house, she knocked tentatively on the wooden door. He opened the heavy door and greeted her with a smile and a single white rose. The country feel to the home just invited visitors to come in and stay awhile. A quick scan of the interior revealed that this tough man was a neat freak. Everything seemed to have a proper place. Seeing the mischievous smile on his face, she gruffly uttered, "What?" "Well, taking a page out of your wonders-of-being blunt book, I'm going to give you a choice. We have two choices; adjourn to the kitchen to enjoy the meal I've prepared or get naked. Lady's choice." "Well, ...." she drawled, drawing out the word, "My stomach is not growling yet, but something a bit lower has past the point of a mere growl." 109
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 "Naked it is then," he proclaimed, and then instantly picked her up and headed down the hallway. Using gentle kisses to her neck, he savored the taste of her skin. Stepping with large strides, he quickly covered the distance to the partially shut door at the other end of the hall. M.J. was stunned to see multi-colored rose petals littering the beige carpet in the bedroom. Her confusion deepened when he walked right pass the inviting bed into another room. The sweet fragrances of the room hit her senses first. An inviting copper bathtub set in a central area of the smaller room drew the eye. Bubbles glistened at the top of the gleaming metal, attesting to the aroma within the room. Blake gently placed her back onto her feet and began to slowly undress her. Watching him confidently glide her badge and weapon from her hip forced a faint smile. Feeling already naked and wholly out of her element, M.J. couldn't even form a coherent word while he let the clothes drop from her body. Finding herself in completely overwhelming circumstances, she simply stood there and let him lead. When she was utterly naked, she felt his strong hands bundling her shoulder-length hair off her neck. After securing her hair, he presented his hand. "I'd like for you to step into the bath," he politely requested. After settling her into the warm water, he grabbed something off the counter. Placing a bath pillow under her head for comfort, he leaned over to offer a morsel. To M.J. it looked like a small version of a cream puff. While she savored the tasty treat, he began removing his own clothing at an agonizingly slow pace. Between llO
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 each layer being discarded, he placed another morsel between her lips. Finally pausing before her nude, he simply remained still, leaving himself wide open to her gaze. His manhood was lengthening and thickening before her eyes. Seeing her nipples straining in reaction, Blake leaned over to gently lap at the puckered offering. Feeling his tongue gliding around her nipple, M.J. begged for more. Using just his mouth and tongue, he began tormenting her with the slow licks and soft bites she had come to expect. She almost screamed in frustration as he pulled back after one more lick to her taut peak. His confident smile of satisfaction almost persuaded M.J. to beg him to just take her. Her eyes were blazing with desire. Stepping into the tub to straddle either side of her body, he seized the soap and began gently caressing her with soapy hands. His rigid shaft was a distractive force that swelled further under her eager gaze. With leisurely, long strokes, soap-covered hands enjoyed the pleasure of an excursion on her body. After exploring every part of her body and cleansing those well-developed muscles, he slanted forward to gently kiss her. Sliding his tongue into her mouth, he unhurriedly shifted his tongue in a rhythm mimic of what his body was craving. Nibbling at the edges ofhis mouth, M.J. tried to force him into a more ferocious coupling. Despite the water, she felt moisture building between her legs, demanding satisfaction. Thoroughly exploring his mouth, she strived to pour her pent up need into the kiss. When he stood up in the tub, M.J. eagerly watched as the bubbles trailed down his luscious body. He stepped 111
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 out and proceeded to slowly wrap a towel around his waist, hiding his treasure. Watching confusion laced with pleasure coursing through M.J. eyes, he grinned knowing what was to come. The look was of a man who knew what tonight would bring; knowing that by the end of this evening, this woman would be screaming for release. Offering a hand, he helped her out of the tub. After thoroughly drying M.J., he began rubbing lotion scented with the balm of peppermint into her skin. Using measured yet competent strokes, he covered her body from tip to toe to add a silky layer to her already soft skin. He smiled upon hearing M.J.'s breath catch as he rubbed lotion into her breasts. Kneeling in front of her, he spread the lotion onto her legs and well-defined ass. A wretched moan escaped her lips. "Oh my God Blake, you are trying to kill me!" M.J . groaned while her body vibrated begging for the hint of nirvana he offered. "Are you in such a hurry then?" he questioned while stifling the laugh threatening to escape if she groaned again. After completely covering her skin in lotion, he began trailing kisses all over her sculpted body. His eager tongue lapped at a drop of moisture dripping from a lock of hair that had slipped the pins. Kneeling before her, he used his tender hands to part her sex. With a flick of a pointed tongue, he lapped at the bud vying for his attention. With a slow twirl, he began circling his tongue around the edges of her clitoris. Her skin is so warm from the bath. The fragrance of her body was intoxicating. He breathed her in deeply. 112
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 To prolong her pleasure, he ran his hands up the back of her legs while gently nibbling at her nub. His hands glided up to stroke her tightened ass cheeks. His fingertip played the line between anus and nirvana. Slowly circling one finger around her anus, he slid another finger into her moist nether lips. While incessantly rolling his tongue around the swollen nub, he began fingering her pussy with gentle strokes. Her long moan encouraged him to prolong the moment. Slowly pulling back, he gazed up and spoke softly, "I love tasting you." Falling to her knees, M.J. eagerly latched onto his mouth while exploring the soft wonder of his huge erection. A wordless cry of gratification echoed in the small room as she at long last welcomed his cock between her hands. Wrenching away from his mouth, she couldn't control the tremors already racking her body. She started begging to taste him, pleading for him to be inside her. She almost yelled in triumph when he declared, "Darling, the hounds of hell couldn't stop me from having you. My patience to prolong my seduction of you has come to an end. I need you," he urgently declared, while standing to lead her into the bedroom. As M.J. stretched out on the bed, she greedily watched him crawl up her naked body with fervent anticipation and glee. She adored seeing the straining flesh just bursting with pride, so she began caressing him. With appreciative, loving caresses, she cradled his jewels in her hand, lazily gliding a fingertip around the tightening sack. She watched in fascination as his nostrils flared, as if he could smell the wetness coating her slick core. 113
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 He radiated with that candid gaze that comes upon a man's face when he's sure of you. With deliberation, he used his hands, gentle teeth and tongue to explore all the sensitive contours on her body. M.J. began thrashing around the bed as his tongue tortured her ankles, knees, and inner thighs, forcing them to sing from overwhelming sensations. Feeling feral, M.J. wrapped her legs around his middle and began flipping him into a roll that ended with her on top. Diving to capture her prize, her mouth impatiently latched onto his sack to lick and explore. Seeing the straining vein on the underside of his penis, she combined flicking the very tip of her tongue with slow glides down that straining vein. Hearing his deep moan of pleasure, it now became a game to draw as many sounds as possible from him. Since his sack had slightly loosened, M.J. delicately guided the prize into her mouth. Using the utmost care, she gently rolled her tongue around this treasure. Demanding what she needed, straining for his taste, she wrapped her lips around his cock and began sliding up and down. With long sure strokes, up and down she glided, confident in knowing how to please him. Hesitating at the very base of his pulsing shaft, she suckled him into the back of her throat. His moans encouraged her to go farther, to take more. Relaxing her throat, she boldly impelled him just a few more millimeters down her throat causing him to jerk in response. She drew back slightly to relieve the burden of embracing him that deeply. Understanding the line between the pleasure of swallowing his sex or gagging was a very thin line. Giving into the pleasure of holding him in her mouth, she surrendered to the pure joy of 114
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 the moment. His scream of shock echoed around the room as M.J. rolled her tongue around that hardened shaft. His moans of pleasure merely served to intensify her desire to please him. Swallowing in ecstasy, she suckled him into the back of her throat between gulps of saliva. With a firm push, she shoved him into the back of her throat again. "Oh God, babe, I need to taste you," he pleaded. "I need to feel that wetness I know is drenching you." M.J. enthusiasticallytwirledaround to accommodate what they both needed, wanted, demanded. Straddling his face, she eagerly leaned back down to continue worshiping his straining rod. He ardently slid fingers into her dripping canal as his tongue unerringly stabbed at her swollen nub. As he rolled his tongue around her clitoris, he fought the urge to come as he felt her tongue rolling around the tip of his cock. He began rhythmically mimicking her movements to provide even more pleasure for both of them. It became an erotic play of fingers and tongues. When she guided his hard cock into her mouth to suck, he wrapped his lips around her clit and mimicked her movements. As her tongue flicked the tip of his rod, he flicked the hard nub between her nether lips. Feeling her riding his straining erection with her mouth, he thrust his fingers into her drenched canal to fill her. The sensual game prolonged their enjoyment, while pushing the intensity beyond the bearable. Suddenly M.J. lurched away from his erection to lay her head on his thigh. She shuddered as the pleasure crested blasting her into oblivion. Her body jerked in response to the throbbing that emanated from deep within her pussy. Gradually sliding back into 115
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 her skin, she was wickedly delighted when she heard Blake command her, "Again, come again," as he aggressively lapped at her nub and pumped her with his fingers. M.J. wordlessly screamed as her body hurtled back into spasms, the gratification too intense for full consumption. It felt as though her body has split apart and flung beyond the room. Rather than slowing M.J. down, the second orgasm urged her to demand more. She begged for him, screamed her insatiable needs at him. All pretense of seduction had shattered; the barrier that kept lovers sane and civilized had burst. There was no more control; primal needs had taken over. Desire had gone beyond into animal lust and the frantic need to just come together. Flipping M.J. onto her back, Blake pushed into the canal that was still throbbing from her last orgasm. Shoving his full length into her, he paused to simply enjoy the spasms still racking her inner walls. Enjoying the tremors he coerced her body into generating, he thrived on possessing the vigor to make her scream. With purposeful strokes he began sliding his length in and out of her. With a slow rotation, he glided inside the tighten walls. Clenching his teeth, he struggled to maintain the slow pace he had established. M.J. began circling her hips to match his gentle rhythm. Fully knowing it would drive him insane, she began tightening and loosening her inner muscles to coincide with the rotation. Finally she broke down and begged, "Fuck me, please just take me." Feeling just as crazed, Blake wrapped his hands around her rotating hips and positioned her to receive all of him. Pounding with building intensity, he began 116
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 franticly pumping into her sweet canal. The frenzied movements built into straining needs, friction of movement, and strength of hands gripping her hips. They both begin moaning in ecstasy as their release headed toward the abyss. The intensity had been building long before they actually felt the final release. Seeming as though they'd merged into one pulsing sensation, they held onto each other as though terrified of floating away. Rocking together, breathing hard, they felt as though their bodies had gone beyond their flesh forms. Speaking of desires and flesh, George, Blake's underling in Security, was walking down the deserted hallway craving a candy bar when a brisk male voice hollered from the receiver in his ear, "Hey butthead, I see you up there." Feeling annoyed at the name-calling, he brusquely responded, "Yeah, I'm walking. Maybe you should try it some time by getting out of that room." "Hey don't get mad at me because you drew the short straw this time," the voice scorned. "Oh bite me. Out," the man arrogantly responded while continuing his rounds. Sitting at his terminal, the other man smirked. Trust George to be up on the 40th floor checking the cafeteria again. You'd think since he'd just been up there, his stomach would be full by now. Oh well, without another thought, he turned back to monitor the more interesting screen to his right. The other man on the 40th floor strolled purposefully to the offices down the hall and forced his way past the secured door. With the layout of the office clearly in his mind, he made a beeline for the intended target. Using the lifted key, he unbolted the locked door and 117
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 approached the computer sitting so patiently on the desk. With nimble fingers and a bit of insider information, he bypassed the first stage of security and got to work. At the mainframe, Ted noticed that a computer had come on line. Shaking his head, he wasn't surprised to see it was Jenny's terminal. Trust that workaholic to be here on a holiday working on that project, he thought. You'd think with the recent addition of flower boy in her life she'd spend more time at home. Oh well, maybe flower boy is all flower and no girth. With a huge smirk, Ted called down to inform security. "Hey Mark, it seems Jenny has decided to work this holiday week. Please ask your guys not to shoot her for being a workaholic," he spoke with a tone of sarcasm into the intercom. Jenny never was good about letting security know when she was coming or going. Feeling good that he was keeping her ass secure tonight, he resumed the scheduled computer maintenance. A few minutes later, feeling at loose ends since David was out of town, Jenny resolved to make the best of her night by running more probabilities on that compound currently taxing her chemical aptitude. It didn't help matters that her chat buddy seemed incognito this evening too. Slowing sauntering into the building, she saw Mark tending the controls. "Hey, big boy, what's cooking tonight," she flirted while leaning across the wide counter on her side of the glass. "Hey, sexy girl, only thing I'd like to be cooking tonight is you. Are you on the menu yet?" he quipped back, enjoying the tantalizing view she presented over the counter. 118
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 "No, but check back tomorrow, I might be," she jokingly countered while stopping to laugh. Mark was one of her favorites on the security team. "Now I'm going to be good and let you know I'm working late tonight." "Yeah, well Ted already beat you to it and called down to let us know you were here banging your keyboard," he tried not to laugh at his own joke. "How did he know? I didn't even know I was working tonight until I actually got here," she supposed, completely perplexed. "Well, shoot little lady, we'd better call him back to uncover when he developed ESP," he replied as her confusion registered. Grabbing the phone, he punched in Ted's extension. "Yeah Mark?" Ted absent-mindedly answered on the second ring. "Hey Ted, we'd like to know when you developed ESP?" Mark joked while sharing a chuckle with Jenny. "What the hell are you talking about?" Ted inquired dragging his mind off the maintenance task running on the system. "Well, Jenny would like to know how you knew she was working late," Mark clarified while trying not to blatantly stare at the woman so casually leaning across the counter. He thought she was unknowingly presenting a perfect view of her breasts, but she knew exactly what she was dong. "Ah, hello, she's logged into her terminal," countered Ted. "Doesn't she realize by now that I know every time someone is on the system?" he explained with exasperation This asinine conversation was a sad excuse for an interruption. 119
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 "Ted, she is just walking into the building, how's she logged into her system?" came the reply. All of a sudden it clicked. "OH SHIT! Breech on 40, breech on 40. All hands, red alert, sector 32," yelled Mark. Securing the system, he yelled over his shoulder while hitting the button of the interior door. "Jenny get behind that door, and don't move from that spot." Racing to the elevator allocated for security only, Mark punched in the code that would take him directly to the 40th floor. While Mark was racing towards the 40th floor, Ted frantically began shutting down the system in Jenny's office. Within moments, the system was locked out. Grabbing the phone, he turned his attention to the alarm he'd set off the minute Mark exclaimed "Oh, Shit!" Mark, joined now by other members of the security force, burst through Jenny's office door, just in time to witness a person leap out a blown window. Racing towards the broken glass, they looked out and caught a glimmer of a dark parachute flying open. Unaware of the unfolding excitement, a couple snuggled into one another after mind-blowing sex. Across town, intertwined in the warmth of his woman, Blake hears his security phone start ringing. Leaping towards the intrusion in a hope of not waking the woman next to him, the man scanned the display before answering with a brisk, "Blake here." "Sir, we've had a breech." Before he could respond, M.J.'s phone rang, forcing her to be instantly alert. With a shake of her 120
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 head, followed by a startled glance at Blake, she disconnected the call and jumped out of bed. "I'm driving since I've got the siren."
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 cHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
 THE police had already arrived by the time they got .I. to the building. When M.J. walked in, the officer standing by the door immediately approached her. "Damn M.J. you got to see this one. Talk about balls." "What ya got Randy?" she uttered while looking around the now familiar lobby. Nothing appeared out of place. "For this one, you've got to see it to believe it, come on." He motioned like a giddy kid at Christmas for her to follow him to the elevators. As he noticed the man following them he stopped. "Ah sir, can I help you?" he suspiciously questioned. "Oh, Randy, sorry, I should have introduced you. This is Blake Donnelly. He's the head of security at this building. It's his baby." With a nod, Randy continued toward the elevators. As they reached the bank of elevators, Randy suppressed the urge to ask M.J. about this interesting development. He swore the two of them walked into the building to122
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 gether. Add their rumpled clothing to the equation and you had some good gossip. Being in law enforcement meant you had an inquisitive mind. And right now, his mind was working overtime. When they arrived on the 40th floor, Randy walked into the cafeteria and advanced towards the terrace; behind him, he heard M.J. gasp. "Randy. Holy shit. Are you trying to tell me this perpetrator's entrance was from the 40th floor?" she exclaimed in amazement while focusing on the open door across the room. Looking over his shoulder, a huge grin spread across his face. Trust M.J. to quickly leap to the obvious. Thoroughly enjoying the show, he watched her analytical mind work the crime scene as he continued walking out onto the terrace. When they reached the deck, M.J. took the offered gloves and got to work. Clicking her recorder on, she got down to business by examining the door and began speaking out loud. "It appears that a magnetic contact was used to bypass the alarm on this door. The lock looks intact; devoid of the typical damage we'd expect to see from your average street theft. On a hunch, I'd say this particular burglar used a sophisticated set of lock picks. Upon inspecting the deck, there appears to be a fan of some sort that looks out of place for the deck." Swiveling around she faced the man examining the door. "Mr. Donnelly? Is this fan an item that is normally on this roof?" "No, Detective, that fan is not normally there," he briskly responded. As M.J. went about her job, Blake decided to consult with his staff. Seeing the night se123
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 curity supervisor lingering around the cafeteria, he repositioned himself to intercept him. "Steve, tell me what happened?" he instructed until he was interrupted by a voice behind him. "Mr. Donnelly, I would prefer that in the interest of this investigation, we hold all interviews with the staff until both you and the police can be present." After delivering that statement, M.J. rotated to again focus on the crime scene. "The fan's placement suggests it was discarded the minute the deck was hit. Let the record show, a black material has been used to obscure the camera lens. Randy, did you get a look at this?" she questioned. If she was correct in her assumption, it was an interesting addition to the crime scene. When Randy walked over, she used a pair of tweezers to grasp the material around the lens. Releasing the object from around the lens, a laugh burst forth as Randy realized the object was a pair of women's panties. "Someone has a sense of humor or a serious panty fetish," he joked. For such a meticulously planned crime, you wouldn't as a rule expect to find women's underpants, he thinks. "Ok, so let's review," M.J. was focused on the crime, not the panties. "The burglar used a fan and parachute to get onto the deck. He then proceeded to drop the fan before covering the camera lens. Or perhaps, he wore the fan until the lens was secured. The placement of the fan toward the edge of the railing indicates it was discarded upon landing. Yes, that plays better for me," she said, almost to herself. "Ok, so after dressing the camera, he goes to work on the door. Now..." she paused and began thinking while stepping back into the lunch room. 124
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 "Mr. Donnelly? May I have a word?" she politely inquired. "Of course," he replied compliantly. "The last time I was here on a case, you indicated the camera system in this building rivals no other. So tell me, how would a burglar trek from the cafeteria, to an office down the hall without being seen?" she questioned. The man standing next to Blake spoke up quickly, "I can answer that one! The burglar was wearing a security uniform. I was downstairs monitoring the cameras when I saw a security guard moving through the hallway. We all know George has an insatiable appetite, so I hailed him on the radio to razz him about it. Unfortunately, I wasn't specific and neither was George. When Mark raised the all-hands alert on 40, I immediately radioed George to secure that sector since I'd just seen him there. Unfortunately, the person I saw must not have been one of us. Of our foot patrols, George was on the 10th floor while Clarence was on the 22nd." "Ok, so let me get this straight. You saw some guy in a uniform walking down the hall right?" Seeing the man's nod, she persisted, "Did he look in a hurry?" "No, Ma'am, he was simply sauntering down the hall like it was an every day routine. His build was almost identical to George's, and the hair color was the same. So with the hat on his head, I just assumed it was George." "Ok, I'm sorry, what's your name again?" she abruptly interrupted. "Steve, ma'am"
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 "So, Steve, you didn't see the perpetrator until he got into the hallway. What happened between him landing on the terrace and covering the camera? I'd think a man landing on the deck with a billowing parachute would be noticeable?" "Well ma'am, at the time in question, there was a small fire at the back of our parking lot being monitored. The fire department had already been dispatched, I was just monitoring the fire to make sure it didn't get any worse," he sheepishly admitted while shrugging his shoulders and looking down at the floor. M.J. shook her head in understanding before she asserted, "Steve, you are going to kick yourself into believing that you screwed up. But let me tell you straight up, this guy knew the layout. It required meticulous planning and ingenuity; this was not something he cooked up over night. This was a professional endeavor." She paused to let them take in her lecture. "When you are dealing with a well-executed crime, the rules are never the same. What sane person is going to fathom a thief coming in through the 40th floor? You saw George because you were supposed to see him. I've been in law enforcement for 12 years. I'm pretty confident I would have seen George too. So don't beat yourself up over it, ok?" she finished and paused again. The room was relatively silent as they looked at her as an authority figure. In that very moment, standing across from this magnificent woman, Blake felt as though a bullet had pierced his heart. His breath froze in mid-air as he realized he'd fallen for this woman. Hook, line and sinker, reel him in, he's done. Classic, just classic. Only
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 he could fall in love with a woman in the middle of a crisis, he thought to himself. Completely unaware of the mental shifting taking over Blake's life, M.J. consulted her notes. Wanting to concentrate on the hot point of the crime, she asked Steve to show her the breeched office. At this point in the investigation, she knew it was imperative to keep this employee involved in the process. When she looked over to gauge Blake's reaction to her decision, she was startled at his heartfelt expression. Trying not to be distracted by the man suddenly beaming at her, she turned away and proceeded down the hall. When they reached the offices, she noted the outer door to the hallway had another magnetic strip. Yet the lock was intact; so either this guy had a key or superior tools. The dusting powder around the door frame clued them that forensics has arrived on scene. Inside the breeched office, the forensics team was clamoring around the broken window. When she walked in, they all jumped to attention. "Ok, guys, what do ya got for me?" she inquired while looking around the office. "Well it appears the intruder accessed this terminal and downloaded some files," started an unknown but clearly in-charge officer. "Based on the lack of fingerprints, it's most likely he wore either gloves or some sort of protection on his fingertips. The computer genius in the building gave us a time stamp of when the computer came on-line." Turning away from the computer on the desk, the officer twirled toward the broken window to continue. "Now here's the beauty of the plan. Based on the witnesses' statement, when the breech was discovered, he 127
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 remotely shut down this system. Now of course, the thief at this point immediately realized the Calvary was on its way. So he placed a detonator cable on this window, blew the glass and proceeded to leap." Looking down, she sarcastically exclaimed, "Well, considering the coroner's office hasn't been dispatched to process a body, I'm assuming this thief could fly." "Parachute strapped to his back according to the witness statements," the man confirmed. "So, now we have to discover what he wanted?" she queried, again almost to no one in particular. "Ok, guys, good job, grab me any sample you can and let's get this wrapped up." Turning to Blake she abruptly uttered, "Security Chief, to whom do I need to contact to determine what was so important about this unit?" She exaggerated her proper use of grammar in mock formality. "Pendalyn. This is her department." The reply was decisive. They found Pendalyn in a conference room on the first floor with a hysterical woman. When the elevator doors opened, raking screams greeted their arrival. With pounding feet, they ran toward the sound of the screams. They burst into the conference room just in time to see Pendalyn slap the woman who was making all the noise "Damn it, Jenny, don't make me do that again," she yelled before turning toward them. The woman promptly ceased screaming. "Humph, badgering a potential witness? Maybe I should try that at work?" M.J. remarked while pushing the door further open. 128
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 "Well I can't think with all that damn screaming. It's not like it solves anything!" she grumpily pronounced over her shoulder before starting to pace the small conference room. Watching Pendalyn pace the conference room reminded M.J. of the caged tigers at the zoo. Deciding not to poke the cage with a stick, she ignored the woman whimpering at the table. Drilling right to the issue, M.J. zeroed in on Pendalyn. "Ok, so you want to tell me why someone would go to this much trouble for a piece of information from that very terminal?" M.J. inquired while engaging her recording device. Halting her pacing, Pendalyn turned to pin the detective with a lethal stare, "Ever hear of chemical warfare, Detective Reynolds? Jenny here ..." she pointed. "....was working on a compound that would spread the flu like wild fire if just a few droplets are placed in the right water source. Basically this compound rapidly multiplies in water. So drop, drop into a county's main water supply, and the entire county would be struck with a severe case of the flu ." The woman behind her began sniveling in heartfelt racking sobs. Pendalyn tossed her hands into the air in sheer frustration before turning back to the woman. Watching Pendalyn stalk the weeping woman, M.J. prepared to intervene. She was not going to stand here and watch Pendalyn be abusive. Determined to wade into the middle of this muck despite the caged tiger visual, she freed her hands. "Jenny, look at me." When Jenny complied, Pendalyn calmly resumed speaking, "I've told you already, Jenny. You only had one part of the compound. Since no one on the team was told, you wouldn't have known. Plus, 129
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 you were too busy screaming to hear me. So, please, focus as I again tell you, only one section of the compound was accessible from your computer. You were specifically assigned to determine what compound would break down the chemicals presented to you. We are looking for an antidote. So in reality, the thief basically got away with useless information. Got it?" A long, frustrating hour later, mainly due to Pendalyn's refusal to leave the interview, M.J. had a pretty good idea of how the thief gathered his information. If the yet-to-be identified perp turned out to be Jenny's David, that poor woman would never be the same. When she requested that Jenny stay in town in case they had any more questions, M.J. reached out to touch her trembling hand. Waiting for Jenny to lift her eyes, she confidently proclaimed, "For being a workaholic, you shaved several precious minutes off the intruder's time. In essence, you saved this company a lot of grief. Remember that." M.J.'s voice was once again commanding and reassuring. Leaving the woman in Pendalyn's competent hands, M.J. consulted her watch as she walked toward the bank of elevators. Since Blake had been called for a security meeting, she decided to finish up the rounds before tracking him down. She also made a note to follow up with the local fire department regarding that suspiciously-timed fire. The security team had gathered in another conference room. They looked downright forlorn when Jake and Blake walked into the room. Seeing the confusion smearing their faces, Jake took over. "Ok, guys and lady, the pity party is over. First, let me tell you straight up that nothing critical was taken. 130
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 The thief downloaded some chemical information that is basically jabberwocky unless they have the rest. So, let's move beyond that fear. I want to know exactly how he got in. I don't want to hear anyone say this is my fault. I am not hunting for a sacrificial scapegoat. Excuses don't make the grass grow, so don't even go there. I want concrete suggestions about how we keep this from happening again, so let's get to work." A few days later, M.J. growled as a rude revelation became clear. Typical investigation techniques did not cut it for this level of sophistication in crime. And, the lack of resources available made her want to bang her head against the nearest wall. How could a person just disappear into thin air? Every lead she tracked led to yet another dead end. Every trail lead to cash purchases only. It was appearing that cash and the ability to blend were the tricks of the trade for this David character. How could every single retail purchase result in zero distinguishing characteristics of the suspect? She had lots of pieces, but nothing that tied it all together. Getting back to work with a sigh, she began to review all the information again. While Detective Reynolds pushed her resources to the limit, another person used his just as mightily. Offering a reward for capture usually worked wonders when trying to apprehend a criminal. But, what if you wanted to actually hire the person you were trying to capture? Jake had not reached his current position of power without bending the rules. Since the incident, rather than being perturbed by the intruder, he was genuinely intrigued. Of course, talented fingers and intricate minds had always fascinated him. Innovation Creations was notjustthe name of his company; it was the way he operated. Looking at the advertisement 131
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 he'd placed in several computer trade magazines, he slyly smirked and grabbed the phone. Most professionals kept current by perusing magazines that covered their trade, so their thief should be getting the message loudly and clearly. Before he could complete his call, his self satisfied smile turned to a sexy leer as Pendalyn strode through the door. "Don't get all excited, big boy, I didn't bring any toys with me," she started bluntly. Pendalyn snorted when his face immediately turned crest fallen from her announcement. Seeing the disappointment, she concluded that it was acceptable for him to be upset. It had been too long since they'd played. So with a seductive smile, she locked the door and decided there's no time like the present to make up for it. That evening, Jenny was sitting at the bar down the street from work drowning her sorrows in alcohol. She had handed the bartender a $100 bill and told him not to let her run out of booze. She was doing her best to drink herself into oblivion. She almost fell off the barstool when an orchid was placed on the bar in front of her. Swinging her head to the right, she zeroed in on the girl that had placed the flower there. "The gentleman asked me to give you," she stuttered in a foreign accent, "... for you." She handed a plain white envelope to Jenny before turning to exit the building. With apprehension and shaking hands, Jenny opened the envelope. You became more than the job. I'm lost without you, read the card. Clutching the note to her chest, a sob escaped her throat and tears started falling down her face. Drop by drop, the shattered pieces of her heart fell to the dirty barroom floor. Abandoning the flower at the bar, 132
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 she dashed toward the restroom. Forcefully shoving the door open, she entered the nearest stall and began crying with heart wrenching sobs. With her head leaning against the wall for support, she gave into the grief that had held her hostage since his betrayal. Lost in her grief, she didn't realize that someone had entered the bathroom until the door to the stall started to open. She flattened her hand against the door to prevent the person from invading her space. "Jen, my love, please don't shut me out," a male voice pleaded while trying to push open the door. Her limp hand fell away as the voice registered. In stunned silence, she watched as the face on the other side of the door appeared. Raging, she immediately began punching his chest, slapping his face, screaming and purging the anguish that the last few days had brought. When her tyranny wound to a draining end, she realized that he had stood by passively taking her beating. "Why? Why me?" she whispered in anguish as tears slid unchecked down her blotchy face. He began, "Well, at first, you were the best means to an end. But then you turned out to be the better thief. You so casually stole my heart," he earnestly admitted. He lifted a hand to touch her face, but within inches of connecting with her, he regrettably realized he had lost the right to touch her. "Oh my God, please don't do this to me," she heart wrenchingly pleaded. "What am I supposed to do here? Thrn my back on my life? Run away with you and keep running? Am I supposed to sit at home and say, have a good day stealing honey." She delivered another smack 133
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 to his chest while asking these ridiculous, sarcastic questions. He chuckled despite the intent behind her words. Damn! That quirky wit was exactly how she had stolen his heart. "Don't you dare laugh at me!!" she ominously stated while glaring at him through red-rimmed eyes. "Oh, sweet Jen, never. I would prefer to have this conversation in a more pleasant atmosphere; one where we would be less likely to encounter interruptions. Will you meet me somewhere to talk? You have every right to hate me. There is zero reason for you to trust me now, but I'm hoping you'll give us a chance." He implored her with his voice, finally giving in to the urge to touch her face. With gentle fingers, he relearned her soft contours. His tentative heart was exalted by her next words. "I really shouldn't. But I have questions, too," she relented while nuzzling into the soft caress of his hand on her cheek. Reaching into his pocket, he handed her a step-bystep process for their rendezvous. She was further confused when he informed her that this list ensured she would not be followed by the police. "What police?" she started to question him when he shushed her. He pointed to the bottom of the list to indicate where the steps led. When she focused on the bottom line she squealed, "You've got to be kidding?! " "All obstacles on this list have been eliminated to provide a smooth passage for you. Therefore, when you get to the final destination, simply open the door, sweet Jen and breeze right in. I promise that the only person you'll find there will be me," he explained. With abso134
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 lute trust, he added, "I'm placing my freedom into your tender hands." He turned to amble out of the stall. After two cab rides, three emergency exits that never set off an alarm, and a walk down the street, only one door stood between her and what fate lay ahead. Feeling apprehensive but resolute, she opened the back door to the museum and stepped in. In the dark, she suddenly felt hands reaching for her, forcing her into an embrace. His familiar scent enveloped her as lips descended upon hers to capture her mouth. With hands bracketing her face, he launched an assault on her mouth. With probing tongue and groping hands, he ate at her like a man starving. With a muffled moan, she gave in to the passion, the longing, the familiar. Surrendering to the powerful urge, Jenny slid her hand down to caress the ridged bulge in his pants. Rubbing his fully firm penis, she writhed in need. She could already feel the wetness coating her panties. With greedy hands, she began unbuttoning his pants. As she reached in for her prize, she realized that he was wearing nothing but skin between her probing hands and nirvana. Violently shuddering with overriding need and desire, she grasped his rod while licking frantically at his mouth. To his delight, she started stroking her hand back and forth to soothe his erection. Feeling her skirt being lifted, Jenny almost came as his questing fingers skimmed under her panties to touch her moist center. With a sure stroke, he slipped a finger into her drenched core and began gliding in and out. Adding a second finger into the tight sheath, he began relentlessly pounding her giving, moist flesh. With a startled scream, she maintained a death grip on his smooth shaft as she shatters into orgasmic bliss. 135
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 Greedy hands tore at her panties, ripping them to pieces. Teeth latched onto her neck, while his hands lifted her underneath her thighs and positioned her for a violent thrust of his pulsing mass of need. Nails sank into her thighs, causing her to shudder in pleasure. Teeth at her neck, nails in her thigh, and the erection pounding in and out of her prompted another spasm of pleasure. His exalted shout followed as he unloaded into her contracting canal. Labored breath echoed in the room as he collapsed his legs to sit on the floor, taking her with him. Sitting with crossed-legs, he settled her more securely onto his still erect member. "Well that was a little more than I expected," he uttered as she contently laid her head on his shoulder and snuggled in. Securing his hands behind her back, he held her in place and squeezed her tightly to him. With languid contentment, he enjoyed the first few moments as they settled back into their respective bodies. Knowing Jenny as he did, it would take at least five minutes before she could talk coherently. Savoring her body pressed against him, his hands begin stroking the length of her back. "While you are recovering, I'm going to tell you a story," he began. "There once was a kid who felt the whole world was against him. Every time he turned around, the fates offered him nothing but trouble. One day he was playing computer games in the school library. He became bored with the games, so he started probing around the system. After a few moments, he realized with delight that he could access the school's records . With a little more tinkering, this kid tripped across the grading database. Before this kid could act on his immediate impulse, his allocated computer time came to 136
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 an end. The system shut down and the kid went back to class." "The kid is you right?" she murmured, stating the obvious. Lightly smacking her on the bottom he said, "I'm telling the story, don't interrupt. This kid keeps thinking about that computer and how easy it was to access information. So the next day, knowing how easy it was to open doors at the school, he decided to break into the computer lab. His fascination with computers grew from this first foray into crime. And yes, he did change his grades on the system that day and the grades of his best buddy." "But this kid eventually discovered it was more of a challenge to earn them." He paused in his story to settle more comfortably onto the carpeted floor. Neither of them was remotely concerned with their surroundings or their present state of undress. She pinched him as a rude reminder that he had stopped speaking and he resumed. "This kid spent the rest of his childhood learning everything he could about computers. Of course, as you may guess, he wasn't satisfied with just conquering the computer. So, this kid went on to develop a successful career in strategically locating information that others wanted." He paused in the story-telling as he reflected on his life. "It's amazing what people will pay for a little technical acquisition," he chuckled. "Well, this kid was never truly content until he met an extraordinary woman with such a common name." The slightly melancholy tone of the story softened.
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 Leaning back, Jenny saw the outline of his face as he stared at her. Seeing that he was smiling, she smiled back. "Yeah, that woman is you," he said tenderly. With a sob, she responded, "You're not the only one who found contentment. I was devastated, completely inconsolable when they identified you as a suspect. How could you so callously steal my heart without a second's hesitation?" The emotions that accompanied his betrayal threatened to overwhelm her. "Jen, my dear,just days ago, I was only selfishly focused on what I wanted. To be honest, my fascination with you was a distraction that I truly couldn't afford. But, each day I spent with you made it harder to complete the job. Even with a client willing to pay handsomely for the information, I took longer than was truly necessary to retrieve the information," he explained. ''And then, there I was, all ready to hand over the formula and I realized I just couldn't do it. At that moment, a sledge hammer hit me hard as I realized that you had stolen my heart. So, I refused to betray the woman I adore. The money wasn't enough," he confessed. Re-adjusting their positions and securing her with one hand, he reached into the pocket of his jacket. Pulling out a compact disc, he offered it to her, saying, "This is the original disc I used to download the formula. It has not been copied or reproduced; I'm giving it back to you." With an exalted yelp, Jenny wrapped her arms around him and began weeping with joy and relief. With tears streaming down her face, she started kissing anything she can reach. When she felt his hands seize her head to hold her still, she wickedly grinned in anticipation.
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 "Oh, lord, Jenny, please don't do that or we'll be here in the morning when security arrives. Now focus on what I am trying to tell you please!" He smiled despite trying to feign a stern look on his face, and then he continued. "The owner of your company advertised a very interesting proposal in a recent trade magazine. This isn't the first offer like this I've received during my career." He paused to chuckle at her eye rolling before continuing. "It was a risk I wasn't willing to take, until now at least. Jenny I need you in my life. I'm willing to take this chance, but only if I know you are my salvation at the other end." At that moment Jenny realized that she loved him no matter what the fates had in store for the future. Most assuredly this man was her other half, her soul mate. So be it if the fates decided her mate was a thief; quite simply, he was her thief. So with a smile, she vowed, ''I'll love you regardless of what happens." Drawing her further into his arms and inhaling her sweet scent, he felt overwhelmed. With a shuddering breath, he relished the second chance that she was bestowing on him. He chuckled when she whispered in his ear, "So, do I get to know the name of the man I love? I'm sure it was 'David' who flew out the window with the black parachute." "It's Gabriel, love. Gabriel St. Clair." A few clothes-tousling moments later, Jenny reluctantly entered a cab waiting a block down from the museum. She understood that he required time to prepare before day break; still, it was breaking her heart to be separated again. "My love, whatever tomorrow brings, we will be together," he promised, then casually yet sternly added, 139
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 "By the way Jenny, no more chat rooms for you." Shutting the door on her open and closing mouth, he watched the taxi until the tail lights disappeared around the corner. Chuckling, he wondered how Jenny would react to finally meeting her "granny." Returning to secure the museum, he prepared for the night ahead with an anticipatory smile on his face.
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 cHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
 J
 
 AKE walked into his office that morning to find a
 
 bombshell casually relaxing on his couch. With a nominal degree of fuss, he sauntered over to his desk before turning to the dark haired man leaning back so nonchalantly against the leather. "Based on your presence in my office, is it safe to assume you are the little sparrow that recently flew out my window?" Jake inquired calmly. "That would be a wise assumption, Mr. Johnson. But then, my research painted a picture of a man of limitless reserves and the ability to act on hunches that usually turn golden," he disclosed while assessing the man who had the resources to alter his future. Jake ignored the reference to his wealth for the moment. "Just for the sake of argument, what keeps me from locking down this room and offering you up to the authorities when they arrive? In essence, I'd be shutting the door on your gilded cage?" Jake politely inquired with a lift of an eyebrow. Leaning back into 141
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 his chair, he presented the image of a man without a care in the world. "Well for one, I'm confident you recognize that you've got an urgent need for my skills to prevent any future intrusions," Gabriel started. "In addition, with your intellect, I'm sure you've already reasoned that I have an exit plan in case this meeting does not go well," he confidently boasted, still appraising the man across the room. "It seems you are a man who believes in doing his homework. I have, in fact, seen the detonator on the window behind you. I surmise you've chosen the window best suited to take advantage of our sea breeze this lovely morning. I'm assuming that a parachute is handily accessible in case you have to take another flight. Or, were you planning to just casually toss me out the window?" Jake joked while admiring the other man's ability to keep his eye on an exit strategy. "Ah, what folly would that be? If this gentleman's meeting doesn't progress to my satisfaction, it would give me more pleasure to come back and steal you blind," he immediately quipped, truly enjoying the interplay. Chuckling in spite of the underlying threat, Jake relished the upcoming foray into the bartering arena. He had one question that had plagued him since the robbery, however. "Why women's panties?" Jake inquired. "Consider it paying homage to those hard working police I've foiled over the years," Gabriel replied. "Shouldn't they, too, have an edge of sexual excitement in their work? Besides, several years from now, all anyone will remember about this fiasco are the panties!" 142
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 Despite the unconventional start to their relationship, both parties were well satisfied with the unique outcome as their negotiations progressed.
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