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She’s been watching him . . . Wanting him . . . 


Now she’s ready to make him see her . . . 


Eleanor Briggs can’t help herself. The sight of the man in the high-rise across the street is driving her wild. She longs to feel his touch up close and personal. To win him over, she’ll need to shake off her wallflower sensibilities and become the seductress she never imagined she could be. The only trouble will be finding the perfect way to meet him . . . 


Sex is easy for millionaire entrepreneur Trey Riordan. Finding something of substance, however, seems impossible. That is until a simple night of reading at a local coffee shop turns into something far steamier when a beautiful brunette comes by – and leaves a note telling him to look out his bedroom window at eleven o’clock. But when the time comes, neither of them will be truly ready for what follows . . . 


Discover the other captivating titles by Beth Kery: Make Me, The Affair, the One Night of Passion series, and her bestselling erotically charged series which began with Because You Are Mine.




In deepest gratitude to my husband,
who is the continual source of my romantic
inspiration and support




PROLOGUE


Eleanor awakened at two thirty a.m. from a deep sleep. Had she sensed a light going on outside the bedroom window?


Maybe your voyeuristic instincts are sharpening.


She smirked at the thought. Common sense made her hesitate for a moment. Eleanor was known for being even-keeled and rational, after all. But it wasn’t logic that made her throw off the covers and glide through the dark room, drawn to the window irrevocably.


Not a sound could be heard in Caddy’s condominium. She and her sister had stayed up late, putting up Caddy’s Christmas tree and drinking hot chocolate. It was an annual tradition. Undoubtedly Caddy slept deeply in the master bedroom suite down the hall, unsuspecting of her sister’s compulsion. If Caddy ever found out why Eleanor had grown to love staying in her guest bedroom so much, she’d be stunned at first, and then burst out with incredulous laughter.


No one would ever suspect practical, bookish Eleanor of such salacious behavior.


She stood at the corner of the window and peered furtively out to the adjacent high-rise. Her entire body quickened.


He’s there. I can see him.


It had happened rarely enough in the past several months, either that he happened to leave his curtains open or that she stayed over in the guest room at Caddy’s. Tonight, the stars had aligned. She looked into a lit, luxurious bedroom, and onto a scene of vibrant, bold sensuality.


She spied into another world.


He came down over the naked woman on the bed. It was a different woman than she’d seen him with before. He had a new lover. His big, lean body and golden-brown coloring created a stunning contrast to the female’s pale ivory skin, jet-black hair and petite proportions. He’d restrained her arms to the bed, but her legs were free. The woman clamped her thighs together and wriggled her hips in response to his mouth trailing across her skin. The man opened his hand on the woman’s pelvis and kept her in place while his mouth fixed on a breast. Eleanor didn’t even know his name, but she sensed something about him at that moment. He didn’t like a woman to twist and writhe while he made love to her. He wanted her to take every ounce of pleasure he gave . . .


. . . And he gave plenty.


His burnished brown head moved subtly, and Eleanor vividly imagined his wet, lashing tongue, his taut sucking. The woman’s back arched off the bed, as if she offered more of herself to him. Eleanor touched the tip of her own breast, wincing as arousal stabbed at her. He’d taken off his shirt but still wore a pair of black pants. His back muscles and powerful arms bunched and flexed as his head moved lower on the woman’s body. His mouth grazed down her sides while his large hands bracketed her tiny waist. One hand detailed the curve of her hip. Whatever he was doing with his mouth made the woman squirm. He held her hips down firmly, continuing his explorations with his mouth. When she writhed against his hold, one hand slid down to her buttock and flexed in a deliberate, greedy gesture. He spanked the flesh—not hard, but briskly—and then squeezed again. Eleanor started and moaned softly. His lover turned her hip on the bed, again offering more of her flesh to him . . . no, begging him to take more.


What would it be like, to be the focus of his pointed hunger? She’d only seen him make love once before, but he always took and gave with such precision. It had been shocking to her upon first viewing it: his masterful, confident handling of a woman’s body. It wasn’t something she’d ever witnessed before, let alone experienced.


The man’s hand coasted up the woman’s thigh and slid between her legs. His mouth continued to caress her belly, waist and hip while his hand moved knowingly.


Eleanor left the shadows like a sleepwalker and pressed her hands to the frigid windowpane, her entire being vibrating with lust and desperate, hopeless longing.




ONE


One year later


Eleanor Briggs thought it fitting that she’d chosen a reading event to make her debut as a sexually confident, “I take what I want when I want it” female. Her entire job revolved around books, after all. Well . . . the part that didn’t involve conserving historical documents, costumes and artifacts, or doing research that would bore most people out of their minds.


In books, whole new worlds were born and new identities created, all through the power of the imagination. What better venue for her to transform herself into a sexual force of nature and worthy bedmate for her obsession, Trey Riordan? If it weren’t for her imagination, the fuel of distilled longing, and perhaps the cruel eye-opening she’d had after the abrupt loss of her sister, she’d never have the nerve to go after an unobtainable dream like him.


Tonight, she moved out of the shadows and officially into the spotlight.


“Are you here for the reading event?” Stacy Moffitt asked her in a bored tone as she slipped an iPad and phone in a manila envelope and wound a numbered string around the enclosure.


Eleanor took heart from Stacy’s lack of attention. Maybe Stacy wouldn’t notice who she was. Stacy worked under Jimmy Garcia. Jimmy was the director of special events at the Illinois Historical Museum, and Eleanor’s longtime friend. Eleanor worked for the museum too, as the conservation and preservation librarian. Jimmy had been called out of town unexpectedly yesterday, which was a good thing for Eleanor. Jimmy was the only other person on earth who knew about her obsession with Trey Riordan. He didn’t, however, know about her aggressive plan for finally getting his attention.


“That’s what I’m here for,” Eleanor told Stacy.


“There’s a strictly enforced ‘no talking’ policy during reading hours. I need you to turn in all cell phones, tablets and computers. This is a technology-free zone. We only want you focusing on your book for the next two hours,” Stacy said in a preachy voice.


“Ah, I get it now. Thus the name of the event: Leave Everything Behind but a Book. Clever,” Eleanor said under her breath as she dug in the Italian designer bag that used to belong to her sister, Caddy. Stacy glanced up at her sarcastic tone. The way Jimmy’s assistant gaped at her disbelievingly was not flattering.


“Eleanor. Is that you?”


“None other,” Eleanor replied grimly, placing her cell phone on the counter. With a furious effort, she held the young woman’s stare. She would not be cowed a mere minute into her performance.


Stacy’s gaze dropped down over her snug suede bodice and the fitted, conservative blazer paired with it. As far as Eleanor knew, her sister Caddy had only worn the outfit once. Eleanor had practically achieved photosynthesis, she’d been so green with envy when she’d watched her sister leave her condo in it. The occasion had been an Odesza concert given by Chicago socialite Sasha Allen Severnsen exclusively for her closest friends in honor of Caddy’s thirty-third birthday. Caddy was always having awesome, glamorous parties thrown for her. Along with the short skirt, dark brown tights and the soft, fitted, beige thigh-high Rockerchick boots, the outfit screamed money, good times, boldness and sex. In other words, it had Caddy stamped all over it.


Stacy’s stare lingered on the tops of Eleanor’s breasts. The suede bodice had cupped them softly in a seduction that was somehow both tasteful and flagrant at once. It wasn’t just a sensual invitation to Trey Riordan either. Eleanor herself was being seduced by the feeling of the suede against her bare breasts.


“That’s quite an outfit,” Stacy finally said disbelievingly as she held out a claim ticket for Eleanor’s phone. “Not your typical work wardrobe, that’s for sure. What’s the occasion?”


Eleanor shrugged, reached into her bag and withdrew her reading choice for the evening. “I’m reading a very sexy book.”


Normally, she wouldn’t have the nerve. It was Caddy’s outfit that made her say it. Ignoring Stacy’s openmouthed shock at her book choice for what was supposed to be a serious, highbrow literary event, Eleanor plucked the claim ticket out of Stacy’s hand and strode into the quickly filling Historic Grounds Coffee Shop. The thigh-high boots she wore were the equivalent of sexual jet fuel. They weren’t “fuck me” boots, necessarily. They had only a half-inch flat heel, but they hugged her legs tightly, showing off their shape. Eleanor would more describe them as “fuck you” boots . . . and maybe “me,” if you’ve got some major balls.


Trey Riordan did. Her fingers were crossed.


It was surprising how easy it was to play the part while wearing Caddy’s clothing. Eleanor suspected this was how all understudies felt when they first donned the star’s wardrobe and felt the rush of an enraptured audience.


Not that she was interested in the audience in general, Eleanor acknowledged as she scanned the crowd and several men’s stares landed on her and stuck. It was flattering, of course. A month ago, she would have grown giddy at the idea of men going glassy-eyed when they looked at her. That was before she’d sampled a couple of the outfits she’d inherited from Caddy and noticed their effect on people.


She should skip ordering coffee, knowing it wasn’t a good idea to add caffeine to her nervous excitement. Her jitters only amplified when she couldn’t locate her target audience. Jimmy had told her Trey Riordan’s name had been the second one on the list when he’d signed up for the Historical Society reading event a month ago. Surely such eagerness implied he wasn’t likely to change his mind? Just as her heart began to sink in disappointment, she saw the back of his golden-brown hair and those edible shoulders beneath a light blue shirt.


How could she have missed him? He was only ten feet away from her. She was used to seeing him from the distance between the two adjacent buildings, that was the problem. Plus, he’d grown even leaner in the past month. His waist appeared especially narrow in comparison to his powerful back and shoulders. Even though he probably had lost negligible weight, his muscles were even more pronounced than they’d been in the past. Eleanor wondered what had him appearing so wiry and fighting lean.


He bent and withdrew a leather-bound book from his briefcase. His close proximity struck her as surreal.


Her heartbeat started to drum in her ears, but whether the rhythm was a death march or a sexual tattoo, Eleanor couldn’t say. I’m going to make a hot mess of this. For a charged few seconds, she experienced a strong urge to run. Sure, she’d dressed in Caddy’s clothes a few times, but only Jimmy and her parents had ever really seen her in them. And with them, it was impossible to thoroughly disguise bookish, distracted Eleanor, whom they knew all too well.


There was still time to run home, cuddle up on her couch with a bag of Cheetos and watch the latest episode of The Librarians.


But as a dazed state of fear descended upon her, she found her vision narrowing on Trey’s riot of burnished brown waves of hair. It wasn’t long, but it wasn’t close-clipped either. It symbolized his irreverent, carelessly sexy style: the hallmark of a corporate rebel. It looked so soft, especially in comparison to those wide, very solid shoulders. What she wouldn’t dare, to sink her fingers into that thick, tousled hair and dig her nails into that muscular, rippling back, urging him on while he drove his cock into her body.


God, I hope this works.


She had good reason to worry. For more than a month now, he’d typically been alone when he’d entered the penthouse late at night. He watched television alone, ate alone and slept alone. He pleasured himself alone. That memory would burn her until her dying day, it’d been scorched so deep in her brain.


Still, Trey Riordan wasn’t the type of man to stay solitary for long. He was the brilliant bad-boy entrepreneur. He’d been at the center of the Scarpetti twin controversy after being photographed with the heiress sisters in flagrante delicto behind the curtain of an upscale club in Rome. Trey wasn’t anywhere near as famous as the Scarpetti twins. Yet a recent survey had calculated that the seminude, viral photo of him and the gorgeous twin sisters was unique, because it was prized equally among males and females across the globe.


No, a man like Trey didn’t stay partnerless for long. Her entire performance tonight was solely to encourage him to abandon his flirtation with celibacy and indulge in the delights of the flesh once again.


With her.


She hoped she was one of those rare females who made it to Trey Riordan’s bed more than once, but she wasn’t holding her breath. Surely one ride on that man-coaster would be enough to silence this uncustomary, uncontrollable hunger of hers. One thing was for certain: he’d never have a more appreciative lover.


For over a year now, Eleanor’s obsession with him had taken root and flourished. But to this day, she’d never looked into his eyes. That simple fact festered.


She inhaled, breathing in determination.


The boots seemed to strut her instead of her strutting in them. She jogged up two stairs and slid into a window seat at a small table just eight or so feet in front of Riordan. Unfortunately, all of the lounging chairs were taken, but maybe that was for the best. A puffy armchair might block her performance from her target audience in a way that an armless wooden one wouldn’t.


She swung her bag onto the back of the chair, her heart fluttering uncomfortably in her chest. As if she had all the time in the world, she smoothed her long, loose curls over her shoulder in seeming distraction, pausing over the sensation of the strands’ texture. It’d been part of her act, but she was surprised to feel just how soft and sexy her hair felt sliding against her fingertips.


She knew the precise moment when Trey’s stare landed on her. It was the moment her cheek tickled in awareness and her breasts suddenly felt obvious and swollen in the suede cradle of the bodice. She suppressed a strong urge to finally look point-blank into his eyes. Don’t blow it, Eleanor. Trey Riordan cut his teeth on some of the boldest femme fatales in the world. You’ve only got one first time.


Slowly, she crossed her legs, feeling her skirt ride higher on her thigh. When she felt air brush against the strip of skin at the top of her thigh-high tights, she ran her fingertips across it in a seemingly distracted gesture. Her bare skin felt smooth and warm. Her clit prickled. She instinctively clamped her thighs tight to alleviate that pinch of excitement. Perhaps it was that she knew Trey’s stare was on her at that moment, or maybe it was because for the first time in her life she wasn’t wearing any underwear in public, but the sexual charge she experienced was shockingly strong.


Keeping her stare demurely lowered, she reached into her bag and pulled out the coup de grace: her newly purchased copy of the hugest source of derisive jokes, critical outrage and horniness in recent history, the cultural phenomenon Born to Submit. Due to her voyeurism, she knew firsthand the topic might capture Trey’s attention. Again, she ran her fingertips over the strip of silky skin between the hem of her skirt and the top of her thigh-highs.


Making sure that Trey could see the cover, she opened the book to page one.


It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be in want of a wife.


Trey Riordan read the first line of Pride and Prejudice and smirked. He hadn’t realized Jane Austen had a sense of humor. Maybe that’s why ninety percent of the women he’d ever known adored this book. No, that wasn’t it. It was because of the romance that women loved it. When women talked about Pride and Prejudice, they did so with a faraway look and a little Mona Lisa smile. It wasn’t an expression he much associated with himself or his relationships. There was nothing mysterious about what he typically inspired in a woman.


Not that he was complaining, of course. What kind of idiot would whine over the fact that the most common reaction he drew from women was hunger? A hunger to screw, sure, but also apparently a hunger to monopolize, to control all of his time and his attention, to trap him into something he wasn’t interested in . . . to squash his very spirit.


Clearly, he was not attracting the right kind of female.


It was either that, or his problems were far more serious. There was a very good possibility that he just wasn’t meant for the long term.


That’s why he’d made a conscious effort a month ago to step back from women and dating and examine what the hell he was doing with his life. Because the sad truth was he was complaining, wasn’t he? He’d grown frustrated and listless in regard to smokinghot but brittle, unsatisfying relationships. His dating life had grown as stale as week-old pizza . . . and about as nutritive to his well-being.


For more than a decade, the success ran just as thick as the stream of women and easy sex. He’d come into money and a kind of minor fame as a carefree, partying twenty-one-year-old when he first created BandBook, a mixture of a social and career Internet platform that hosted pages for musicians and bands. The site became popular for its original customers: people looking to book a band or musician for an event. But with its sophisticated search options, videos and the audience rating and comments feature, BandBook quickly earned a reputation as being a pulse-taker of popular culture. His start-up company became a go-to site for talent scouts looking for the next hot thing. It’d taken off like a rocket, and Trey had soon expanded the applications to other groups, like actors, artists and filmmakers. Since then, his newly consolidated company, TalentNet, had gone global. Today, Trey was proud to say that dozens of bands, musicians and other artists credited TalentNet with their first big break into celebrity status.


But he wasn’t that smart-mouthed, cocky, oversexed kid who had unexpectedly discovered entrepreneurial gold anymore. After losing two friends recently, along with a couple of ugly, messy breakups in a row, it had started to dawn on him how empty and unsatisfied his relationships with women were leaving him.


So he’d vowed to take a sexual sabbatical.


Almost five weeks without sex. It’d been hard, of course, but he’d kept his eye on the prize. If he wasn’t cut out to be in a serious relationship, best he figured that out now. And if he was? Well, he wasn’t ever going to achieve the gratification of a meaningful relationship until he broke his old patterns and figured out what he wanted . . .


And what women wanted, of course.


Romance. That was what he suspected they wanted. He wasn’t entirely sure what the meaning of the word was. He couldn’t help but feel that he’d never really appreciated the inner workings of the female mind. He’d certainly never been in a relationship that resembled anything close to what his father and mother, or what his sister and her husband, shared. Like his perennially single but never alone older brother, Kevin, Trey worried he’d missed out on the meaningful relationship gene.


It was time to do a serious self-examination and personal overhaul. So far, that had involved working out for an extra hour every day at the gym, because it was hell being a celibate thirty-three-year-old healthy man. He had a shitload of sexual energy to burn.


Self-improvement also meant taking a class on degenerate art at the Art Institute and enrolling in an advanced tai chi class that emphasized the meditative aspects. It included daily practice on his guitar and focusing again on writing music, another thing he had abandoned by the wayside in the energy-sucking process of developing, expanding and steering TalentNet for more than a decade. He’d reapplied himself to his massive music collection too, relearning the medium that he loved and that had originally made his career.


Trey also possessed a respectable personal library in his home. That library had started to represent everything he’d begun to resent about his life. Recently he’d realized that he hadn’t actually read anything of significance in almost a year. The library had become a decoration, a novelty talking point when he gave a guest a tour of the penthouse. When he’d started BandBook twelve years ago, he used to regularly inhale three or four books a week: great works of philosophy, literature and history, and biographies of the world’s movers and shakers.


Now, the only action his library was getting was his maid’s weekly dusting. God, it was lame. He was.


That’s why when he’d seen the ad for Leave Everything Behind but a Book, he’d signed up immediately. It was the prod he needed. The concept was that while people might want to get around to reading that one particular book collecting shelf dust, it was hard to do so in this busy, technology-ridden world, especially during the frantic holiday season, which was just around the corner. The museum came up with a simple idea: grab that book you’ve been meaning to read forever, check your technology at the door, sit your ass down in a chair and pledge to read for two hours, two nights a week for two weeks in the company of like-minded, committed readers.


With his commitment not only to self-improvement, but to understanding the mysteries of the female mind a little better, Trey had chosen Pride and Prejudice as his book for the event. He’d never read it in his life, despite all the cultural references to it. He didn’t get its appeal; he often didn’t get women; women loved Pride and Prejudice.


It couldn’t be more obvious he should be reading this damn book.


By the end of the short first chapter, Trey was feeling mildly optimistic. He hadn’t encountered the adored Lizzy yet, let alone any of the famed romance, but it was entertaining watching Mr. Bennet verbally dance circles around his stupid wife. He flipped the page to Chapter Two, and that’s when it happened.


His attention fractured at movement: a purse swinging at the very top of his vision. He glanced up distractedly and did a double take.


Oh no.


No, no, no. This was not good. What had he done to deserve this?


Realizing he was gaping, he lowered his head back to the book, but his gaze shot back up over his reading glasses. He watched, his mouth going dry. The newly arrived bombshell who sat just feet away from him pushed a sexy mane of loose chestnut brown curls behind her shoulder. A rebellious, glossy tendril remained. She slid her fingers down the smooth length distractedly and let it fall on the upper curve of a mouthwatering breast. Lust poured through him, the strength of it surprising him a little.


Sweet Jesus. She wore some kind of tight suede vest under her blazer, like a modernized, chic version of those lace-up bustiers women used to wear on the covers of those old-fashioned bodiceripper romance novels. She crossed her legs. He went rigid.


Everywhere.


Her legs were slender and about a mile long. She wore a pair of tight, supple suede boots that rose several inches past her knees. When she crossed her legs, the tops of her thigh-high stockings eased into view . . . along with a strip of golden, gleaming skin. She distractedly glided her fingers across the tops of her thigh-highs. His cock jumped higher to attention.


Realizing he was staring, he lowered his head and covertly traced the profile of her face from beneath a lowered brow. She wasn’t your standard beauty, but that made her even more of a knockout. Unique. Exotic. Off the charts on the sexy factor: Those were a few descriptors that came to his mind. Her neck was slender and graceful, her facial features delicate and finely wrought. He couldn’t get over the color and quality of her skin. It was a feature meant to be flaunted. She looked like she’d tan easily, but refrained from roasting in the sun. The result was a smooth, satiny texture and a pale gold, dewy glow. His gaze stuck on the expanse of skin at her chest and the incredible tease of the upper swells of her breasts in that suede lace-up vest-thingy she wore. She’d be so soft there, her curving flesh firm and velvety against his lips and tongue. He imagined unlacing that vest and exposing the treasure of her breasts, cradling them in his hands and then—


He abruptly became aware of his runaway fantasizing. Was this some kind of a joke? How was he supposed to concentrate on reading a book with this goddess just feet away? It’d be torture enough if he hadn’t sworn off sex for the past month, but considering the circumstances, this was nothing less than downright cruelty.


He glanced aside, half expecting someone to be filming his lechery. Unfortunately, he wasn’t unfamiliar with the possibility. Some joker to the left of him stared at the woman in slack-jawed wonder, his book forgotten in his lap: The Iliad. Trey suppressed a strong urge to laugh. And he’d thought he had it bad trying to comprehend a word of Pride and Prejudice with sex personified sitting just feet away. A quick survey of the room told him that the woman was having a similar effect on more than half a dozen other helpless saps.


Forget it. Forget about her. You came here to read. Remember, the self-improvement campaign?


Right. Focus.


Mr. Bennet was among the earliest of those who waited on Mr. Bingley.


What? Who was Mr. Bingley, and who was this waiter, Mr. Bennet? Why should Trey care? He read the line again, but apparently, his brain had been turned to sex mush.


Sometimes, it was just plain shit being a guy.


Movement caught his eye again and he glanced up against his will. The goddess was pulling her book out of an expensive handbag. (He’d bought enough designer purses as gifts for girlfriends over the years to know that the woman’s bag did not come cheap.) His stare got stuck on her legs. She must be pretty tall to have legs that long. Five foot eight or nine? At six three, he liked a tall woman . . . liked the feeling of long, strong legs wrapped around him, pulling him deep. He liked seeing them spread-eagled and tied to his bed too. He’d love to see this woman in that position. The boots? Hell yeah, he’d keep those on, right along with those stockings.


She settled into the wooden chair, shifting her hips ever so slightly. Ever so distractingly. The stockings she wore weren’t lacy lingerie; they were opaque. In combination with the boots, short skirt and legs that seemed to extend all the way up to her armpits, they struck him as ridiculously sexy. His gaze locked on the juncture of smooth, toned thighs. His mind zeroed in on what was snuggled in that dark, tight crevice. She shifted her hips again slightly, as if she was getting friction on her pussy, stimulating herself ever so subtly.


Not that she was getting off on exhibiting herself so enticingly, of course. That was just his filthy man brain pulsing with hormones and going into overdrive.


Wasn’t it?


She set her book on the top of her thigh and opened it, the cover facing him. He immediately recognized what was quickly becoming an iconic cover. Born to Submit.


You have got to be fucking kidding me.


He started to sweat. He hadn’t read it, any more than he’d read Pride and Prejudice. Both the book he held in his hands and the one she held in hers were considered women’s reading, even if they were drastically different in content. Of course, he, along with every other salivating schmo in this coffee shop, knew that Born to Submit was about sex. Raw, hardcore BDSM. Trey didn’t consider himself to be some kind of card-carrying BDSM master, but he enjoyed being the dominant in the bedroom.


He was aware of the cultural buzz about the book, the massive sales figures, the talk shows, the Saturday Night Live and YouTube spoofs, the snarky newspaper and magazine articles. But he’d never thought about it much until tonight, seeing it in this woman’s hands. Surely she knew what the book involved too. Yet she’d brought it to a high-minded reading event at a museum.


Well, she was wearing that sexy, sophisticated outfit, wasn’t she? This was no naïve little girl.


Then she began to read, and Trey found himself doubting. He had the bizarre thought that the somber, endearing expression she wore while she focused on the page was a completely natural one for her. This was how she looked often: sweet and sexy and utterly absorbed in her task, her succulent, full mouth pursed ever so slightly, her brow wrinkled with the innocent hunger of curiosity.


Suddenly, she looked up and met his stare dead on. He started slightly at being caught red-handed at gawping. Huge greenish gold eyes—cat’s eyes—held him in their hypnotic trap, making it impossible to look away. Then she smiled, slow and sexy, the widening of her pink lips corresponding with the swelling of his erection.


And he wondered how the hell he could have ever thought she seemed innocent.




TWO


Blue.


Trey Riordan possessed the most amazing pair of clear, cobalt blue eyes. They seemed to see straight through her.


Eleanor had been dubbed shy as a child. As an adult, she preferred to call herself reserved, or possibly just extremely discerning about to whom she opened up. Whatever her excuse du jour, the truth was that self-consciousness usually overwhelmed her when she met an attractive man’s stare. At twenty-eight years old, this particular trait had grown beyond annoying, but she couldn’t seem to prevent it. Her gaze typically skipped off a man’s interested glance like a nervous twitch.


Miraculously, that didn’t happen with Trey. Instead, she sunk into his direct stare.


His dark-rimmed glasses were swoonworthy. He didn’t wear them in his bedroom that she’d ever seen, or when he was making love to a woman. She’d seen photos of him before, once in Rolling Stone magazine and another time in Forbes in an article entitled “Trey Riordan and TalentNet, Rocking the Online Artist Scene.” But she’d never seen him wear glasses. She couldn’t have guessed at the impact of his eyes, either from those photos or her bouts of voyeurism into his bedroom window. She sensed his intelligence in his gaze, the crystal-clear acuity of his mind. Her smile came naturally, along with a rush of warmth that suffused her limbs and chest.


Her sex.


Before she knew how far she’d sunk into his eyes, they suddenly turned smoky. Hot. It hit her that she was sharing a steamy stare with Trey Riordan. As if he’d experienced a similar shock to the flesh, he started slightly. Her gaze popped off his face before she could stop it. Damn it, stop being so jumpy. She was supposed to be a bold, experienced woman, not a skittish virgin. Not that she was a virgin, of course. Even if she did sometimes feel like she was the next closest thing to one.


Forcing herself not to look away from him entirely, her gaze slid down his mouthwatering, cut torso to the book he held on one long, jean-covered thigh. He abruptly moved the open book a few inches so that it blocked his crotch. She caught the title.


Pride and Prejudice?


You’ve got to be kidding me.


She’d pegged him for committing to reading a book on technology and its interface with art and creativity, a weighty history or maybe even a Hemingway novel that he’d always wanted to finish. But Pride and Prejudice, that beacon of feminine escape and pleasure, not to mention Eleanor’s favorite book of all time? It was disorienting, almost as if he’d been the one to arrive here tonight with the explicit purpose of seducing her versus the other way around.


She glanced back up at his face again. His brow knitted slightly in consternation above his glasses. She realized belatedly he’d noticed her amazed expression upon seeing his book choice. Worried she’d exposed her hand yet again, Eleanor forced her attention back to page one of her book.






Have you ever met a person that completely altered you, to such a degree that you left your everyday self behind and did something outrageous? Exciting?


Forbidden?


That’s what happened to me when I first laid eyes on my boss, Xander MacKenna. I took one look into eyes as black and deep as the devil’s own, and in the seconds it took me to catch my breath, I’d become his slave. Mock me if you will. Call me spineless or a naïve young fool. Label me a sick nymphomaniac if it makes you feel better. But know this. I’m free now, thanks to his touch and his punishments, his harsh commands and his epic tenderness.


And after you hear my true story, I dare you not to envy me.








She resisted rolling her eyes and smirking. Well, Ms. Andora St. Honore certainly knew how to set a stage, Eleanor thought wryly. Maybe it was a cliché, but it was an arousing one. Even though she was amused by the introduction, she was also titillated. Still, she was more focused on Trey than the book. Her awareness was like iron, and he was a powerful magnet. It was like his gaze tied it all together: him, her, the book. Every cell in her body seemed to orient itself in his direction.


She glanced up cautiously and saw that he was staring directly at her crossed thighs and crotch. She read pure male hunger in his expression.


He wanted her.


Her clit pinched in arousal. She wiggled her hips slightly to alleviate the ache, and suddenly his gaze shot to her face.


You are the most beautiful, exciting man I’ve ever seen. I just want to bite you all over.


The force behind her thought was so precise, so powerful, Eleanor felt like she’d just yelled the truth of her lechery out loud to the whole room. Her eyes widened in alarm. Trey Riordan knew what she was thinking. He had to, given the potency of her desire. She stared at her book, seeing nothing. Overwhelmed by mixed self-consciousness and excitement, she flipped a thin section of pages, trying to even her erratic breathing. She read nervously.






“I’m not trying to humiliate you, Katherine. But a woman who makes such obvious mistakes repeatedly is searching for an obvious consequence.”


I held my ground in front of his desk, but Xander’s midnight eyes burned me deep. I knew what was about to happen. I craved it as much as I feared it.


“What consequence is that?” I asked, my head held high.


“I’m going to punish you. I’m going to lay you across my lap and spank you.”


Lust bit at me. I wanted to put my hand between my thighs and rub myself to silence that horrible wanting. But I couldn’t. I was too proud.


“Like hell you are.”


“Like hell I am,” he said, standing behind his desk. I was reminded of how tall he was. How intimidating . . . how beautiful. “Come here.” He put out his hand, beckoning me to him. I stood there, wild with wanting, but afraid to commit to my secret desire.


Suddenly, his hard, unyielding expression altered. Was that compassion that glowed in his amazing eyes?


“You can walk away, of course,” he said, his deep, rough voice caressing my prickling skin. “But you have courage, Katya. I saw that in you from the first. Take a deep breath.” I inhaled shakily. “Good. Now come to me.”


Something inside me had awakened when he called me by what became his pet name for me for the first time. Katya. It sounded a little like my name, but it was different, like he’d recognized a woman inside me that I hadn’t, as if he’d seen a secret woman hiding beneath my skin, a more exciting one. The syllables rolling off his tongue were a call . . . a spell, licking some deep, secret place in my soul, melting my fear. I found myself walking around his desk, unable to look away from his dark, compelling stare.


“Lift your skirt to your waist,” he said.








Someone coughed loudly, fracturing Eleanor’s attention. She looked up and saw a bearded man’s face in the crowded coffee house, his stare on her eager . . . a little manic, the truth be told. He’d been the one to cough in order to get her attention. Her gaze darted to Trey. He was turned in profile, but he looked at her at the same moment she looked at him. He too had glanced up from his reading when the guy had coughed. She rolled her eyes slightly and smiled. He smiled back.


Incredulous euphoria shot through her.


The book had been steamy, but the quick, nonverbal exchange with Trey was much hotter. Maybe it was because although he was a stranger, she knew so many private things about him. Once, she’d watched, her heart in her throat, while Trey had positioned a naked, curvaceous blonde bent over his bed. Then he’d spanked her while he’d pleasured her with a vibrator.


Afterward, he’d taken her hard and thoroughly. Eleanor still recalled the woman’s openmouthed expression of unbearable bliss. It had excited her beyond belief.


He had. He had a way in the bedroom, there was no doubt about it.


Presently, Trey’s gaze remained steady on her. He had an easygoing, laidback manner that was about a hair’s-breadth thick. At least that’s how it seemed to her. Beneath that golden, bad-boy persona, she sensed his simmering focus. She realized the insides of her naked thighs were damp with a layer of perspiration . . . and arousal.


His glance flickered down to her book. She read curiosity in his gaze . . . a little amusement. Or was it a silent question? She looked down at his book pointedly—he was still holding it on his thighs, blocking the view of his crotch from her. She arched her eyebrows. His smile widened, and she knew he’d read her amused counter query about his reading choice for the event.


Hiding her grin, she determinedly turned her attention to her book. He was definitely nibbling at the hook. Reeling him in at the right moment was the delicate part.


It was quite a challenge, reading the erotic scene where Xander had Katya lie in his lap and spanked her bare bottom while she writhed around in mounting excitement, all the while knowing Trey Riordan was watching her. Part of her was triumphant, though, as mean as that was. All those times she’d watched him while he made those other women scream, and she’d been forced to watch.


And suffer.


Now the tables had been turned, hadn’t they?


By the time she’d almost finished the spanking scene, her cheeks were hot from arousal. Xander finally gave Katya what she needed by bringing her to climax with his hand at the end of her punishment.


At the end of the chapter, she found herself biting down on her lower lip. Did she think she’d cry out in ecstasy, like Katya did as she exploded with pleasure? Maybe so, because her sex was on fire.


She glanced up furtively, still biting down on her lower lip. Vaguely, she was aware that several men’s faces were turned her way, but she only had eyes for Trey. His stare on her was unguarded now . . . even hotter and sharper than before.


She reacted purely on instinct. Entranced by what she read in his gaze, she slowly uncrossed her legs and swiveled slightly in her chair, so that she directly faced Trey. There was nothing obstructing his view, even if there was plenty keeping others from witnessing her outrageous behavior.


She opened her thighs several inches, feeling the cool air tickle her aching, naked sex.


He pulsed with lust. Thank God for this otherwise worthless book, because it was the only thing partially shielding the huge tent in his jeans. Had he ever had such a raging erection in public? He didn’t think so. Because in the past, he would have done something about it. But presently, he couldn’t move. He was a complete hostage to her. God he hurt, watching in enthralled fascination as the woman submersed herself in the pages. At first, her fingers played with that curl that fell distractingly across the swell of her breast. After a minute, however, she gripped both sides of the book tightly, like she was steadying herself for a bumpy ride.


He knew she was reading an erotic scene, of course. He knew it from the way her cheeks, lips and chest flushed with color and her breathing grew slightly erratic. When she bit down on her lower lip with small white teeth and tensed her thighs, he thought for a frantic moment he was going to come in his pants like some kind of horny, thwarted teenager.


He couldn’t believe how quickly she’d turned him into a rutting pig, when his intentions in coming here had been so pure. For a few seconds, his irritation at her for making him want her so much cut through his intense lust.


Until she looked up and met his stare, and he saw that her heat equaled his.


Until she slowly turned in her chair, as though she were in a trance, and spread her thighs. Her skirt eased up her legs another inch higher. His heart seized. His cock jumped eagerly.


The little tease wasn’t wearing any underwear.


The cleft between her thighs was shadowy. He strained to see, all the while holding his breath. Jesus. He wiped the perspiration off his upper lip, his brain and body buzzing in furious arousal. Not only was she not wearing underwear, she was shaved. He could just make out the shape of her smooth labia. He tried to peer through the shadows, desperate, but he couldn’t make out any more detail. Just the glimpse was enough, though. It was more than enough, the state she’d put him in. Was it his sex-revved imagination, or were those delicate folds of flesh glistening from arousal? She resituated her book on her upper thigh, shifting her hips slightly. Air popped out of his lungs. His cock raged.


He glanced up at her face. She wore a small, smug smile.


He snarled slightly. Her grin vanished.


She had him on a goddamned hook, and she knew it. He’d like to turn her over his knee, and then give her what she deserved.


Every blessed inch of it.


She’s turning me into a sex-crazed lunatic, right here in the midst of a hushed reading event.


He blinked in surprise when he recognized anxiety flashing across her face. Abruptly, his personal view of heaven was gone. She’d turned stiffly in her chair. Now she shoved her book into her purse. He started at her jerky movement, guilt sweeping through him.


Had he scared her? He had been snarling at her like he was about to eat her up in one bite. Her averted face and furtive movements as she dug around in her purse alarmed him. He started to get up—he wasn’t sure what he planned to say or do, as this was a no-talking zone. A middle-aged woman to the left of him glanced up from her book. Her gaze slid down his body to the giant bulge in his jeans. Her eyes widened.


He plopped back down into his chair, opening his book on his thighs rapidly to block her view of his crotch. The woman noticed the title on his book. She gave him that disgusted female glare reserved solely for perverts.


Great, he seethed. Now he was the pond slime who dared to read this revered feminine homage to romance and get a chubby from it.


He saw the gorgeous woman stand abruptly. She slung her bag over her shoulder. Shit. She was leaving early. And all he could do was sit here and hide his raging erection. She’s coming this way. He’d stop her as she passed. No way he was going to let her get away. Not a chance. But as she came within feet of him, those long legs motoring, he realized she was pointedly avoiding looking at him. She was just in front of him.


Do something, idiot.


She dropped her arm as she swept past him. He glanced over his shoulder, stunned by the quickness of her departure, not to mention the tongue-tying rear view of strutting long legs and a twitching, tight ass.


Planning to rush after her, he leaned down to shove his book in his briefcase, outraged female onlooker be damned. He paused in a bent-over position when he noticed the folded piece of paper on the low coffee table in front of him. It hadn’t been there before. Slowly, he straightened and picked it up, opening the note. There was only one sentence written in a hasty but elegant hand.






Look out your bedroom window at eleven o’clock tonight and you’ll see everything that you only caught a glimpse of just now.










His bedroom window? What the hell did that mean?


He glanced up in bemusement just in time to see the woman snatch the envelope that stored her personal technology from the female attendant. In the time it took him to grab his briefcase and coat off the back of the chair, she was out of the coffee shop.


He headed straight for the exit, telling himself he’d come back for his tablet and phone. He was cut off in his pursuit just outside the door when a youngish, black-haired bearded guy bumped into him roughly and jogged ahead of him without an apology.


“Take it easy,” Trey remonstrated, recognizing him as the coughing man who’d been salivating over Sexy Boots just minutes ago. The man continued on his mission unfazed, however, running through the museum’s circular lobby and making a beeline for a bank of glass doors leading to LaSalle Street. Trey glimpsed a long mane of brown hair and scissoring boots rushing out the doors just feet ahead of him.


Sure, he empathized with any guy’s enthusiasm to catch up to her. Who better? But he didn’t like the dude’s rabid, aggressive pursuit, especially when the woman didn’t look like she wanted to be caught.


“Hey. I’m talking to you,” Trey shouted. He sprinted and caught the guy’s arm just as he plowed through the glass doors after the female. The man whipped his head around, frowning furiously at being interrupted while on the hunt. His foot stuck at the bottom of the door, keeping it propped open. “Just let her go, man.”


“Let go, asshole,” the guy seethed. Trey held on to his flailing arm securely, however, glancing behind him onto the street. He saw a cab fly up to the curb. The woman flung open the back door.


Trey only let go of the man once she was in the cab and the door was shut. He transferred his hand to the handle on the door. The guy staggered a few steps toward the street, only to see the cab pull away from the curb. He turned to Trey, his mouth opening to spew accusations at him, no doubt.


“She didn’t want to be caught. That wasn’t part of her game,” Trey interrupted. He waited tensely while the guy’s gaze lowered over him, probably assessing his chances in a fight. Black Beard exhaled, wilting a little.


“How the hell do you know what she wanted?” the guy muttered resentfully under his breath before he reentered the door. He stalked away through the lobby. Trey gritted his teeth, tamping down his irritation. He stood there in the opened door for several seconds, letting the cold November air cool off both his lust and his stupid flash of aggression.


Maybe the guy had been right. Who knew what a woman like that wanted? She’d been teasing not just him, but the entire room, mercilessly. She was just another manipulative man-eater, exactly the type of woman he was trying to avoid at all costs.


He was sick of playing conniving females’ games. He was tired of letting his cock dictate his life. At eleven o’clock tonight, his curtains were going to be drawn tight. As penance for his idiocy, maybe he’d force himself to read Pride and Prejudice again.


The vision of the woman reading that racy book with that open, almost innocent expression of curiosity crossed his brain, as did the potent recollection of her obvious mounting arousal as she flipped the pages. Christ, she’d been sexy.


She may have held all the cocks in that room at her mercy, but she gave the note to you.


His thought sobered him. It signified that he wasn’t entirely free of her hook.


Not by a long shot.


Eleanor paced back and forth while she bit at her thumbnail, the Rockerchick boots beating a path on the wood floor of her kitchen.


“Just because I felt like I was in over my head all of a sudden doesn’t mean Trey knew it. All he knows is that I walked out early from the event. But I left the note. Everyone always says I think too much. That’s all that’s happening, right?” she muttered under her breath and abruptly turned to retrace her path.


She scowled, because silence wasn’t much of an answer.


It was an uncomfortable recent realization that she’d started talking to herself more and more. That hadn’t stopped Eleanor from doing it regularly ever since she’d moved into Caddy’s place.


The big condominium often made her feel very alone.


“It doesn’t matter, does it?” she continued shakily. The fact of the matter was she knew next to nothing about Trey Riordan other than she lusted after him with an obsessive focus. Guessing his motivations was a pointless exercise. “Either he’ll look out his bedroom window at eleven o’clock because he’s interested, or he won’t. And I will have blown it from the first.”


She glanced at the kitchen clock and saw that it was ten forty-five. Anxiety boiled in her belly.


He’d definitely been interested. True, Eleanor had quite an imagination at times. It helped to have the ability to dream a little when she was down in the museum’s basement all alone in the cataloguing or storage rooms, her only company her beloved photographs, costumes, ephemera and books. But she hadn’t imagined Trey Riordan’s attention and arousal. Yes. Arousal. His stare on her had seemed to burn a hole straight down to her core.


She took a step back on the shining wood floor, glancing down the length of the glamorous condominium. Caddy had married young and been divorced by the time she was twenty-four. Her husband, Clarke Green, had been a good deal older than Caddy, not to mention a hell of a lot wealthier. He’d let go of his young bride with a sad sense of fatalism and provided well for her in the divorce. Caddy had gotten the condo in the agreement along with a healthy alimony.


Eleanor still couldn’t get over the fact that the posh playgirl condo was hers. Would she always feel like a guest here? Would it always seem like Caddy was just away on a business trip or luxurious vacation and would return any minute to entertain Eleanor with a story about someone famous she’d met or some new club or restaurant she’d tried?


Somehow, being the wallflower librarian little sister hadn’t been so bad when Caddy was alive. Sure, she’d envied her sister, but she’d been crazy proud of her too. They were very close. It was impossible not to love Caddy. Everyone said so. Even Clarke Green had seemed to come to the sad realization that his vibrant young wife shouldn’t be caged up like a rare, beautiful bird. Caddy was so full of warmth and sensuality, joy and fun. She was meant to fly free.


“What would you do if you were me, Caddy?” she whispered to the empty condominium.


“I’d go shake my ass off. Go for it, Nora. Turn on the music and let loose. Have some fun. Make Trey Riordan sweat.”


She could perfectly imagine Caddy’s dark brown eyes sparkling with mischief at the last, see the curve of her naughty smile.


How could someone so full of life possibly be gone? Vanished, like some kind of cruel magic trick? Once the ovarian cancer was diagnosed, it had taken its toll with shocking rapidity. After only three months, Eleanor and her parents had been left stunned and empty-handed, wondering what the hell had just happened to them.


She recalled vividly what Caddy had said to her in the week before she died, before her limbs had started to go cold and she grew so sleepy and confused it was as if she were sampling the death state before committing to it completely.


“We all only have so much time here on this planet,” she’d said to Eleanor. “Problem is, we don’t know when our last days will be. I have no regrets. Well, at least very few,” she’d added, laughing with effort. “I lived every day to its fullest.”


Their clasped hands had been lying on top of the hospital bed. When Caddy’d squeezed her, Eleanor knew she wanted her to look at her face. Eleanor had kept her eyes downcast, however. They were full of tears, and she hadn’t wanted Caddy to see her crying. She didn’t want her sister to witness her lack of courage.


“You have so much to offer, Nora. Why don’t you leave that underworld of your job? Live in the sunlight a little, sweetie. Look life full in the face and never blink. Take a bite out of it while you have the chance, and think of me while you’re doing it.”


Presently, Eleanor noticed the glass of wine she’d poured herself upon arriving at the condo. She’d left it untouched until now. Slowly, she picked it up.


“Here’s to you, Caddy,” she whispered.


She took a deep draw on the wine and walked out of the kitchen, her pace picking up when she reached the living room. She punched a button on the stereo, and the condo was filled with the pulse of a driving dance beat. It was the music to which she’d been practicing her aerobics routine.


Her strip aerobics routine.


She took another drink of wine. I hope you’re there, Trey. Because I’m going to be.


She marched to the bathroom to apply the finishing touches for her performance.


When she left the bathroom at a minute before eleven o’clock she was still nervous, but excited by her daring plan as well. A half glass of wine and the music had fortified her.


She went to the living room and started the music again at the beginning. The dance beat throbbed in her head . . . seemingly in her very blood. She inhaled for strength and started down the hallway. Her hair had been brushed and fluffed, and she’d reapplied her makeup. She’d spritzed her perfume on her neck, even though Trey would never know what she smelled like from his penthouse in the high-rise next door. She’d applied the perfume after another remembered tip from Caddy: “Every detail about your presentation when you go out, including your perfume, should be for your pleasure, and yours alone. If you think you’re beautiful and sexy, so will everyone else.”


She definitely felt sexy at the moment. If Trey Riordan didn’t think so, it was his damn problem.


Right.


She ignored the sarcastic voice in her head. The music goaded her on.


She’d made some wardrobe alterations. Her jacket was gone, leaving her chest, arms and shoulders bare above the snug suede lace-up bodice. Instead of the dark brown thigh-highs, she now wore a pair of sheer white ones. She’d practiced in them before, and knew they’d stay put during her dance routine. Plus, Trey would be in the high-rise next door to her building. The paler hose on her legs would project across the distance better than a dark pair. She’d replaced the boots with a sexy pair of suede pumps that included ankle straps. She thought of them as her dancing shoes, because they definitely put her in the right mood for strip aerobics.


It was just one of the many eye-opening discoveries she’d made after inheriting Caddy’s Gold Coast condominium and everything in it following her death. She’d found several of Caddy’s workout routines cued up on her television in her workout room. As kids, their mother had herded Caddy and Eleanor into dance lessons. She and her sister occasionally took a dance exercise class together at the gym or worked out with a dance aerobics video. But Eleanor had never done these workouts with Caddy.


At first, Eleanor had just watched the strip aerobics routines in fascination. It wasn’t long before she was giving it a try, examining her progress closely in the mirrored wall beneath the television screen. She’d practiced her dance every night for a month now . . . ever since she’d heard from Jimmy down at the museum that Trey Riordan had signed up for the book event. That had been when she’d first hatched her plan.


Opening night had finally arrived.
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