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Billionaire Bind: My Billionaire Boss, Part Seven

How many kisses does it take?

One, two, three, four, five.

I dreamed of Jackson Stone tying me up and making me count kisses. Then he turned me over and made me count as he spanked me.

How much will it take?

The dream Jackson whispered to me and dream Delilah must have had it together more than me because she replied:

Everything.

*

I awoke in Jackson Stone’s bed, stretching out like a cat in a sunbeam and then turned over to see he was gone. 

Damn that man!

I sat up, looking for the golden envelope but this time there wasn’t one. I smiled anyway and flopped back down, completely relaxed. I could still feel where he had spanked me yesterday and as I traced my fingers over my rump, the skin tingled. I stayed in bed a few more minutes thinking of nothing in particular before deciding to get up. I slipped out of bed and put on the silk robe that was folded neatly on the chest at the end of the bed before walking over to the window pondering the mysterious Mr. Stone and what he had told me yesterday.

His business partner had seduced his girlfriend all those years ago … and then they’d stayed business partners. Had that been the beginning of the icy wall he built around himself? Or just the final push he needed to cover his heart in iron?

What was I then? Some girl who no money who would take him away from his billions and bring him back to life? He wanted to leave his world and … come build mud-brick houses?

I shook my head and reminded myself that I was working from essentially a ten minute conversation. Someone reveals a tiny bit of information about themselves and then you suddenly think you know them, inside and out. You have the reason to explain who they are and now you view everything about them through that lens. They stop being a complicated individual with a thousand motivations and become a solved puzzle.

I stood at the window and looked down into the garden. There amongst the flourish of colors was the red mud-brick house tangled in vines dripping with blue flowers. 

A girl had broken his heart and he’d built a house to forget her. Or maybe to keep her memory in. Then he’d taken off his armor to reveal some of his past and my only response was to tell him I found contracts with his name on them…

I signed in frustration and how truly dimwitted I’d been and resolved that next time I would just kiss him. Or fuck him. Or make him a sandwich. Anything was better than what I had actually done.

I brushed my fingers over my ass, feeling the faint soreness from yesterday. Not that it had turned out all bad from being an idiot…

I had a quick shower and then wrapped a thick white robe around me before heading downstairs. Yes, it was a work day and yes, I was well past being late to work now but somehow I felt we weren’t going to be heading into the office today. I found Mr. Stone off in the east side of the mansion. He was sitting at a large table, the contracts from the office spread around him. He tapped on the laptop in front of him before looking up as I entered.
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