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Sometimes you
have to fight for what you want.

 


Suzanne Hold is
the co-owner of a well-known modelling agency and now she is dating
her business partner and best friend Christopher Thornton, the man
she has been in love with for ten years. Living together and having
his love is everything Suzanne ever wanted, but Christopher’s
dominant side, and the attention other women give him, are bringing
to the surface a past Suzanne has fought hard to forget.

When
Christopher notices her distress, she must somehow convince him her
pain is not his fault, or watch him walk away in a stubborn effort
to save her.
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Suzanne Hold
flicked the brown curls that stuck to her forehead away from her
face and dabbed first her forehead, then the nape of her neck with
her handkerchief. With her free hand she held onto the handle of
her carry-on bag, which she was pulling behind her as she strode
toward the airport exit. Before she had boarded the plane, she had
called the office to send a driver to pick her up, and when she
walked outside through the double glass doors, her agency’s
limousine was waiting for her.

The driver
stepped out of the car and opened the door for her, giving her a
view of long legs clad in black jeans.

She peeked
inside and at the sight of her boyfriend’s beautiful oval face,
with its straight nose and full mouth, her lips turned upwards on
their own.

Chris returned
her smile. “Hi.”

“Hey.” She gave
her bag to the driver and slipped into the car, on the seat across
from him. “Don’t you have a meeting, right now?”

“I rescheduled
it.”

“I’m flattered,
but was that really necessary?”

The driver
returned to the car and the vehicle began to move.

“Yes.” Chris
pressed a button on the remote control and the tinted glass slid up
between them and the driver. He set the remote control into its
compartment in the door before he leaned forward and his hand
wrapped around hers. He tugged her closer. “I missed you.”

“I was only
gone for two days.”

He tilted his
head and pursed his lips in what appeared to be false annoyance.
“You were supposed to say ‘I missed you too.’”

She smiled and
framed his face with her hands. “Which you know I did,” she said to
him before she pressed a short kiss on his lips.

He widened his
legs, and his hands wove around her arms as he tugged her forward
and down, so that she kneeled between his legs.

“I’m going to
get my new pants dirty.”

“I’ll buy you
new ones.” He cupped the nape of her neck.

“Or get them
dry cleaned.” She rested her hands on his thighs, looking up at
him. At the intensity of his vivid blue eyes her breath hitched,
and warmth bloomed in the pit of her stomach.

“Or that.” He
bent over to kiss her.

This time the
kiss wasn’t a quick brush of mouths, but a heated dance of tongues
that left her breathless and dazed when it ended. She blinked up at
his radiant face and pressed herself closer to him; the edge of the
seat dug into her belly. But it wasn’t just the edge of the seat
that she felt against her. She shifted backwards and lowered her
eyes to his groin. “Do you need any help with that?”

“Yes,
please.”

Her fingers
went to his zipper.

“Not here,
though.” He curled his hand around hers, stopping their movements
while he stroked her neck with the fingers of his free hand. His
mouth brushed her forehead and caressed its way to the temple and
down to her ear, his breath grazed the outer shell of her ear as he
said in a sensual low voice, “I’m afraid that the car is too
confined for the things that I would like to do with you.”

A tremor shook
her frame and heat pooled between her legs. He had the ability to
arouse her only with his voice, something that he was very well
aware of.

He
straightened. His hand slid down her neck to her shoulder, his
thumb stroked the skin at the dip of her collarbone. “It’s good to
have you back.”

“Yeah.” She
smiled and then set her hands on the seat by Chris’s hips to lift
herself up. She was hoping for an elegant lift and slide back onto
her seat, but with her luxuriously curved body she looked more
clumsy than not. She wholeheartedly accepted the fact that she’d
had to wear plus-sized clothes when she was still in high school,
after she almost doubled her body weight in only a few months, but
that didn’t mean that there weren’t moments when she disliked her
body or was embarrassed by it. Unfortunately, these moments had
come more frequently when she started to date the most beautiful
man that she had ever seen, and as the co-owner of a well-known
modelling agency, she had seen many.

Chris’s fingers
came to her aid and gently but firmly guided her to the seat, his
eyes never wavering from her face.

He had said he
loved her, and since his gaze spoke of his love whenever it landed
on her, she never doubted it, but she couldn’t understand what he
saw in her. If one overlooked her weight, she was so average in her
appearance, intelligence and personality. There was nothing special
about her at all. And there was nothing special that she had done
in her life to deserve the love of somebody as perfect as Chris,
either.

“What is
it?”

“Nothing.” She
forced her mouth into a smile.

“Are you
certain?” His hand found hers and he slid his fingers between
hers.

“Yes.”

He raised his
eyebrows, like he didn’t believe her, but then the car stopped and
he turned to the window. “We’re here.”

She looked out
the window and saw that the limousine had parked in front of the
apartment building where Chris had his loft, of which she had
become a resident, at Chris’s insistence, a month ago. “I thought
you were going back to the office.”

“I took the day
off,” he told her.

The driver
opened the door for them, and they climbed out of the car and
waited by it as the man went to the trunk to fetch her bag. Chris
took the bag and dismissed the driver before they strode to the
elevator and took it up to the apartment.

As soon as the
door of the apartment was closed and locked, Chris set the bag down
and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her against his chest.
“Welcome home.”

“Glad to be
home.” She smiled.

He buried his
face in her hair and deeply inhaled. “I was so lonely without
you.”

Her hands
caressed their way down his shoulders, feeling his well-defined
biceps under her fingers. “Now you’re exaggerating.”

“Next time you
go on a business trip, I’m going with you.”

“You can be
such a baby.”

His hands
stroked down her back and cupped her ass. He pressed her tightly
against his well-toned body, so that she could feel a bulge poking
her at her navel. “A baby, huh?” He lifted one eyebrow while a
completely indecent half-smile stretched his mouth.

The heat that
had pooled in the pit of her stomach since they’d been in the car
spread through her body. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth
and held it there with her teeth while she pushed herself onto her
toes and buried her fingers in his long blonde hair. “Well, more of
a babe than a baby.”

He chuckled.
“Does that mean you’re going to call me ‘babe’ from now on?”

“Only on
special occasions.”

He chuckled
again and leaned over her to entangle her into a long kiss, while
his hand drew her even closer until she was snugly pressed against
him, feeling every dip and plane of his front.

She melted
against him, drowning in the bliss that only he could give her,
while a desire burned inside her, making her feel as if she were on
fire.

His mouth moved
away from hers and his eyes glittered down at her as he put a step
of distance between them. “What do you say we move this to the
bedroom?”

“I think it’s
an excellent idea.”

“Good.” His
hand wrapped around hers, and he led her across the hallway to his
bedroom, where he released her and sat on the king-sized bed that
ruled the space. He took off his thin jacket and tossed it onto the
armchair by the bed. “Could you strip for me, please?”

It wasn’t the
first time he had requested that, but usually he was already
half-naked when he asked. Her eyelids lowered and she slowly
started to peel off the jacket she had on. Her black shirt was
next. She opened one button after another. “Aren’t you going to get
undressed too?”

“Yes, later.”
He crossed his legs, observing her closely.

The last button
was released from its loop and she sucked in her belly as she
pushed the edges of the shirt apart, slightly turning so that she
gave him a view of her side. Her fingers went to her pants. She
unbuckled and unbuttoned them, then let them glide down before she
stepped out of them and kicked them aside. This wasn’t the first
time he had seen her naked either, but even with her shirt on, the
fact that he was still fully dressed made her feel exposed,
vulnerable, and too conscious of her body.

He shifted
forward and set his elbows on his knees. “Beautiful.”

She bit her lip
and looked down at her protruding belly and voluptuous hips.

He stood and
walked to her. He turned her around so that her back was against
his chest. His hands slid under her shirt and glided over her
belly, then upwards, while his teeth grazed the side of her neck.
“So beautiful.”

She leaned
against him more heavily, sighing in contentment. His touch felt so
good.

He tugged her
shirt off her and, with his hands on her hips, he guided her toward
a shallow wardrobe with double doors. “Open it, please,” he
requested.

“I should take
a shower, since I'm all sweaty from the journey.”

His nose
touched the side of her neck and he inhaled deeply, while his
fingers smoothed her sides. “You smell wonderful.” A wet caress
glided over her skin at her neck. “And you taste wonderful too.
Now, please, open the doors.”

She obeyed him
and pushed the doors open, unveiling a black padded surface with a
steel rod running across its upper part, a pair of leather wrist
cuffs on a chain hanging down from it, while the inside of the
doors contained pockets with handcuffs, ropes, various ties,
condoms and lube.

He unhooked her
bra, tugged it down her arms and tossed it on the low cabinet
nearby, before he said, “Lift your hands, please.”

A shiver of
anticipation shot up her spine and dampened her panties as she did
what he wanted.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





