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1

Because of his
good looks, charming personality, and wealth, Christopher Thornton
can have any woman he sets his eyes on. The only woman he can’t
have is Suzanne Hold, who is his business partner and co-owner of
their modelling agency, and who is different from the models they
work with in every way. Trauma from his past drives him to possess
and dominate, with no hope of a real relationship, especially with
an older woman like Suzanne. But when Suzanne hands him her
resignation and decides to walk out of his life, he has to overcome
his past and fight for his love, or lose the only woman that has
ever meant anything to him.

Everything You Do, Part
2

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.

Everything You Do, Part
3

It has been two
months since Christopher Thornton left Suzanne Hold, the only woman
he had ever loved, and he has to remind himself daily that walking
away from her was the best thing for her or he would have rushed to
her and demanded she take him back. But then the appearance of
strange men in black suits watching Suzanne’s modelling agency and
her apartment bring him back to her side, at least until the threat
is eliminated. This time, he doesn’t know if he will have enough
will power to leave her for the second time.

Everything You Do, Part
4

Suzanne Hold is
together with Christopher Thornton again, determined that this time
their relationship will last. They are on their first vacation as a
couple, to which Suzanne had been looking forward to for quite a
while. But she hadn't counted on their tour guide being a girl who
had been Christopher's admirer since she had saw him in a perfume
ad and who believed that because she was young, pretty and skinny,
Christopher will prefer her over Suzanne.

Everything you Are ~
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Part 1




Christopher
Thornton took his black leather jacket off the back of the chair on
which it was hanging. His eyes glided over the brunette stretching
on the large bed, over the red ugly lines that marred the soft
curves of her hip. He lifted his gaze to the padded handcuffs that
were chained to the bed's railed headboard.

She rolled on
her side and slid off the bed. “Why don't you spend the night?”

“You know why.”
Christopher slipped on the jacket. The tail of his long blond hair,
which he had tied in a low ponytail, was caught by the jacket's
collar and he pulled it out. He closed the small distance between
them and his hand went to her brown curls to run his fingers
through them. “You're a great woman, and I'm enjoying the time I
spend with you, but that doesn't change the conditions we agreed on
when we started our relationship.”

“But we work
great together, and isn't it already time we start dating for
real?” She lifted herself on her toes, wrapped her arm around his
shoulders and pursed her lips as if she was expecting a kiss.

He pressed a
kiss on her cheek before he slipped out of her embrace and put some
distance between them. “I don't do dating.” Which he had told her
at the start of their sex-only relationship, a year ago.

“Not even with
me?” She fluttered her eyelashes at him while she touched her neck
and slid it over the outline of her large breast and down her soft
belly.

“Not even with
you,” he said, and then with a short, curt goodbye left the room
and the apartment, without bothering to see how she took his words.
If she refused to accept that, he would have to end their
relationship and find himself a new submissive.

Using the
elevator he went to the underground garage where he had parked his
Mercedes. It was ten o'clock in the evening. He steered the car
toward the skyscraper where he had his loft, only to find himself
on a street with two-story apartment buildings fifteen minutes away
from his place. He parked the car outside number fourteen, the home
of his model agency's co-owner and vice-president, his friend
Suzanne Hold.

He took the
phone, went to his call history and chose the first number
there.

Suzanne
answered after the fourth ring.

“Hey,” he said.
“Are you home?”

“No.”

He leaned over
the car's dashboard to look up at the lit window, third from the
left on the second floor. “I can see the light.”

“What do you
want?”

“Can I come
up?”

“To spend the
night?”

“Yes.”

“No.”

“Please.”

She sighed.

“I'll give you
tomorrow off.”

“If I want to
take a free day, I don't need your permission. Besides, I have a
meeting with the Cleys for their Stellar perfume campaign tomorrow
at twelve.” The Cleys were what they called the employees of Cley
Advertising Agency, who frequently used their agency's models for
their ad campaigns.

“I can take
over that meeting.”

“Yes, you can,
but I don't need you to.”

“Can I come
up?”

“No.”

“I'm coming
up.” He climbed out of the car.

“Chris, do you
know what the word ‘no’ means?”

“No.”

“Fine.” She
sighed again. “Come up if you have to.”

He smiled and
cut the connection, pocketing his phone. He went to the building
where he climbed up the stairs to the second floor. As
vice-president, Suzanne had a salary big enough to afford something
bigger and more luxurious in a better neighbourhood than the
one-bedroom apartment she now lived in. But after her father got
sick, a big portion of Suzanne's salary went to cover the cost of
her father's care, as her mother was too old to take care of him
herself and her parents’ income was too low to hire someone. He
needed 24/7 supervision and they refused to put him in a nursing
home.

The door
leading into Suzanne's apartment was unlocked. Christopher pushed
his way inside and locked it behind him. He glanced left, at the
open door of the kitchen, which was dark. So was the living room.
“Suzanne!”

The door on his
right opened and a curvy brunette walked through it. She wore an
oversized blue T-shirt -- probably one of his -- and baggy cotton
pants underneath it, as if she was trying to hide her amazing curvy
body. Her office clothes were more fitted, but they were always
black, which she combined with one item of colour, be that a
jacket, scarf or shoes. She carried a bundle of clothes which she
pushed into his hands. “Take a shower and change.”

“I already
showered.” He put the clothes under his arm and leaned on the door
jamb.

“You stink.”
She crossed her arms and returned to the bedroom.

“I just
showered,” he repeated, his eyes sliding down her body to rest on
her lovely bottom. Hot, raw desire bloomed in the pit of his
stomach and he hardened. He closed his eyes. She was the only woman
that he had ever loved and the only woman he cared about. He wanted
to have her, to possess her and to make her his. He wanted her so
much that it hurt, that just being beside her was agony -- torture
-- but he couldn't deny himself her company. He needed her; he had
always needed her, since that terrible night when she held him in
her embrace, rocking him in her arms and making soothing noises as
if he were a child. He had loved her from that moment on, and fell
in love with her a few months after. She was his air, his sun, his
everything, and yet she was the only woman that he couldn't
have.

“Just shower,”
she said over her shoulder before she climbed onto the bed and
under the covers without glancing at him. “Or spend the night on
the couch.”

Without any
objection, he went into her small bathroom, took a quick shower and
returned to the bedroom, where he joined her on the bed, slipping
under the covers. The telly standing on the chest of drawers was
on. “What are you watching?”

“Gossip
Girl.”

He turned off
the light, wrapped his arms around her middle and drew her against
his side.

A soft sigh
brushed against his neck as she snuggled closer, her head on his
shoulder, her arm over his chest and her leg over his hip. “You
should really stop doing this.”

“Doing what?”
His hand stroked up her back.

“Coming to my
place to spend the night.” She shifted so that her head was on the
pillow beside him and she leaned her forehead against the side of
his head. “You're not a child in need of comforting anymore. You’re
a grown man.”

“I was never a
child.”

“You were a
sixteen-year-old boy when I met you.” Her fingers caressed the
outline of his jaw. “You were a child to me.”

He caught her
hand and pressed a kiss on her palm. “You still treat me as if I'm
a child.” And not only because she was six years older than
him.

“You come to my
bed like a child afraid of the dark, how am I supposed to treat
you?”

He turned
sideways, cupped her neck and tugged her closer until their mouths
touched. His tongue darted out and trailed her lower lip and then,
when she opened her mouth, it slipped inside, bringing her into a
storm of delight.

She fixed her
hand against his chest and tilted her head as she reciprocated
every one of his wet caresses.

With trouble he
tore his lips away from hers and ended the kiss, then with closed
eyes waited for his breathing to slow down before he spoke up. “Is
that how a child kisses?”

She made a
sound of disapproval and a weak attempt to move away from him, but
he held her gently but firmly against him. “I told you not to kiss
me again.”

He opened his
eyes to, in the light coming from the telly, see her lips pressed
firmly together. He kissed her forehead. “I'm sorry.”

“No, you're
not.” She hadn't made any more attempts to leave the circle of his
arms but made herself comfortable against his side, with her head
on his shoulder.

She was right.
He was not sorry. He buried his nose into her hair. She smelled
like peaches and spring, like love and longing. And a dull ache, so
familiar, wedged itself in his chest, pulsing in the beat of his
heart.
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Christopher
stood by the opaque glass wall by the conference room door, his
arms crossed and a small smile playing on his lips, waiting for
Suzanne, who was chatting with one of Cley's directors. She wore a
bright yellow jacket, accentuated by her black shirt and pencil
skirt. Christopher had scheduled a lunch meeting with her to go
over the rough schedule for the next quarter together.

“Chris,” a high
female voice called him.

He turned and
saw a young platinum blonde coming toward him with a big smile
plastered on her pink lips, seductively swinging her hips. It was
Felicia, a model who had just become the new face for Liney Girl.
He lifted his eyebrows. “Yes?”

She reached
him. With her fingernail she touched his shoulder then ran it down
his arm, while she fluttered her eyelashes at him. “What are you
doing later?” Her finger reached his wrist, and she hooked her arm
around his and leaned on him. “I have been thinking --”

“Don't touch
me, please.” He hauled his arm out of her hold and glanced at
Felicia's booker over her head, narrowing her eyes at her. All the
employees of his agency knew about his dislike of touching, and not
only took care that they didn't intrude into his personal space but
ensured that their protégées didn't either.

“I'm sorry,
sir,” Sara said and took hold of the blonde's hand. “Felicia, let's
go to my office, I'll order some coffee and snacks for you.”

Suzanne came to
them, a smile on her face. “Sara, Felicia.” She nodded to the women
before she turned to him. “Ready?”

“Ready.” He
looped his arm with hers.

“Why is that
fat cow able to be so close to him and I can't?” Felicia hissed.
“I'm this agency's top model, while she's just --”

“That's
enough,” Christopher said in a low, soft voice as he turned around,
slowly.

“I'm so sorry,”
Sara started to apologize, her face glowing red. “I'll --”

“No,” Felicia
cried out. “Why is she even working here?”

“Suzanne, she
didn't mean it,” Sara said to the brunette.

“Suzanne not
only works here, she is the co-owner of the agency. Her word has
the same weight as mine,” Christopher said to the brat, his
expression blank, before he turned to Sara. “Come to my office at
two o'clock, please. It seems that we need to discuss a new
direction for your protégée's career.”

“I'm a
star!”

“My office, at
two o'clock,” Christopher repeated then turned to Suzanne, who
silently waited by his side and wrapped his arm around her
shoulders. He guided her toward his office.

“You're not
going to kill her career, are you?”

He tightened
his half-embrace. “She called you a fat cow.”

She glanced up
at him, a small smile curving her mouth. “I have heard far worse.
In school and university. And just remember when we started in this
business how condescending they were toward me, a newbie who didn't
know anything about fashion but had the most sought out commodity
-- you. I still get calls from the companies that want to hire you
to represent their brand. It's a shame you stopped modelling.”

“I get those
calls too.”

They reached
his office and walked into it.

Suzanne wiggled
out of his embrace and lowered herself onto the white couch pushed
against the large windows. “Why don't you accept one of those
offers?”

“You know very
well why I started modelling. To get the connections we needed to
succeed in this business and to acquire enough power to get a hold
over certain people.”

“Which you
needed, not me.” She shifted sideways, rested her arm on the
couch's back and fixed her gaze at the windows.

“You wanted to
take revenge too.” He stepped closer to the couch, his eyes
caressing her profile.

She looked at
him. “Yes, but my revenge was proving to them that I could do as
well as -- if not better than -- them in fashion, despite me being
overweight and them looking like Barbie dolls. I never wanted to
destroy their lives.”

His jaw tensed
and he straightened his spine.

“But they only
mocked me and made fun of me, while with you...” Her voice trailed
off and she pinched her mouth together.

He arched his
eyebrows, daring her to say it, but she never did, as if saying it
out loud would have shattered him. It wouldn't. Not anymore.

“They assaulted
you.”

“They did much
worse than just assault me. They drugged me, tied me up -- a
sixteen-year-old boy -- and raped me.”

With a hint of
wetness that glistened at the corners of her eyes, she looked as if
she were going to cry at any moment.

She was the one
who had found him and had taken care of him, even though she hadn’t
known anything about him, not even his name, because he refused to
tell her. He was so stupid and naïve. His high IQ had enabled him
to skip classes and to enrol in the university when he was sixteen
years old. He had spent some of his early childhood in a boarding
school, but that hadn’t compared to the feeling of freedom when he
entered university. For the first time he could do what he wanted,
as long as he did it behind the back of the bodyguard his parents
hired to keep an eye on him.

The feeling of
freedom and sneaking behind the bodyguard's back had backfired when
the two most popular girls set their sights on him. They thought
that he was some charity case, without any connections, who could
only afford to study because he got a scholarship -- like Suzanne.
They thought that because they were beautiful, had decent grades,
and came from good, wealthy families, that they could do as they
pleased without consequences.

He was arrogant
too. They wanted him to enter their circle but he refused, saying
that he wouldn't socialize with them if they were the only people
on campus. That's why they had humiliated him, not counting on him
striking back and make their lives a living hell. The campus
council hadn’t believed him about the rape when Suzanne reported
it, saying it was just a prank, since there was no way the two
hottest chicks on the campus would have needed to force somebody to
have sex with them, so Christopher took matters into his own hands.
He couldn't punish them right away, but he bided his time and, over
the years, he had managed to take everything away from them.

With the
influence he acquired in the fashion industry, he ruined their
careers and, with the help of his trust fund and speculation on the
stock exchange, in seven years he had reduced their families'
wealth until there was nothing left but the houses they were living
in. The last he had heard about them, one was supporting herself by
selling tickets in the metro station and the other one waited
tables in some cheesy bar, and they’d had such bright futures, one
as a model and the other as stylist.

Suzanne reached
out and her fingers wrapped around his wrist. She tugged him
down.

“I'm okay.” He
set his knee on the couch and lowered himself onto the spot beside
her. He couldn't stand to have a woman straddling him and only had
sex with them while restricting their movement or from behind, but
otherwise, he was okay. He had stopped hating his body, resenting
it that it got aroused that time, and since he had gotten his
revenge he hadn't woken up in the middle of the night, with sweat
layering his skin and with a helpless feeling of dread hollowing
his soul. He couldn't fight them that time, not drugged and tied
up, and after the campus council’s reactions, he hadn’t tried to
get them via official channels, but in the end he had gotten them.
They might not have ended up in prison for what they did, but he
had pushed them into poverty and they had become the sort of people
they despised and made fun of when they were at the university.

“I know you are
okay.” Her arm went around his and she leaned her cheek against his
shoulder. “Please don't destroy Felicia's career.”

“She insulted
you.” His fingers went into her hair and he pressed a kiss on the
top of her head.

“Yes, she did.
But she's just a girl spoiled by her success. She's young and
reckless, and she thinks she's on top of the world. But her beauty
will fade away soon enough, and I doubt she's smart enough to make
a brand out of herself like some of our top models have, so this is
all she has.”

“I will not
tolerate such behaviour. She has to suffer the consequences of her
actions.”

“Just cancel
some of her recently acquired privileges.” Her hand went to his
back and by the tugs on his hair, he knew that she had twirled it
around her fingers, something that she was fond of doing and the
main reason he didn't cut his hair short.

“That would let
her off too easy.” He leaned over her, just breathing in her scent
and enjoying the touch and warmth of her softness.

“I know you can
be quite ruthless.” She looked up at him, a small scowl drawing her
eyebrows together.

“Not to you,
never to you.”

“No, never to
me, but...”

“I would never
hurt you.” He pressed his mouth against the top of her head.

“I know.”

“You're like
family to me,” he told her. But not because he thought of her as
his sister, even though she treated him as if he was her younger
brother. But because she was closer to him than his family. She was
the woman he loved, and the woman he wanted so badly, and the woman
that knew everything about him and stayed beside him
regardless.
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Christopher
glanced at his phone and upon seeing the name of his ex-submissive
flashing on the display he cancelled the call. He had told her that
it was over, but apparently he hadn’t made himself clear enough,
something he would have to correct.

“You can answer
it, I don't mind,” Suzanne said. She was sitting across the end
table, a cup of coffee in her hand and a plate before her. They had
sent her assistant to bring them food from the nearby tavern that
served breakfast.

They were
having a meal together in his office and hanging out; something, in
Christopher's opinion, that happened all too rarely. He enjoyed her
company, be that going to the theatre, shopping, strolls in the
park or by the beach, going to lunch or dinner or just spending the
night in her bed, cuddling with her. But lately it felt as if she
were distancing herself from him; she declined all of his
invitations to socialize outside of working hours and he only saw
her at the office. She even refused half of his lunch invitations,
using work as an excuse. He took the fork and resumed eating his
eggs. “I know you don't, but I do.”

A phone rang
again, but this time it was her phone. It shook the small clutch
bag she had on the table by the plate. She took it out. “It's
Felix,” she said before she answered it. Felix was the agency's
project manager, and his call could only mean one thing:
trouble.

Christopher
watched as her face became more and more serious, admiring the arch
of her eyebrows and the cute little frown that appeared on her
face. She had a round face with a button nose and full pink lips
that always tempted him to kiss them. Her jaw-length hair was brown
and curly, with a will of its own, which looked as if she wore a
bird nest on her head in the mornings. She had such adorable face
and a body with soft, sexy curves that could speed up his heart and
awaken his lust so easily. That's why he dared to go to her place
to spend the night in her arms only after his sex sessions.

“What is
it?”

She covered the
phone's speaker with her hand. “Calvin, the model that Composure
hired for the shooting with Klara, just notified him that he got
sick and that he wouldn't be able to come to the shoot today. And
all the models with similar physiques are already booked and have
full schedules.”

“Is he that
body builder?”

“Yes.” Suzanne
nodded. “He's that well-toned guy. I'll call Patrick to see if B.B.
Agency could lend us some of their models.”

“You get along
quite well with Patrick, don't you?” Christopher lowered the
utensils onto the plate.

“I guess I do.”
A light dash of pink dusted her cheeks.

Why was she
blushing? Were they more than friends? His eyes narrowed and he
scrutinised her face. Since they had become friends eleven years
ago, he had been keeping a close eye on her, and he had been quick
to act when she showed any affection toward someone new. It was not
fair to her, he was very well aware of that, but he wasn't selfless
enough to be able to tolerate seeing her with anyone else. He
wanted her to be happy, he really did, as long as that happiness
didn't involve another man.

“What?”

“Is there
anything going on between Patrick and you?”

“No.”

“Are you
certain?”

“Yes.”

“Don't call
him,” he told her. “Felix should go over the models' schedules
again, and if it turns out that there's really nobody available,
I'll ask Ian.”

“Ian, as in
your brother, Ian?”

“Yes.” He and
his older brother had been his agency's first models. His brother
had stopped modelling after two years, when he started to work for
their father's company, but since working out was his brother's
hobby, and the only thing other than business that he took
seriously, he looked like a walking commercial for fitness.

“Would he even
want to help us?”

“No, but I'll
persuade him.”

She smiled.

He leaned
forward, stretching his mouth in a half-smile. “Don't tell me you
are you doubting my persuasive abilities?”

“Oh, no.” She
shook her head, her curls swishing with her movement. “I know quite
well how manipulating you can be.”

“Is that what
you call it?”

“Oh, yes. You
can be quite ruthless, sometimes.”

“But you like
me anyway?” It was more of a question than a statement. She had met
him when he had been in the most humiliating state; naked, tied to
the table in the common room of the girls' dorm, and he had
displayed to her his most pathetic side. And she had witnessed his
ugly side, when he relentlessly hunted the two girls responsible in
his vengeance until he destroyed all their prospects for a good
life. Yet, Suzanne stayed by his side. It could be because at that
time her career in fashion became quite profitable, but he hoped it
was because of him, not because of the money her association with
him was bringing her.

A small smile
curved her mouth. “Yes, I love you anyway.”

But
unfortunately she didn't love him like he loved her. He inwardly
sighed. He stabbed the piece of scrambled eggs with his fork and
carried them into his mouth. After breakfast, he called his brother
and met him in the coffee shop nearby. It didn't take a lot to
convince Ian to help Christopher and they drove to the photo shoot
in a loft a few streets away.

Christopher
delivered his brother into the capable hands of Composure's make-up
artists and stylist while he socialized with Ian's assistant. Her
name was Jane Bennet, like a character from the book Pride and
Prejudice. “My friend Suzanne is a big Austen admirer, and
member of the local amateur theatre group. She had played Charlotte
Lucas when they performed Pride and Prejudice,” he told Jane
as they stood to the side, watching his brother flexing before the
photographer, overshadowing the model he was posing with.

“At the theatre
on Wright Street?” Jane asked.

“You heard
about it?”

She nodded.

“Yes. A year
ago.” He had gone to watch Suzanne act every evening for the two
weeks that the drama was on. Usually she worked in the background,
organizing things and helping with preparing the stage props; he
even helped sometimes, but this time the group was low on actors,
because of a flu outbreak, and they had asked her to fill in.

“I think I saw
it,” Jane said.

“You did?
Wasn't she magnificent?”

“I think I
remember her. She was good.”

“She was
great.”

Jane smiled.
“Yes, she was great, really great.”

Christopher
smiled back. She was humouring him. It seemed Jane's name wasn't
the only thing interesting about her. The girl hid herself behind
dull, dark clothes and, by the looks of things, Ian's sex appeal
didn't seem to be working on her. She also sounded quite
intelligent, unlike Ian's previous assistants, who were all looks
and no brains. She was a nice, down to earth girl; she was perfect
for his brother, only his brother was blind to girls like her and
stupidly preferred shallow-minded blondes. A shame really.
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“I heard that
you were present at the Composure photo shoot?” Suzanne's voice
said though the phone's speaker.

“I had to be,
or otherwise Ian might have done something stupid.” Christopher was
climbing the stairs to the fifth floor where his office was. That
morning he had skipped his morning exercise and he tried to
compensate by using the stairs instead of the elevator. Since
Suzanne preferred well-toned men, he had to maintain his top
form.

“Like
collecting phone numbers?”

“Something like
that.” He reached the fourth floor.

She
snorted.

He smiled.

“I also heard
that Ian brought his assistant with him.”

“Yes, she's
quite a nice girl.” And somebody who could appreciate Suzanne's
acting. “Who I hope to see more often.”

“I see,”
Suzanne said.

He waited for
her to say something else, but she didn't. “You texted me that you
needed to talk.” That's why he had called her. He came to the fifth
floor landing, pushed the door leading into the hallway open and
walked through it.

“Yes. I'll need
to take the next two weeks off. I have already informed
Personnel.”

“Why?” Her
office was beside his and instead of passing it, he opened the door
without knocking and stepped into the room.

Her office had
the same layout as his and the same furniture, though in different
shades of brown, not in white and black colours like his. She sat
on the couch, her side leaning against the couch's back, a phone
against her ear. She stared at the scenery of the city and at the
sound of the door closing she turned toward him.

He turned the
phone off, pocketed it and repeated, “Why?”

“It's my dad.”
She set the phone on the windowsill behind the couch. “He's getting
worse.”

“I'm sorry to
hear that.” He lowered himself onto the couch beside her and
wrapped his arms around her. He drew her against his chest. She was
so warm and soft in his arms.

“He's been
getting worse for quite some time.” Her arms went around his middle
and she snuggled against him, sighing. “He has become such a shell
of himself, and lately I feel as if we, him included, are just
waiting for him to die. I just want for his suffering to stop.”

“I'm sorry.”
His hand caressed her back and he pressed his mouth against her
temple in what should have been a consoling touch.

Her fingers
curled around his shoulder and she nuzzled against his neck as she
leaned on him more heavily.

He held her
close to him and his hand stroked her back. Her soft curves fit so
well against his hard body that he didn't want to let her go, ever.
Her sweet scent drifted around him, awakening the desire that
started to burn in the pit of his stomach, hot and heavy. It had
been three weeks since he’d had sex, and having her so close was
dangerous.

Her fingers
glided into his hair and she lifted her face up, her brown eyes big
and glittering in the light. Her mouth looked like a ripe fruit,
seducing him to pluck it.

He wasn't
exactly certain who moved, but in the next moment her lips were
pressed against his and their tongues entangled in the dance of raw
delight. He was kissing her, but not lightly and shallowly like
other times, but hungry and deep as if he were trying to devour
her. He kissed her as if his life depended on it, while his hands
glided over her curves, caressing her flesh. He couldn't tear his
mouth away from hers and he couldn't stop touching her. He was a
man drowning in his desire, and he couldn't do anything to save
himself. To save her.

She straddled
him and pushed him deeper into the leather of the couch.

Panic rose up
and clouded his vision black, and his fingers curled up like claws,
his blunt fingernails digging into her flesh. A memory of a girl
riding him, her mouth curled into a snarling smile, flashed before
his face.

No!

No, this was
Suzanne! His sweet Suzanne. He took hold of her arms, which were
around his neck, and tugged them behind her back. He gathered her
wrists in one hand and held them there, against the small of her
back. He gazed at her, at her beautiful face. The anxiety withdrew,
leaving in its wake heat and desire. The urge to roll them around,
to trap her between him and the couch surface, making her immobile,
and to bury himself in her was overwhelming. “Can I tie you?”

She bit into
her lower lip and, with her eyes downcast, she nodded.

He grabbed the
edge of her green scarf and gently pulled it away from her neck. He
released her hands. Observing her flushing face, he said, “Put your
hands in front, please.”

She obeyed
him.

With his
fingers, he embraced her wrists, feeling her rushed heartbeat under
his thumb. He caressed the soft skin, where the blue veins were
visible under the pale skin, before binding her wrists with the
edge of green silk. The motion of twirling the fabric around her
wrist had a calming effect on his need to possess her. He made a
loop on the other edge of the scarf, which he then hooked on the
handle of the window behind them. He kissed her again, his hands
unbuttoning her black shirt, then gliding under it, caressing her
skin.

She melted
against him as much as she could with her with her arms tied to the
window handle above her head.

Sex was an
exercise that he did, coldly, methodically, just as he was trying
to do now. It was something he did because otherwise it started to
intrude into his thoughts, making him irritated and restless. He
was in control right now -- he was -- and yet it didn't feel
like an exercise, but a blown out storm that was about to swallow
him whole. He was burning from inside out.

She pushed down
on him, rolling her hips, softly moaning.

He ended the
kiss and slid out from under her. He stood and towered over her,
just staring at the curve of her spine as she knelt on the couch,
tied by her hands to the window. His flesh pulsed painfully in
arousal at the sight of her. She was so beautiful.

“Chris?” She
looked at him over her shoulder with a dazed expression on her
face.

So beautiful.
His fingers brushed the outline of her cheek then he embraced the
back of her neck and slid with them down her back. “Do you want me
to stop?”

“No,” she
breathed out.

“Good.” Because
he didn't know if he could, since just taking this slow and keeping
his touch light was a torture enough. He bent over her, leaned his
chin on her shoulder and his hands went to her front. He unbuttoned
her pants and pulled the zipper down, and then slowly, so slowly,
pushed first her pants down, then the black lace of her
underwear.

Her breathing
sped up and in the reflection in the window he could see she closed
her eyes.

His hands
trembled as he grazed his fingers down her lovely curves. He set
his knees on the couch surface, the inside of his legs touching her
hips. With one hand on her hip and the other on the glass before
them, he lowered his stance and shifted forward to press his groin
against her softness. The urge to push his way inside her crashed
over him. He just wanted to be in her, embraced by her slick
warmth, and after a few long minutes, he had the waistband of his
pants and his underwear around his hips, a condom on, and he was
pulsing in the depths of her, holding onto his sanity, which was
slipping away at every sound she uttered. He just needed to
breathe. Just breathe.

She wiggled
under him, pushed herself back and upwards.

He slid even
further inside her.

“Chris.” She
spoke his name like a plea.

He inhaled
deeply and then, with his cheek against hers, with his gaze fixed
on her reflection in the glass, at her closed eyes and slightly
opened mouth, he grabbed her hips with both hands and started to
drive into her, slowly at first then faster and harder.

She moaned and
writhed, while her fingers wrapped around the scarf.

The beauty of
her was taking his breath, was driving him crazy. His thrusts
gained in speed and strength until he was ramming into her like an
animal when he should have been taking care of her pleasure, when
he should have been focusing on her. She was his light, his air. He
shouldn't be here, with his hands on her hips, plunging deep inside
her, but he was. He couldn't help himself. He wanted her, and now
he had her. Just for a moment, before everything shattered. His
fingers went to her front again; he stroked the softness of her
belly then trailed down to the slickness of her. He touched her and
rubbed alongside her silken folds.

She jerked
under him and clenched around him, with his name on her lips.

With tensed
jaw, he continued to drive into her. He turned her head sideways
and entangled her in a kiss. With closed eyes he focused on the
sensation of her, on her warmth, on her taste and touch, trying to
memorize the feeling. His body burned as if he was on fire, and his
love for her flowed from his every pore. I love you. He
came, hard. His toes curled and his body spasmed as pleasure, so
intense, washed over him.

In the silence
broken by their harsh breathing, he enjoyed for a few precious
minutes the stillness of their bodies, before he unhooked her arms
from the window handle and pulled himself out of her.

She gasped.

He pressed a
kiss at the back of her neck, while his hands pulled up her
underwear and pants. Only when he had buttoned her pants and shirt
did he push himself away from her and the couch to get rid of the
condom and to tuck himself into his pants. When he turned toward
Suzanne, she was sitting on the couch, untying the scarf. He
sighed. It was the best sex he’d had in his life, as different from
the ones he’d had before, as sun and stars are different; it was
something he had been dreaming of, and yearning for, for ten years,
yet... He shouldn't have laid his hands on her, not on Suzanne. His
gaze went to her hands, where he could see red lines around her
wrists. He tightly pressed his mouth together.

She lifted her
head. Her eyes found his and she frowned.

He had just
ruined the friendship they had, he could see it so clearly. He went
to her and squatted before her, taking her hands into his. “I'm
sorry.”

She lifted her
head. “Sorry for what?”

His thumbs
grazed the angry lines around her wrists. “For this? I shouldn't
have --” He averted his gaze. He always knew how to turn a
situation to his advantage, yet this time he didn't have any words.
He wasn't sorry that he had slept with her; he was only afraid of
the consequences.

“Look at me,”
she demanded.

He returned his
gaze to her face.

She bit into
her lower lip and the scowl drew together her eyebrows, while she
scrutinised him for what seemed to be minutes. She hauled her hands
out of his grip and said in a low voice, “Leave, please.”

He stood.
“Suzanne.”

“Just leave,
please.”
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“I have never
seen you so moody before,” Ann, his grandmother, commented before
she took a sip of white wine.

“I'm not
moody.” Christopher shoved the steak across his plate with his
fork. He and his grandmother were having lunch, which they did
every first Thursday in the month, in a high end restaurant with
gourmet food, and yet today the food tasted like sawdust.

Ann lifted her
eyebrows “What happened?”

“Nothing.”

“You know that
I'll find out sooner or later.” Ann put the wine glass down. “Is it
that girl of yours?”

“I don't have a
girl.” He put the fork on the plate and pushed the plate away.

“Of course you
do. Suzanne Hold, the one you have been keeping by your side since
university.”

“She's not my
girl.”

“That's only
because you haven't done anything in that direction, even though
you two have known each other for ten years.”

“Eleven years,
actually.” Christopher sighed and slid his fingers up the stem of
the glass. Nothing ever escaped his grandmother's hawk eyes.

“Why haven't
you done anything?”

“What is this,
an interrogation?”
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