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Remi Quinn


 

With her son fighting cancer, bills are piling up. In desperation, Remi joins a high class auction her best friend recommends. The money she gets from it will go a long way in helping her get out of debt.


 

When her boss buys her for a week of debauchery, her world is turned upside down. Can she protect her heart and keep herself from falling for him, or will she lose her heart to a man who is more than what he seems?


 

 

Jasper McLeod


 

From the day Remi joined his company, Jasper has wanted her, but he's kept his distance. When fate steps in, he jumps at the chance to be with her, even if it's just for a week.


 

When the week is over, will he be able to let her go? And will he be able to keep his heart intact? But all is not as it seems. He has secrets that could either tear them apart, or bring them closer together.


Chapter One
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Remi




 

Being a single mom wasn't easy. Being a single mom to a sick child was even harder. When her son, Mason, was diagnosed with acute lymphoblastic leukemia, her world crashed down around her. Her baby had cancer. Treatment was keeping him alive, but the bills were piling up.

“Mama, I don't feel good,” her son said from where he was curled up on the sofa.

“What's wrong, Mase?” she asked.

“My tummy feels all icky,” he said and sniffled.

She went to him and sat so he could rest his head in her lap. “I'm sorry, baby. I know the medicine the doctor has to give you makes you feel sick.” She hated not being able to do anything for him.

“How about we get you into bed, where you'll be more comfortable,” she said gently.

“Okay mama,” Mason replied.

Remi carefully scooped him up and carried him down the hall to his bedroom. There she set him in bed and tucked him in.

“Will you read to me, Mama?” he asked.

“Of course, baby.”

He'd picked out Eragon, the first book in The Inheritance Cycle by Christopher Paolini and they were halfway through it. Remi read to him until he fell asleep, then she kissed his forehead and left the room.

She leaned her head against his door and let a few tears fall. She tried her best to not let him see her break down.

Glancing at the time, she sighed. One of her best friends, Skye,  would be there any minute for dinner. They got together every Saturday for dinner to talk about their week. Mason had already eaten, so she wasn't worried about him missing dinner.

“Hey girl, how's little man doing today?” Skye asked when she came in.

“His stomach was bothering him and he was tired today,” Remi replied.

“Poor guy. How are you holding up, Mama?”

“As best I can,” she replied. “The bills are piling up, I'm in debt up to my ears, and I'm afraid I'm going to have to move into a one bedroom to help cover some of it,” she admitted.

“I have an idea, but I don't know if you'd be interested in it,” Skye said as they dished up the lasagna they were having for dinner.

“What's your idea?” Remi asked.

“Well, hear me out before you dismiss it. Every year, Club Illusion holds an auction, where women auction off their time for a week. In a sexual capacity. It's all high class businessmen buying your time, and you can make a lot of money from it. I've done it. Twice. You sign an NDA, and anything goes as long as it's legal.” Club Illusion was an elite BDSM club frequented by the country's elite in society.

“An auction? Where you sell yourself to the highest bidder for a week of, what, crazy sex?”

“It's really what the buyer wants, but yes, sex plays a big role in it. You've had casual sex, this isn’t any different.”

“Except money exchanges hands. Isn't this like prostitution?” Remi asked.

“No, not at all. I know it might seem like it is, but would you call me a prostitute because I've done it twice?” Skye asked.

“No! Of course not. Wait, is that how you took that cruise to Europe last year?”

Skye nodded. “It is. And the trip to Ireland and Scotland the year before.”

“Wow. You spent a month there, that had to have cost a pretty penny. So you really made a lot both times?” Remi asked.

“I did. I was planning on doing it again this year, but if you're interested in doing it, I can take you to the club to fill out the membership paperwork, and then stay with little man during the week of your obligation.”

Remi sat there thinking about it. Could she sell herself to the highest bidder? She thought about all the medical bills, and how much the money could go to putting a dent in them, and her decision was made for her. “Let's do it,” she said.

“Awesome. Call Amber and see if she can come sit with little man. We'll get your membership taken care of. The auction is next week.”

Remi nodded. “Yeah. Okay,” she said and called her other best friend.

“Hey, Amber, I'm sorry for the short notice, but I was hoping you could come stay with Mason for a little while. I need to go out.”

“Hi Remi. Sure, I can come over. I can be there in thirty minutes,” Amber replied.

“Okay. See you in thirty, then,” Remi replied and hung up. “She'll be here in thirty minutes,” she told Skye.

“That gives us just enough time to change. You can't go into Club Illusion in jeans,” Skye said and tugged her down the hall to her bedroom.

After a quick search of Remi's closet, she pulled out a black cocktail dress for Remi that showed off her boobs nicely. For herself, she put on a stretchy gold dress Remi had that hit her mid-thigh. Skye was several inches taller than Remi, so even though they wore the same size, the dress was shorter on her than it would be on Remi. They stepped into heels, applied eyeliner and lipstick, and they were ready to go.

Amber arrived and whistled at them. “Where are you two headed?”

“Club Illusion,” Skye replied. “I've finally talked Remi into joining, so we're headed there to take care of her membership,” she added.

“Right on. See you when you get back,” Amber said.

They headed out to Skye's car and Remi felt nerves start up. She was really doing this. She was joining an elite club so she could auction herself off for a week of, well, debauchery, to the highest bidder. Would she be able to look herself in the mirror when it was over with? Then she thought about why she was doing it and knew that yes, she would, because her son was worth it.

“Here we are,” Skye said, pulling into a parking lot.

Even from the outside, Club Illusion looked luxurious. It was sleek black and chrome to catch the eye. Inside, the decor was black, purple, and silver. Plush sofas in purple velvet littered the antechamber where guests could sit and relax. There was a receptionist desk where guests were checked in. It was here that Skye headed.

“Hello Carrie, I need a new membership packet for my friend,” Skye told her.

“Absolutely, Skye,” Carrie replied and after a moment, she handed the packet over.

“Can we borrow a pen?” Skye asked and one was handed over. Then she led Remi to a sofa that had a table in front of it, and they sat so Remi could fill it out.

The packet was intensive, and Remi wondered why, especially when she got to the nondisclosure agreement. “Why an NDA?” she asked.

“Because some of our members are high profile celebrities, and they like their privacy,” Skye replied.

“Oh. That makes sense. Okay then, last one,” she said, signing the NDA. “I feel like I just signed my life away,” Remi added with a laugh.

“It does feel that way, doesn't it? But trust me, it's worth it.”

They took the packet back to Carrie.

“It'll take three days for the background check to come back. If it comes back clear, your membership is finalized with a membership card,” Carrie told her.

“Can we get the auction packet while we're here? One for each of us,” Skye told her.

“Absolutely. I'm so jealous of you ladies who get to participate. Since I work here, I'm ineligible,” Carrie said, handing the packets over.

It didn't take as long to fill out the auction packet as it did the membership one, and soon they were handing those over, too. All of this happened while guests mingled in the antechamber.

“I wish I could show you the interior of the club, but until your background clears, we can't go inside,” Skye said.

“It's okay. I should get back to Mase,” Remi replied.

"Okay,” Skye said and they left.

Once she was home and changed into something comfortable for sleeping, she took the baby monitor into her room and curled up in bed to read for a while. Reading helped her relax, usually, but her mind kept wandering to the club and what she'd agreed to do. The one thought that kept running through her mind, even as she drifted off to sleep, was Mason is worth it.


Chapter Two
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Jasper





Another day at the office. Some days Jasper hated being at McLeod Industries even if he was the owner and CEO. The one bright spot in those days was Cherry. Oh, that wasn't her name, no that was Remi, and he'd never call her Cherry to her face, but that was what he called her in his head.

She'd worked for him as his assistant for two years and he could still remember the day she started like it was yesterday.
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He'd been interviewing potential assistants for days and so far, none fit the bill. They were all intimidated by him, and he couldn't work with someone who was intimidated.

“Mr. McLeod, your ten o'clock is here,” the temp said over the intercom.

He glanced at his calendar then responded. “Send him in,” he said, assuming Remi Quinn was a male.

The vision that walked through his door was all woman. Auburn hair that brushed her shoulders and gray eyes that seared him to his soul, he wasn't sure if he wanted to hire her or fuck her. Maybe both.

“Hello, Mr. McLeod,  I'm Remi Quinn,” she said and she had the voice of an angel.

“Please, sit Ms. Quinn,” he replied after they shook hands. He took his own seat and watched her. “Tell me your qualifications,  Ms. Quinn.”

“I've spent the last six years as assistant to Darius Alexander of Alexander Properties. Before that I was in college getting my degree.”

“And why are you leaving your current position?” he asked.

“To be honest, because your company offers better benefits as well as better pay. I'm a single mother, and I could use both the benefits and pay.”

“I value honesty in my employees, so thank you for being frank,” he said after a moment. He went over what the position would require of her, including the hours. “The hours won't be a problem?”

“No, I have a dedicated sitter whom I trust completely.”

He came to a snap decision. He wanted her, in more ways than one. If he couldn't have her the way he wanted-in his bed-he would have her the only way he could-as his assistant.

“I think, Ms. Quinn, this is the beginning of a beautiful relationship. Welcome to McLeod Industries,” he said, offering his hand. “You'll have to go to HR to fill out the paperwork, and I'd like you to start as soon as possible.”

“I need to put in my two week's notice at Alexander Properties, so two weeks from Monday,” she replied.

“I'll see you then, Ms. Quinn. I look forward to working with you.”

“I look forward to working with you as well, Mr. McLeod,” she replied and left.

He watched her go and immediately called Alexander Properties for references, which were glowing. He knew then he'd made the right decision.
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Shaking his head, he cleared it of the past. His desire for Remi Quinn hadn't diminished in the two years she'd been his assistant. No, it had only intensified. It wasn't just her beauty. She was smart, passionate about her job, funny, and she didn't take any shit from him. She wasn't intimidated by him, and he liked that.

“Good morning, Remi,” he said as she stepped into his office. He stifled his groan at the way her pencil skirt molded to her luscious ass. What he wouldn't give to get her naked, just once. But something told him once wouldn't be enough.

“Good morning, Jasper,” she replied. They'd done away with the formalities six months into her employment.

“How are you this morning? And how is your son?” When her son was diagnosed with cancer a few months ago, he'd offered her less hours so she could spend more time with him, but she'd refused, stating she needed the hours.

“Honestly, I'm a little tired this morning. We had a rough night. He's drained this morning from being sick most of the night,” she told him.

“I'm sorry to hear that. I was hoping he'd had a good night,” he replied.

“Thanks. It is what it is,” she said with a shrug.

He wanted to take her in his arms, hold her and let her break down, but that wasn't an option. So, instead, he focused on work.

“Let's get started. What do we have for today?” he asked.

They spent the next few minutes going over his schedule for the day. “An Anna-Marie wants to know if you're still on for lunch at one? It wasn't in your schedule so I told her I would get back to her.”

“Ah, I forgot about that. I have nothing else scheduled until three, correct?”

“Correct,” she replied.

“Then yes, I will meet her for lunch at one.” He needed the distraction from Remi. She looked delicious.

“I will call her back then and confirm. If that's all, I'll let you get to your day, Jasper.”

He watched her go and had to adjust himself. Maybe a quick afternoon delight with Anna-Marie was what he needed to get his mind off his assistant.

When twelve thirty rolled around, he left the office and headed to the hotel. He knew Anna-Marie would have lunch delivered to the room for them.

“Jasper,” she purred when he arrived.

He leaned down and kissed her cheek. “Hello, Anna-Marie,” he said. He stepped inside and, despite her being an attractive woman, he just couldn't get into it. She wasn't who he wanted.

“You seem distracted,” she said as they sat to eat.

“Sorry, a lot going on,” he told her. “I'm not so sure this is going to work. I know we get together like this from time to time, but my head's not in it.”

She watched him. “It's another woman, isn't it? Someone you want but can't have.”
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