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Cassie 

Marcus DeLuca is a problem I don’t need–powerful, ruthless, and dangerously addictive. He doesn’t ask. He takes. And now he wants me, with no rules and no limits, for one weekend. 

I should say no. I should run.  Instead, I say yes, because there’s something about Marcus I can’t resist. 

I swore I’d never be vulnerable again, that no man would ever have power over me ever again. Except, I’m falling for him, unable to stop the storm he creates in me. 

And I’m terrified, because men like Marcus don’t do love. And if I let him in, I risk losing myself. And this time, if I shatter, I’m afraid I’ll never recover. 

Marcus 

I don’t lose. And I sure as hell don’t beg. 

Cassie thinks she can keep me at arm’s length. She’s wrong. Because she’s already mine, even if she doesn’t realize it yet. Something is holding her back--it's in her eyes, in the way she tries to distance herself. There's a pain there I need to heal, to make whole.

I dare her to give me a weekend—no limits, no rules, no way out. I’ll tempt her. Challenge her. Make her crave me.

I have one weekend to break down her defenses, just one chance to claim every part of her, even the scars. 

Because I’m not here for a taste. I’m here for her. And I won’t leave without what’s mine. 








  
  
Note to Readers



This book was originally published as His for the Weekend. It has been update and has now become the first book in my new series Fantasies Inc. I want to be transparent this book has been published before. The book has been updated and slightly changed. 
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Chapter One
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Marcus 

I sat back in my chair as Cassie Adams marched into my office, her blue eyes flashing with displeasure. I fought to wipe the smug grin off my face. Finally, some emotion out of her. Satisfaction flowed through my body. Cassie was ready to do battle, all buttoned up with her hair pulled back. Earlier in the day, her hair had been down and two buttons undone. I noticed. I notice everything where she’s concerned.

Maybe she was shoring up her defenses. It didn’t matter to me. She was mine now.

My intimate gift had the desired effect—her in my office. It didn’t escape my notice that she waited until everyone left for lunch to confront me. “Good afternoon, Cassie.” I kept my tone even.

“Don’t ‘good afternoon’ me, Marcus DeLuca. I’ve had enough. This has got to stop and stop now.” She stood before my desk, vibrating with what I wanted to believe was unfulfilled desire, but I knew better. She was also irritated.

It didn’t matter. She was here.

I’d picked my latest gift with care and the knowledge it would probably push her over the edge, right where I wanted her. I leaned farther back in my leather executive chair to ease the pressure in my groin. “What has to stop?”

I held my amusement in when she stomped her foot and a storm kicked up in those baby blues of hers. It took all my control not to jump out of my chair, push her over my desk, and fuck her. She did that to me—made me lose control—and I didn’t like it. I prided myself on my iron-tight control.

“Don’t play games with me. The flowers, the notes, and the gifts. It stops now.”

The time for teasing was over. She’d thrown down the challenge, and I planned to pick it up. “I made my intentions clear two months ago. I told you the gloves were coming off, and I was going to pursue you until you gave in.” I’d made a habit of studying her, to see what made her tick so I could make her mine.

She’d never told me no. I’d respect her wishes if she did. But I suspected she didn’t want to and had no idea how to deal with me. Sexual chemistry had arced between us from the first day we first met. I wanted her like I’d wanted no other woman, and I was determined to have her.

“Yes, but…” Her gaze dropped to her feet, a delicate flush coloring her cheeks.

A flash of tenderness welled up in me at her indecision—along with the need to pull her into my arms and comfort her. But at the same time, I wanted to kiss her until she couldn’t breathe and fuck her until she screamed my name.

“I can’t take this anymore.” Her voice was whisper soft, but I heard the words as clear as if she’d shouted them.

My cock jumped. I would prove to her that I was more than just a co-worker, and I planned to show her a relationship between us could work. “What are you willing to give me to stop?”

Her head snapped up, and she gnawed on her lower lip. “Twenty-four hours.”

“Not enough. A hundred and twenty.” I was willing to negotiate with her, but she wasn’t going to get everything her way.

Her mouth opened and then closed. Her gaze darted left, then right, before settling back on my face. I could almost see the wheels turning in her head, trying to figure out her next move.

“Too long. Forty-eight.”

I stood and crossed to her. I needed to be close to her as we negotiated this agreement. Little did she know it was only temporary. “Still not enough. Ninety-six uninterrupted hours with you.”

Her nose scrunched and her lashes swept down, cutting off my view of her very expressive eyes. “Sixty. From six Friday night until six Monday morning.”

I noted the stubborn set of her chin. It wasn’t an ideal bargain, but I could live with it. I would not fail in winning her over. Leaning close, I whispered, “I’ll take it.”

Cassie exhaled, lashes rising until our gazes clashed. “What are the ground rules?”

“There are none.”

Her eyes widened. I had her now, and I wasn’t letting her go. I held her gaze, my tone hard and commanding. “No barriers. No rules.”

Her shoulders dipped, then straightened as if she was preparing for battle. “All right, but when the sixty hours are done, we’re finished. I mean it. No flowers, no gifts, no mention of the weekend. Ever.”

Without another word, she spun on her heels to leave my office. I hurried across the room and captured her by the shoulders before she made it to the door. I leaned over, my lips brushing her ear, and smelled her fresh scent. “Remember what I said at the party.”

Her swift intake of breath was my answer. She did remember.

“You belong to me,” I whispered.

“I belong to no man.”

I slid my hands down her arms past her clenched fists and encircled her waist, pulling her flush against my body. She didn’t struggle, but her breathing grew choppy. I pressed my erect dick against her ass. “You will belong to me, I promise.”

“For sixty hours only.” She wrenched herself from my embrace and turned her head to glare at me. “That’s all you’ll get, Marcus. That’s all it can be.”

“I wouldn’t bet on it.”

“There are sexual harassment laws you have to abide by.”

“Only if you file.” A smug smile crossed my lips.

“I will if you make one move toward me after the weekend.” Pivoting, she marched out of my office, treating me to her luscious ass as she walked away.

I closed my office door and locked it before returning to my chair. I gently released my zipper and pulled my cock out. It was hard and pulsing. Soon, I’d have Cassie beneath me and then she’d learn the type of man I am.








  
  

Chapter Two
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Cassie 

What in God’s name had I done? Made a deal with the devil, that’s what. I was shaking, and my pussy throbbed; my breasts tingled, and my breath came way too fast. And none of it was from fear. Only Marcus could make me this aroused without even trying.

I’d made the decision to confront him to get him to back off, not to agree to a no-holds-barred weekend. How did I let myself be talked into that? Actually, we’d negotiated the weekend. But damn it, negotiation was my specialty, especially since I ran the customer service department of Fantasies, Inc. Somehow, he’d outwitted me on this one.

His last words sent a chill through me. I would not be his. I was not a submissive woman like my mother. I was my own woman, in control of myself and my body. A weekend of sex with Marcus would get him out of my system, then I’d be done.

It would put me in a vulnerable position, but I would keep my guard up. I wouldn’t leave myself open to him or anyone. I wouldn’t accept pain the way my mother had. I wouldn’t give up my hard-fought control. Ever.

Marcus had been a thorn in my side from the day we met, but over the last year, the pain from the thorn had turned into unchecked desire and need, damn it. Not only did he keep me on my toes professionally, but mentally as well.

Was it because my last relationship crashed right before I met Marcus? Or was it because I had talked with Josh, head of the operations department, about how to go about scheduling my own fantasy. No, Josh wouldn’t talk to anyone about my asking to become a client. Confidentially was critical to the company and its clients.

Damn, why was I spending so much time analyzing the whys? They didn’t matter. Not when my emotions were all over the place and I was having trouble regaining my hard-fought control.

I strode into my office without even realizing how I got there, settled back into my chair, and looked down at my desk. There was only one thing I loved and that was my job. Fantasies, Inc. was a company that specialized in making sexual fantasies come true. By legal means, of course.

People paid handsomely for their indulgences to become reality. Since the Sexual Freedom Act, companies like ours were no longer taboo. We did have rules and regulations to follow, but the powers that be had never found fault with the company.

Fantasies, Inc. paid well to have the best people work for them, and I was happy to head the customer service department. It took patience some days to listen to the complaints, but mainly the company received compliments.

Marcus was the superman of Research and Development, and from his reporting in the departmental meetings, the R&D was better run than it had been in years.

My phone rang, and I jumped, hitting the white gift box sitting on my desk. I glared at it as I picked up the receiver. “Cassie Adams, how may I help you?”

“Now there’s a loaded question.” Marcus’ whisky-smooth voice flashed through my bloodstream.

I fought against the boneless feeling invading my body at the sound of his voice. Get ahold of yourself. Control, remember? “What do you want?”

“I wanted to remind you to bring the present with you this weekend.”

My gaze went to the white box. Why hadn’t I taken it with me when I went to his office and given it back?

“Sure.” What else could I say? I was the one who offered the weekend.

“Good. I can’t wait to try those nipple rings on you.”

Before I could answer, he hung up. No. No. No. I wasn’t wearing them. The teddy, fine, but not the rings. No way.

My nipples tightened in anticipation, regardless of what my mind thought. I wasn’t adverse to sexual play, but memories flooded in. A time when I was a teenager and exploring my own sexuality and I’d found a set of nipple rings in the bathroom. My parents had been very open about sex… My lashes drifted shut.

Keep breathing. In and out. In and out. Pain swamped me. I hadn’t known they would hurt so much when I clipped them on. I fought against the memory and breathed deeply until I regained control.

I would keep my control this weekend, even if it killed me. There could be nothing between Marcus and myself. I wouldn’t allow it. I couldn’t allow it.


      ***Friday morning arrived faster than I wanted. Marcus had been true to his word: No more presents had arrived, at least not yet. Today was the day. I took my normal seat at the back of the small table where we held staff meetings.

Our President, John Boyd, sat at the head of the table. To his right was the head of Technology, Asher, financial head, Lucas, then me, and to his left sat Miles, head of HR. Also Josh and Dean, who ran Operations. Marcus wasn’t here yet.

He sauntered in and took the seat next to mine, and I fought against sighing as he pushed his chair closer.

“Let’s get started.” John glanced around the table. “Cassie, customer service?”

I shifted in my chair to get away from the heat coming from Marcus. The man was like a furnace. “No complaints, mainly compliments.”

“Good. Asher?”

“The new software system is on track to be installed in a few months, and I’ve scheduled an onsite consultant to make the tweaks we’re going to need.”

I’d forgotten about the new software system. That was not going to be fun. I hated changes like that.

“Great job. Are there any issues you can see at this point in time?” John asked.

“Not yet. Once we start tweaking the program, that’s when we’ll find the bugs.”

John nodded. “Miles?”

“All is well in HR. The coffee shop downstairs is doing well, and everyone likes it. I’ll be extending their contract.”

My grin was automatic. The coffee shop had been Miles’ idea. The woman who ran it was an independent contractor. She paid for the spot and ran the shop, but she and her employees had to be vetted by HR.

“They serve the best pastries,” Lucas piped up.

“Let’s hear your update, Lucas.”

“I’ve been going over the financials of the company you want to bring into the Fantasies, Inc. fold.”

“Problem?” asked John.

“Not sure yet. I’m searching for a forensic accountant to take a look. I can’t put my finger on it, but something doesn’t seem right.”

“Very well. Keep me informed. We have a few months before we have to make a hard decision.” John looked at Josh and Dean.

“Operations are going quite well,” said Josh.

“I have nothing to add,” said Dean.

I glanced at Josh, and he winked at me. Since our conversation, I couldn’t help smiling at him. While we were technically in different departments, finding out more about Operations made my job in customer service easier.

A hand landed on my knee, and my gaze swung to a scowling Marcus. I didn’t think; I reached over, grabbed his crotch, and squeezed. Hard. His eyes widened, and he removed his hand from my knee.

“Marcus?”

“R&D is working on some new things. I have a few that need to be tested yet, but I should have them ready to demo for everyone in a few months.”

“If you need a test subject, let me know,” said Dean.

Everyone laughed. But Marcus’ husky laugh swept over my skin like a spring breeze.

“All right. Seems like everyone is doing well, and there are no complaints. Everything is on schedule for the company, and I’m happy with the revenue we’re producing. I like staff meetings like this. We’re done until the next one.” John stood and left the room.

I scooted my chair back and stood. Marcus did the same thing. Before I could move, he leaned over and whispered, “Nipple rings.”

Heat flared, and my breath stuttered in my chest. Without looking back, I walked out of the conference room. Normally, I’d stay and chat, but not today. I didn’t need to be in Marcus’ presence any more than necessary. I was going to spend the weekend with him. That was all. My stomach quivered.


      ***I stared at the clock. Four. I was barely holding on to my control. The white box I’d shoved into my desk drawer had taunted me all week. I really should be able to ignore it, but today, especially after Marcus’ comment, I was constantly opening and closing the drawer.

Damn it. I opened the drawer again, but this time, I pulled the box out. It was late enough in the day I shouldn’t be disturbed. I opened the pristine white lid. Pushing the midnight blue teddy aside, I lifted the smaller velvet box and opened it.

I stared at the two gold nipple rings before I pulled them out. I held them in my palm, admiring their smooth metal and their light weight. These looked nothing like the ones I’d found in my childhood bathroom.

Those had been round and made of heavy steel with little spikes on the inside. These were more like actual rings and would easily slip onto my sensitive nipples. My nipples were already erect thinking about using these. Damn. I should have tried them out so I’d know. Too late now.

How would these gold rings feel on my skin?

My pussy tightened as anticipation flowed through my blood. I could picture Marcus standing before me, his fingers playing with my breasts before he slipped the rings over my taut nipples. My breath caught in my throat as my pussy moistened.

Stop this!

I started to put the rings back into their box when a click of the door captured my attention. My head jerked up. Marcus stood with his back against the wooden door to my office, an ultra-satisfied grin on his face.

“How…” I cleared my throat to get the words out. “How long have you been standing there?” I had no idea why I didn’t notice him come in.

“Long enough.” He pushed away from the door and marched toward me.

I dropped the rings back into their box and shoved it into the bigger box. “Is there something I can help you with?” I cursed silently the second the words left my mouth. Talk about putting your foot into your mouth. Give Marcus an opening and he’d pounce.

His green eyes lit up. The infuriating man had taken my words as an invitation. Damn. How could I stop this?

“There is something you can help me with.” He stalked around my desk.

My pulse kicked up a notch. “Marcus.” I rose to my feet.

“Put them on.” His voice was low and firm and sent shivers up my spine.

“Later.” Much later. Maybe never.

His green eyes darkened. “Now.” This time there was a command in his voice.

My hand hovered above the box. I shook my head as I realized what I was doing and forced my hand to drop. I was not like my mother; I wasn’t going to mindlessly obey a man.

“Our time hasn’t begun yet.”

Strong masculine hands closed over mine. His skin wasn’t soft, but rough enough to send shivers along my nerves and remind me he was all man.

“Put them on.” His voice dropped to a husky whisper that stroked my skin like velvet fingers. “You know you want to. Think about how they will feel against your skin. How they will cause your nipples to harden and rub against your bra, making your breasts more sensitive. When I take them in my mouth, you’ll cry out with pleasure.”

I pried my hands from beneath his to grab the edge of my desk before my knees gave out. The images his words invoked caused my pussy to spasm and my nipples to tighten into hard buds. If he could do that with words, how was I going to survive his touch? Without saying another word, he lifted the lid on the box.

He pulled the smaller box out and cradled it in his large hands. A small earthquake shot through my body. How would those hands feel on my skin? In my hair? Stroking my pussy until I climaxed? My mind went blank.

His long fingers toyed with the top button of my blouse as our gazes locked. I held my breath as he undid the first button and paused. He was waiting for me to say yes, but I wasn’t ready to give him that kind of power yet, so I remained silent. Marcus grinned and undid the next button.

So much for permission.

When he undid the third button, I muttered, “I didn’t say you could continue.”

His gaze met mine. “When you agreed to the weekend, you gave me permission to touch you.”

True. I hadn’t thought of that when his palms skimmed over my neck. Awareness flowed through my body.

He didn’t stop, slipping his hands under the fabric and pushing it down my arms, trapping them against my sides and baring my lace-covered breasts to the cool office air.

My skin tingled at his light touch, and my breathing grew shallow. I should stop him. We were at work. “Marcus—”

“So beautiful,” he whispered, his breath brushing my cheek. “I knew they’d be.” He shook his head as if trying to clear his mind. “If you’re going to object, now is your last chance.”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. The heat in his gaze and the need coursing through my body kept me mute. His palms covered my breasts as lava exploded in my blood, and I fought against letting out a needy moan.

Next thing I knew, he’d maneuvered me so my ass rested against my desk, and his chest brushed my sensitive, lace covered breasts.

I finally found my voice. “This is a bad idea.” We were in my office and anyone could walk in. What was I thinking letting this go so far? That’s the problem. I wasn’t thinking. My brain had short-circuited the second he touched me.

“This is the best idea I’ve had in a while.” With deft fingers, he undid the front clasp of my bra. My breasts spilled out as the lacy cups peeled away.

I tried to lift my hands, but they were trapped by my clothing. Damn it. “Marcus.” I called his name again, making my voice as firm as possible, but it came out soft and filled with need.

The rings he’d taken from the box rolled around in his palm with a metal twang, echoing through my office. God, I wanted his bare hands on my breasts, caressing them, making me ache for his touch.

“Let me tell you about these little beauties.” He leaned forward, his breath caressing my cheek. “I created these to give a woman pleasure. That’s why I love R&D; I can create things for pleasure, both giving and receiving.”

He spoke of pleasure, not pain. How could that be right? His thumb brushed over my nipple, a tremor sweeping through my body. He did the same to the other nipple, causing the same reaction. My pussy clenched as my skin heated with pleasure.

No. I couldn’t do this. Not here. Not yet. I glanced up, and my gaze clashed with his. “Stop. Now.”

His gaze hardened, but he removed his hands from my breasts. I took a deep breath. I’d been afraid he wouldn’t listen to me, and he’d continue regardless of my wishes. He didn’t say a word, but his gaze never left my face as he fastened my bra, slid my blouse back onto my shoulders, and re-buttoned it.

“We’ll try these out, later.” He replaced the nipple rings in their box. “Actually, I’ll take them with me. I’ll see you at six.” Stepping back, he walked out of my office.

I collapsed into my chair, heart pounding.

Dear God. I raised my trembling hand to my chest. Marcus had listened to me. I’m not sure if that made me happy or sad, but he’d listened.

It was more than him stopping when I asked—it was my reaction to his touch, the excitement of anticipation that swept through me when he touched me.

Fire burned low in my belly, and my pussy throbbed with unfulfilled desire. If I reacted this way, and my reaction wasn’t one I was expecting, how would I get through the weekend with him? I couldn’t back out of the weekend. I’d given my word, and I didn’t renege on my word. Plus once it was done, that would be it. He’d leave me alone; that was the deal.

Why did I have the unsettling feeling my life was spiraling out of control?
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