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Chapter 1: Dante




Asea of voices pours out of the grand hotel ballroom and through the lobby as I walk into The Billionaires’ Club gala. This is our first gala of the year and it promises to be one of the best ever. 

Everyone here is dressed up to the limit. The guys wear tuxes and the women were expensive designer gowns and tons of jewelry.

The billionaires in the room are all thriving and growing in ways I never could have imagined. Some are growing in ways none of us ever could have predicted. There are just as many women here as in years past, but this is different. 

These women aren’t just a bunch of random girls the billionaires picked up to be their dates for tonight. I don’t see any professional escorts, either.

Some of these women are billionaires in their own right. Others are on their way to becoming billionaires. Melody Gottlieb stands over there on the arm of her billionaire husband, shipping tycoon Niko Holloway.

Quite a few of the other married women in this room are powerful business leaders who command the respect of everyone here, especially the billionaires. The more we learn about these women and the closer we get socially and personally, the more we respect them.

I walk over to another group where Lane Prince and his wife Samantha, Judah Hayes, and his wife Piper Legrange stand around with Derek Salazar and his wife Viviane. She’s pregnant and I’ve never seen him happier.

I’ve never seen any of these men happier. Each one shines with a different kind of light cast over them by the glow of their domestic bliss. 

Their happiness and grounded contentment shows in their work. The men work harder than ever and it pays off in spades. 

Each of them is more successful than they’ve ever been—and yet all of this only makes them happier. They’re so much happier now that they’re married.

“You didn’t bring a date, Dante,” Viviane points out. “Are you trying to make a statement?”

“He is the statement,” Lane replies. “He makes a statement just by getting out of bed in the morning. Are you kidding me?”

I laugh and wind up blushing. “It’s a little more complicated than that, I’m afraid.”

“What happened to Augustina or Paulina or Agrippina or whatever her name was?” Piper asks me. “That didn’t last long.”

“None of them lasts very long.” I find myself scanning the ballroom. How did the subject suddenly turn to my love life? 

“So what’s next for you?” Judah asks. “You’re one of the few unmarried men left in the club anymore.”

“I don’t think I want anything next,” I tell him. “I’m taking myself off the market—especially for the kind of women who are interested in me.”

“Aw!” Samantha chides. “You can’t!”

“I can and I am.” I smile at her. “I can do whatever I want. You can’t stop me.”

She laughs. “What kind of women are we talking about that are interested in you?” Lane asks. “You can’t be talking about the usual gold-diggers. There has to be someone out there who is interested in you that you would be interested in her back.”

“I’m not talking about them. The women who are really interested in me are all younger. Some are young enough to be my daughters. I’m getting too old for this shit.”

“You aren’t that old,” Derek tells me. “How old are you, anyway?”

Viviane rests her hand on his jacket lapel. “Sweetheart! Don’t you know it’s rude to ask a lady her age?”

They all laugh and I laugh with them.

“It isn’t really their age and I certainly never meet anyone my age that I’m interested in,” I go on. “I don’t understand it. I don’t know. Maybe I’m just jaded because my last series of attempts ended in failure.”

“I’m sure you’ll find someone,” Piper tells me. “You’re the most eligible bachelor here.”

I jolt and spin around to stare at her. “I am?”

“Of course. Look at you. You’re gorgeous. You’re one of the nicest guys we know. Who wouldn’t want to date you? I would date you myself if I wasn’t so much younger than you.”

I look back and forth between her and Judah. She didn’t say she would date me if she wasn’t already married to one of the biggest, strongest, most intimidating men in the club.

He only smiles at me. He reads my mind. He has absolutely nothing to worry about where his wife is concerned. She worships the ground he walks on and it shows. No one knows better than he does exactly why she wouldn’t date me. 

I don’t want to think about being the most eligible bachelor in the club. I don’t want to think about dating at all.

Just then, Jackson Metcalf comes over to our group. He’s single, too, thank Christ, and he didn’t bring a date, either, so I’m not the only one. 

Everyone can talk about him being the most eligible bachelor in the club for a change. He doesn’t need a date. He really does make a statement just by getting out of bed in the morning.

I take a step back to let him join us. The others turn to greet him. Everyone loves Jackson.

The circle widens, but at that moment, one of the servers walks behind me and I accidentally step into her path and step on her foot.

She collides with me—or I collide with her—one or the other. It doesn’t matter which it is because I bump into the tray of drinks she’s carrying. My weight jolts the tray backward. It bumps into her chest and flies upward.

She corrects by tipping the tray toward herself—probably to save me from getting dirty. She winds up spilling the drinks all over her dress.

The servers all wear fancy clothes, too. The men wear tuxes and the women all wear long, black, sleek gowns. This woman wears a black, body-hugging dress down to her black high heels. 

Shimmering sparkles wink and glisten in the fabric of her dress. This isn’t strictly the uniform of black eveningwear the servers are supposed to wear, but it works and makes her look elegant. She fits right in.

I spin around and try to grab both the tray and the glasses falling all over the place, but it’s too late. The drinks drench her dress. The glasses and all the ice cubes fall all over the floor.

“Oh, my God! I am so sorry!” I exclaim. “Are you okay?”

She stares at me in shock. Her mouth and her eyes hang open. She looks back and forth between me, her dress, and the mess all over the floor.

She’s really pretty. Her long, copper-red hair drapes in tasteful waves over her shoulders and surrounds her petite face in a frame of glamor. Her hair sets off her brilliant green eyes with a spray of freckles across her nose and cheeks. 

“I am so sorry!” she blurts out. “I didn’t see you! I…I don’t know what I was thinking! I am so sorry! I’ll pay for it…..I swear….”

“It was my fault. No one is going to make you pay for anything.” I hold out my hands. “Let me help you…..”

I don’t know how to help her without touching her body and I don’t want to do that. She stands there holding the empty tray. 

I bend down and start picking up the fallen glasses and ice cubes. She does the same thing. I put the glasses back on the tray and scoop the ice cubes into the glasses. So does she.

“I’m so sorry!” she goes on. “I didn’t mean to. I didn’t realize you were moving back. I was looking at something across the room. I can’t believe I did something so clumsy. I don’t know how to apologize enough.”

“You don’t have to apologize at all. It was all my fault. I stepped on your foot. That was my fault. I should have been more careful.”

Her eyes dart around the room like she’s worried someone is going to fire her or something. That’s when a bunch of other servers show up with mops, rags, and dustpans to sweep up the extra ice cubes.

The server who spilled all of this vanishes into the crowd. I don’t see where she went.

The others start mopping the floor. Some of them even apologize to me. “I’m so sorry for the disturbance, Mr. Helme,” a guy in a tux tells me. His name is Ross. He’s the catering manager. “Please go on with your evening. I’ll handle this.”

“Don’t do anything to her,” I insist. “It was my fault. Don’t reprimand or even criticize her. She did nothing wrong.”

He barely compresses his lips, but I can see he doesn’t believe me. “I appreciate you saying so. I’ll take care of it. I apologize again for the disturbance.”

All the other servers evaporate into the woodwork. They take their mops and trays out of sight. Conversation restarts and the same throb of voices washes over the room.

“Are you okay, Dante?” Viviane asks me. “That was unlucky.”

“I’m fine.” I frown down at my hands. They’re still wet from touching the ice cubes. “She got it worse than I did.”

The others go back to talking about something else. I can’t pay attention to them. I say a quick, “Would you please excuse me?” and walk away toward the back room. That’s where the caterers and servers do all their work.

I hardly ever come in here unless I’m on the committee organizing one of these events. The whole point of the gala is so the billionaire club members can socialize with each other without having to worry about all the arrangements. 

We’re supposed to pay attention to each other and pretend the catering and service people don’t exist—but they do. They’re all normal people doing a job. 

I walk into the catering kitchen and look around. The servers go back and forth between the service window, another drinks counter to one side, and back out onto the ballroom floor.

The servers come in with empty trays or trays loaded with empty glasses and dishes. The servers drop off all their dirty dishes at the sink and reload with either drinks or food to take back out to the gala attendees.

One of the regular servers comes over to me. “Can I help you with anything, Mr. Helme?”

“Where’s the server who just spilled drinks all over herself? Is she still here?”

“Yes, Sir. She’s in the bathroom getting cleaned up. I think she might be trying to change her clothes.” He makes a face. “Ross is over there waiting for her.”

“Thanks.” I walk off in one direction and he leaves going the other way.

I find the bathrooms. The women’s door is shut. Ross paces back and forth in front of the door with my hands on my hips.

He freezes when he sees me. “I told you I would handle it.”

“And I told you not to get her into trouble because of what happened. What are you going to do—give her the axe right now because of one simple accident?”

“You don’t understand, Mr. Helme. We’ve had nothing but problems with Emberlynn since she started working for us…..”

“What problems? Is it because she’s clumsy? Does she have accidents all the time?”

“No, it isn’t that.”

“Is she chronically late or lazy? I find that hard to believe. She was working hard right up until this happened.”

“No, she’s fine.”

“Then what exactly is the problem.”

“She’s…..I don’t know how to describe it. She’s just….”

I wait for him to say something. “She’s what?”

“I don’t know, okay?!” he blurts out. “I can’t describe it. She just doesn’t fit in.”

I raise my eyebrows at him. “So let me get this straight. You can’t pinpoint anything about her job performance that’s substandard or inadequate. You can’t point to her attitude or her work ethic or her punctuality or her appearance or her behavior—and you want to take one accident as an excuse to fire her because you don’t like her? Is that it?”

“You don’t understand, Mr. Helme….”

“You’re right. I don’t understand because you haven’t given me one valid reason to fire her. She could sue you for wrongful termination. Do you realize that? What you’re doing is illegal—or you’re planning to do something illegal.” I make up my mind and raise my hand. “You know what? We aren’t having this conversation. If you do anything to her—if you even look at her wrong—you won’t be contracted by the club to cater these events anymore. Is that clear? We won’t do business with someone who uses his influence to hurt his employees like this.”

He opens his mouth to argue. “But Mr. Helme…..”

“Walk away, Ross,” I snap. “Walk away right now and don’t let me find out you did anything to Emberlynn—ever. Is that clear?”

He shuts his mouth and hustles away into the kitchen. I catch a bunch of the servers, chefs, dishwashers, and preppers watching and listening to our conversation. Good. I hope they all heard me.








  
  
Chapter 2: Emberlynn




Ipull a bunch of paper towels out of the bathroom handwashing dispenser and pat the water and alcohol out of my dress. I gasp in exasperation when I pull out the last paper towels. 

My dress is still soaked and the liquid even saturates my bra. Now I have to work in wet clothes for the rest of the evening.

I’ll just have to bite the bullet. I need this job to pay the rent and keep myself alive. 

I dread walking out of this room and facing Ross—not to mention all the billionaires out on the ballroom floor. This is the most humiliating experience of my life.

I don’t know why Ross dislikes me so much. I never did anything to him. I’ve already been hiding in here for too long already. I don’t want to give him any more excuse to come down on me.

I pull open the bathroom door and freeze when I come face to face with Dante Helme standing out in the hall. He leans against the wall opposite the bathroom. It couldn’t be more obvious that he’s the one waiting for me to come out. I don’t see Ross anywhere.

His head shoots up when I open the door. His blue eyes go hard and he looks down at my dress before he comes back to making eye contact with me.

He’s the oldest member of The Billionaires’ Club. I don’t even know how old he is, but he’s one of those men who just keeps getting better looking with age. 

He’s tall and he obviously works out—a lot. He’s one of the best-built men in the club except for maybe Jackson Metcalf.

Dante fills out a suit very nicely and he keeps his short, grey hair combed to a point in front of his chiseled, weathered face. 

“Are you okay?” he asks. “I mean….you didn’t get hurt or anything, did you?”

“I’m fine, Mr. Helme.” I walk past him and head back out to the kitchen. “You don’t have to worry about me. It was nothing. I’m sorry I inconvenienced you. You can go back to the gala. I have to get back to work.”

He only follows me. “Your dress is still wet. Let me replace it. You can’t go back to work in wet clothes. That’s ridiculous.”

“I appreciate the offer, Mr. Helm, but you can’t replace it now,” I reply over my shoulder. “It’s almost ten o’clock at night and I still have to get through the rest of the gala.”

I pick up my serving tray from the drinks bar and stand there waiting for the bartender to load up the tray.

Dante stands next to me talking away. “I wasn’t saying I would go out and buy another of the same kind of dress. We have extra clothes in the back room in case something like this happens to one of the members’ dates or wives or whatever. I can give you another dress to wear. Come on, Emberlynn. Let me make it up to you.”

“You have nothing to make up to me, Mr. Helme,” I tell him. “I’m really sorry it happened. Please just go enjoy the gala and don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.”

“I can’t enjoy the gala if I’m worrying about you. Come on. Just come with me and change into some dry clothes. I’m not going to be able to leave this alone until you come. Come on. I feel terrible that I stepped on your foot and got you in trouble and everything. Let me do something.”

I finally turn around and face him. He’s an incredibly nice guy. Everyone on the catering and serving team knows him. 

He’s usually involved in organizing and planning these events for the club. He negotiates with Ross and often interacts with the servers before and during the event.

He’s always nice to the servers and he always compliments us on what a great job we’re doing. He treats us a hell of a lot better than Ross does.

I take a deep breath. I shouldn’t let Dante make a fuss over me. The serving staff is supposed to make sure the members, attendees, and their guests have a nice time at the gala, not the other way around.

That’s just the kind of guy he is. He has a reputation for being an outstanding businessman and one of the nicest people in all of New York. You wouldn’t think a billionaire could be as nice as he is, but he just keeps proving it every time he opens his mouth.

“I really appreciate you sticking up for me just now,” I tell him. “I heard what you said to Ross. I’m grateful.”

“Why does he dislike you so much? There must be a reason.”

“I don’t know. He liked me just fine when I first started. Then it all went south.”

“Something must have happened. Are you sure you don’t know what it is?”

I shrug. “One time he saw me laughing and joking around with some of the other employees a few minutes before the event started. He started glaring at me and it all went downhill from there. I think he might have gotten the idea that I was goofing around and not taking the job seriously—or something like that. I don’t know.”

The bartender finishes filling the drinks on my tray and I pick it up to leave.

Dante lays his arm across mine to stop me. “Just come with me and let me give you a dry dress. That’s all I ask. I’m not asking for a lifetime commitment, Emberlynn. Just let me do one thing for you. Then you never have to look at me again. I swear it.”

I sigh. “Fine. If you insist.”

“I do.” He takes my hands off the tray. I try to pretend that he isn’t touching me like this. 

His hands are warm and strong—much stronger than a man his age has a right to be. He even has calluses on his palms—probably from lifting weights. Anyone can see how ripped he is just by looking at the way he wears his suit.

He leads me out of the kitchen, down the hall, and back into the ballroom. I don’t want to show my face out there, but no one notices me. 

He actually puts his arm behind my back to escort me like we’re on a date or something. He didn’t bring a date to the gala. How is he even still single? Every girl I know thinks he’s one of the hottest men in the club.

I see us walking next to each other on our way across the ballroom. We actually look like we’re on a date. I look like I could be dressed up to be his plus-one for this event.

I’m not on a date with Dante Helme. That’s absurd. He’s one of the richest men in New York City. I’m just a server with a catering company. 

He leads me down another hall and we leave all the noise and conversation behind. It fades into silence behind us. I can pretend that Ross isn’t back there simmering with resentment over Dante defending me.

I don’t trust Ross not to do something to retaliate, but that’s a matter for another day. 

Dante opens another door down the hall and leads me into a large room packed from wall to wall with clothes racks. Half the racks hold men’s suits and tuxes in different sizes. 

Women’s ballgowns and sleek, designer dresses fill the other half of the room. Dante shows me inside and shuts the door behind us. “You can take your pick. I don’t know if you’ll be able to find anything that comes close to that one, but at least you’ll have something dry to wear.”

I go over to the women’s side of the room. The dresses are all arranged by color. I stop in front of the black section and start flipping through the hangers.

The dresses are all different sizes, too. Some are miles too big for me and some are way too small. I finally settle on another close-fitting, body-con black dress. This one is shorter. The hem falls just below the knee.

“Will Ross give you a hard time about it not being long enough?” Dante asks.

I flip the rest of the hangers. “I don’t see anything floor-length that will fit me. Maybe I should just keep wearing the dress I already have on.”

“He won’t bother you for wearing that. He won’t bother you at all.”

I make a face at him. “You don’t know him very well, do you? He’ll find a way.”

“Then you’ll tell me and I’ll put the fear of God into him.”

I find myself laughing. “Maybe I should just find a different job. I shouldn’t keep working in such a hostile environment.”

“Why do you work for him at all if he dislikes you so much?”

“I have to pay the bills while I look for something else. I’ve been looking for ages, but it never works out that way. I guess working for him is easy. It’s a paycheck for now.”

“What would you like to do instead? Are you trained for anything?”

“I worked as an executive assistant to Marianne Talbot for seven years before she passed away. That’s when I started looking for another job.”

His eyes fall out of their sockets. “Really?! Wow! That’s incredible.”

“It was. She was a great boss.” I turn back to look at the dress in my hands. “I should probably change.”

“I’ll just leave the room. You can change in here.”

He lets himself out and shuts the door behind him. I’m all alone in here now. 








  
  
Chapter 3: Emberlynn




Ishimmy out of my dress and pull on the new one. My bra is still wet, but it isn’t as bad as I thought. 

I put on the new dress, straighten it around my body, and run my hands down my sides and hips. The dress fits perfectly and walking around in something dry is a lot more comfortable.

I ball up my old dress. I might have to get it dry-cleaned and I don’t have the money for that. I might even have to replace it.

I won’t need to replace it if I quit this job. I can get another server job anywhere—and I sure as hell won’t get a good recommendation from Ross.

I walk out of the room to find Dante waiting for me. He never leaves me alone. “How does that feel?” he asks.

“Much better. Thank you. I’m sorry I took you away from the gala.”

He waves at nothing. “We have them all the time and it isn’t like I don’t see these people on a regular basis anyway. This is more important.” He falls in next to me on our way back to the ballroom. “I’m really sorry it happened.”

“If it wasn’t my fault, then it wasn’t your fault. It was no one’s fault. It was an accident.”

We stop at the threshold between the door and the ballroom. Most of the attendees and their guests are already leaving. 

The servers are all back in the kitchen packing up for the night, clocking out, and telling each other they’ll see each other next time—whenever Ross calls us for our next job.

“I guess we’re done for the night,” I remark. “I might as well go home and give Ross a chance to cool off.”

“Let me give you a ride,” Dante tells me. “Do you have a car—or another ride?”

I smile up at him. “That’s really nice of you, but I couldn’t impose on you any more than I already have. Thank you for the dress. I’ll return it to the club. I promise.”

“Keep it,” he tells me. “God knows we have enough of them. You might need it for your next event.” I open my mouth to protest, but he cuts me off. “Come on. Let me give you a ride home. I made you miss all that work. Let me make it up to you.”

He doesn’t give me a chance to argue. He takes hold of my arm and leads me across the ballroom. He says good night to a few people and we cross the hotel lobby.

He stops inside the big revolving glass doors to send a text on his phone before we go out to the curb. We barely get there before a big, sleek black limo comes to pick us up.

He opens the door for me to get into the back seat. “This is the first time I’ve ever ridden in a limo,” I tell him when he sits down next to me. 

“It isn’t that big a deal. It isn’t that different from taking a cab except that this is more comfortable.”

“It’s definitely different.” I look at the little drinks fridge next to the seat and all the climate controls on the door handle. The glass window between us and the driver stands open so we can see him, the driver’s compartment, and the street beyond the windshield.

“I might know someone in the club who is looking for an assistant,” Dante tells me after a few minutes. “I can drop your name. You might get lucky.”

“I appreciate that.”

The driver interrupts. “Where are we going, Mr. Helme?”

I give the driver my address. The silence that follows becomes unbearable. 

I wish Dante wasn’t paying so much attention to me. Now I really feel bad. It isn’t like me spilling drinks on my dress is any big deal. He’s treating me like I got injured or something.

“I meant what I said,” he goes on. “I want to hear if you have any problem with Ross.”

I smile at him. “That’s really nice of you. Thank you.”

“Tell me if you quit working for him,” he insists. “I might get the wrong idea if you aren’t there at our next event. Tell me if you get an offer or if you decide to just move on.”

I look up at him planning to thank him again. He turns to look down at me at the same time—and something changes between us in that moment. 

I don’t know what it is because our conversation has been so casual and businesslike until now. Maybe it’s all the times he’s been looking at my body, my clothes, and the way he’s been touching me.

I realize in that moment that he isn’t look at me like he’s concerned about what happened. He didn’t have to do all of that because he tripped over me and made me spill drinks all over myself.

He didn’t have to give me a ride home. He isn’t doing that to be nice—or not just to be nice.

He’s so magnetically attractive. His eyes communicate so much hidden meaning without saying a word. He looks back at me like he finds me attractive, too, even though I must be thirty years younger than he is.

His age doesn’t make him any less attractive to me. Why would my age make me any less attractive to him? It obviously doesn’t.

I don’t know what makes it happen, but he leans forward and starts kissing me. His lips send an electric charge through me and I kiss him back. I shouldn’t be doing this with him in the back of a limo, but it looks like we are doing it.

His hands materialize on my hips, sides, breasts, cheeks, and neck like he’s been aching to touch me all this time. Was he really thinking about this when he looked down at my dress? He never let on.

I don’t think he was thinking about it then. He just treated it like any other normal incident. It could have happened to anyone and he would have dealt with it the same way. 

He slides his hands up my sides, compresses my bra through my dress, and makes me whimper into his mouth. His other hand cradles the side of my neck and cheek. His masterful touch makes me melt. He knows exactly how to handle me to light me on fire.

I can’t stop kissing him. He’s hands down the hottest, most appealing guy I’ve ever kissed. I really want him to find me as attractive as I find him.

He slips his other hand behind my back, down to my hips, and pulls me toward him across the seat. That movement infects my mind with so much molten sexual heat that I can’t help but moan. My legs drift slightly apart.

He reads my mind and slides his hand between my knees, grips my thigh, and then creeps a little higher. Everything he does erupts my desire out of my deepest soul. He’s really touching me like that.

Making out with a man who’s so much older than I am turns me on as never before. It feels so forbidden and otherworldly—and yet I feel totally safe with him.

His confidence and experience tells me loud and clear that he’ll make sure to please me. He knows exactly how to turn me on. He doesn’t fumble or doubt himself at all.

I don’t have to worry about him hurting me or messing up or losing control. I let myself go with him. I can be vulnerable and turned on at the same time.

He slides his hand a little higher toward my panties. His mouth tears off mine and he presses his forehead into mine rasping through his teeth while he rubs me to dripping wetness.

I moan and rock back on the seat as he sends these blistering waves of passion and ecstasy through me. I want him to touch me. I want to feel him take me and make me show him how intoxicating he is.

He must already know how he affects women. Women melt for him everywhere he goes. He only has to look at a woman to make her weak in the knees.

He eases back a little more and his blue eyes spark with fire as he slides his fingers into my saturated channel. He sees every shade of drunken pleasure spasming in my features when he touches me like this.

“Spread your legs for me, baby,” he husks. “That’s right. Oh yeah, you are so damn hot. That’s right. Show me how much you want this.”

I can’t stop myself. Maybe I’m one of the useless sluts who throw themselves at him, fool around with him once, and disappear into his past. 

I don’t care if I am that. I just want to feel this with him. I want to feel what it’s like to be with a man who understands my body as well as he does. 

I want him to use all his knowledge and experience to give me the most mind-blowing pleasure of my life. I don’t want to pass up this chance even if it only lasts a few minutes or a few hours.

The limo will pull up to my apartment building any second now. I’ll get out and go inside. Dante will ride off in his limo with my smell clinging to his fingers. That’s all I am to him—a few minutes of masterful enjoyment before we go our separate ways.

He doesn’t stop pumping his fingers into me. He brings my juices bubbling to the surface and keeps snatching scorching kisses from my lips.

He pulls back each time to look into my eyes and see how close I’m coming to the brink of madness.

“Come on, baby,” he murmurs. “Let me hear you scream for me. You know you want it. Let me see how hot you are.”

His words spark my desire off the charts. I can’t hold back. I hike my dress up to my hips, prop my feet on the seat, and ride down on his hand as the surge of climax hits me. I scream out.

“Yes!” he yells over my screams. “Yes! Come on! That’s it! That’s right! Take it all the way!”

I can’t stop. I throw myself down on his fingers, turn my head away, and whine and cry as a catastrophic orgasm splits me in half. I want so much more, but this is enough. 

I love that he encourages me to show him how turned on I am. I give him my body for a few minutes of pleasure. I don’t need or want anything else.

This is one of the most mind-blowing orgasms of my life—probably because he’s so different from every other man I’ve ever been with. He’s so much older. He’s older than my father.

Thinking of him that way somehow makes him so much hotter and more appealing. It’s taboo and comforting at the same time. 

I want to turn over and give him an equally explosive release, but the limo pulls up to my building just then. The driver parks at the curb and leaves the engine running while I moan, writhe, and tremble with the last traces of pleasure flowing out of me.

Dante doesn’t stop driving his fingers into me. He slows and then glides them in and out in dreamy, magical softness. My wetness coats his hand. I need to collapse. At least I won’t have to do anything after this.

I’m still reeling in the stratosphere when he pushes me back, bends over, and buries his face between my legs. He devours my sensitive tissues and makes me scream all over again.

He sucks the juices off my flesh and licks me to tease me back to fuming desire, but he doesn’t take me back to full orgasm. He just turns me on enough to make me ache for him. Then he sits up, pulls his fingers out of me, and starts pulling my dress down.

Now I really need to go upstairs, get into bed, and finish myself off. I’ll be dreaming about him tonight for certain.

He pulls me upright, draws down my dress, and waits for me to pick up my purse. He gets out on the curb, opens the door for me to get out, and then moves over to the driver’s window. “You can go home, Curtis.”

“Yes, Sir, Mr. Helme,” the driver replies and pulls away.

Dante turns around and locks his eyes on me. Did he really just say that?

His eyes tell me in no uncertain terms that he isn’t finished by a long shot. He puts his hand behind my back and steers me toward the building.








