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      Bryce Rivers is gorgeous, arrogant, and nothing like I anticipated. That’s okay, because I’m not going to be what he expected, either.

      

      Seducing him should have been a piece of cake, until I discover he’s hiding a few indecent secrets of his own.

      

      Secretly infiltrating myself into this land development company wasn’t about the money, it was about making a difference. When I heard that the head of the organization had died and his nephew had inherited the entire corporation, I thought I finally stood a chance to persuade him to my way of thinking.

      

      The new guy wasn’t at all what I’d expected. For a reported “recluse”, he was surprisingly charming, intelligent, and had a rapier wit that matched my own. Our attraction was mutual and scorching hot, which made it incredibly easy to seduce my way into his life and hopefully use that influence to steer him to make changes.

      

      The man knew how to set my sheets on fire, but he wasn’t easily swayed. This might have started out as something impersonal between us, but the more I got to know him, the harder I fell for him, which wasn’t the plan. 

      

      I could only hope that once I made my true motives known that I wouldn’t end up destroying something more valuable—us.

      

      And then I discovered that I wasn’t the only one hiding secrets . . .
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        Bryce

      

      

      

      This was going to be my most interesting case yet.

      Unlike certain anti-social cranky-pusses who were my beloved friends but could still do with a spa day or something more relaxing—naming no names here, Vaughn—I liked the cases we received that involved a human touch.

      Most of our security stuff at Elite Protection and Consulting—EPC for short—was divided into four categories: the kind where you needed brawn, the kind where you needed a good security system, the kind where you needed someone eliminated, or the kind where you needed a human-to-human investigation.

      The last one was the kind of case that I liked to take on. I wasn’t much into tech like Seth—our computer guru and partner—although I appreciated it. I could handle myself in a fight as well as any of us, but what I really liked was getting into people’s heads. I liked to see how I could manipulate them into giving up the secrets that they held so dearly. It was why I loved to seduce women, to watch them slowly crumble until they were putty in my hands, and mine to mold as I pleased.

      Unfortunately, most of these cases I actually just ended up questioning people and feeling like a bored cop, which was annoying.

      This current mission I’d been assigned, however, wasn’t going to be boring. In fact, it might end up being a lot of fun, I thought, as I read through the file and gathered all the information I could.

      Jack Lawton was a recent multi-millionaire. Not through some startup or through social media popularity, but the old-fashioned, generational wealth way: he had a rich relative who’d died and left everything to him.

      The Lawton family had been in the land development business for a couple of generations but the last guy in the business and his sister had some kind of major falling out. So, she’d left the company, married some dentist, and they hadn’t spoken much in the years since. Both she and her husband had died in the past few years, one from cancer and one from a stroke.

      However, despite the sibling rivalry, her brother—also very recent deceased—hadn’t wanted the family business to go purely to the shareholders when he’d passed. He’d never married (although rumors had persisted for years about his young attractive male secretaries) and never had kids, so he’d left his entire fortune and majority stock in the company to Jack, his nephew, the only son of his dearly departed sister.

      I was pretty sure this whole newly-rich thing was a bit of a shock to the poor guy. He was a recluse, an academic at some tiny liberal arts college in the middle of bumfuck nowhere, the kind of place where they set books like The Secret History.

      The guy didn’t even have a picture of himself on the college’s website. That was the kind of hermit he was.

      Jack Lawton liked his privacy and he liked living alone to do his birdwatching and write his papers on philosophy. When I had done some chatting with his colleagues in order to get an idea of the man, I’d been informed that since he’d received tenure he would spend most of his time sitting in his office staring out the window, making the university board tear their hair out.

      Of course, apparently the guy also liked to write a book every five years that blew everyone’s balls off with its brilliance so hey, his staring outside the window was earned, I guess.

      But this introverted guy was really not suited for a life running a massive company. Or being a society darling, attending the various functions that would now be expected of him. He didn’t want to live a public life. And he really, really didn’t want to deal with the hangers-on that would now be crowding around him to try and get money out of him.

      It was perfectly understandable if you asked me. I had worked with the rich for long enough to know that those businessmen could be more ruthless than any shark in the ocean. They’d sense that Jack was new to this world and they’d bleed him dry if they could.

      But until such time as Jack Lawton could figure out how to possibly get the company off his hands and return to his life of solitude and contemplation, he needed to make public appearances. He needed to act the role of the heir and make business decisions.

      That was where I came in.

      I was used to schmoozing people to give me information. I liked puzzles that involved my brain. So while Jack Lawton was snug in his home in the middle of nowhere, I’d been hired by him to do reconnaissance—pretending to be him and getting the information he needed to figure out who among the board members and others might be suitable to take over the company.

      The man was a philosophy professor. He didn’t want to hand it over to just anyone. I supposed I was lucky he wasn’t also a damn ethics and morality professor or we’d probably spend forever debating who was the least evil of his uncle’s cronies. He wanted the person at the helm to be someone who’d handle the company responsibly so that Jack wouldn’t feel like shit for destroying his uncle’s memory, and I was the perfect man for the job.

      Unlike the real Jack Lawton, I could be charming and sociable. I could slowly pick apart everybody’s needs and goals, see if anyone had a skeleton in their closet, and get rid of all the hangers-on and conmen. I’d deal with all of it, let Jack be in peace, and then we could settle who would take over from him based on the information I gleaned.

      Easy-peasy.

      But fun.

      I had never impersonated someone before. Yes, nobody knew what Jack Lawton looked like. But I had to know things about my ‘uncle’ and the family, the fallout, all of that. I had to make sure that I didn’t give anyone a reason to suspect I was an imposter, or both Jack and I would be in massive trouble.

      There was also the small matter of the senior Lawton’s death.

      Jack suspected—and I was inclined to agree—that the death of his uncle Byron hadn’t been… natural. Nobody had known that he would want to keep things in the family and would pass it all on to his reclusive nephew. Most people, or so the grapevine went, had assumed he’d leave it to his latest secretary or someone on the board of directors.

      Now I had to keep a look out for a possible murderer as well, someone who would try to get in good with Jack and then kill him. Jack’s uncle Byron might be rumored to enjoy men, but that didn’t mean that one of his secretaries or board members or anyone else might not deploy a good-looking woman as an accomplice to help them in taking Jack down. And that was on top of the usual parasites.

      This was going to be interesting for sure, and I couldn’t wait.

      “You’re unusually excited about this case,” one of my partners, Vaughn, noted as I checked myself out in front of the mirror.

      “You only get one chance at a first impression,” I noted.

      Although how Vaughn managed to snag his girl despite one of the worst possible first impressions ever, I would never know.

      Vaughn wrinkled his nose. “You’re wearing baby blue.”

      I smirked at him. “Not all of us get by on plaid alone.”

      I looked pretty damn good in a baby blue suit, if I did say so myself. I had only one chance to make an impression, it was true—but especially just one to make an impression of who Jack Lawton was.

      I needed people to think that Jack was high on his newfound wealth and being a bit of what in Victorian times they’d call a ‘dandy’. The kind where you were excited to show off yourself and your wealth, pushing the boundaries of fashion a bit. I needed people to underestimate Jack—and show their hand.

      “I do not wear just plaid,” Vaughn pointed out.

      “You’re right, that leather jacket of yours gets a lot of use, too.”

      Vaughn flipped me off. “I’m going to dinner.”

      “With Claire?” I drew out the name because I couldn’t resist teasing him. Claire was the first woman Vaughn had ever wanted to have a proper relationship with. I had to give him shit over it.

      “Fuck off,” Vaughn snapped at me, which was a yes.

      I let him leave, then double-checked all of my equipment. I had a small recording device in one of the buttons of my jacket to film whoever I spoke to, so that I could replay everything from the evening later in my hotel room and make sure I hadn’t missed anything. I’d rented out this room at one of the fanciest hotels in the city and was planning to drop my need for a swanky penthouse at the party tonight so that I could get recommendations for people’s realtors (everything was done through referrals, through friends of friends, in this world). But the reason I’d done it was so that I could set up a base of operations here that wasn’t suspicious.

      I looked good, and there was no reason for me to delay now that Vaughn had dropped off my equipment. It was time to rock n’ roll.
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      You knew you were desperate when you were ready to stop holding protests and calling politicians and instead adopt a honeypot scheme. Desperate I might have been, but I wasn’t going to let it be the end of me. I knew I could pull this off if I was careful and smart enough.

      I’d used sex appeal plenty of times before when persuading people to my side of the cause, whatever it might be, and it had worked like a charm. It was amazing how quickly men fell all over themselves when they saw me in a low-cut top, staring at my breasts as I breathily asked them to please, please consider supporting…

      My ability to seduce someone to sign whatever petition I wanted or pledge votes or money? That was one thing. But would it be able to stand the test of time to fully seduce someone into persuading them to dismantle their entire company?

      I was going to find out.

      Lawton Industries had been utterly destroying the natural forests in the area. They tried to claim they brought jobs, but that was a big fat lie. They did nothing but strip the land and destroy local businesses, only to redevelop the land out of pure greed. My work was with a grassroots organization that helped local businesses thrive in harmony with the environment. But the Lawton company liked to think we were still back in the days when coal companies owned entire towns and there was no such thing as a union.

      Now, with old man Lawton out of the way and some greenhorn nephew taking his place, I had my chance to finally make a difference.

      I had thrown together a fake backstory and identity using some contacts I had. Nothing crazy, but when you worked in environmentalism helping people go up against massive companies, you tended to make friends with some people on the other side of the law. I was now poised to infiltrate a welcoming party for the nephew inheriting everything his uncle had left behind: Jack Lawton.

      Young and absurdly rich, I knew that a lot of women would be making a play for him. But I would stand out. I’d find a way to make him like me best and then I’d influence him to mismanage his own company into destruction. The man was a professor of philosophy, for crying out loud, at some obscure university that nobody had ever heard about. There was no way he knew anything about business.

      He'd listen to me while staring at my tits just like every other man, and I’d have him eating out of the palm of my hand. Unconventional warfare? Yes. But as they said—all’s fair.

      I dressed in my absolute best, then hurried to the party. It was being held at the mansion of one of the shareholders in the company, and they would be checking names at the door. Luckily, I’d gotten in touch with a friend who worked for a public relations company, and they’d added me to the list as one of the ‘fillers’.

      Fillers were people, usually attractive women, who were paid to go to parties and fill them up. You usually saw them at Silicon Valley parties and other places that were going to have a lot of men but not many women. You’d be paid for your time, and there would be more of a male/female balance amongst the guests.

      There weren’t a ton of fillers purchased for this party. There was no need for models or social media influencers here. But a few pretty women to spice up the party were always welcome, and so I’d been scooted onto the list.

      The mansion was just that: a mansion. I felt like I couldn’t even afford to breathe in this kind of wealthy neighborhood. The driveway was wide and sweeping, big enough for three cars to park side by side, and the gardens that surrounded it—mostly lawn but with some rose beds and a fountain—were bigger than most houses I’d seen.

      Light poured out of every one of the large glass windows, three stories high, with a sweeping front set of steps and double set of front doors through which a curling staircase and marble floor making up a foyer could be seen.

      This was definitely way above my environmentalist paygrade. And I’d have to act like I actually belonged in this world. Christ.

      I made my way up the driveway in my heels. I’d had my rideshare drop me off down the street so that I wouldn’t look suspicious—everyone else had either brought their own car or had a driver with a personal vehicle they used regularly. When I arrived at the front steps, a man in a suit holding an iPad checked my name at the door, then let me in.

      Time to find this illustrious Jack Lawton. Not a simple task when the man had no social media presence whatsoever, and no photos of himself online to easily identify him.

      Through the foyer you could enter into a large room with furniture to make it a living room, but the other room beyond it also looked like a living room. Rich people and their need for excess, I thought, rolling my eyes.  But the place was packed to the gills and I made my way through carefully, trying to find the guy I sought.

      “Leigh!” A busty brunette grabbed me and I recognized her instantly.

      “Hey, Merilee.”

      Merilee was often a filler, especially for the more elite parties. She was often dating the latest tech startup golden boy. “Fancy you being here!” Merilee said with a grin. “I’m so excited to see you!”

      Merilee wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer, God bless her, but she had a good heart and she was always persuading whoever she was dating to donate large sums of money to ‘save the whales’ campaigns and the like, including my work. We’d met through a mutual friend who’d gotten me onto this list, and I liked her. She was a sweet girl.

      “You here networking?” Merilee asked.

      This girl was going to blow my cover if I wasn’t careful. “I’m actually here to fill out the party,” I said. “And I thought it might be fun. Everyone’s always telling me I work too much so…”

      “Oh, are you finally taking that idea of getting a boyfriend seriously?” Merilee’s eyes practically sparkled. “There are so many nice men here! I’ll have to introduce you to this one—where is he—he’s in the stock market and just bought a new megayacht—Oliver!”

      She waved her hand and dragged me over to where some men were talking. The one, Oliver, turned to look towards Merilee and smiled, but the other three remained deep in conversation. Two of them looked like your typical Harvard fare, but the fourth—

      My heart thudded in my chest. Oh, wow. I hadn’t seen a man that handsome in ages. Tall, surprisingly built—he looked like he could knock a man out in one punch—with dark hair, a sharp jaw, and bright blue eyes. Unlike all the other men who wore black suits or something else in a dark color, this guy stood out in a light blue, expertly tailored suit that showed off his chest and arms.

      A man who was willing to be daring like that, and stand out from a crowd, with good fashion sense? And handsome as sin on top of it?

      I swallowed hard. If I was here for pleasure, I would flirt with this man for sure and see where it might lead. Preferably a bedroom.

      But I wasn’t here for pleasure, I was here for work.

      “Gentlemen, this is an acquaintance of mine, Merilee,” Oliver said, introducing her. “And her friend…”

      “Leigh,” I said, smiling. I played with a lock of my hair, my fingertips deliberately trailing along the skin of my throat to draw attention to my neck and breasts.

      “Merilee, Leigh, this is Johnathan Horowitz, he’s one of the investors in the Lawton company; David Weston, he’s a pal of mine from Harvard days, he’s a corporate lawyer; and of course our guest of honor, Jack Lawton himself.”

      My breath lodged in my throat as I met the gaze of the blue-eyed man. This was Jack Lawton. The man I’d planned to seduce, and he was handsome as hell.

      I supposed that this evening was going to be more fun than I’d thought.
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      I had been at this party for half an hour and I already had everyone swarming around me like locusts. Various women had fawned over me, declaring themselves fascinated with the subject of philosophy, but every single one of them had been easily dismissed the moment I’d brought up how often Plato would lampoon his mentor. Socrates, for being obsessed with sex.

      I was currently making some headway with these three men, though. David was one of the lawyers held on retainer for Lawton Industries. Johnathan was an investor, like his father before him. Oliver was a stock broker who handled the interests of the Lawton company on the open market.

      Maybe one of them could be chosen as the next CEO?

      A vapid brunette was brought up to join us, and I inwardly rolled my eyes as Oliver drooled over her. Christ, could the man go two seconds without thinking with his dick? These were supposed to be the brightest minds in the business, top marks from Ivy Leagues.

      But then I got a look at the woman who was with her.

      She was a redhead, her hair falling down to the middle of her back, with big green eyes and a naturally pouting mouth. And fuck, her body… she knew how to show it off, sporting a dark green dress that tightly hugged that pert ass, those hips, and was low cut to show off her generous breasts. She was curvy and with legs for days—my favorite kind of woman.

      “I’m Leigh,” she said, smiling and playing with her hair. The movement of her fingers drew attention to her breasts, and the look she shot us was coy.

      Hmm. Probably another kind of gold digger.

      Oliver introduced us, and I saw surprise flit across Leigh’s face before she settled it back into a mask of coquettishness. “Mr. Lawton. We’ve heard so much about you. Whatever compelled you to pick a post at such an obscure college? I’ve heard you’re very good at what you do, surely someplace more prestigious wanted to snap you up?”

      So, she knew who Jack was and a bit about his history. Interesting. Definitely someone who wanted to try and snap him up, then? But for what purpose? Just simple marriage and money, or something more sinister like what might have befallen Byron?

      “You’d be surprised at how competitive the world of academics is,” I told her. “It’s increasingly harder for people, especially new people, to get jobs nowadays. But I would’ve refused a post if I was offered it somewhere like Stanford. I’m not interested in teaching to large crowds and I like to be out of the city, near nature.”

      “Better for contemplation?” Leigh asked with a wry twist of her lips.

      “And birdwatching,” I replied, reciting one of Jack’s favorite pastimes.

      Her auburn brows rose. “Birdwatching, now that’s a new one. I would’ve guessed stamp collecting.”

      The corner of my mouth lifted in a small, but unmistakable smirk. “But I’m assuming you also would’ve guessed I wear nothing but tweed.”

      Leigh opened her mouth—and I couldn’t wait to hear her retort—but Merilee elbowed her in the side in a way that the other girl clearly thought was subtle. “We’re honored to have you here, Mr. Lawton,” she said, smiling prettily at me. “This all must be so very new for you!”

      I sighed inwardly. I liked Leigh’s more adversarial conversation compared to Merilee’s attempts to make nice, but I could play along. “It is, yes. My uncle and I were estranged but it was nothing personal. The issue was between him and my mother. I always just assumed I wouldn’t get much when he died because of that, even if he never disliked me personally. This was all a bit of a shock.”

      “I can imagine,” Merilee said, her tone full of sympathy.

      I would give her a point in her favor, considering she sounded genuinely sympathetic rather than faking it the way so many other people I’d spoken to had. If I had to guess, I’d say she was a sweet person who just didn’t have the intelligence to match her heart.

      Fine by me, but not really someone I wanted to spend a lot of time around. I appreciated compassion but I needed brains to really enjoy a person’s company. I hated being the smartest person in the room. It meant I spent all of my time bored and waiting for everyone else to catch up.

      “We’re excited to have him here, though,” Oliver said, clapping me on the shoulder. “No offense to your uncle, may he rest in peace, but we could use some new blood at the company. There’s always room for innovation, but the man was stubborn as hell and set in his ways.”

      Interesting. Could that be why someone had wanted him out of the way?

      “Well, I don’t know much about business,” I said in a self-deprecating tone. “I’ll have to depend on people like you three to help me out here.”

      “Of course we will,” Jonathan said smoothly.

      Yeah, fucking vultures, all of them. But they bought my protestation of ignorance hook, line, and sinker. Why wouldn’t they? They had no reason to think that Jack Lawton knew anything about business.

      “I believe in you,” Merilee said sweetly, trying to encourage me.

      “And you, Leigh?” I asked, unable to resist poking the bear a little. “Do you believe in me?”

      “No,” Leigh replied blatantly. “You’ve done nothing to prove to me that you can handle running a business. But I’m interested to see you try and find out how it goes.”

      “Are you interested in business, then?”

      “Very much so, yes,” she said with a nod. “I’ve studied business for years and work as a consultant. Mostly for smaller businesses—start-ups, that kind of thing, looking to play with the big boys.”

      Her voice dropped a little at the last part, getting husky, and she peered up through her lashes. I saw David swallow hard. The idiot was probably already thinking about those plush lips of hers around his dick. Did he not realize she was doing this on purpose?

      Leigh might be who she said she was. Most people were. But that didn’t mean that she wasn’t looking to score big by nabbing one of us men as her boyfriend or lover—or even husband. If she helped smaller companies, then it would be a good idea for her to date or marry someone with connections to the higher levels of business so that she could leverage that to get her clients better deals.

      She was a bloodsucking leech the same as the rest of them. She was just being smart about it. And sexy. I couldn’t deny she was gorgeous.

      Of course, while these men were probably thinking about getting tied up by her and whimpering as mistress played with their dicks, I liked the idea of taking her down a peg. Getting a clever, proud woman to submit to me, to beg for me… to agree to anything so long as I fucked her…

      Leigh would look beautiful with a collar around that pretty throat as she begged master for an orgasm. My cock twitched in my pants at the thought, but I did my best to ignore it. I wasn’t here for that kind of fun. As much as I would usually enjoy sleeping my way through the women here, I couldn’t do that as Jack Lawton. Not if I didn’t want those same women scampering around gossiping about me.

      On the other hand, it might be to my advantage for people to think I could be led around by my dick…

      “I’d love to hear more about it,” Jonathan said to Leigh, bringing me back to the conversation at hand.

      The man could’ve been panting and drooling like a damn dog with his tongue out and it would’ve been less obvious how desperate he was to get his dick wet with her.

      “Aww, you’re so sweet,” Leigh said with a sultry laugh. “Perhaps after I get myself some canapes? I’m starving and I keep missing the servers with the trays.”

      She waved her fingers at us and went off to find the food. I knew I wasn’t the only one staring at her ass as she walked away.

      But her dismissal of Jonathan was interesting. She could be playing hard to get, or she could be trying to get him to follow her, away from the others. A woman didn’t want to appear too easy after all. Or it could mean that my suspicion was right and she was only interested in me, not any rich guy.

      There was only one way to find out.

      I waited about five minutes, then excused myself from the others as well and headed for the area near the kitchen. That was where you’d be able to catch a server easily and snag some food.

      When I walked over, sure enough, there was Leigh. She was actually eating and nodding along politely to something some much older men were saying to her. I grabbed some food myself and nodded at Leigh, acknowledging her.

      “Mr. Lawton.” Leigh smiled and it felt like a challenge. “Do you think there’s any truth to the statement that economics and philosophy are similar?”

      “I hadn’t thought of it that way,” I said, giving her an opening to express her opinions.

      She seemed to have already picked up on the fact that I didn’t like breathy, starstruck people like Merilee. But would her intelligence actually be up to the task of staying in step with me?

      “I think that it’s true,” Leigh replied, after taking a bite of her smoked salmon canape. “In that both philosophy and economics are fields where the moment a person tries to declare a universal truth, someone else comes up with an equally valid and evidence-backed statement that declares an opposite truth. Both philosophy and economics are attempts to define that which likes to resist being categorized, and ascribe a set of rules to something that defies following any system. Anyone who claims to understand the free market and know what it’s going to do next is wrong, just like anyone who claims to understand the universe and know all of its moving parts is wrong.”

      My eyebrows shot up. I wasn’t the real Jack Lawton so I didn’t know exactly how accurate this was, but it was smart enough based on the quick reading of philosophy I’d done to try and study up for the role. Leigh must have done her own studying.

      “I’m impressed,” I said. “Did they teach you that in Philosophy 101 at the community college?”

      “Actually I prefer to study on my own time, since I couldn’t afford to go to college,” Leigh replied, nonplussed. “Not all of us had rich parents to send us to Columbia.”

      So she knew that Jack Lawton had gotten quite the education before taking his post at a nowhere school. “I was fortunate to have opportunities that aren’t afforded to everyone,” I said, playing the part. “But I like to know that you’ve made the most of your own circumstances. Not everyone has that kind of go-getter attitude.”

      I didn’t want to be a total asshole, but I had to fit in among these other rich folks too. Maybe something of my dilemma showed in my voice or face, because Leigh’s brow furrowed for a second in confusion.

      Unlike most of the other women in the room, Leigh was actually intelligent, which made her even more attractive to me. Maybe it wouldn’t cause too much harm to indulge a little bit with her?

      I wasn’t a man used to denying himself, after all, especially when it came to women. And if she was a danger to Jack Lawton, then it would be good to keep her close to keep an eye on her.

      She was smart enough to realize that I didn’t want to be pandered to, after all, and that I wanted someone who could match wits with me. That might make her more dangerous than the women who were simpering and complimenting me.

      “A go-getter attitude is an interesting thing to value from someone who spent all his career at a college that nobody recognizes the name of,” Leigh replied, her smile contradicting the audacious tone of her voice. “But I suppose there’s a time for all of us to discover our…” Her gaze trailed over my body. “…virility.”

      Oh, I saw her ploy now. She’d decided that she needed to stand out from the crowd, and she’d done her homework and assumed a philosophy professor wouldn’t want a simpering sycophant. So she’d decided to try a new track.

      Well. I could definitely play into that. And if I was going to have my own fun fucking with her while I was at it, well… you know what they said about all work and no play.

      And I was being Jack right now, after all.
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      Jack Lawton was as smart as I’d assumed, given his reputation in the academic world. He was definitely more outgoing than I’d anticipated and a sharper dresser, but that could’ve been thanks to help from a private stylist or assistant assigned to him so he didn’t embarrass anyone.

      No, I was sure he was a fish out of water in this environment. An expert in his own field but lost outside of it.

      I’d seen the way those other men had reacted to me on a sexual level. God, these men were so fucking spoiled. Not a single one of them understood what it was to properly dominate a woman. They’d had everything handed to them, and so they actually wanted the woman to do all the work and dominate them instead, like some kind of penance for all the money they sat on.

      Jack Lawton was probably desperate for someone to help him feel… like a good boy. And I could do that. I wouldn’t have fun with it because, well, I liked to be the good girl. But I would do whatever it took to seduce this guy and get him to do as I told him to when it came to his company.

      It was nice, at least, to flex my intelligence. I could feel his sharp gaze assessing me, like he was trying to figure out if I was a threat or not. I didn’t want him to think I was some kind of gold digger. My desires were more nuanced than that. I wasn’t after his money; I was after the total destruction of his company. It was the principle of the thing.

      “Yes,” Jack said in response to my latest jab. “This is brand-new territory for me and I’m just glad that everyone’s been so kind to offer their help.”

      “I suppose it would be gauche of me not to do the same, then,” I said, infusing my tone with a bit of reluctance so that I didn’t end up sounding pathetically eager. “While your company is much bigger than what I usually deal with I’m used to handling brand-new CEOs. I can always offer my consultation services to help you navigate this new area.”

      “Well, you’re the one who said philosophy and economics are so similar. Perhaps I can figure it all out on my own.”

      I smiled at him. “You can certainly try.”

      “Ye of little faith.”

      “I’ve just met you,” I retorted. “I have no reason to have faith in you.”

      One of the older men in our circle coughed uncomfortably, reminding me that we weren’t alone. He had probably never heard someone like me speak to someone like Jack Lawton in this way. But Jack just smirked at me, like he was pleased with me and our playful interaction.

      I looked up at him through my lashes. “But I’m sure that you’re about to prove to me and all of us that you’re more than capable of running this company. I can’t wait to see the exciting changes you bring to it.”

      That, I felt, was enough to hint to him that the company was in need of changing. I hadn’t been so blunt as some of the people in our previous conversation. Apparently the former Lawton had been set in his ways. Yeah, set in destroying all remaining natural forest in the goddamn continental United States and kicking people out of their homes to boot.

      But Jack Lawton wasn’t going to listen to people who were blunt. Few men did. He was going to listen to someone who would challenge him but not outright state all the things he was doing wrong. Someone who could be playful about it. And I was sure that showing myself off in his dress helped.

      I decided to leave him wanting more and left again, looking for Merilee. I could feel Jack watching me as I walked away and I had to hide a smirk. Yeah, I’d got him. I was smarter than any of the other people he was talking to, that was certain. And I’d positioned myself as an expert but an outsider, which would make me interesting.

      Now I just had to wait for him to find me.

      It took an hour, and I was just about ready to hide out in the bathroom to avoid one more asshole old man trying to set me up as his kept mistress. But just when I was fake laughing at the owner of the house’s jokes about golf, I felt a warm hand wrap around my elbow.

      “I’m so sorry,” Jack said, his voice low and warm as he smiled at my companion. “I’d just like to steal Leigh for a moment, if that’s all right?”

      He tugged me away before he could even get a proper response out of the other man, guiding me lightly through the room.

      “I see you’ve already got the inability to wait for an answer and just taking what you want thing down pat,” I noted. “You’ll fit in among all the rest of these rich people just fine.”

      He arched a brow. “For someone who consults with rich people you don’t seem to have a lot of respect for them.”

      “Everyone needs somebody to pop their bubble a bit. Keep their egos down. I do it while showing off a great rack so I get away with it. It’s ‘endearing’ and ‘quirky’,” I lied. “I help people to establish their businesses in a cutthroat world and I remind them to stay a little humble while I’m at it. People appreciate that as long as you do it the right way.”

      He tipped his head inquisitively. “And yet you acknowledge that if you weren’t so beautiful you wouldn’t be able to get away with it.”

      “Careful, that sounded like you think I’m beautiful.” I ignored the swirling in my stomach. There was no reason for me to get all fluttery, even if Jack was more handsome than I’d anticipated. “And they really do like me bursting their bubbles. I think it lets them think that they’re still the same common man as anyone else. Or…”

      I leaned into him as he paused in his walk and made my voice lower, breathier, as I inserted an image in his mind. “Maybe they like a little… humiliation. A pretty woman telling them what to do.”

      Jack stared at me, and I saw something cross his face—I wasn’t sure what, but I just knew it set my blood on fire. Then his eyes went a little wide, like the implications of what I’d said had only just hit him, and he swallowed hard.

      Yeah, I got him.  If he wanted a Domme, then I was the woman for the job.

      Underneath the smart mind and the handsome face and all his bravado, Jack Lawton it seemed was the same as all the other men here. A pity, when it came to my libido. But good news when it came to wrapping him around my little finger and getting what I wanted.

      “Leigh…” He started to speak, sounding a bit flustered, but suddenly another woman was there, her hand on his arm.

      “Mr. Lawton!” she exclaimed. “There you are, I wondered where you’d disappeared to. I was able to ask and yes, if you want to, the megayacht is available for Sunday.”

      The woman simpered at him, clearly hoping to get this guy alone on a boat all day. Nothing doing, sister. If anyone was going to honey trap this man it was me.

      “I’m so glad to hear it’s a megayacht,” Jack said dryly. “If it was a superyacht I’d have to pass.”

      My mouth dropped open and I found myself nearly choking on my own spit as I tried to stifle my wheeze of laughter. Jack glanced at me, the corner of his mouth twitching.

      “Oh, of course,” the woman said, not missing a beat. Her eyes looked a little confused, the space between her brows wrinkling slightly as she tried to figure out why he’d say that. “I’m so glad to hear it.”

      She was being toyed with, and the poor woman had no idea. I wondered how many other women he’d toyed with in this same way.

      I had to admit it was an amusing thought. I’d like to see more of it, if only for my own entertainment.

      “We’ll talk to arrange things later,” Jack assured the woman. “I’m just finishing up a talk with my consultant.”

      “Consultant?” The woman looked at me—and then glanced down at my tight dress and curves, a sour look appearing on her face.

      “Hi.” I smiled sweetly and held out my hand. “I’m Leigh. I help people with their tech startups make it to the big leagues. Mr. Lawton here is a little new to the whole business world so he’s asked me to help give him advice on navigating things so he doesn’t make some kind of misstep. He wants so badly to be a good and confident leader. I find that admirable, don’t you?”

      “Of course,” the woman stammered, shaking my hand. “I’m so glad to hear that you’re such a go-getter, Mr. Lawton. It takes a real man to know when to ask for advice, and from a woman, too. You know so many men can’t stand the idea of being under a woman!”
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