

  [image: cover]




  





  All He Desires: The Invitation




  Erin Lark




  


  I m p r i n t




  





  All He Desires: The Invitation




  by Erin Lark




  





  © Erin Lark 2012





  www.erinlark.com





  





  [image: ]





  E-Book Prodcktion and distribution


  www.xinxii.com




  The Invitation (All He Desires, Part 1)




  Erin Lark




  Kira's spent the better part of a year masquerading as an escort, and quite frankly, she's tired of it. But with pay as good as it is, and no lack of clients in sight, it's impossible to pull away from such a lucrative job. Even if it is illegal.




  That is until her favorite client offers to double her pay so long as she agrees to be his companion for one evening. No questions asked.




  The promise of a doubled wage is hard to pass up, and the possibility of finally getting to see her lover's face and learn his name makes this deal impossible to resist.




  With their destination as mysterious as the man who invited her, Kira accepts, but at what cost?




  





  Chapter One




  The microwave dinged harmoniously as I retrieved my mug from within. Setting it on the countertop, I grabbed a teabag from the box before throwing it into the boiling water. For now, I decided on orange spice—a sweet but sometimes aggressive flavor. Just the way I like them. I wasn’t thinking of the tea of course, but the gentleman that had yet to join me.




  The sound of my front door opening, then the bolt being latched along its frame, sent a tremor down my spine. I wasn’t alone.




  After checking my tea, I rolled my shoulders back, intently listening to my visitor's padded footsteps as he made his was from the foyer toward my kitchen. On time, same as always.




  Save for a purple bra and revealing panties, I was completely exposed. My first client of the afternoon had arrived, and I knew he’d want his usual. Quietly rummaging through a nearby drawer, I retrieved a rubber band and pulled my hair back. Making sure a few tendrils hung close to my face, I knew he’d notice them around the same time he kissed the back of my neck.




  He’d claimed he was a lawyer during our first interview, but he never allowed me to see him. In all the weeks he’d been coming to use my services, I’d never turned to face him. This was our arrangement, and so long as the pay was good—better than good—I was more than happy to look the other way.




  Heat rushed to my cheeks as I felt more than heard his footsteps glide toward me. His feet were obviously bare, his skin on the linoleum floor making a very distinct, but familiar sound. I grasped at the edge of the counter with both hands as he unzipped his jeans, which he then threw to the floor in a single step along with everything else.




  Even though I’d never seen him, I imagined he was the kind of man who kept his hair short, but not so much that I didn't have something to run my fingers through. He stood at the far end of the kitchen, and I could almost feel him peering past my skin to the polished, white bone underneath. I whimpered and closed my eyes, anticipating his touch—cool flames against my flushed skin.




  I was about to lower the edge of my thong when a strong, tanned arm stopped me. His fingernails were trimmed, free of dirt and debris. It was clear that even if he wasn’t a lawyer, he was certainly a businessman. Most of my other clients weren’t as well kept, or as gentle.




  He was the one I looked forward to each day, the one who could fully satisfy me—please me. He guided my hand back to the counter’s surface while removing my undergarments with his free hand. He expertly unclasped my bra—something he never seemed to have trouble with. And much like the laced thong, that too floated to the ground around my feet.




  Tentative fingertips caressed my neck as he carefully moved my ponytail out of the way, kissing exposed skin as he went. He paused, pushing that single tendril of hair behind my ear, just as I hoped he would. The small gesture made my breath catch.




  Snaking an arm around my waist, he trailed feather-light kisses around my neck and underneath my jaw. And as he went, his lips against my skin became even more desperate.




  His closeness and the heat from his skin always did strange things to my blood pressure, and today was no different. The anticipation of knowing what was to come and not getting there fast enough put me on edge. I’d waited all day for this, and he’d make me wait again. God, it was worth it though.




  The man had given me a collection of fantasies to choose from when I was alone, and I always came back to this—to what he was doing to me. His lips on my skin. His exhalations warm against the nape of my neck when he kissed it.




  The arm around my middle moved, the edges of his fingertips a short breath away from where I wanted them most. I let my head fall back against his chest and closed my eyes. A position he quickly took advantage of. Holding my chin, he made sure I wouldn’t move before pressing his lips to mine. Light. Gentle. A brief taste of what was to come.




  God, I love it when you do that, I wanted to say, but the words never passed over my tongue. My other clients treated me as though I were their plaything, something only they could have. But my favorite—the man I was with now—understood. He always made sure to address my needs as well as his own.




  I sucked in a breath when he pressed his body against mine, his abs rippling along the small of my back. He pressed his hard erection to me, inviting me to push back against him. He groaned. Stepped back. But we didn’t separate.




  I corrected my posture, but I didn’t open my eyes. My back felt cool without him against it, but I knew it was only a matter of time until he closed that small gap again. It happened a lot sooner than I thought, but what I didn’t expect was to hear him say my name.




  "Kira," he began. "You’re shaking."




  I wet my lips and urged my body to stay still. It didn’t help. "Sorry."




  "Are you cold?"




  I opened my eyes and glanced down at the mug of tea. Steam continued to rise from the water’s surface. "I’m okay."




  "Are you sure?" He kissed behind my ear, which forced a fresh wave of goose bumps to appear all over my body.




  I shivered. "Just anxious I guess."




  "Is that so?" Another kiss, this time against the side of my neck. My collarbone. "And how am I making you anxious?"




  Oh like you don’t know. "Your lips…"




  "Like this?" He kissed my ear.




  I shuddered from the chill that raced over my spine. "Mmm hmm."




  "Oh, but I do love to make you squirm."




  That’s not all you’re doing. I reached for the counter when I felt the world toppling to one side. He wouldn’t let me fall, but even as he tightened his arm around my waist, he was slowly sending me into orbit with his lips. No man had ever kissed me the way he did. It was almost as if he had all the time in the world, and he used up every minute of our session making sure when he left, all I’d think about was him.




  The room started to spin, and I had to remind myself that we weren’t moving at all. We were still in the same place. Had his hand gotten a little lower? I drew in a shaky breath to clear my head and get myself on solid ground, but it did little for the fact that yes, his hand had moved. It was still moving.
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