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			To my readers.
You continue to motivate and inspire me.
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			IT’S SAID THAT we are all products of our upbringing. Parents mold people the way the army molds soldiers: with discipline, training, and copious amounts of rules and regulations, all with the understanding that their efforts will make the difference between a Pulitzer Prize and a twenty-year sentence.

			Of course, it’s all utter bullshit.

			Fine, I was affected by my experiences as a boy, and I certainly learned from my parents’ mistakes, but I’m not a product of anything. My name is Robert Dade, and I am a self-made man. I never aspired to be a rebel—and I sure as hell was not going to be a follower. To take on either of those identities would be to bind myself to other people’s definitions, definitions that have never interested me. I’ve simply chosen to be the person I am. I created my business, I continue to achieve the success I covet, I live in the city I want to live in, and if I choose to spend my limited free time with someone, it’s not out of obligation, and it’s certainly not because I think I can use them for networking or anything else. No, if I spend time with someone it can only be because I genuinely enjoy their company—and there are very few people whose company I enjoy.

			Kasie Fitzgerald is the major exception. I don’t just enjoy her company. I’m in love with her.

			I’ve had salt-and-pepper hair for almost half a decade now, I’ve traveled to more than twenty countries, and yet this is my first experience with love. I believe I’m the first person who has ever loved Kasie for who she really is.

			Kasie’s parents did try to mold her, using the excesses of Melody, her older sister, to scare her into submission and turn her into an uptight Stepford Wife with an Ivy League education used only to elevate the men around her. Melody died of an overdose a little over fifteen years ago, when Kasie was only fourteen. And that did scare her. So she tried to be the person her parents wanted her to be for a while.

			But I saw right through that.

			Now she doesn’t even try to hide her true self and I’m the only one she’ll submit to; even then it’s only in the bedroom.

			I stand now in the doorframe of my living room, quietly studying her as she lounges across my antique leather sofa, taking in the lean curvature of her legs as she stretches them out across the cushions, the waves of dark hair that brush against her back, the swift movement of her brown eyes as she reads her book, a scholarly account of the vicious love affair between money and war. She’s . . . she’s more than lovely. She’s the personification of what art is. Everything from her perfectly toned body to her razor-sharp mind has been finely crafted with the skill and training of a master, and she is that master and the canvas.

			She raises her head from her book, her gaze now mine. “You’re staring,” she says, her voice sensuous, teasing.

			“As long as you’re near me, I’ll be looking,” I say simply. “Because I can.”

			“Rather entitled.” She places her book on the oak coffee table, careful to put her bookmark in place.

			I walk over to her, between the coffee table and the sofa, and place two fingers under her chin, raising her face toward mine. “You’re in my house,” I remind her. “Everything here is mine to look at.”

			“I could leave,” she says lightly, a smile playing on the edges of her lips.

			“You could. But you won’t.”

			“No.” She takes a deep breath, causing her breasts to press against the thin silk of her blouse, tempting me, inviting me. “I won’t.”

			It wasn’t that long ago that she would have answered differently. When I met Kasie, she was with someone else, someone unsuited and unworthy of her. I ensured our proximity by devising a way to work with her. I fought for her, won her, and then I fought everyone who wanted to hurt her. I was ruthless; Kasie would say too much so. She’s probably right, but then let’s face it, it’s not as if she hasn’t crossed a few lines herself. And if you won’t be ruthless for love, then how valuable is that love? My real mistake was having underestimated her. She didn’t need my protection, only my partnership. She even left me for a while because I failed to see that.

			I won’t make that mistake again.

			At least I’ll try not to.

			But as I caress her smooth cheek with the back-and-forth motion of my thumb, it’s hard to believe that I would be able to restrain myself if anyone tried to hurt her again.

			She rises to her feet, her toes pressing into my silk and wool Persian rug as she lifts herself, bringing her mouth to mine. She tastes like vanilla ice cream and Irish whiskey. Placing my palm on the small of her back I pull her closer, feeling her heat as I open her mouth with my tongue. I move my hands up, then down, to the bottom of her skirt, and then lifting it I find the thin cotton of her panties and run my fingers across the fabric until she trembles against me.

			“Can you feel how much I want you?” I ask, bringing her hand down to my cock.

			“Yes.” She whispers the word against my neck, and then slowly she lowers herself to her knees. She uses those long, dexterous fingers of hers to unbuckle my belt, pulling it off before moving to the other items of clothing that block her way. When she takes me in her mouth she brings me to a different plane. No woman has made me quiver before, but she does. I reach down, tangling my fingers in her hair as she massages me with her tongue. This Harvard summa cum laude power player is now on her knees, her lips wrapped around me, tasting me, pulling my strength from me as if she were a devilish enchantress.

			“Kasie,” I whisper.

			I feel the involuntary twitch of my cock as she continues to pleasure and torment. I’m losing control.

			Swiftly I pull her away, picking her up and placing her firmly on the sofa. Her lips are pink and swollen; her hair spreads beneath her, a halo of black. I reach forward, taking hold of both sides of her blouse, and then without hesitation I tear it open, letting the buttons scatter. I don’t care about her clothes. There are days when I consider feeding her entire wardrobe to a bonfire, righteously condemning it for the unforgivable sin of concealing her from me.

			The white bra she’s wearing is sheer and her hardened nipples are straining against the fabric. When I touch them she moans . . . so sensitive, this one, so irresistibly responsive. I reach forward and lower the straps over her shoulders, then even lower until her breasts are freed from the translucent material and completely exposed. Her arms are bound to her side by the bra but she doesn’t struggle. I remove her skirt, her panties, and still her gaze doesn’t waver. She shed her last remnants of modesty months ago.

			“Spread your legs,” I instruct.

			Again she takes a deep breath, but she doesn’t refuse. Slowly her legs open, showing me her world. I touch her, gently toying with her clit, watching her tremble and writhe as her arms remain restrained. She’s incredibly wet. Seeing her react to me is almost as arousing as her oral ministrations. I have as much power over her as she has over me. Meeting her mind to mind, body to body, it’s such a scintillating game of will and desire. I slip my finger inside of her and she arches her back and thrusts her hips forward, clearly desperate for relief. She’s still so tight and so very ready for me.

			I pull my hand away as she protests with a moan. Slowly I remove what’s left of my clothes as she watches with greedy, demanding eyes. I climb on top of her, hovering just above her, making us both wait, savoring this moment of anticipation as I once again study her. I have never questioned if I had the right to any of my achievements or fortune, but looking at her now, her breathing erratic, her body perfect and needing, I wonder how on earth I was lucky enough to find her.

			I squeeze one hand between her back and the sofa, a thin layer of her sweat now on my palm as I carefully undo her bra, releasing its makeshift binds.

			In an instant she has freed herself, wrapping her arms around me, pulling me down, thrusting her hips forward, joining us completely. Jesus, it feels so good to be inside this woman. She’s throbbing against me as her nails run up and down my back violently. I love that I bring this out in her, that I have the authority and the permission. I bite her neck and press myself forward, deeper, lost in her, increasing the intensity of our kiss, wanting to be connected to her in every way. And still I want more. I pull her legs over my shoulders and then get up on my knees, leaning over her, pressing her into a V as I take advantage of my new leverage to go even deeper, feeling her absorb me in full, watching her go wild beneath me. She grabs on to my arm, squeezing it, seeming to delight in the bulge of my biceps, as her other hand strokes my shoulders, my back, my chest. It’s everything I can do not to lose it immediately—but I want this to last. I want the release to be earned and potent. I can feel her getting wetter, I can see her eyes widening as her movements become more frantic. I know she’s about to come. I increase my pace, making this a little rougher until she’s overcome. She cries out, her pussy contracting around me . . . I can actually feel her come, watch her climax . . .

			It’s got to be the most magnificent and inspiring sight in the world.

			It’s also emboldening.

			I separate myself from her just long enough to sit up, my feet against the soft carpet, and then swiftly I pull her onto my lap, her feet planted solidly against the sofa on either side of my hips. Without a moment’s hesitation I dive into her again. Her forehead is against mine, her hair falls forward around my shoulders. Nirvana. And then she begins to lean back, further and further, bringing to mind the feats of gymnasts. I grab on to her thighs, supporting her as she finally lowers her back against the tops of my legs. Her head falls back as she reaches behind her and grasps the edge of the table with both hands. I can’t say I disapprove of the view. And now she uses her arms to push herself into me, then pull away. Ah, now she is the one who is setting the pace as she thrusts against me over and over again, letting her legs fall open, then bringing them back up. Her breasts are pert and her nipples hard, her stomach lean with just the right amount of definition. It’s almost too much, this feeling matched with this vision. When I run my fingers up the inside of her thigh she gasps, then bites down on her lower lip. When I lean forward, bringing myself to even further depths, she whimpers with pleasure. And when I pull her back up to me, so we are once again eye to eye, I know she’s ready to orgasm for the second time.
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“Cracking with intensity.. . An uplifting story
in which sex is presented both as
freedom and as a metaphor for power.”
—pPublishers Weekly on Just One Night
(starred review)
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