
        
            
                
            
        

    About THC-Boston
For two years, I’ve kept secret the burning crush I have on my super-sexy, totally dominant boss Dylan Kehoe. As far as Dylan is concerned, I’m the office shadow that brings his coffee, answers his calls and books his paid submissives. All of the women are petite things, most of them with little to no substance. 
That’s not me. I’m a big girl with big curves. 
With the company expanding into designer lingerie and kinky clubs for the ultra-rich, this may be my one chance to find out if Dylan could ever desire a girl my size. You see, his brother is head over heels in lust — maybe even love — with the plus-size fetish model contracted to be the face and body of the club and clothes. 
If Dylan can’t see the sexy in that relationship, then it’s time for me to move on. 
I just hope I don’t get my heart broken before I discover the truth.
********************
This is the third installment in the Training Her Curves series (follows THC-Miami) and is the first of two installments focusing on Dylan and Marjolein. 
Sign up for the Wicked Reads newsletter by visiting christawick.com/wickedreads. It's the best way to find out about the next installment in Training Her Curves and discover new book boyfriends to devour!
 



Training Her Curves - Boston
 
Arriving at work at the butt crack of down, I nodded sleepily at Jake Kehoe, one of my two very demanding bosses, as he held the elevator door open for me.
"Look who the cat dragged in," he cracked. 
"Oh really? That bad, huh?" I eye-rolled him in an attempt to express the depth of my displeasure. "I wonder whose fault that is?"
Grinning, he dipped his hand into his pocket. Not saying a word, he captured my wrist and began threading a small charm on the bracelet I wore. When he was done, I lifted my hand to examine his apology. Like the other charms he had gifted me over the years, this one was precious metal and real stones. He also paid scrupulous attention to whichever bracelet I'd been favoring in the days leading up to his need to apologize.
This week was platinum, so the new charm dangling from my wrist had been fashioned from the same metal and the stones were small diamonds. Together, both of my bosses kept Giorgio, a very talented bespoke jeweler a few blocks over, extremely busy -- Jake with his far too generous apologies to me and Dylan with his far too frequent purchases of sapphires set in silver for the paid "escorts" that warmed his bed. 
"A star for a star," Jake said and gave my cheek a quick kiss. "You really saved my ass getting all that stuff with Alexa done last night." 
I nodded, my cheek tingling lightly from the unexpected kiss. If I wasn't stupidly in love with his big brother, I'm sure my ovaries would have done a back flip or two because Jake Kehoe defined "Hot Stuff." 
"I'm just happy to learn there's a Kehoe who finally fell in love," I teased. 
Color drained from Jake's face and he shook his head. "Don't use the 'L' word, Jo-jo. I'll have to get you another charm -- a paddle after I am forced to warm your sweet bottom."
Giggling because I knew he would never do such a thing to me, I backed out of the elevator as soon as the doors opened onto the executive suite. Smart as my boss was, he didn't know when he was a goner. Since I figured the experience was completely new to him, I decided to be kind and not smear facts all over his handsome face.
Or send him into a panic and have him retreat from pursuing Alexa Hunt, the edgy, plus-size fetish model who was now the official face of Century Club and Riona Kehoe's new line of sexy clothing for women. 
Evading Jake's playful attempt to give me a real swat, I spun around -- my good mood evaporating the second I saw a crystal vase filled with freshly cut white gladioli sitting on my desk. Most women would be pleased at the display, especially knowing Dylan Kehoe had placed them there. Those women hadn't spent most of the last two years working as the senior executive assistant for the Kehoe brothers.
Just like Jake always apologized with a new charm or a bracelet to hold evidence of his future transgressions, Dylan did the flowers, the vase from some expensive house like Baccarat or Waterford and always filled with white gladioli, their genus and color chosen because they were special to the greatest woman who had ever lived -- my mother. 
"What has that man done now?" I whispered as Jake's shoulder brushed against mine.
"I don't know, baby girl," he answered, all the levity shown in the elevator missing from his voice. "I haven't talked to him since we blew up yesterday morning." 
Dread filled me as I tried to think about what kind of action by Dylan would explain the size of the arrangement, which was twice as large as he had ever given me before. Anger followed dread as I realized the only thing on the horizon was my trip to Miami with the brothers and Alexa to open the new Century Club.
My head whipped in Jake's direction. "If he says I'm not going--"
"Don't worry, you're going." Jake wrapped an arm around my shoulders and reassuringly rubbed the flesh. "I know you want to officially run lead on a project with site visits and all that and the only way to get Big Brother to relent is to start with trips like this. I've got your back, Jo-Jo." 
Dropping his arm to his side, Jake started to split off in the direction of his office.
"Hey, hot stuff," I scolded. "If you've got my back, why are you headed to your office to hide?"
Grinning, he shook his head. "Don't worry, the second you tell me he's trying to back out of taking you to Miami, I'll be in there kicking his ass."
"My hero," I joked back. As best I knew, the two men had never physically fought one another. Words -- hell, yes. Sometimes it was like watching two wolverines placed together in a very small cage. But they were fiercely loyal to each other and their baby sister. You didn't mess with one Kehoe sibling without having to face all three of them in force. 
I never, ever, ever wanted to see a real fight between the men, and certainly not on my behalf. 
"Hey," Jake said and tugged me close. "You know I won't let the plane take off without you onboard, right?"
Trying hard not to lose my composure and bawl like a baby, I nodded. An only child, with parents who were only children, I'd never had anything approaching what Jake had with Dylan and Riona. But I had come to think of him as my unofficial big brother. Even with that big ass vase on my desk filled with yet another masked apology from Dylan, I trusted that Jake would stay true to his word.
"Yeah, I know." Sniffling, I pushed him away. "Time to see what paid strumpet he needs me to order jewelry for."
"Big vase," Jake observed, his brows knitting together before he dropped the serious facade and replaced it with an oversized grin. "Must be twins this time -- maybe triplets."
"Lord save me!" I rolled my eyes and turned toward my desk. "I don't know what I'm going to do with you two. At least Riona knows how to behave!"
I made it halfway to my desk before the much needed dose of humor from Jake faded. Bypassing my station, I poked my head in Dylan's office. He had the ledger for the Zurich project on his desk and was writing in it. 
When he seemed not to notice my presence -- which was pretty much always -- I cleared my throat. "I sent your bags ahead to the airfield...and mine."
Way to be obvious, Dekker!
I held my breath, expecting him to indicate that I should have my bags returned, that I wasn't going. He said nothing, and I only knew he had heard me because his pen had paused a few seconds too long at my announcement. 
"Will there be anything else?" I asked, knowing a question almost always got me an answer with Dylan.
Putting the pen down, he leaned against the back of his seat and looked at me. Having his gray eyes sharply focused on my body, I wanted to run back to my desk. With the weather still hot and sweaty in Miami, I had picked an outfit that was lighter weight, looser and shorter than my normal pairing of a long, dark skirt with a French cut blouse in white or pastel. 
Despite convincing myself otherwise that very morning, I wasn't mentally prepared for Dylan to look at me while I was dressed in the pale blue georgette top and skirt, the scalloped hem circling my knees instead of my ankles. Not that there was anything sexual in his gaze, I just wasn't accustomed to him looking directly at me. I was his invisible executive assistant most days, even when I was standing right next to him. 
"Yes." His answer came a second before I would have bolted for the elevator to escape that unnerving stare. "Send my brother in."
"Right -- I mean, yes sir." I scurried away to my desk, picked up the phone and notified Jake that he had been summoned to see his royal highness. With my relief so great at my successful getaway, I momentarily forgot the vase and fresh gladioli. 
The subtle fragrance of the flowers tickled my nose and jerked me back to reality. Powering up my laptop, I perched at the edge of my seat and waited to check my messages. While I did so, I double checked my phone. Somewhere between voicemail, email and texts, I expected the answer to just what the hell Dylan had done that warranted such a large vase and bouquet. 
I scrolled, I clicked, I looked in spam folders, dialed the direct line for voicemail to make sure my indicator light wasn't broken. But after seven minutes of searching for an answer, I remained clueless.
Sighing, I opened my desk drawer to grab extra copies of the membership contracts I would need that night in Miami. A white, satin-covered box grabbed my attention. I removed it from the drawer and placed it on my lap where no one but me or someone standing right next to me could see its contents. 
A small card was attached by a white ribbon to the box. Fingers numb, I somehow managed to open the card and read its note.
Happy Second Anniversary. 
Yours, Dylan
My stomach tensed, the reaction so sudden and severe I thought I might spill last night's dinner across my desk. I strangled a cry that badly wanted out and blinked to relieve the burn of tears. 
Those last two words -- Yours, Dylan -- where the cause of my undoing. He wasn't mine, and I knew he never would be. Yet I had never seen him sign his name like that, not once on all the cards and letters I'd mailed on his behalf. I would expect the language on something meant for his sister or brother, but he always handled such correspondence on his own. 
My thumbs caressed the gilded seam of the box. My lips rolled with indecision. The box was light, but sizable. Far too big for something like the charms Jake bought. Not heavy enough for anything like a watch, which, if I ever had to guess about what kind of gift Dylan Kehoe might ever buy me, something functional and impersonal would have been my first -- and only -- guess.
Swallowing the nervous knot that had formed in my throat, I popped the lid and looked inside. This time I couldn't keep the small cry locked down. My gaze lifted, head swiveling like a deer that had just heard a hunter nocking his arrow as I scanned the room to see if anyone had noticed my surprised noise.
Nothing -- just the low rumbling growls of Jake and Dylan arguing in Dylan's office.
Satisfied, I was alone so early in the morning beyond my two bosses, I removed the brooch inside the box and brought it to my face for a close look. I knew from the delicate craftsmanship that the jeweler was the same one the brothers regularly used. Holding the brooch near the vase of flowers, I compared mother nature's version of a gladiolus to the jeweler's. 
The artistry was breathtaking. Mother of pearl for the white petals, delicate jade cabochons for the leaves, gold for the stem. I checked the backing, wondering if Dylan had anything inscribed, but found only the maker's mark. 
Fastening the brooch to my blouse, I tried to ignore the ongoing argument between Dylan and Jake. From the words being exchanged, it sounded like Dylan thought their baby sister was turning wild. By wild, he seemed to mean that Riona's tastes ran in the same direction as her brothers, only she preferred to be on the bottom. Jake (loudly) questioned whether Dylan wanted to protect Riona or the investment trust because he was worried that eventually she would find a Dom who had her sign all her interests over to him.
Then a bunch of yadda, yadda, yadda from Jake about how, if Riona was allowed into the clubs under their supervision, she would learn about a healthy D/s relationship, which was a million miles away from abuse and undue influence. Jake's proposition didn't seem to make a dent in his brother's thick skull. 
Ree is too giving, too vulnerable, too sensitive.
I buried my face against my hands. Dylan might have a Harvard business degree and be a math genius when it came to all the financial spreadsheets and forecasting that had the company growing exponentially year over year, but he didn't know the first thing about his sister. 
Or any woman for that matter. 
If the woman didn't want money for spreading her legs or opening her mouth, she was a complete mystery to Dylan. 
Jake burst from the office mumbling something about his older brother being an idiot. I opened my file drawer and pretended to search for something. Their office fights only happened when it was just them, or just them with me at my station. Jake always seemed sheepish around me afterwards, like he wasn't supposed to ever lose his cool and was embarrassed that he had. Dylan retreated into a brooding study of whatever file he had on hand. I don't even think he realized the times I had overheard their arguing. 
For him, I was invisible until needed. 
I didn't go near either brother that morning until we were close to heading down to the limo. I swung by Jake's office first to tell him we were T minus ten to leave. We talked a few minutes. He wanted to make sure I kept Riona fully up to date on all the marketing being done for her clothing line and on the work being done on renovating the clubs. 
The last half of the request irked me -- on Riona's behalf. Dylan had absolutely forbade Riona from stepping foot in the clubs. She owned a third of each hotel, a third of each club, a third of the money going into each and most of the interior design concepts were hers. If she disobeyed, Big Brother had threatened to pull the project.
Reaching Dylan's office, I found the door open and his nose buried in a file. I stepped up to the desk and lightly knocked once on its wooden surface.
He said nothing. Forcing myself not to sigh, I gave him his five-minute reminder. Any other morning, I probably would have returned to my desk at that point. Instead, I remained standing across from him. 
He glanced up, the gray eyes with their heavy black lashes stabbing at me. 
"Thank you," I said. "For the gift."
His mouth puckered slightly and then he returned his attention to the file. I didn't know whether I wanted to punch that mouth or kiss it. The shape had been perfect for starting a kiss. Just a little force pushing it forward, the muscles still loose and ready for anything.
Shaking my head, I turned sharply toward the door and returned to my desk. Opening my laptop case, I viciously shoved my computer, cords and mouse inside. Still fuming, I unpinned the brooch, stuffed it into its box and locked it in my desk drawer before brushing the card that had accompanied it into the trash. I wanted to do the same to the flowers but decided to leave them unmolested. It always pained me to throw the blooms away when they started to fade -- not because Dylan had given them to me, but because they reminded me of my mother. 
Certain anger would overtake my patience and I would junk the gladioli if I lingered, I grabbed my laptop case and phone and walked toward the elevator to wait for both brothers to join me. 
********************
Thirty-five minutes later, we were onboard the company jet. To me, it felt like we hadn't left the office because Jake and Dylan had resumed arguing. Sex was still the subject, only this time it was about Jake and Alexa. 
I could understand Dylan trying to protect his baby sister from what most people would consider an extreme lifestyle. But trying to put a leash on Jake's sexual appetite or dictate the recipient of his particular gifts was like trying to empty the ocean with an eye dropper. 
But damned if Dylan wasn't going to try. With his level of drive, he might even manage to turn the eye dropper into a bucket, but that didn't mean the results would be any different. Jake didn't have it in him to yield -- neither brother possessed that particular quality.
It hurt listening to Dylan rattle off all the reasons Alexa was a bad fit for the club and Jake. Mostly it hurt because I liked her. I liked her a lot. But it also cut at me because he kept dancing around what I suspected was the real reason he didn't want her representing the club or hanging on Jake's arm -- her weight. 
She was a big girl.
I was a big girl -- a big idiot, too, nursing a crush that had started a few weeks after I was promoted to the executive suite. In that time, I had watched any number of women cycle through his bed. All of them petite things, most of them with little to no substance.
Interrupting my unplanned, unwanted trip down memory lane, Dylan's voice dipped low, almost as if he didn't want me to hear.
"Think about what she's doing to her body..."
Ugh -- that man! There was no way that Dylan was referring only to Alexa's tattoos or piercings. If that were the case, his voice wouldn't have dropped like it did. He lowered it because he didn't want me hearing him.
I pushed up from the couch and glanced at my watch. The limo driver picking Alexa up had texted me right before pulling away from her apartment building. She would be arriving in a matter of minutes, and I didn't want her to experience any part of Dylan and Jake's conversation. 
Heading toward the jet's door, I called over my shoulder. "She'll be here any minute now, guys."
Reaching the door, I realized I was off in my estimation. Alexa had arrived and was out of the limo. 
"Dylan!" I barked as I poked my head into the main cabin area. "You need to shut it now!"
Not exactly the kind of behavior most secretaries could get away with, especially when their boss was a domineering billionaire, but most secretaries don't have to settle accounts for sex workers or keep women who mistakenly thought they were in a relationship with the boss because he had fucked them on two separate occasions from barging in on board meetings. 
So I took certain liberties. If he didn't like the mouth I sometimes had on me, he could go back to the time when he had to get a new secretary every few months after the current one left in tears for one reason or another. Until then, he could continue doing what he always did, ignoring me when I was bad...and good...and everything between.
Stepping to the door, I heard the driver telling Alexa that a private plane on a private airfield was the best way to fly -- or so he had heard.
Laughing, I called out. "You heard right, Bobby!" 
Alexa looked up. I gestured for her to join me, turning up my volume in an attempt to finally silence Dylan. "Come inside. Bobby will make sure your bag is stored."
Out of sight, I whacked the other side of the panel separating the entrance area of the jet from the main cabin because I could still hear my two bosses arguing. 
Thankfully, Alexa was moving up the stairs at a snail's pace. I had to keep what I hoped was a welcoming smile from breaking out into an amused grin because I had made the climb just as slowly and likely for the same reason. Those stairs were a bitch for girls our size! 
Studying her, the gorgeous red hair bouncing around and the body hugging chocolate colored dress, I realized just how very close in size to one another we were. Only her overabundance of curves were in all the right places. Mine -- not so much. 
Stepping back as she reached the top, I tossed a glare in Dylan and Jake's direction. They had moved to the rear section of the plane, their voices no longer audible but their expressions and body language broadcasting their tension. 
I tried to slow Alexa's entrance, miscalculating with a warning that the boys were "conversing." She caught Jake's eye. Seeing her, he immediately shut the door in the panel separating the two sections of the plane. By that point, he probably didn't want any witnesses to him strangling his big brother. 
Too bad he had reacted a few seconds too late. Seeing Jake's face, Alexa turned toward the door, second thoughts clearly pinging through her brain. Reaching out, I touched her shoulder. I couldn't let her leave. Jake had been growing crazier by the day since Alexa showed up for the contract negotiations about a week ago. He'd also shown an inordinate amount of interest in her pages on the Razor Doll website before that and I happened to know, contrary to the lie he'd told Dylan, that Jake hadn't auditioned a single other model. 
I had my own selfish reasons for wanting her around, too. I needed to see a man like Jake worshipping a woman like Alexa. I needed Dylan to see it, too. Only then would I know that, if Dylan couldn't find a woman like Alexa sexy, he would never show a similar interest in me. 
Not that I held out much hope of him ever noticing me that way. He barely acknowledged my existence at all even though he, not Jake, had hired me for the position.
"Bobby's already gone," I said, hoping to get Alexa to commit to the trip. "These fights they have don't last long. And the look on Jake's face was solely for Dylan, who is habitually a dickweed."
Seeing that she still hesitated, I decided a lie was in order. Or as best as I could manage since I'm as bad at lying as I am at yoga, or walking on a treadmill...or avoiding ice cream. 
"They aren't even arguing about you," I whispered. She didn't look like she believed me, so I retreated a little from the lie. "They finished that fight in the office at seven this morning. Right now, it's about Riona."
I had half a second to feel victorious over not passing out as I mangled the truth before I saw her look back at the open door. Damn! She either didn't know or had forgotten who Riona was. 
"Their sister," I continued hastily. I should have left it at that, but the nervousness that always kicks in when I start fibbing took control of my mouth. "Jake thinks Dylan needs to loosen his grip on the short leash he keeps Riona on. Which, come to think of it, was pretty much the point Jake was making when Dylan warned him about..."
Shut up! Stop talking! Danger Will Robinson!!!
The warning came too late as Alexa stepped past me into the cabin. 
"About me, right?" she asked.
I shrugged. 
Genius move there, Dekker!
Hey, at least I have her moving in the right direction, Miss Critical Pants!
 "Don't worry," Alexa said and took a seat on one of the leather sofas in the main cabin. "I don't plan on having anything but the most cursory business conversations with your other boss. Not even that if I can manage."
I plopped onto the couch. Realizing Dylan and Jake weren't arguing as quietly as I would have liked, I tried to keep her distracted with my oh-so-brilliant conversational abilities.
"I wish the trip was starting in a more pleasant manner for you."
"When is business ever pleasant?" She gave me a shoulder bump followed by a wink.
I smiled back. She was going to be great for Jake. At least I hoped so. I couldn't understand the earlier delay in her signing the contract, only knew that I had to spend most of the week with one suddenly batshit crazy boss while the other one had turned into a total jerk when he found out about Alexa. 
The door to the back opened and the jerk in question walked out and over to the espresso machine. Jake poked his head and one arm through the doorway and crooked his finger at Alexa.
Damn, he was sexy. Not as sexy as Dylan, but then I would never have either Kehoe brother crooking a finger or looking at me like that. Not even close. I would have to live vicariously through Jake and Alexa and leave the rest to my fantasies and the little Pocket Rocket that served as my battery-operated boyfriend. 
"Have fun," I whispered as Alexa rose and joined Jake in the back of the plane and I wished that I was the one heading toward the big bed and that it was Dylan who would eventually reach under the mattress and pull out one of the two suitcases I knew the brothers stored beneath it. 
"Don't get attached," Dylan warned, handing me an espresso cup. Taking a seat at the opposite end of the sofa, he sipped at his drink as he scrolled through his phone for the last few minutes before take off. 
I followed suit, checking my messages. One in particular jumped out at me -- Maxwell King. I glanced at Dylan, relieved to find that he wasn't paying me the least bit of attention, as usual. I opened the email, hoping it was only Mr. King's secretary using his account to send me transcripts of the last Downtown Boston Renewal meeting. 
With Dylan having been born in the city and his mother coming from old money and her family keeping a house in the area of Beacon Hill, Mr. King had naturally reached out to the investment group for charitable donations to restore the cities oldest and finest architectural landmarks.
Unfortunately, that didn't have anything to do with the new message. Despite my many refusals, the old man wanted to poach me. 
I deleted the email with its new offer from my phone. I would reply to him once we were in Miami when I didn't have to worry about Dylan catching me. 
Annoyed that King wouldn't relent, I jammed the phone into my bag.
"Is that for me?" Dylan asked. 
My head jerked in his direction. "Is what for you?"
His finger danced in front of my face. "That scowl you're pulling."
Really, he had bothered looking at my face? Crap, he must be bored or think he was seriously in need of an ally to change Jake's mind.
He slid closer to me, his voice taking on a conspiratorial tone. "Look, Joey, I know you like her, but I don't want you getting attached to Miss Hunt. She won't be around long."
I laughed. He hadn't seen the way his brother looked at Alexa. He didn't know how much time Jake had spent on her pages on the Razor Doll site. Lastly, love was an entirely foreign concept to Dylan Kehoe -- just a fancy word for fucking the women he paid. 
"I don't think you should be trying to interfere in your brother's sex life." I pulled my laptop from my bag and powered it up. My irritation with Dylan continued to grow until I had to toss another grenade at him. "Or your sister's."
"Thankfully I only pay you to answer my phone and type my letters," he shot back. "Not advise me on how I should deal with my reckless siblings."
My fingers froze over the keyboard for a second before I furiously typed my ID and password into the security prompt. He wasn't the only person who could pretend the rest of the world didn't exist. And if I wanted to keep from throwing myself off the plane and straight into the unemployment line, that's what I had to do.
"Joey, that's not what I meant..."
I side-eyed him for about five seconds before opening up the list of things I needed to take care of once we were in Miami. The list was three pages of one-line bullet points. The folder holding it had over a dozen profiles of high value targets I had researched. I had contacts and work orders for electricians, carpenters, musicians...
All of a sudden, Mr. King's offer to hire me at a salary equal to my current position with a better title and a chance of officially running projects for his development company was starting to sound pretty damn good.
"I'm trying to say that I appreciate all the work you do for m..." Dylan retreated with a growl to the opposite side of the sofa. Taking his phone from his pocket once more, he didn't even look at me as he finished talking. "The office is better for having you in it."
In it? How about running it? How about making sure the contractors get their checks and their permits and all the gifts go out to the women you've fucked in the last week? 
Of course I didn't say that. Instead, I ignored the urge to climb on Dylan's lap and plant a forearm across his throat until he managed to conjure up an actual apology or at least a compliment that wasn't backhanded.
I started expanding my bullet list.
* Call King!
With that little passive-aggressive act out of the way, I opened up the folder for the hotel and club we were renovating in Los Angeles. We had purchased the building at the beginning of the year. I was running a team of decorators to add their own L.A. touch to Riona's interior designs. I also had contract offers out to the carpenters, drywall installers, painters and engineers who would turn the suites on the VIP floor into kink central. Having just fired the first computer security programmers whose job it was to keep the playrooms and certain cubby holes in the master bedrooms locked down when the room was occupied by guests who might not like the suites' special accoutrements or were traveling with more than their play partner, I had to find a new team that I could trust to be discreet.
Oh, and then I had to answer Dylan's phone, type his letters and probably wipe his ass.
A scream from the back of the plane interrupted my internal tirade against my boss. I tensed, but tried not to show it. Even if no such sound had ever left my throat, I knew the nature of Alexa's cry.
Pure carnal pleasure.
The sound repeated and I couldn't help but roll my eyes at the door. What the hell was Jake doing to her that her moans and pleas for more could be heard despite all the sounds made by a jet in flight? 
And why couldn't I get a guy to do that to me?
Feeling a blush burning my cheeks, I rubbed at one side of my face, the side Dylan could see. I risked a glance in his direction. My gaze bumped against his. We both quickly turned away from one another. 
Damn!
My skin flushed hotter at the realization Dylan knew I was getting turned on. He was probably having a big, big laugh at my expense. At least he kept it buried inside him. He probably would pull it out later, sharing his amusement with the next woman he fucked.
My fat executive assistant getting turned on by my brother fucking some fetish model at the back of the plane.
Har-har-har.
Dickweed.
"Joey...I..."
Waving him off, I jumped to my feet, my legs almost abandoning me as my brain was slow to remember I was on a plane traveling hundreds of miles an hour. 
"I need to check on our landing time," I said just before I disappeared into the cockpit and stayed there until Jake and Alexa had returned to the main cabin and the pilots were ready for us to make our descent. 
********************
The limo ride from the airport to the resort had me drowning in cuteness. Stuck next to Dylan in the backseat, I had a bird's eye view of Jake and Alexa. They sat smashed together, Jake's arm protectively around her shoulders as she had to suffer through the proximity of his big brother. 
Jake absently twirled the thick red strands of her hair. When she caught him doing it, he kissed her. Both their faces glowed. It made me happy to see and utterly miserable at the same time. 
Maintaining as much distance as I could from Dylan, I hugged the window on my side of the seat. Too bad I couldn't escape him altogether. He kept asking questions about the evening's arrangements. I think he wanted to frighten Alexa with the idea of how many people would watch her quivering all over the stage. 
I did my best to downplay everything, leaving me exhausted when we actually arrived at the hotel. Jake and Alexa escaped the limo's confines first, so I had to walk alone with Dylan into the lobby of the hotel. 
Staff I recognized from our prior visits flocked around us. And then Fritz Mueller materialized out of nowhere, giving my day its first dose of the creeps. I kept my gaze away from him until Dylan asked if I was in my usual room.
Like Dylan knew where my usual room was beyond some vague understanding that I could navigate from my mini-suite to his palatial one in about three minutes whenever he summoned me for work. 
The click of heels had me glancing at Mueller to see him smiling as he answered. "I placed a fresh arrangement of gladiolas in the room this morning, Miss Dekker."
Something in his expression or the yellow-brown gaze made my stomach churn. Before I could muster up a polite "thank you," someone grabbed my elbow, the grip so tight I thought it might stop the flow of blood to my fingers. 
It was Dylan, his face cold and his words clipped as he spoke to Fritz. "On whose account?"
Fritz looked like a mouse that had just caught the scent of a mountain lion. 
His head dipped with a short, but obsequious, bob. "The house's, sir."
"I am the house," Dylan reminded him as he steered me toward the elevator. "That will be all."
Apparently, Fritz didn't agree. He stepped in front of Dylan to inform him that Austin Long, the biggest of all our targets and a potential partner for some of the locations in the Middle East, had arrived and was waiting in the executive offices upstairs. 
Certainly such information needed to be delivered, but not with Fritz's sneering tone. 
The grip on my arm tightened until I placed my hand over Dylan's in a silent plea for him to ease up. He did, but only by a fraction. I could feel tension vibrating through his arm. His body temperature must have gone up as well because the deep scent of his cologne washed over me and started to do funny things to my body.
In two years, I had seen Dylan irritated and angry at any number of people, mostly his brother. But I had not once seen him look like he was on the edge of violence. 
"Should I tell him he'll have to wait?" Fritz asked, his smug smile inching higher.
My heart beat a little faster as Dylan's body leaned closer to the man. I looked at Jake, hoping he realized something had suddenly gone very wrong and he needed to intervene.
"When does Austin Long wait, especially when he has the upper hand?" Jake asked with a laugh. 
A long moment passed before Dylan rolled his eyes at his younger brother, his face finally easing into a smile. "He hears you saying that, and you're in more trouble than you can handle, Junior."
Jake poked back. "Impossible. You off all people should know there's no trouble I can't handle, old man."
My impression that the tension in my boss had blown over was mistaken. His eyes slid toward Alexa, his lips parted.
I jerked my elbow from his grip. "Stop measuring cocks, boys. You're keeping Mr. Long, his guest and me waiting." 
I pivoted and started walking as fast as I could toward the elevators with the ridiculous hope that Dylan would stop looking for a fight with everyone around him and follow me.
Halfway to the elevators, my optimism was rewarded as his shoulder brushed against mine. Risking a glance in his direction, I found Dylan staring intently at me. I couldn't read his thoughts, but I could see he wasn't watching where he was going, which just happened to be toward one of the expensive marble columns added to the lobby four months ago. 
Grabbing the sleeve of his jacket, I tugged him closer to me until the obstacle was avoided. When I released the fabric and moved to pull away, he hooked my pinkie finger. 
My heart jumped up to lodge in my throat. 
What the hell was going on with Dylan? He had looked like he wanted to flatten Fritz a minute ago. Then he laughed along with Jake's joke before side-eyeing Alexa. And hooking my finger like that? Like we were in high school and he wanted to go steady when he hadn't even acknowledge the gift earlier...
Hearing Jake and Alexa just a few feet behind us, I freed my hand and held it close to my side. As they pulled even with us, I caught the tail end of their conversation, Jake telling her something about how a man's desires were the same regardless of which god he worshipped. 
"Goddess," I shot back, hoping to wedge my way into their talk so I could ignore Dylan until I had escaped to my room. "I know you're enamored with what's between your legs, but it's not a penis you're actually worshipping."
Crap -- did I really just say that? My gaze jumped to the elder Kehoe. Dylan looked ready to wash my mouth out with soap. Jake only laughed and threw me a wink.
"Right as always, little goddess."
Dylan's head swiveled toward his brother, his gaze narrowing. 
This was getting worse by the second. What the hell had gotten into the man? 
In the space of a few heartbeats, I replayed the last week in my head, looking for a cause. He was worried about Jake and Riona, frustrated with both of them. One of his employees had just tried to win a pissing contest with him in his own hotel...
None of that explained the look on his face. 
Stepping in front of Dylan, I spoke to Alexa -- anything to redirect his attention. "Assuming the boys don't need me, I should be able to get you settled in your room after we greet Austin and his guest."
She nodded and a second later, the elevator doors opened and we were greeted by Mr. Long's booming voice. Relief washed over me. Not even Dylan Kehoe would act up around the oil baron. He respected the man and knew he had to behave if he wanted to keep Austin's respect -- and his potential involvement in the overseas expansion of the club. 
Everything returned to some facsimile of normal, all three men joking with one another for a few minutes before I was tasked with escorting Austin's guest to his suite and getting Alexa settled in. 
I almost whooped with joy as I left my two bosses behind.
Once I had Miss Banks situated, I treated myself to a few minutes of gossiping with Alexa, the last remnants of the tense plane ride and arrival fading from my bones -- until I tripped over my tongue and made her think for a few seconds that I might be into the lifestyle.
Me -- poster girl for the Miss Vanilla Society of Wallflowers. 
Not that I hadn't fantasized about it. How could I not? As far as I could tell, Dylan never had "straight" sex. Inserting him into one of my fantasies meant I had to picture myself on my knees or blindfolded or wincing from a flogger as the tails snapped sharply against my generous backside. 
I had researched it, too. Rather, I had tried. My cheeks had heated so badly reading the few lines that appeared with each site in the search results that I couldn't bring myself to click through. I had barely scraped up the temerity to click on the Razor Dolls site -- which was how Jake had found Alexa and the reason why I would be the one to blame if everything went south with them. 
I just hoped that my bad luck and fruitless pursuit of one Kehoe brother didn't rub off on the lovely redhead.
********************
The scent of the gladioli Fritz had put in the room greeted me as I opened the door. I frowned, annoyed that he and my boss were about to obliterate all the positive memories I had attached to the flower. Somehow, I was going to have to find a way to change things -- without resorting to my pseudo-big-brother Jake to save me. 
I moved past the suite's small work area with its desk, printer and fax and into the sleeping area. Seeing a stack of white boxes on the bed, I froze in my tracks. I looked from the boxes to the vase of flowers on the dresser.
"These better not be from Fritz, too," I growled as I placed my computer bag on the floor and jerked the closest box from the bed.
Finding no tag on the outside, I opened the box -- and almost fainted. 
A corset in blue satin nestled against tissue paper. The crotch of matching panties peeked from beneath the corset's hem. I rifled through the tissue looking for a card or anything that would indicate who had sent the boxes to me. I no longer thought it was Fritz because I recognized the outfit. Century Club was rolling out its new line of lingerie in stages, just like any other fashion company would. The sweeter looking corset was scheduled for winter -- the color itself labeled Winter Blue. No way would Fritz have access to a sample. 
Opening the next box, Autumn Red greeted me -- a supple leather one piece that I knew had a slit at the bottom. Feeling faint, I sat on the bed as I search for a card. This couldn't be Dylan. He hadn't even bothered looking at the gift he gave me when I wore it in his office -- hadn't acknowledged my thanks, either.
Would Jake do this? Was this my anniversary present from him? 
Opening the third box I found the sheer Spring Green baby doll but no damn card!
"You must be summer," I said as I reached for the last box, my heart beating as hard and fast as it had during the scene in the lobby. 
The outfit inside blew me away. A gold lace peignoir, it was the crowning piece of the summer collection and came with a price tag of over ten thousand dollars. 
This one also came with a card!
Carefully, I unpinned the note and opened it.
The blue reminded me of your eyes, the green of your innocence, the red of your passion in protecting your friends and the gold of your heart. Thank you for putting up with me and my brothers (especially Dylan). 
Love, Riona
Tears landed on the card to stain it. I pressed the paper to my chest and daubed my eyes with my free hand. Still crying, I fumbled with my bag to find my phone and punched in the speed dial code for her number.
It went to voicemail. Trying to sound like I wasn't sobbing as hard as I was, I thanked her then hung up before I completely lost it and started blubbering. After a few minutes, I managed to get up and get to work. I still had so much to do before the show started -- and twice as much before I would be able to crash for the night.
 A few hours later, I bundled everything up and took the elevator to the third floor. The member access area of Century Club occupied two-thirds of the level, with the other third devoted to the club's security and office area. I had firm orders from Dylan to restrict my activities to that third. 
Like Riona, I wasn't allowed inside the club I had helped renovate -- not now that it was open for business. Fine by me. I probably would have burst into nervous giggles in the outer reception area. I certainly would have been red-faced by the time I reached the bar. 
I got that Dylan didn't want me embarrassing the company with my naiveté -- or my drab looks and fluffy body. Probably more so now that Jake had settled on Alexa. Add me in and there was a danger the whole place would get a reputation as Fat Girl Central.
Settling into my work area, I opened my laptop and tried to ignore Dylan as he watched the monitors. He moved in and out of the room before the scheduled time of Jake and Alexa's performance. Usually, he left when someone he wanted to hook had just arrived. There were quite a few targets. All of them were filthy rich, of course. Few of them had recognizable faces -- plastic surgeons, bankers, barons of one industry or another. I only knew who they were because I had photos of them in my files. 
Other faces I knew from television and print media, including one disgraced ex-governor who had decided to let it all hang out -- his wife on one arm and their boy toy on his other side. 
When Jake and Alexa finally arrived, Dylan returned to the office and stayed there for the entire performance, his attention fixed mostly on certain faces within the audience. I just hoped for the wife's sake that the boy toy enjoyed swinging in both directions.
Thankfully, Dylan kept the sound off. I wanted to die as it was from the brief flashes of Jake and Alexa on the monitor. If I had to hear them -- particularly in the presence of the one man I had been crushing on the last two years -- I really would have died on the spot. 
"Did you give Miss Banks the material Austin asked for?" 
I glanced at Dylan as he watched Austin's face on the monitor. The oil baron only paid the barest attention to what was happening on stage. The rest of his attention was riveted on the woman he claimed was his "legal counsel." So it was Dylan watching Austin watch Miss Banks.
Not exactly sexy times.
"Yes," I answered. "Everything he asked for and a devoted concierge for his stay." 
Knowing Dylan couldn't be bothered to spare me any attention beyond my having answered his question, I stared at him for a few long minutes. He had his hand up to his mouth. The knuckle of his index finger rested against his bottom lip. His thumb scraped the underside of the same lip. It was his "deep concentration" position. One of three, actually. 
My examination moved lower. The way he sat, his chair turned toward the monitors, I had a full view of his side from head to toe. He had removed his dress jacket, but not his tie. Inside the shoes, his toes pressed against the floor while his heels rested against the top of the casing for two of the chair's caster wheels. His legs were lightly spread, his pelvis tilting a little forward.
I dragged my attention from the hard bulge of his erection up to the monitor he had fixed on. 
Uhm...yeah, don't need to see that!
Jake was inserting something into Alexa, her whole body straining upward. As awkward as it was knowing my boss was less than ten feet from me with a giant hard-on, a small part of me was relieved that he could find the moment sexy despite all the things he undoubtedly felt were wrong with Alexa's body.
Seeing his hand drop from his mouth to the armrest, I quickly returned to looking at my laptop. Realizing I hadn't touched my keyboard the entire time I had watched Dylan, my cheeks started to burn from more than Jake and Alexa's performance. 
Play it cool, Dekker -- he never pays attention to you, so he doesn't know you stopped working to look at him.
"Are the binders ready?" 
I glanced to find him glaring at me. I swiveled my chair and nodded at the stack of leather portfolios against the wall.
"It should be safe for you to take them to the reception area now," he said, his attention moving back to the monitors. "No one will see you."
Right -- because who the hell would invest in a global sex club or even consider the hundred thousand dollar annual membership if they saw my fat ass out there?
Biting at my bottom lip so I wouldn't explode with tears or anger, I lifted the first stack of binders and carried it out to the reception area. Special attendants had been brought in for the night. Male and female, they were there to serve drinks and wait on the targets hand and foot -- literally. All of them had been instructed in submissive positions by Jake and were traveling to each opening. 
Trying not to look at their over-exposed bodies, I had the attendants help me disperse the binders to all of the sitting areas. Finished with the task, I darted into the women's restroom to hide the evidence of my tears before returning to the office. 
Opening the door, I heard Dylan chuckle. He glanced up at me, his grin growing wider. "Austin is in the bag."
I resisted looking at the monitors. In retrieving the other two stacks of binders, I had already caught a glimpse of what was going on among members of the audience. I didn't want to catch sight of Austin and his guest engaged in who the hell knew what. It would be hard enough to speak to Alexa and Jake after tonight, at least for a few days. And Miss Banks looked like she could be as prickly as a cactus if something got her back up. 
I was pretty certain knowing I had watched her doing something to Austin or allowing him to do something to her, some sixty other guests around them, would be one of the things she found irksome. 
"What's this one's name?" Dylan asked, tapping at one of the monitors. 
I looked, expecting to find him pointing to one of the audience members, but it was an attendant in the reception area. She had wavy hair almost as long and definitely as red as Alexa's, but she was maybe a size ten, so curvy without being fluffy. 
"Adriana," I answered. My chest tightened at his inquiry. Dylan had just spent the last thirty minutes watching his brother sexually dominating Alexa and now he was asking the name of a woman who could have been her skinnier, slightly older sister trained in submission. 
And all I got from him, all I would ever get from him, was indifference.
"Good. If I need any paperwork from the office, I'll use her to fetch it from you." Standing, he donned his dress jacket and tucked a pen in the interior pocket. "Her coloring will remind the prospective investors of the performance -- make it easier to get them to sign."
Heading for the door, he stopped and snapped his fingers in my direction. I looked up, sucking in a huge breath as I did. I wanted to let it out with a scream but held it deep inside me instead.
"We should have a lot of little Alexas for the opening events," he said. "Send an email reminder to me and Jake."
I gave a tight nod, my lungs holding on hard to the frustrated scream that wanted to burst from me. 
As soon as he left, I opened my mail program and sent the requested reminder. Then I opened what I liked to think of as my "promo-whore" folder -- documentation of all the work I'd done on the clubs and why I should be given the L.A. project. 
If I had needed more proof that I should get the hell out of the Chicago office, especially as Dylan's assistant, the man had just given it to me in multitudes. Staying in Chicago, I would keep cockblocking myself with thoughts of Dylan. And he would keep stepping on my heart without ever knowing what he was doing. 
Sending a print command for the files I'd just opened, I moved to Dylan's desk and watched the monitors. Adriana came in a few times, smiling sweetly while she bounced around the air conditioned room and rubbed at her arms from the sudden temperature difference between the reception area and office.
The last time she came in, she didn't need any papers. Dylan had sent her inform me I was no longer need for the night.
I gathered my things slowly, collated the papers I would need to convince Dylan I deserved the L.A. location and then...
Then I made the biggest mistake of my life.
I dropped my laptop off in my room and took the elevator to the VIP suites. Nodding at the bodyguard Jake had requested for Alexa while he helped Dylan secure the targets, I swiped my security card and entered Dylan's room to wait. 
Eventually, he would have to return. 
I would be waiting for him, me and my folder. 
I was getting Los Angeles -- or else.
********************
Exhausted, I fell asleep, waking once I heard the slide and beep from Dylan's security card. Groggy, I straightened in my seat and tugged at where my skirt had started to ride up my thighs. 
Dylan's voice tickled my ears as the door swung open.
"Baby, you have no idea how much I need this." 
The words confused me until my tired eyes finally focused. 
Dylan wasn't talking to me. He had brought a woman back to his room, a type I knew well but hadn't been expecting that night because he saved such bookings for long after the business portion of a trip was over. This one was a brunette, a little fuller than usual, maybe even a size six. Still smaller than I could ever hope to accomplish. 
He turned to kiss her, neither of them realizing yet that I was sitting just a few feet away. I tried to get my tongue working so I could make my apology and escape before I had to see his lips touch hers. But I had lost the capacity for speech. Even though I was there to press my case on Los Angeles and not some stupid attempt to seduce my boss, my face hurt with unshed tears and humiliation. 
"You didn't tell me this was a couple's arrangement," the brunette said, her hand coming up to his chest to stop the incoming kiss. "That's dou--"
She hesitated, her gaze sharply studying me for a second before she arched one snarky brow and changed her rate. "Triple considering the size."
"Baby, what are you--" Turning, Dylan stopped mid-sentence as he finally saw me. His face purpled and I braced myself for a screaming session. He'd never yelled at me before, his reprimands always came wrapped in silence. But that face told me he was about to unleash a deafening roar. 
I winced, my body tightening. My lips trembled and my eyes stung with the need to cry. I shouldn't have used my card to get into the room. It was too late to undo the mistake. I just hoped I could get out of there without making an even bigger fool of myself. 
Instead of screaming at me, Dylan spun toward the woman and pointed at the hall. 
"Leave," he said, his voice a cold bucket of ice. A pout shaped her lips and she placed one slender hand on the hip she had canted in Dylan's direction. He shook his head, his face beginning to purple again. "You don't argue with me, not unless you want blocked from serving anyone else at this hotel."
She turned with a huff, the hand leaving her hip to pierce the air next to her head with an extended middle finger. 
The door slammed and Dylan glared at me. 
"I wanted to talk about Los Angeles," I stuttered then remembered that I had admonished myself to be bold. He already was pissed, so I had no reason not to push forward. "You're giving me the L.A. project."
"No," he said, prowling toward me. "Absolutely not and you won't be attending any more openings. You're nothing more than a distraction at them."
"That's not true!" I wagged my finger at him. 
He captured my wrist and held it, his gaze cutting into me as he loomed over my body. Knowing I couldn't win the argument sitting down, I tried to stand. His palm landed lightly on the center of my chest. I believe he meant to push me back into a sitting position, but his expression changed. 
"What the fuck are you wearing?" 
My mouth dropped open. As much as I wanted to pretend like I didn't understand his question, I knew what he meant. Touching my chest, he had felt the hard top line of the corset.
My lips rolled together in a moment's indecision and then I shoved his hand away. "A gift from Riona, if you must know."
His hand dipped to the bottom of my blouse, lifting the hem just high enough to see a flash of the corset.
"Take it off, now."
I started to laugh, thinking he was joking despite the tightly delivered command. His face told me he was dead serious. 
"I can't," I started before my own anger kicked in. "I won't. What has gotten into you Dylan Kehoe?"
"Take it off or I will," he growled. "That isn't the type of outfit you should be wearing."
He moved to make good on his threat. I retreated, darting to the side, tears in my eyes as I reached up under my blouse to separate the hooks. 
"You're not getting the panties, you jackass." Finished, I tossed it at him then folded my arms across my chest since there was nothing but cold air between my breasts and the thin georgette blouse. "And have fun explaining to your sister why you confiscated her gift."
"Don't worry." He dropped the corset like it was covered in manure. "I'll be having a long talk with Riona about this."
His gaze hooked for a second on my arms shielding my breasts before they dropped to my hips. Lowering his voice, he took a step closer. His breath swirled warm against my lips as he spoke.
"And you will be turning over the panties and anything else she sent you."
Fueled by anger and a disturbing arousal, my body shook. "Why? They're her gifts to me. What's it to you?"
His brow lifted, his CEO facade firmly in place. 
"They aren't 'gifts' until she shows me receipts, which she can't because that--" He pointed at the corset on the floor before continuing. "That is not for sale yet."
The tears I'd been holding back unleashed. I'd spent two years crushing on a cold-hearted, irrational bastard. Today, he had gone too far. Whether I was able to get Jake to confirm me as lead on the L.A. project or not, I was no longer Dylan Kehoe's Girl Friday. I would quit before I lifted another finger on his behalf. 
I turned to circle the couch so I could leave the room, his big body blocking my direct exit. 
"Joey." He grabbed my arm to stop me. "Wait...I..."
His chin jerked in the direction of my chest, my lack of undergarments evident by the unhindered swing of my full breasts. 
"Sit down and I'll fetch something appropriate from your--"
My nails raked the hand that secured my arm. That only seemed to make him more determined to keep me in place. Catching my other arm, he pulled me to him.
"Calm down," he barked. "I'm not going to hurt you..."
I shook my head at him, unable to voice the thought running through my head.
You have no idea how much you already have!
"Joey, you just need to calm down." He rubbed at my arms like a parent soothing a distraught child. "You'll see that I'm right."
I stamped down hard on his foot and circled the couch before he could recover. 
"I have never, not once in my life," I hissed, "met a man more wrong than you, Dylan Kehoe. I am no longer yours to command."
Somehow, my feet managed to get me to the door and I had it half open when I heard his reply.
"Joey, you've never been mine to command."
The last surviving fragment of my heart hit the ground at his reminder that he had no interest in me, that I was just staff who didn't deserve the expensive clothes his company manufactured and was only good enough to answer his phone and sort his mail.
Throwing one last glare at my former crush, I slammed the door behind me.
********************
Somehow, I managed to not march down the hall and bang on Jake's door. Mishka was gone, so I knew Jake had to be in there with Alexa. I expected -- and hoped -- he was already balls deep in the gorgeous redhead, whispering I love you into her ear over and over as he lifted her to some kind of sexual nirvana that would forever remain a mystery to me.
Like a good little mouse who had just escaped the lion's jaws, I returned to my room. I slammed the lids back on the boxes and stacked them near the balcony's sliding glass door. Remembering that I still wore the silky blue panties, I reached up under my skirt and pulled them off. They hadn't dried yet from the moisture my treacherous body had leaked after Dylan's arrival, but that wasn't my problem. 
Walking toward my suitcase by the bed, I returned to the window and the boxes one last time. Riona's note and sweet words meant more to me than any pile of clothes could, no matter how expensive. I read it one last time then tucked it safely in my purse. 
I dragged my suitcase onto the bed and pulled out a sedate nightgown. A lightweight cotton, dotted with small cherries, it fell halfway down my calves, had long sleeves and a modest neckline. That probably made it exactly the kind of appropriate attire Dylan thought a fluffy girl like me should wear when her fat ass crawled alone into bed for the night.
Rising to strip my clothes and put the gown on, I almost fell. The fight with Dylan had used up the last of my energy after a day too busy to squeeze in a decent meal. I stretched out on the bed, wiggled out of my skirt and blouse and into the nightgown before rolling onto my side and grabbing the menu. 
I flipped indecisively through the sensible, healthy, you'll-be-a-size-six-in-no-time pages. I knew I should have a salad or similar, something that wasn't loaded with so much sugar it would fuel my stress and ensure I didn't sleep a wink. 
Flinging the menu toward the waste basket, I swiped the phone from the receiver and called the kitchen service with my order.
"Room twelve-thirteen, give me a pint of cherry vanilla." I waited for the woman to write down the order. 
"No, it's not for two," I snipped before she could finish her question. "Just one bowl, one spoon, thank you very much."
I hung up before I could apologize. She didn't deserve my attitude any more than I had deserved Dylan's callous disregard. But doing the right thing and apologizing would have made me feel like the wimp I was. 
Hooking my laptop bag with my foot, I maneuvered it onto the bed, pulled out my computer and opened up the note application. I began drafting my side of the conversation I would be having with Jake tomorrow. I was done being Dylan's doormat and either Jake would give me a position and project I wanted or I was gone. If I had trouble finding a new job, I'd just put up all the damn crystal vases I'd gotten from Dylan over the last two years on eBay.
It was that or smash them to pieces, which would have been more satisfying but didn't put a penny toward my rent.
Almost done with my first draft, my cell phone jarred me from the task. I looked at the display before answering to make sure it wasn't Dylan. 
It was.
I mashed the decline button then hit Jake's number in my contacts. Getting no answer, I hung up and called his room directly. I knew it was possibly the worst time for me to pull him into the drama, but I was just one word or look from Dylan away from exploding. I needed an intervention and I could not wait until morning.
"Jo-jo, this is not a good time, and tell that brother of mine--" 
"I'm not telling that jackass anything," I barked into the phone. "You're giving me the L.A. project or I'm gone."
A knock at the door meant my ice cream had arrived. I stomped toward the outer room, ignoring Jake's attempt to calm me. I flung the door open and turned back toward the bed, interrupting Jake mid-sentence. 
"This isn't up for negotiation," I fumed. "You will let me lead the L.A. pro--"
Someone pulled the phone from my hand. I didn't think it was the bell hop and I didn't have to turn to confirm my suspicion. 
"She's not going to Los Angeles, she's going to Zurich, with me," Dylan growled at his brother. "Take care of your own woman and leave me to mine."
A second later, my phone landed on the bed. Mortified, I hadn't turned to face Dylan. 
He tapped a finger on my shoulder. I remained motionless. 
"You will turn around and look at me," he ordered. 
Nope. Not gonna do it.
"I'm not leaving until you do," he pressed. "And until I know this idea you have that you're getting the L.A. project is out of your head once and for all."
That was too much. Not only was he saying "no" right then, but he planned on saying it forever. And somehow he'd gotten the wrong impression that I was his personal property, that he could change his mind about my never going to another club opening and drag me to Zurich. 
I turned, hands on my hips, and glared at him. "I earned it."
He had a folder in his hand, the one I'd taken to his room. He waved at at me. "You have none of the requisite qualifications on paper." 
Tossing the folder on my dresser, he advanced on me, my heart beating louder with every step. I tried to control my reaction -- couldn't. It didn't help that he had changed before coming to my room, the suit giving way to skin tight black jeans and an equally black cashmere sweater that moved over his body like water in a stream. 
Stopping less than a foot in front of me, his hands found his hips and he leaned in. "You're going back to Chicago tomorrow and staying put until you leave -- with me -- for Zurich at the end of the month."
Oh, I was, was I? He really thought he could order me around at this point?
I closed the last few inches between us on my own, tilted my head up and pulled the trigger.
"You want me in Zurich, you need to earn it." 
A predatory smile spread across his face. "And how do you suggest I do that, cupcake?"
Cupcake?
My mouth dropped open and my heart skipped a beat...or ten. 
"No suggestions, eh?" His hands curled around my elbows. "Guess that means I decide."
I didn't like the tone of his voice or the gleam in his eye. Someone had taken my rude, obnoxious, but non-threatening, boss and replaced him with....
My head stopped spinning as I realized what Dylan was doing. 
Sort of...I mean, the sensual threat in his gaze wasn't real. He wanted me to retreat, to promise that I would continue to stay out of the clubs, fetch his coffee and answer his phones. 
"Nice try," I started. 
A knock at the door interrupted me. My ice cream had arrived. I stepped around Dylan and tried to order the bell boy away.
"Take it back. I've changed my mind."
"No." Dylan's hand appeared over my shoulder, a folded twenty used as bait to pull the boy in. The kid put the tray on the dresser and took the twenty.
"That will be all," Dylan said, following the bell hop to the door and then locking us in. Grabbing the tray, Dylan took a seat at the edge of the bed and motioned for me to join him as he scooped the ice cream into the bowl. 
"I don't want any." I stayed where I was. That bed, with him on it, was as close to a real minefield as I would ever come.
"Cherry vanilla," he said, his tongue darting out to curl along the inside curve of the spoon. His sharp gaze swept over my nightgown with its cherries on white fabric. "Perfect flavor for you, isn't it?"
My mouth started working with all the things I wanted to say to him, but my brain couldn't marshall them into anything remotely coherent. I watched him take another lick of the ice cream. The image translated as a wet whisper against my flesh -- my already aching nipples and feverish clit simultaneously sensing the motion.
"I want you to sit next to me, Joey."
I shook my head, my pride bristling at his constant use of such a masculine nickname when addressing me. 
"This is no way to spend our anniversary." He set the bowl on the bed, reached into his jacket pocket, pulled something out and placed it next to the bowl.
It was the white satin box that had held the brooch and the notecard. I had locked the former in my drawer and swept the latter into the trash bin shortly before we left the building. 
"I saw you take it off," he said, answering my unspoken question. "I guess I deserved that."
My brows jumped halfway up my forehead. "You guess?"
Retrieving the ice cream, he loaded more of it onto the spoon and slowly licked the cold surface. His gaze floated between my face and the pattern of my gown. His attention shifted to the boxes piled up by the balcony door. 
"That's everything," I blurted. "You can rest assured I won't be leaving with company property."
His gaze returned to me -- to my hips -- as his tongue delivered a fat chunk of cherry into his mouth. "Even the panties?"
My cheeks started to burn and I hissed. "Yes."
"So what are you wearing now?"
I felt a sudden dizziness, as if every drop of blood had drained from my body, followed by a rush of heat to my cheeks. I had nothing on beneath the nightgown, had been too humid after leaving his suite to put on a fresh pair of panties. 
"Stop," I begged. I couldn't take this calculated act despite knowing that's all it was, all it could possibly be.
"Not until you sit down and have some of this delicious ice cream." He scooted a little closer to the headboard to open up a bigger space for me.
Bigger, but not safer. I didn't want anywhere near him. I sat down anyway, willing to play just long enough to get him to leave. I reached for the bowl but he wouldn't relinquish it. He loaded the spoon and held it to my lips. 
"What are you doing?" I asked before I took a small bite.
"Earning it," he whispered. "Surrendering to what you've wanted for quite a while, Joey."
What I wanted -- not what he wanted. He couldn't have phrased it worse than that.
I shook my head, refusing to admit that I had a crush on him. 
"Deny it all you want," he said, holding the spoon to my lips again. 
I took another bite, the cream smearing at the corner of my mouth. Dylan put the bowl on the nightstand and cupped my face. I closed my eyes, my body trembling from his touch. He leaned in, his mouth millimeters from my own for the second time that night.
"You're too innocent for the likes of me." His lips brushed against that little trace of ice cream and then his tongue captured it. "I see the way you look at me and I have to look away. The temptation to corrupt you is too much if I don't."
I tried to pull back, my confidence that this was nothing more than a ploy to keep me in line shattered to pieces. Unable to escape, my hands moved restlessly over the bedspread until I bumped against the satin box. 
He had retrieved that box before we left the office, before the day turned crazy and I started doubting that this was the same man I'd been working for the last two years.
My mind seized that last fragmented thought. It hadn't been two years.
"You're early," I said, pushing the box at him and hopefully changing the subject. "It's still three weeks away."
He shook his head. "It was three weeks from the day I interviewed you before you transitioned from the secretarial pool to my office. Today is the anniversary of the interview."
He took the jewelry box and placed it next to the ice cream on the night stand. Sliding closer, he curled one arm around my lower back and placed his other hand on the top of my thigh.
"Two years of those blue doe eyes and that soft, pink mouth." His lips brushed mine, his eyes open and his gaze penetrating. "Two years of keeping you near while trying to pretend you don't exist beyond your desk."
He nipped lightly at my bottom lip and then his tongue demanded entrance. 
I shied away, knowing I couldn't let him inside.
"Why ignore me?" I asked, my will to flee slowly draining from me. 
He shushed me, coaxed me onto my back. His hand skimmed the generous curves along the side of my waist, over my hips and down to the hem of my nightgown. Under it he went, his fingers slowly making the return trip up my leg.
"You're too sweet for what I need, Joey." His fingers found the wet flesh between my legs. Softly, he stroked the silky hairs of my mound, my thighs trembling but pressed together. "For tonight, I'm willing to pretend that's not true because I want you beyond a level I can no longer control."
Tonight? What did that mean for tomorrow?
His hand slid between my thighs. My brain blanked at the contact and my hips lifted. A finger made its way between my labia to run slick against my clit and the tight circle below. His mouth covered mine and then his tongue curled slowly against my upper palate with the same sensuous licks he'd taken with the ice cream. 
I started to shake. He broke the kiss, found the curve of my neck and started to suck. His fingers drove me crazy with their gentle bullying of my clit and that small jewel concealed under its hood. He bathed it in my cream, stroking, circling. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, clinging to him as he slid a knee between my thighs and coaxed my legs apart. 
Inexperienced and wanting him for so long, I bucked with my first climax before he had the night gown pushed all the way up over my hips. 
"That's just the first one, Joey. I have two years to make up for." His hands traveled under the fabric to curl along the underside of my breasts as his head dipped and he pressed a kiss directly against my mound. "First I'm going to suck you until you scream, then I'm going to take this sweet hole and fill it with my cock until we both come and I suck you again."
My second orgasm tore through me at his dirty, roughly voiced words. He bit at my thigh, his eyes smoky as he looked up at me over the curve of my stomach. 
All those times he had looked away from me, denied me this hot gaze because he was hiding from me -- I couldn't fathom the level of self-denial he claimed. I didn't care to prove him a liar, not when he was with me, would stay with me for the night. The truth would be exposed all too soon. Morning would cast her light into the room and I would have only my memories of this brief interlude. 
When morning came, I didn't plan on being in this bed, in this room, or with this man. 
But for tonight, I was willing to work on getting Dylan Kehoe out of my system.
His thumbs parted the curtain of my labia. He ran one pad up and down my clit, so slow and light that my pussy tightened in on itself. He stared at my body's reaction down there, between my thighs, my clit pulling short, my ass and leg muscles squeezing toward one another, the almost gulping contractions there at the opening to my core.
"Oh, baby--"
"Don't call me that!" My hands hit the mattress, my elbows bent for leverage so I could back away from him. I couldn't let him touch me if he called me "baby." He used it on all his paid for lovers so he didn't have to remember names. 
He grabbed my wrists before I could draw away. His gaze, so unfocused a few seconds before, sharpened. "Joey..."
I shook my head, the violence of my denial shocking me. "That wasn't a dick you were just stroking."
I had always hated him calling me that, but had never told him. The confusion that covered his face was understandable, just not forgivable.
"Don't call me anything," I said, uselessly trying to free my wrists from his hard grip. "In fact, try not to talk at all. You're good at giving directions, I'm good at taking them. I don't want to hear that I smell good or taste good or my skin is soft..."
I stopped there before I exposed my heart to him. Most of all, I didn't want him to say I was beautiful or sexy. We both knew I wasn't -- not in his eyes. Otherwise it wouldn't have taken him two years to land in my bed. If he said it now, I would only feel manipulated and exponentially weaker for allowing anything that happened next.
Growling, Dylan pushed quickly up the bed to capture the sides of my face. His lean hips kept my legs wedged open and his torso crushed mine.
"You're getting out of hand." 
His gray eyes glittered dangerously at me, but I didn't care. 
"Leave if you don't like it."
Yes, leave. Leave now before I make a fool out of myself. Leave while I can still pretend it was me you wanted, not just an empty hole. 
A wolfish grin carved its way up his cheeks. His hands fisted my hair and he slid a little lower. His face dropped to press against the curve of my neck and he took a deep breath. 
"But you do smell good," he teased. His tongue swiped my flesh. He exhaled with a rough, rumbling purr of air. Releasing his grip on my hair, he grabbed the collar of my gown and ripped it open, his gaze challenging me to deny him.
I didn't. I trembled beneath him, my lips quivering but with no words building behind them. 
Dylan kissed and licked his way down my body, leaving a trail of little raspy whispers of "so good" as he went. Stopping with his face once again between my thighs, he caught my gaze and smiled fiercely.
One brow arched up and then he looked down to where I had remained wet and twisting. 
"And the taste..." Looking up he tilted his head, dipped down for a heartbeat, his tongue flicking once against my clit before his eyes pierced me again. "The taste is perfect."
He descended on me then in full force, his lips and tongue and teeth devouring my flesh. Sucking, nipping, flicking, bringing me to a third climax with just his mouth as his hands roamed up and down my sides, squeezing, kneading, soothing.
Easing back on his haunches, Dylan grabbed the bottom hem of his sweater and pulled it up and off his long, sculpted torso. 
Damn, he was too beautiful. My eyes misted looking at him. He was lighter than his brother in skin and hair. Golden brown hair dusted his arm and low along his stomach before the hair turned darker and more plentiful as it disappeared below his belt line. 
Strong hands and nimble fingers had his belt unbuckled in an instant. Without a trace of self-consciousness or drama, he unbuttoned and unzipped. Fisting the fabric, he paused to stare at me. Something flashed in his eyes, something that was both hot and tender, but he blinked and only the heat remained. 
Dipping a finger into his pocket, he snagged a condom wrapper, placed it next to him on the bed then shimmied out of the rest of his clothes and shoes. 
Dylan Kehoe, naked on my bed, resting once again with his lower legs curled under him, his fine, muscled ass resting against the back of his heels as he looked at my plump, pale body and the wet triangle of dark blond silk between my legs. 
"I need to taste you again," he said, his voice far away as he lowered his head to my mound. 
He started gently. His nose ran the lines of my lower body, tracing where my thighs edged downward, the split of my labia, the border of hair. Slowly he inhaled each section, releasing the air only after he planted a soft kiss and moved to the next line of flesh he wanted to explore.
I squirmed through every second, anticipating the next kiss and the moment when the kiss would become something more -- a tongue, lips parting, teeth sampling the flesh with the same tenderness. 
When he came back to the line of my pussy, my hips lifted off the mattress. He captured them, cooing softly as he forced me back down to the bed. 
"This can't be rushed," he said, still sampling my skin.
He was right. I needed tonight to last as long as it could because it wouldn't happen again. Certainly I would one day yield to another man, but never again with Dylan and never with the same need splintering its way through my bones. 
His lips found my clit again and he started suckling. I couldn't stop the gasp. My fingers crawled down the mattress, along my stomach and wove their way into his hair. I wanted to run my hands over his body, to have him deep in me while I kneaded the muscles of his back, arms and ass. I wanted a turn on top, holding him down while I rode his cock.
"Ooh--" I popped a fourth time, my eyes rolling back in my head as he continued licking the line of my pussy. 
I heard the rip of foil, saw his hands moving beneath him, sheathing his cock. He moved up my body with a kiss against my hip, another near my navel, several long seconds sucking and gently squeezing at my breasts before his mouth found the curve of my neck. He sank into me, so very slow, stretching me, the pressure mounting until I shook with a fresh release. 
Mercy...
I wanted to cry, to make the sensations abate. My body would have none of that. It craved him, craved the thick cock that threatened to tear my flesh, craved the warm lips and stroke of his wet tongue.
Dylan stilled. He lifted his head, his hands knotting in my hair as he looked in my eyes. "Am I hurting you?"
I couldn't answer. In so many ways, he was hurting me -- killing me. The pain was only a little...until it reached my heart. There, it seemed unbearable.
But I didn't want him to stop.
"We'll rest for a few seconds," he said, one hand leaving my hair to caress my cheek. "You tell me when you're ready for me to go deeper." 
"I can't," I whispered. My inability wasn't a lack of temerity, but some sense of self-preservation -- the way a suicide's finger must tremble on the trigger of the gun. I wanted to place all the blame on him at the moment of my undoing. 
Dylan's mouth traced the edge of my jaw. His breath fell warm on my face. His body relaxed against mine, the weight sinking him a little deeper into me. My lips quivered and then the rest of me joined in. 
"Squeeze me when you're ready," he said, his mouth to my ear. 
He had to know that I wasn't in control, that he had severed the connection between my brain and the rest of my body. He had to know that I would squeeze almost immediately upon hearing his words.
And I did. 
With a raspy sigh, he drove deeper, burying all of his length inside me. My torso convulsed, every muscle it housed pulling tight until I collapsed against the mattress and started tightening and squeezing all over again.
"Tell me someone else has been in here," he said, his voiced edged with a desperate, pleading quality. "Tell me I'm not the first."
I blinked and my tears overran my eyes, spilled down the sides of my face to splash against his cheek. His mouth covered mine. My brain scrambled to recall if he had kissed me earlier. I couldn't remember, but if he had, this time was different. I felt him sucking everything I thought I was through that hole, his body transforming the substance before he fed it back into me at that lower point where our bodies joined, where he warmed and stretched me with his cock.
Me into me, through him, his lean hips rocking against my padded ones, the hard pushing rhythm against my clit stealing my breath, blanking my mind until I cried out and came again. This time, he came with me. I felt him tremble, heard him groan. My flesh yielded to his sharp bite against my shoulder and then we ceased moving.
I wanted the feeling to roll into forever, but it was doomed to be anything longer than a moment. His body stiffened and he pushed onto his elbows.
"Fuck..." Clearing the hair from my face, he forced me to look at him. "What can I tell you? Because there's so much I want to say."
Self-preservation roared back to life within me. My gaze shifted from his gray eyes to the fuzzy edge of my vision where the top of the mattress and the wall beyond blurred together. Hearing him inhale sharply, I shook my head and answered.
"Nothing."
********************
 Sometime in the middle of the night, I escaped my boss's sleeping embrace. He didn't say another word to me, but he didn't leave. He climbed out of the bed, returning with a warm wash cloth. I resisted his cleaning me, but he persevered by dodging my hands and ignoring my tears.
So soft his touch, the cloth warm and damp as it moved between my labia. My body shook with the tears he wouldn't look at. When he finished, he returned the wash cloth to the bathroom then got in bed beside me. He pulled the covers over us. I had my back to him. All those years of him looking away, it was my turn and the soft kisses he planted against my neck couldn't convince me otherwise. 
"We absolutely will talk in the morning," he had warned, his voice still tender but stern. Then he had draped his arm across me, our bodies snuggly spooned together. 
I fell asleep first -- and woke first. Sneaking from the bed, I went into the bathroom, snagging my purse and the folder of my accomplishments as I went. As was my habit, I had laid out the next day's clothes shortly after my arrival to the room. I slipped into them then fished my company phone from the purse and placed it on the vanity. 
Not daring to turn on the light or gather even my cosmetics from the counter because the sound might wake Dylan, I left everything else behind but my purse, the folder and the clothes on my back. Stopping in the hallway outside the hotel room, I pulled out Riona's note. 
The urge to read it one last time scratched inside me. Bending swiftly, I pushed it under the door. To put Dylan in my past, I needed all the Kehoe siblings out of my life. I couldn't do that while Riona's sweet words remained in my possession. 
A clean break or no break at all.
 



Dylan
I woke to an empty bed. My hand inched along the mattress in search of the lingering warmth that would assure me Marjolein had merely popped into the bathroom. 
Finding the sheets cold, I sat up and looked around the room. Luggage, boxes, computer bag. Starting to relax again, I slid my feet onto the floor and stood up. Air chilled by the cooling system washed over my naked flesh and turned my nipples as hard as the erection that had followed me from sleep. 
A light hunger twisted at my gut, its strength nothing compared to the other hunger that had roused me from bed. 
Her...my sweet Marjolein. 
I scanned the top of the dresser and nightstand for some note telling me when she would be back. Finding nothing, I stepped into the bathroom, certain that she would not be gone for long without a message of some sort.
Forcing my cock to relax just a little, I emptied my bladder. The process was slow and painful. I had better things to do with the organ, pleasurable things. They all involved Joey and her lush body.
Frowning, I flushed the toilet and reminded myself that I would be in the dog house if I called her "Joey" anytime soon. I didn't want to be in the dog house. I wanted to be in bed, with her, in her. Without the tears this time. 
I needed to find some other name. One came to mind immediately, had been lingering in my thoughts for over a year, but she wouldn't accept it -- not yet.
Love...
She wouldn't believe me if I said it, not with the way I had fought the feeling so hard for so long. 
"Idiot..." Staring at my reflection, I rubbed hand roughly over my unshaven cheek. I had to find a way to communicate that I didn't view last night as a one-off -- wouldn't allow it to be that way. Oh, I had evidence aplenty -- I could trot out the last three months of women I had booked and paid but sent away before they could even lower my zipper. 
I could haul Giorgio, the jeweler, in front of her and have him regurgitate my reaction when he asked with whom I had fallen in love as he handed me the white satin box with the brooch I had commissioned. Still in denial, I had almost taken his head off.
Splashing water on my face, I searched for better proof. 
Nothing came to mind. I had acted like a complete ass for far too long and all the evidence to the contrary would only make things worse.
Finished drying my face, I tossed the hand towel onto the counter and noticed the phone for the first time. Her phone.
My heart started to beat a little harder, a little faster. 
Intent on grabbing my clothes and going in search of Marjolein, I stepped into the room's short hallway. Something smooth under my heel caught my attention. Looking down, I snatched up a small notecard, knowing by the custom design with its raised R encircled in a flourish that the writing inside would belong to my baby sister.
The blue reminded me of your eyes, the green of your innocence, the red of your passion in protecting your friends and the gold of your heart. Thank you for putting up with me and my brothers (especially Dylan). 
Love, Riona 
Moving toward the gift boxes after I read the first section and remembered the winter blue corset of the night before, I ripped the lids off to find a sheer green baby doll, a red leather one piece and a stunning gold lace peignoir. 
Having seen Riona's design sketch of the full length nightgown and outer shell, I had already imagined Marjolein in them a dozen times between that day and this one. 
Last night, I had ruthlessly said she couldn't keep any of them. 
Numb, I walked around the room, taking stock of everything she had left behind. It wasn't just the lingerie, her laptop case and her company phone. All of her personal items were there -- as if she would return at any moment even though I knew deep in my bones that she was gone.
Still naked, I fished my phone from my jeans and called Jake. While it rang, I grabbed Marjolein's phone and texted the head of my IT department. 
"You took long enough," I said when Jake finally answered. 
Reel it in...he's not the reason she left. You are.
"Sorry," I added before he could react. "Did Joey contact you since last night?"
"Nope," he answered, his tone light enough I knew he was still completely unaware of what had transpired. "How many bouquets of gladioli do you owe her now?"
A church full, I thought, hoping it would be more like a wedding and not my funeral that marked the occasion. 
"She's gone." The words slithered out in a whisper to finally hook his attention. "Can you come to her room."
He didn't answer, just hung up. Dialing the private security we'd brought with us, I put Mishka on speakerphone and started dressing before Jake arrived.
"Miss Dekker has quit the company unexpectedly," I informed the Russian. "I need you to find her -- immediately. I don't have any information beyond that yet, I will send more as soon as I have it."
Hearing his one-word response, I hung up and looked at the text app to find that my guy in IT had replied with Joey's password and ID. Pulling out her computer, I started to thumb through the messages on her phone while the laptop booted.
Jake came through the door just about the time my balls shriveled to the size of a pea.
"You look like you've just seen a ghost," he said, his voice dipping low. "Tell me she's not hurt."
"Not yet," I said, handing him the phone so he could read the message that had frozen my spine. I watched silently while Jake turned as pale as I felt. Sensing he was finished, I took the phone from him.
"I'm going to Boston," I started. "She may not be there--"
"I'll go," he interrupted. 
"No, you won't. I don't give a fuck about whether she comes back to work for the company. This isn't about the business." I said, stepping into my shoes and reaching for my phone as a list of actions played at the back of my mind. I needed the jet ready for departure. I needed my laptop, I needed Mishka...
Jake wrapped one hand around the collar of my sweater and the other around my throat. When he spoke, his voice sounded like gravel mixed in with meltingly hot asphalt.
"You of all people know that our first priority is getting her away from Maxwell King."
I wanted to break something, knew it couldn't be his arm. I forced myself to calm down, my hands shoved deep in my pocket so I wouldn't touch him. 
"We'll go together," I offered as a compromise. "If she won't talk to me--"
Jake released me for a second and then his open palms slammed against my chest. I staggered a step but kept my hands in my pocket, the material straining as I formed two fists.
"You know she won't talk to you. That," he yelled as he pointed at her personal luggage. "That isn't a hissy fit or a lover's spat. That is a woman fleeing for her life."
"Joey knows I would never hurt her." The skin on my face burned hot enough that I felt it would blister. 
"Don't you get it, you dumb bastard?"
I growled at the question. I loved my little brother, loved him every bit as hard and deep as Riona, but he was overstepping his boundaries.
"You already hurt her," he said flatly.
I staggered back, his words like a karate punch to the throat. 
Ranting at me, Jake grabbed my sweater and jerked me close. "You're so fucking stuck on control..."
I grabbed his wrists, eye fucking him as I squeezed at the soft pressure points where bone and joint converged. "Yeah," I rasped. "I am. Which is why I'm going to talk to her first."
Untangling my sweater from his grip, I forced him to take a step back.
"And if I have to kill King to make sure she's safe from him," I warned. "I will."
********************
The hours crawled until I felt that I could have made better time reaching Boston and Joey if I had walked. Mishka worked on tracking which flight she took out of Miami while sending people to check both her apartment in Chicago and Boston hotels. Jake and Alexa packed while I paced and, after another four damnable hours had passed since I woke to an empty bed, the jet was ready for take-off.
If only it had been as simple as landing in Boston and knowing she would be there. But it wasn't that easy. Mishka moved on from checking airlines to trains and car rentals. I had him put a team on Maxwell King when we reached Boston and the only progress Mishka had to report was that Joey had rented a car at the Miami airport, no destination listed. 
If she was headed for Boston, the drive would take at least two days, three if she took reasonable breaks and stopped for a full night's sleep each time. Somehow, I knew she wasn't being reasonable. But she could have driven as far as a city like Jacksonville or Atlanta to throw me off the scent and then flown to Boston.
Three days...
That's how long it took to find her. Mishka, banned by my little brother from reporting directly to me, called Jake at seven in the morning with news that a town car and driver had been booked by Maxwell King to pick up a female passenger from the Ritz-Carlton at nine and transport her to the bayside offices from which the old man ruled a shabby little kingdom comprised of little more than smoke and mirrors.
"Baby, you should have done your homework..."
Realizing I had spoken the words, I looked from the window of our limo to my brother to see if he had heard me. 
He arched a sardonic brow. "I hope that's not your opening line."
Keeping a scowl from my face, I returned to staring out the window. "I still say we should have intercepted her at the Ritz."
Beside me, Jake snorted. "She's not a football, bro. She won't allow you to catch her mid-air and haul her back to Chicago. She sees you outside her hotel and it will be another three days before we find her again -- if we find her again."
Unconvinced, I folded my arms across my chest and stared at the darkly colored glass that separated us from the limo driver. 
"She can't run if we catch her at King's office. She'll have to maintain her composure and you'll get a chance to talk to her while I divert King."
I growled as he said the old man's name again. 
"Don't get pissy with me," Jake warned. "You should have told him to get fucked when he called about the renewal project. Instead, you pushed Jo-Jo right in front of him."
Swiveling my head just enough to see Jake out of one eye, I glared at him. "You think he called me about the project?"
Jake shook his head. "Sorry, I wasn't thinking about how sly that old bastard is."
Neither had I.
I should have sensed King was behind the call. But six years had passed since his daughter's death. He hadn't made a move against me or the company in three. His health had deteriorated in the meantime -- unless his illness was nothing more than an act. 
Just like the rest of his life -- his empire, his happy family, the joy he took in his little girl...
The joy he took from her...
My stomach squeezed at last night's dinner.
"We can't prove a thing," Jake said, as if reading my mind. "He'll never spend a day in jail now that Linsey's in the grave and can't testify against him."
Linsey King...
I shifted in my seat, the limo suddenly too hot and seemingly devoid of oxygen. The King girl had been in love with me. I hadn't felt the same. She had come to Chicago from Boston and looked me up because my mother's family and hers had a long history. I'd spent summers at camp with her older cousins, seen her at a few lawn parties as she matured. 
In terms of having a woman on my arm at social events among the country's elite, she served a purpose. I kept waiting for her to move on, ignoring her looks much as I had ignored Joey's. Only difference being that Joey's gaze wrapped around my cock like a soft, warm hand and her smile put a bounce in my step at the end of a long day. 
I had not intended to hurt Linsey, but I also had not cared whether I did. 
The fallout from my mistake had been devastating. 
Jake's career over, his name dragged through the tabloids. Linsey on a coroner's table, her body cold and uncaring as the examiner catalogued her injuries.
Snapped neck...
Broken ribs...
Vaginal scarring...
Evidence of--
Lowering my window, I stuck my head out of the limo and vomited. 
"Here." Cracking the seal on a bottle of water, Jake handed it to me. "Nothing is going to happen to Jo-Jo. I have a plan--"
"So do I," I barked.
"Mine doesn't involve you in jail for killing him--"
"So far, I don't like your plan, little brother."
"What if it means ruining King?" he asked.
I turned in time to see a grin birth its way across his face. I smiled back.
"Have your attention now, do I?" His grin cracked wider, but then he held his hand up, stopping me from asking for details as we pulled up in front of King's building.
I glanced at my watch. It was ten past nine. 
"Don't push her if she doesn't want to talk to yet," Jake warned as he stepped out of the limo ahead of me. 
I said nothing. Better not to make the promise than to break it. 
"I'm serious," he pressed as we entered the building. 
"I know..." My tongue stalled as I saw Marjolein. She wore a dark navy skirt that fell almost to her ankles. A blazer of the same color covered her white dress shirt, trapping her full breasts and darting at the waist to accentuate the lush curve of her hips. 
Worried as I was, my cock's reaction was the same as it had been for the last twenty-one months. Hard, at attention, straining in her direction until Jake pressed his palm against my shoulder and guided me toward the chairs next to the main reception desk.
Leaving me to stare at Marjolein across the room as she filled out some kind of paperwork attached to the clipboard she held, my little brother approached the receptionist. 
"Tell Mr. King that Jake Kehoe is here to see him."
Joey's head jerked up, her blue eyes wide as she looked at the desk and Jake before inching slowly in my direction. Heat kissed her cheeks the moment she saw me. Her lips formed an unvoiced swear word. 
Naughty word for such a sweet thing to say. 
For a second, I forgot my overarching need to protect her from King. In that second, I saw Marjolein across my lap, wearing that red hot leather one piece Riona had sent. Her bottom was as rosy as her cheeks, the print of my palm momentarily flushing the pale surface. 
A swat for the word she had just uttered under her breath.
Another swat for leaving my bed.
"Focus," Jake warned, coming to stand beside me while he waited for King.
I flicked my eyes at him before returning my attention to Marjolein. I pushed the image of her submitting to me out of my head. I had denied myself for so long because she wasn't meant for that lifestyle, especially the more austere form I favored. 
A too short skirt and thin legs interrupted my view as the receptionist stepped in front of Joey. The woman bent at the waist as she leaned in to say something. I couldn't hear the words or see Joey's face. 
I shifted seats, but the woman had moved away and was approaching Jake. She practically purred as she told him that Mr. King would see him now. I waited until they were clear of the area before standing.
Joey jumped to her feet, her lovely blue eyes shooting flames in my direction. I took my first step forward and she gave a jagged shake of her head. I crossed the distance between us anyway.
"Jake said you wouldn't make a scene," I murmured. "Was he right?"
Her plump bottom lip disappeared behind her top teeth. The nostrils of her pert nose flared. 
I took the seat she had just vacated, the back of my thighs warming from the residual heat of her body. Unable to stop myself, I snagged her hand and rubbed my thumb lightly against the inward side of her wrist. 
"I would tell you Maxwell King is a dangerous man, but I don't think you'd take my word for anything right now."
A sharp glance at me over her shoulder confirmed her low opinion. 
"What happened in Miami--"
She jerked her hand from me, marched to the receptionist's desk and slammed the clipboard down. From there, she proceeded to the magazine rack and pretended to examine the selection of reading material. I knew she only pretended because the slightest movement on my part had her head whipping in my direction. 
My phone buzzed in my pocket as the receptionist returned. The pattern of the buzz told me it was my private work email. The urgent one. I didn't care. I would retire that instant if I could leave King's building holding Joey's hand. 
"Coffee, black," I said as I passed the receptionist on my way to the magazine rack. Seeing Joey snatch a Car and Driver issue without looking before storming away from the rack, I grinned. I picked some senior living type magazine and followed after her. 
"Stay away," she hissed under her breath.
"You're flustered," I observed with a nod at her reading choice. "Is that because you're mad or are you remembering how I made you come five times?"
I paused, my gaze rolling toward the ceiling as I recounted our evening together before I nailed her with a stare. "Or was it six?"
The truth burned bright across her cheeks -- the answer was both.
Her full breasts bobbed from her rapid intake of air. Small beads of perspiration pearled against her brow. Her absolutely gorgeous ass squirmed in the seat with her need to flee from me again. 
"I'm willing to give you time to get over being mad at me," I offered as I watched the receptionist return with my coffee. "I'll pay you so you don't need to work for King."
Joey waited while the receptionist dipped low to hand me my cup, the woman's cleavage bouncing in front of my face. Ignoring the clearly augmented bounty spread before me, I looked at Joey. Her lips rolled together, the words just waiting for the receptionist to be out of ear shot before Joey unleashed on me.
"My landlord doesn't deal in sapphires," she said then snapped her magazine open. 
"Ouch..."
Her head swiveled mercilessly in my direction. "Don't play the wounded lover with me. I don't care how guilty you feel about..."
Words failed her for an instant. The lips started mashing against one another once more. 
"Fucking you?" I whispered. That wasn't what had happened, but I knew she would accept no other term. She nodded, her eyes beginning to sparkle with the threat of tears. 
My phone vibrated with another email message. 
Joey glared at me as if she expected me to check my phone, to choose the device and whoever sent the message over her. Like everything else wrong with this reunion, her expectation was my fault. I had pretended interest in hundreds of things to avoid looking at her. Project ledgers, my phone, other women. 
Placing my cup on the side table, I gripped the edge of my chair. 
Long minutes passed in complete silence, except for the occasional buzz of email. Apparently, some part of my business was falling apart as well. 
"You can't not answer that," Joey whispered.
I blinked, considered a reply, suppressed it. 
If this was love, I could do without the experience. I had thought worrying over Riona or watching Jake get wheeled into surgery was painful. The idea that I would never get another chance with Joey twisted my gut in ways I had never felt.
I don't know how many minutes passed as I ineffectually waited next to her, but Jake finally returned with King at his side. My little brother handed me a sheet of paper. Two signatures, his and King's, rested at the bottom along with the day's date. 
An offer to buy, subject to due diligence, King's overseas European operations. Underlined, a paragraph detailing that King could not hire current or recent Kehoe employees during the negotiation period.
That meant Marjolein, even if no names were listed. 
The receptionist appeared at Jake's elbow, holding a photocopy fresh off the printer. Jake nodded for her to hand it to me. I read it.
King's build and zoning permissions for Geneva.
I lifted a brow at my brother, my attention roughly split between him and Marjolein as King coaxed her to the side of the reception area.
Jake fished his phone from his jacket, thumbed through a couple of pages then showed me the display. An email from our Zurich project manager, Jake and me copied, saying zoning approval had been rescinded. The mystery of my vibrating phone was solved. The timestamp on the email was only fifteen minutes before.
My gaze flicked to Marjolein, my gut wrenching as King leaned close to whisper something to her. I turned back to Jake. "You think he's behind the Zurich rescission?" 
He nodded. 
With a bow to Joey and a wave to Jake, King disappeared down the hall. 
Jake gave me a curt stay command as he approached Joey.
She didn't wait for him to reach her before she blurted, "I'm not coming back."
"Jo-Jo, you wanted to talk to me." His hands came up in a calming gesture. "You made this decision, which was yours to make, without talking to me. All I want is the conversation you asked for."
Folding her arms across her chest, she shook her head. Her gaze jumped between me and my little brother. Jake stopped in front of her. My chest tightened as I saw her bottom lip quiver. The trembling wasn't from anger, it was hurt, a sense of betrayal over the morning's events.
"Are you going to buy the next place that interviews me, too?" she asked.
Jake wrapped an arm around her shoulder. "Give me a chance to explain while I take you back to your hotel."
She tensed but didn't brush him off. When he tried to lead her toward the door, she stood firm, her gaze slicing through me.
"Just you and me, Jo-Jo," he assured her. "Dylan will catch a cab."
Her shoulders slumped and I knew she would at least allow Jake to talk to her on the drive to the Ritz. Maybe she would even listen. I prayed she would.
I followed a couple of yards behind them as they exited the building. My heart hammered in my chest. My muscles bunched together and refused to relax. I wanted her leaving with me. 
Instead, I stood there, all my power stripped from me as I watched my future climb into the back of the waiting limo and drive away. 
#####THE END#####
 
Sign up for the Wicked Reads newsletter by visiting christawick.com/wickedreads. It's the best way to find out about the next installment in Training Her Curves and discover new book boyfriends to devour!
 



Pesky Legal Junk
 
Copyright content © 2014 by Christa Wick 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. All persons and entities are fictional or fictitiously used. This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without the express written permission from the author/publisher.
 



Table of Contents
About THC-Boston
Training Her Curves - Boston
Dylan
Pesky Legal Junk


cover.jpeg
< 4
%

CENTURY CLUB
DOMINATION
ROMANCE

CHRISTA WICK





