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THE BILLIONAIRE’S PAYMENT
by
Alexis Moore
 
Virginal introvert Shakira Phillips loves her father and has always done whatever he’s asked of her, but surely asking her to sleep with his employer to avoid a jail sentence is too much?  Especially an employer ruthless enough to prosecute a man of her father’s advanced years who has faithfully served the company for over twenty-five years.
 
Billionaire hotelier Jared Codrington is a jaded man.  Everything he touches turns to gold.  The more money he has, the more he makes.  Beautiful women throw themselves at him wherever he goes and tired of meaningless relationships, he decides on a period of celibacy to clear his palette and re-awaken his appetite.  When he catches his top employee swindling funds and the man offers his daughter as payment, Jared agrees, not planning to accept the virgin sacrifice, but wanting to demonstrate how deadly serious he is about the level of loyalty he expects from his employees.
 
He doesn’t cater for the instant attraction he feels for the fuller-figured beauty who turns up at his office.  In an instant she clears his palette, awakens his appetite and builds a hunger that he must sate.
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Chapter One
 
 
Jared Codrington paced angrily across the lush burgundy carpet of his office in the penthouse suite of luxury hotel, The Codrington.  The breathtaking, panoramic views of London, which made the hotel a must-stay for wealthier visitors to London, failed to appease the slowly-building rage inside him.  He would have trusted David Phillips with his life.  The man’s betrayal hurt as much as a proverbial ‘knife in the back’
Profits had dropped drastically at the hotel and concerned that standards were slipping, Jared had just spent a sleepless week looking at its business practices in minute detail.  Of the hundred and four hotels he now owned worldwide, this was the most dear to him.  James Codrington, his paternal grandfather had sold his own home and borrowed from every relative and friend willing to lend him money, just so he could purchase the hotel when it was a rundown but superbly-located guesthouse.  His grandfather hadn’t seen a vast profit before he was forced to retire due to ill health, but he’d had the satisfaction of seeing it build a reputation of excellence and subsequently be listed in tourists’ guides as one of London’s top luxury hotels.  Jared’s father lacked both the passion and the drive to be a hotelier and had had no problem with his father recruiting Jared immediately after he had completed his degree in business instead of him.
When a chain of twenty UK hotels teetered on receivership, James Codrington had spent several days and nights formulating a recovery plan and gathering the necessary funds to buy out the owners.  But, on the eve of the day of the planned negotiations, he had suffered a near fatal stroke and twenty-four-year-old Jared had had to pitch the bold proposal while worried sick about his grandfather.  The solution had allowed the previous owners to walk away debt free.  He had then shared his grandfather’s vision with the staff and given them a choice of embracing a new way of working, or leaving with small compensatory payments. Jared hadn’t been alarmed when 16% opted for the payout, he suspected that most of those wouldn’t have been prepared to go the extra mile when required.  With the remaining staff he had embarked on a journey of hard work and just rewards that had seen the hotel’s fortunes reversed in less than six months.  Over the next seven years he acquired another eighty-three hotels, some little more than cosy local inns, while others were 5-star establishments regularly patronized by A-List celebrities.  He was proud of every last one and acted speedily when profits indicated that things were amiss, and on any complaints received no matter how trivial.
This was his lifeblood, damn it!  Every member of staff was like family and David, who had been around since his grandfather’s time, was more so than most.  
“Come in,” he ordered at the brisk knock on his door.
“Jared?  I thought our meeting was scheduled for tomorrow at…” the older man’s voice trailed off as he realized that something was wrong.
“Don’t I pay you enough, David?” Jared asked without preamble, his voice deathly cold.
“Of course you do, Jared.”
“Then tell me, David, why did you feel the need to steal my money?”
“Jared, I apologize.  I needed the funds urgently.  I promise I was going to pay you back.”
“I don’t see how you would have paid the money back when you have spent the last two and a half months fiddling the accounts and showing less than full occupancy.” Jared took a deep breath and tried to rein in his anger.  “Why didn’t you just come to me for a loan?”
The older man bowed his head and didn’t answer.  If he had boldly written a cheque for himself and cashed it, Jared would have been annoyed that he had done so without his permission, but it would have seemed like a loan or an advance of salary.  Instead the man had had set up a bogus company and had had one in every ten credit and debit card payments put through to it with a special card reader he had somehow managed to procure.  The planning and the sophistication of the crime staggered Jared.  It spoke of someone with a criminal mastermind, one whom he wasn’t sure he could trust to be around his operations.
“Not only are you fired,” he threatened.  “I intend to prosecute you for every last penny!”   
“Please, Jared, I have a daughter—”
“You should have thought of her before you stole my money,” Jared interrupted ruthlessly.  But, then he queried, his brow creasing in puzzlement, “I thought you only had two young sons.”
“I have a daughter too.  She’s a little older.”
“What does she have to do with this?  Is she in trouble?  On drugs?  Did you steal my money to finance her habit?”
“No. No,” the man denied.  “What I meant was that you and I could come to some arrangement.”
“What are you suggesting?”  Jared didn’t think that the man was suggesting what he thought he was suggesting.  No, no parent would do that to a child, would they?
“She’s as beautiful as my wife and still a virgin.”
Against his will Jared felt his pulse quicken.  The man’s wife was a former Miss India and was still beautiful enough to stop conversation dead when she walked into a room.  She was reed slender and tall, with fine, silky, softly-waving hair that reached past her bottom.  David, though twenty-two years older, was a good looking man.  Their child could be nothing but spectacular.  Yet, something didn’t add up, unless…
“How old is she?” he demanded softly.  If on top of thievery, the man thought he, Jared, was a defiler of underage girls, he would carry out the earlier threat of dismissal that he’d  issued only as a warning.
“Twenty-three.”
“Twenty-three and a virgin?”  Jared tried hard not to laugh.  Did he look like a fool?  “I doubt that very much!”
“I promise you she is.  She’s very shy.”
“How do you know she will be willing?  I don’t want to feel like I’m raping any woman.”  Jared couldn’t believe that he was actually pursuing the ridiculous conversation, but suddenly he felt an urgent need to meet the paragon of virtue.  He hadn’t been on the hunt for pussy in ages—rather pussy had hunted him—it would be exciting to stalk one that was trying to evade him.  He wouldn’t seduce her if she was unwilling, but the thought of the chase and the eventual capture made the blood heat in his veins.
“She’s always been an obedient child,” the older man confidently assured him.  “She will do whatever I ask.”
 


Chapter Two
 
 
“You want me to do what?” I stared in horror at my father.  I must have misheard him.  I really couldn’t have possibly heard what I thought I had.
“Shakira…darling…he could have me put in jail.  He’s dangerous and doesn’t like to be crossed.”
“And yet you want me to sleep with him?”
“Darling, he’s not that bad.  He promised he wouldn’t force you.”
My father’s words just didn’t add up.  In one breath the man was a beast who would have him thrown into jail to rot there until he died of old age; in the next the man was too gentlemanly to use force.
“I’m sorry, Dad, you’re asking too much!”
“Darling, I’ve never asked you for anything before, but I need you to do this for me.”  My father’s eyes filled and I felt tears prick my eyelids too.
I’ve never seen him cry before.
“Dad, what did you do with all that money?”  Maybe if I understood why he had stolen almost a quarter of a million pounds from the elusive bastard of a billionaire, Jared Codrington, I would be able to figure out a way to help him.
“Your mother had her heart set on that diamond necklace at Sotheby’s.  I couldn’t deny her.”
I should have known it had something to do with those bloody diamonds. The piece of jewellery had belonged to a former actress and my mother had been intent on having it at all costs despite owning pieces which had been passed to her on her mother’s death that were just as beautiful.  She had returned from the auction that day, looking triumphant but I hadn’t bothered to inquire what price she’d paid for it.
“Dad, you have to tell Mum you’re broke!”
“Darling, I promised her that I would keep her in the style your grandparents had accustomed her to.  I can’t go back on that promise.”
“So stealing from your employer is better than telling her the truth?”
My father had the grace to look embarrassed.  “I’ve told her that we have to cut back a little.  She is trying, but having friends whose fathers and husbands are millionaires is tough for her.”
“Her father’s a multimillionaire in India!”  I reminded him.  “He just refuses to spoil her the way you do!”
“Even if you don’t want to do it for me or for your mother, do it for your brothers.  Think of what would happen to them if I went to jail,” my father pleaded.
I knew I was being manipulated, but at the mention of the two brothers I loved to a distraction, all my objections faded.  “Okay, let me think about it for an hour.”
“Thank you, my darling.”  My father grasped my hand gratefully and then released it.
As I turned away I realized that by thanking me already he was acting as though it was a foregone conclusion that I would give a positive answer.  I’d always known that my mother came first with him.  I’d never minded that fact and hoped I would find a husband who would love me half as much, but I’d never realized until now that he loved her so much he was willing to sacrifice me for her.
I would have expected this from my mother.  I’ve always held fourth and last place in her affection.  Her pride and joy is my fourteen-year-old brother, David Junior, but she’s almost as equally fond of Rajah my eleven-year-old brother and the baby of the family.  My father held the third position.  I brought up the rear.  My elegant mother made no bones about the fact that she’s embarrassed by my overblown curves.  At sixteen when my breasts had finally stopped growing at 36HH, she’d persuaded me to have them reduced to a more acceptable C cup.  I had gone along with her to Harley Street, quite willing to have them reduced so that men of all ages and races would stop looking at me as though I was some freak of nature, or a glamour model who had deliberately enhanced my bosom.  But when the plastic surgeon had admitted he couldn’t guarantee that they wouldn’t grow back to a similar size, I decided against the operation.  My mother had been quietly furious in the taxi on the way back home from that day and things had never been the same again between us.
The irony was that the curves didn’t come from my paternal line as most people assumed seeing mother and me together, but from my maternal grandmother whose curves had made her a famous Bollywood star in the days when voluptuous goddesses had reined supreme.
***
Jared had agreed with David that the man’s daughter would stay with him in his suite for one week.  They had shaken hands on it, but as soon as the older man had left the room, Jared had come to his senses.
He couldn’t seduce the man’s innocent daughter.
He would move the man to another of his hotels and deduct the pilfered money from the man’s salary and bonuses over the next two years.  David having to live on less than he was used to and the loss of face of being moved from the flagship hotel should be lesson enough.
Yet, Jared hadn’t called and cancelled the arrangement.  Somehow he still wanted to meet his daughter.  Why hadn’t her father ever mentioned her? And why hadn’t she attended any of the company’s functions with her parents and brothers?  He almost didn’t believe she existed.  Even her name, Shakira, sounded mythical.  It did something strange to his insides.  He needed to see her…so he could forget her.
The intercom buzzed.
He knew it could only mean one thing, but he asked anyway.  “Yes?”
“Mr Codrington, Ms Phillips is on her way up.”
“Thank you.”
As he disconnected the internal call, Jared realized his hand was trembling.  Surprised he stared at it as though it didn’t belong to him.  He hadn’t been nervous about anything in years!  The last time he had been consciously nervous was ten years ago at twenty-four when he’d had to walk into a room and convince eleven people all of whom were at least twice his age that he could successfully run a chain of hotels when they had miserably failed.  He had wanted the deal so badly, he had felt sick to his stomach.  But having conquered that challenge and won, every other since had seemed a walk in the park.
It felt good to be reminded that he was human.
His valet Ambrose answered the discreet tap on the door and she walked in hesitantly, carrying a small overnight case, her eyes downcast.
Jared had expected a slender, younger version of David’s wife, but the young woman standing uncertainly just inside the doorway was altogether quite unexpected.  He was on his feet without realizing he had left the chair.  He had given Perkins, his butler, the evening off, but Ambrose was enough of a jack-of-all-trades to fill in smoothly.  “May I take your coat, Ms Phillips?”
She nodded and allowed him to slip the non-descript brown coat she was wearing from her shoulders.
Jared felt the earth shift beneath him.
“Thank you, Ambrose,” he dismissed his valet.  “That will be all for today.”
“Thank you, sir.”  Ambrose unlocked the front door and walked through it without a backward glance—as though it had been prearranged and not the sudden whim of his employer to be left completely alone with his guest.  He knew better than to come back without being summoned. 
She was wearing a gold sari—not yellow, but the colour of the precious metal—with a richly-embroidered, halter-necked top in a matching shade.  Her long hair was a shade between her father’s light brown and her mother’s lustrous jet black. Her features were also an exotic blend of the two. Her eyes, dramatically highlighted by gold eye shadow and skilfully kohl-rimmed, were dark like her mother’s and so were her arched eyebrows.  The shape of her face and her pixie nose she’d inherited from her father, though the small, turned-up feature looked better on her. The sari top covered large breasts that he would have immediately dismissed as implants on another woman, but she seemed too shy to deliberately draw that kind of attention to herself.
Breasts were Jared’s weakness.  When his mother wanted to embarrass him into doing something for her, such as attending one of her endless fund-raising charity dinners, she gently reminded him that he had breastfed until he was two years old and ruined her once firm breasts.
There was something unique and fascinating about breasts and their ability to arouse and nurture.
All Jared’s chivalrous intentions went through the door with his valet.
“Take your clothes off,” he told her softly.  “I want to look at you.”
“What?”  She raised startled dark eyes to his and he felt himself drowning in their depths.
“I want to look at you,” he repeated.  “Use my dressing room to get undressed.”
***
 


Chapter Three
 
 
I entered the room Jared had indicated and stood looking around me.  It was larger than my bedroom at home and filled from floor to ceiling with dark wood panelling.  Dozens of colour-coordinated shirts and suits hung from expensive wooden hangers.  T-Shirts, sweaters and undergarments were folded with such precision I wondered if they were ever worn.  Shoes so highly polished I could see my reflection in them were stacked row after row in convenient cubby holes.
All this I took in with a quick nervous glance around the room to avoid looking directly into the full length mirror in front of which I stood, trying to avoid coming face to face with myself and the decision I would make in the next minute or two.
I had come willingly, but I had come with a plan.  Unbeknown to my parents I have the key to a safety deposit box and a diamond choker that the Sultan of Brunei had given to my grandmother at the premiere of her most critically acclaimed movie.  My grandfather’s nose had been put completely out of joint and he had threatened to toss the choker into a bin.  My grandmother had kept it in a separate safety deposit box to appease him, but the day after my eighteenth birthday she had taken me to the holding company and shown me the exquisite piece of jewellery.  She’d fastened it around her throat and caressed it lovingly.  It had sunk into the folds of her lined neck, but I could have imagined her as a younger woman and how regal she must have looked in it.  Then she surprised me by placing it around my neck.  She and I always had played a game where she was queen and I was a  princess, so I raised my chin and acted like I  was royalty.  She nodded in approval, took it off and carefully re-mounted it onto its black velvet rest.  When she handed me the key and told me it was mine, I was stunned.  I started to protest, but she’d hushed me saying that on her death my mother could have every other piece of jewellery she owned, but not that one.
If I sold it I could repay the money my father owed Jared and have enough left over for the next stage of my plan.  I had come to reason with Jared, to explain matters to him and ask for his help.  Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined that I would take one look at him, throw my carefully thought-out plan through the window and thank God that my father had stolen his money!
Jared had become more and more elusive as his wealth had increased, until frustrated paparazzi had dubbed him ‘The Phantom Billionaire’.  He travelled around the world only in his private plane, didn’t socialize and rarely ate in public—reputedly poaching world-class chefs from top restaurants and dining in rather than out.  There had been a rumour circulating that he had suffered severe facial injuries when a truck had ploughed into his limousine on the M25 motorway a few years prior.  My father had told me that the accident had occurred, but Jared had suffered only a few superficial cuts and bruises.
I hadn’t known what to expect.  I knew that he was eleven years older and that he was tall, sandy haired and blue eyed.  I’d known nothing else.
What I found when I had lifted my eyes to meet his was a man in the very prime of his life—a real life prince who looked almost exactly like the drawing of the prince who had kissed Sleeping Beauty awake in the fairytale.
For the last five years I have felt removed from life, experiencing it at a distance, shielding myself from pleasure, fearing the pain that too often accompanied it.
I often felt as though I’m asleep.
And now like Sleeping Beauty, I’d found a prince to awaken me.
***
She re-entered the room naked but for the sari draped across one shoulder and trailing behind her.  Looking nervous, she stood a few metres away, her eyes not meeting his gaze.  Through the material Jared could see that her breasts were every bit as magnificent as he had hoped. 
“Let the sari go, sweetheart.”  He was surprised at the huskiness of his voice.
Taking a deep breath, which pressed her nipples tantalizingly against the material for a brief second, she let go the end of the garment and let it slip to the floor.  With a touch of defiance, she raised her head and gazed back at him.
Jared had prepared himself for the sight of her naked breasts.  The material of the sari was almost translucent and the sides of them had peeped out tantalizingly, but naked they were simply magnificent.  Proudly defying every law of gravity, they sat on her ribcage, firm and tip tilted, like offerings to the gods.  Her nipples weren’t dark as he’d expected, but a beautiful tawny colour.
He forced his eyes downward to her stomach where a simple heart-shaped ruby lay nestled in the small hollow of her navel.  Pierced navels were commonplace.  He didn’t have a preference one way or the other, but the thought of her navel, the very source of life, hidden beneath the jewel made him want to move it aside and bury his tongue deeply into the slight indentation.
She tried to cross her legs to conceal her jet black pubic curls from him, but she was only partially successful.  He hadn’t seen pubic hair on a woman in years—not in the flesh anyway—and he found the sight oddly arousing.  He liked the women he slept with to be cleanly shaven, always worried that there could be little creatures living happily in any damp, moist, hairy environment.  He had even on occasion shaved a woman who hadn’t been cropped close enough for his liking, but he loved old porn movies and got fiercely aroused by a woman with a full thatch of pubic hair.  The sight of Shakira’s silky black hairs made the blood rush to his cock with such a fury, it left him light headed.
Yet, though his sudden erection was painful, he surprisingly didn’t feel the need to attack her like a rabid beast.
He wanted to press sweet, soft kisses against her trembling wide mouth and reassure her that all would be well…strange because he rarely kissed women.  He appreciated them going down on him, but didn’t appreciate the thought that they had gone down on other men before him.
He wanted to make gentle, tender love to her…even stranger because he always fucked women.  Fucked them hard as they screamed his name and told him how brilliant a lover he was, how big and sweet and hard his cock was, and how tasty his cum…all in anticipation of the expensive trinket he would later give them.
She was awakening needs in him that were alien.
It was worrying and exhilarating. 
“Come here to me,” he commanded softly.  He could have gone to her and swept her off her feet, but he wanted her to feel some measure of control, to consciously bridge the gap between them.
She walked slowly over to him, her breasts and hips swaying rhythmically with each step.  All at once he understood why men in ancient times worshipped Rubenesque women.  The movement of her hips was as old as time itself—and far sexier to him than the practised sashaying walk of supermodels on catwalks.  Her hips looked capable of bearing his children naturally and effortlessly.  The thought made him want to plant his seed deep inside her and watch it grow from the outside.
He shook his head to clear it and slid his hands up her goose-bumped arms to warm them as she finally drew close enough for him to touch her.
“Don’t be afraid of me, sweetheart.  I promise I won’t hurt you.”
He would, of course, when he took her virginity, but he would try to do so as painlessly as possible.
She raised her chin and gazed up at him, her eyes so trusting his heart clenched.  He knew that whatever happened he couldn’t seduce her against her will.
What the hell’s wrong with me?  Annoyed with the tender feelings she created inside him, Jared sought to regain control of himself and the situation.  Cupping her breasts, he held her gaze as he thumbed her nipples.  The only other times breasts had overfilled his large hands like this, they had been implants which had moved unnaturally and separated from the breast tissue when moulded.  Hers were beautifully solid masses and moulded to perfection, the nipples peaking magnificently at his touch.
“Mmm,” she moaned, her eyes softened and then closed in ecstasy as he applied a firmer touch.
“Don’t close your eyes, sweetheart,” he whispered.
She obeyed him instantly, her eyes looking dazed as though she was high on drugs or alcohol as he continued to tease her nipples.
“Have you let another man touch these?”  His hands tightened on her flesh at the thought.
She was his!
“No,” she denied, her dazed eyes meeting his squarely.
God, it was such a rush to watch her come undone by the simple touch of his fingers.
“You like this?”  He pressed them a little more firmly.
“Yes-ss,” she moaned
“And this?”  He bent and took a nipple into his mouth and teased it with his tongue and teeth.
“Oh.  Oh.  Yes.  Please, don’t stop!”
Her hand came up to cradle his head as he pulled the nipple deeper into his mouth and sucked on it.  Her moans grew louder as he pulled and nipped.  He must be the first man to ever touch her breasts—unless she had the world’s most sensitive nipples. He had never seen a woman react so strongly to a little nipple sucking and teasing.  She pressed her hips against his, seeking with an instinct that was engrained on strands of her DNA, the part of him that would give her even more pleasure.  The part that would make her soar and then finally end her torment.
Luckily Jared had such a part.
Swinging her up in his arms he marched out of his office, down the corridor and into his bedroom.  He needed to be comfortable for all he wanted to do to her.
She started when he bent and laid her against the softness of the high-count Egyptian cotton sheet on the bed.
“Relax, sweetheart.  We need to be comfortable so I can pleasure you.  I will give you so much you’ll forget your own name,” he promised.  Quickly stripping down to his boxers, he lay down beside her and kissed her closed lips softly.  “Just tell me if I do anything that hurts.
She parted her lips as he drew away and Jared immediately accepted the invitation, plunging his tongue into her mouth as he brought his hand up to cover her left breast.
“You have the sexiest breasts I’ve ever seen,” he groaned as he broke the kiss to watch as her nipple responded readily to his handling.  He plucked it as he did his guitar strings late at night when no one could hear him. “So beautiful and so responsive.”  He could probably make her come by just playing with her nipples, he thought, and wet his fingers.  Then he increased the pressure until she was gasping.  “Tell me what you’re feeling, sweetheart.  Tell me if you want more or less…harder or softer.”
That was all the warning he gave her before he bent his head and fastened his lips tight on her right nipple.
“Oh God, Jared, that feels so good!”
He synchronized the tweaking of his fingers and the tugging of his lips, knowing that it would feel to her that she had a pair of lips on each nipple.  He almost smiled when he increased the intensity and she lifted her hips off the bed and began circling them.  Rather than let up, Jared turned up the intensity a notch and involuntarily she lifted her hands to the junction of her thighs.  He watched avidly waiting to see her plunge one or two of her slim fingers into her pussy and soothe the ache he was creating there.  Instead her hand hovered above her groin for a few moments, before she started to clench and unclench her fist.
Has she never played with herself before?
Jared was already convinced that she was a virgin.  Her responses all indicated that she hadn’t been with a man before.  But surely she had pleasured herself?  Surely she had stuck one or several fingers into her pussy and made herself come?
“Finger yourself,” he instructed, abandoning her nipple only to say the words and reattaching his lips.  Perhaps she was too shy to do it in his presence.
“Finger myself?”
The uncertainty in her voice raised the hair at Jared’s nape.  He swung his gaze around to confirm what his senses were trying to tell him but his head didn’t believe.
“You haven’t touched yourself before?”
“Only to wash,” she replied, a blush staining her cheeks.
Jared had thought his erection was fuller than it had ever been before—full enough to burst the skin—but it got even harder at the thought that Shakira was not only virginal, she was untouched by hands, even her own.
Just like Nyla had been. 
Nyla, his girlfriend for most of his three years at university.
Nyla,  whom he hadn’t thought of since.
The hurt had been too deep when she had chosen to deny their love rather than face her family with the truth.  Yet, he’d never doubted that she’d loved him as much as he’d loved her. She had demonstrated that love by giving him the only virginity she could—her anal virginity—while keeping herself intact for the fellow Pakistani husband her parents had chosen for her.
She’d told him that they would never see each other again after they parted the final day of their last semester, but he hadn’t believed her.  He couldn’t forget her that easily, so how could she possibly forget him?  He’d waited for her to call, knowing that he couldn’t risk calling her and getting her into trouble with her very strict parents.  He had broken down and called, after a week spent with friends who were celebrating the end of university life and too drunk to notice that he was present in body and not in spirit, only to discover that her mobile phone had been disconnected.  He’d immediately jumped into his car and blazed around to the address she had reluctantly given to him when he had insisted on having it.  He’d had a hard time convincing the burly gay man who had opened the door that he had come to see his girlfriend and not the man’s good-looking, boyish lover.
Nyla had obviously sensed his relentlessness even at that age and known that he would try to follow or contact her despite her begging him not to.  At the time it had felt that she had carelessly and needlessly ripped both of their hearts to shreds for familial obligation.  Older and wiser now, Jared understood the monumental sacrifice he’d been asking her to make.  She would have been ostracized by her family…even killed, if the media was to be believed.  They both could have been.
They looked nothing alike and yet Shakira reminded him so much of his former girlfriend.
I hope you’re happy wherever you are.
With those silent words Jared let go of the final remnants of pain of losing Nyla.
Because now, for the first time since he’d lost her, he’d found someone who made his protective instincts war with his raging lust.  No other woman had done that since Nyla.  He fucked them ruthlessly and dispassionately, and gave them expensive gifts instead of affection.  That didn’t stop them from trying to heal the hurt they sensed in him.
He secretly laughed at their efforts to thaw his frozen heart.
No woman was strong enough to break through the thick layers of ice, he’d thought. 
Then Shakira walked through the door and he felt the drip as it started to melt.
 


Chapter Four
 
 
I don’t know what just happened.  One minute Jared was sucking hard on my right nipple and tugging the left with his fingers.  Now he was looking at me as though I had two heads.  It was probably a good thing that he stopped playing with my nipples because it felt like there was a string or some kind of nerve running from my nipples to between my legs.  Every time he pulled I felt myself getting wetter and wetter.  I was beginning to get worried that I would wet his sheets and they looked expensive.
Should I have lied and said I touched myself?
“Let’s have a shower together.” He got off the bed and reached out a hand to me.
“But I—”
Oh God, did I have a smell?  I’d made sure that I’d had a bath less than an hour before I left the house.  And had sneakily used my mother’s Chanel No5 as she hadn’t been in the house.
“You smell gorgeous.”  Jared came closer and placed a kiss on my neck.  “But I want to smell and taste the real you.”
“Oh.”  Relieved I gave him my hand and let him pull me to my feet.
His bathroom was like something out of a Hollywood movie with a large, sunken bath that could probably hold six people and a double shower unit.
“The steam room, sauna and Jacuzzi are through there.” He pointed to the door on the left. “We’ll try out them tomorrow,” he promised.
A Jacuzzi!  My grandparents had had a beautiful Jacuzzi in their Hampstead home and I used to spend hours in it.  Heaven!
“I just need to trim you.”
“No!”  I held my head and backed away from him.  My mother had convinced me to cut it à la Audrey Hepburn for my eighteenth birthday, but it hadn’t suited me.  My grandmother had sworn that my mother had done it out of spite because my hair was longer than hers at the time, but I’m not sure if that was true.  I had been trying to grow it back ever since.  It was now midway down my back.
“Not the hair on your head, sweetie.”  Jared laughed as he grasped my waist and placed me on the cool marble surface next to the wash basin.  He pushed me gently backwards until I was resting on my elbows.
“Oh.”  I felt my face redden as he placed my feet up on the edge and exposed me to his gaze.
“I love this.”  He entwined his fingers in my curls.  “But we can both get serious cuts if we’re not careful.  I’m going to trim the area between your legs and leave the top as it is.”
I hadn’t ever trimmed my hair or shaved.  My mother wasn’t the kind you asked those sorts of question.  But even if she was, my father hadn’t told her about me spending time with Jared.  She thought that I had finally kicked my depression and was off to spend the week with a friend from college.  She hadn’t even asked which one.
I gazed around the bathroom as he took out a pair of slightly-curved and very sharp scissors and got to work.  The grey bathroom fittings were the exact shade as in the grey and white marble.  It was a very masculine bathroom, but I liked it.
“Now, let’s have that shower.”  Jared placed the scissors next to the sink and reached into the cabinet for a body polisher and two clear plastic bottles: one filled with conditioning shampoo and the other shower gel.
“Shouldn’t I clean that up?”  I asked as he started towards the shower, leaving the mess.
“Ambrose will take care of it,” he said dismissively and pulled me along.
“Won’t he know it’s pubic—?”  The hairs were jet black instead of the dark brown on my head.  My face burned at the thought of the man brushing them up, knowing where they had come from.
“It’s none of his concern.”  Jared’s cold authoritative voice sent a shiver through me.  I’d almost forgotten who he was.
He stepped out of his boxers and I couldn’t help the gasp of surprise that escaped me.  His penis wasn’t erect and it wasn’t long, but I doubted that I could get the fingers of one hand closed around it.
“People always go on about length.”  He laughed as he opened the shower door and motioned me inside.  “But as many women will tell you—girth can be even more satisfying.”
He closed the door and pressed a button on the shower control panel.  Twin jet streams came out of the walls and within a minute I was soaked from head to toe.
When he turned off the water, I reached for the shampoo.
“I’ll do it.”
I closed my eyes and tilted my head slightly backwards as he lathered my hair.  His touch was firm, but gentle and the shampoo smelled of roses.  I wondered how many women had been lucky enough to have had the privilege.
“I used to shampoo my girlfriend’s hair when we were at college together.”
“Your girlfriend?” 
“Ex-girlfriend,” he corrected.
“Are you seeing anyone at the moment?”  I knew better than to ask the silly question, but I couldn’t help myself.
“No.  Not for several months.”
I almost slumped to the floor in relief.  It shouldn’t matter since we won’t see each other after the end of the week, but I didn’t want to share him.  For this week I wanted him to be mine and mine alone.
After he’d rinsed my hair, Jared surprised me once again by squirting a generous dollop of the gel on the polisher and beginning to gently buff my body, starting at my breasts.
“I’m a breast man and you have the most perfect pair I’ve ever seen.”
“They’re too big,” I protested and brought my hands up to cover them.
“They’re perfect.”  He encircled my left wrist and moved my hand out of the way as he rubbed the polisher against just the tip of my breast making the nipple harden.  “Just perfect.”
I couldn’t help the moan of pleasure that escaped my lips.
“Let me get you out of here.”  Jared suddenly became very businesslike, giving me a quick but thorough going over with the polisher and leaving me under a single stream of water, while he used a washrag and a citrus-flavoured gel to wash himself on the opposite side of the shower.
The bathrobe he bundled me into was so soft I felt like purring as he seated me at his dressing table and quickly towel dried my hair.
He swiped the towel carelessly across the top of his head before dropping it to the floor.  Then  he slipped the robe off my shoulders to reveal my breasts to his gaze in the mirror.
“Never let me hear you say that your breasts are anything but perfect,” he ordered, moulding them firmly in both hands.  His erection pressed into me, feeling much longer than it had looked before we entered the shower. “Go sit on the bed.”
He turned and walked away before I could get a look at it.  When he returned it bobbed up and down in front of him, its head broader than even the thick shaft.  A shiver ran through me at the thought of having it inside me.  I wasn’t frightened…well, not exactly.  I spent most of yesterday reading up on first times on the Internet.  I just hoped there was no blood.  My legs go weak at the sight of other people’s—I’d faint at the sight of my own!  But once Jared was gentle there should be…
“What are those for?”  I scrambled over the bed to the other side. 
“They’re for me, not you.”  Jared put a ring holder which held four small keys on the table beside the bed and then lay down on the bed with the four pair of handcuffs grasped in one hand.
I watched as he attached his left foot to the bed and lay back to attach the corresponding hand.  He turned to me with a smile on his face.  “You’ll have to do the other two for me.”
“Is this some kind of kinky sex game?” I asked in horror.  If it was I was out of here!
After hearing my mother and her friends giggle and talk incessantly about Fifty Shades of Grey I had stolen her copy when she and my father were out at the theatre one evening.  Gross!
“This is about me giving you full control,” Jared explained, jingling the handcuffs impatiently.  “I have to know that what we do is completely of your own free will.”
“It is!” I protested.  If he was handcuffed, who was going to do the lovemaking?
“Handcuff me, Shakira!”  At his command, I moved to take them from his hands almost without realizing what I was doing.  “After you handcuff me, you’re in full control.  You can do whatever you want, including walk out of the door.  Ambrose will find me eventually.”
“What about the money that—?”
“I can work something out with your father.  He doesn’t retire for a few years yet and is due a substantial payout when he does.”  Jared’s voice hardened as he continued, “He plans on buying a vineyard in the south of France.  That won’t happen now.”
 I suddenly felt so light headed I had to sit down or fall.  I clutched the handcuffs to my breasts, grateful for their reviving coolness.  “So I don’t have to sleep with you?”
The light in his eyes seem to dim.  He reached out and stroked the side of my face.  “Only if you want to.”
“Oh Jared, I do!”  For a moment I feared that he’d make me leave without finishing what he’d started.
“Then handcuff me and prove it to me.”  His eyes seemed to shine again as I moved to comply.  “Do what you want to do with me because when these handcuffs come off, I will take full control.”
“What do I do now?”
“Anything you want.”
“You tell me,” I begged him.  I didn’t know a thing.
“Did you like me sucking on your nipples earlier?”
“Yes,” I whispered.  God, yes!
“Then take your pleasure,” he invited, leaning his head back onto the pillow and opening his lips slightly.
I had to put my nipple into his mouth?  Like I was feeding a baby?  Oh, I couldn’t!
“Jared, please?”  I begged him.  “Let me undo the handcuffs.  I want you to make love to me!”
“If you take off these handcuffs, you will get dressed and I’ll have my driver take you back home!”
“I can’t do it.”  Foolishly, tears welled up in my eyes.
“Yes, you can, sweetheart.”  Forgetting that he was handcuffed, Jared tried to reach out to me.  He smiled ruefully as he was stopped halfway.  “Come here and kiss me.”
I cupped his face and kissed him tentatively.  His tongue surged into my mouth and he took command of the kiss.  We kissed until we were breathless.
“Would you prefer the room to be in darkness?”
“Yes, but how—?”
“Press and hold the white button on that remote control until it’s right for you.”
I did as instructed and the room started to get dim although it was still bright sunshine outside.
“I hate drapes,” Jared explained.  “That’s enough.  I want to see a little bit of you, sweetheart.”
I would have preferred it to be pitch black, but I stopped as he requested.
“Now do whatever you want to do to me,” he invited again.
I stood up and leaned over to kiss him.  When his lips left mine to cover the nipple I’d placed within easy reach of them, I cupped his head and held him to me.
This time he didn’t tease my nipple.  He used his tongue and his teeth, hard.  Soon I had to pull away and give him my other nipple.  In moments I was gasping like I’d run a marathon.
“Now sit on my face and let me tongue you, baby.” I hesitated and he reminded me, “I can’t see you, my sweet.”
I tried to position myself without squashing him, placing my knees on the bed and my calves along his arms.  I eased myself down gingerly, but immediately sprang up when his tongue laved me.
“Mmm, so wet.  Stretch your legs out further.”  I did it without thinking and found my feet clasped in his hands on either side.  “Now, hold still while I eat your pussy!”
Trapped I could only close my eyes tight and bite my lips to stop myself screaming as he ate me.  Then I jumped and opened my eyes in surprise as I felt the tip of his tongue inside me.  The room which had seemed pitch black minutes ago was much lighter now that my eyes had accustomed themselves to the darkness.   Standing at full attention right in front of my face was Jared’s penis.
Unable to help myself, I reached out and grasped it as I bounced myself about an inch or so, off and on his tongue.  Jared’s exhaled breath tickled me as I curled my hand around his thickness and moved it up and down.
“Ye…rrgg…ggrr....”  Jared gave a series of grunts as he tried to keep his tongue still and groan at the same time.
Feeling suddenly wicked I leaned forward and licked the head of his erection.
Jared stilled in surprise for a moment and then he moved his hands up my shin and pulled my legs further apart.   Then his tongue touch a part of me that would have catapulted me up in the air if he wasn’t holding me still.  For a moment I couldn’t pinpoint the source and then I realized that he was tonguing my…my bottomhole!
Oh God, he probably can’t see what he is doing in the dark!
“No, Jared!”  I tried to wriggle away or tilt myself upwards so that his tongue was back in the right place.
“Yes, Shakira,” he jeered.  And then stabbed at it several times more before warning, “I’m going to fuck this little hole, too!”
My mouth opened, but instead of the righteous indignation I planned to utter at his lewd suggestion, a loud moan filled the air around us as the tip of his tongue penetrated the tight ring of muscles at my rear.
Suddenly I found the strength to jerk my legs free and ride his face, rubbing myself against him from the nub of my clitoris to the sensitive little nerve endings around my bottom.
“You’re ready to ride your stallion, sweetheart.”  Jared turned his head to the side as my movement became uncoordinated and uncontrollable.  Undeterred I tried to create some friction with the side of his head, but the neat ears I had admired while cradling his head at my breast didn’t generate much.  Why couldn’t he have ears like Spock!  It took another second for his words to register, “Sit on my cock, sweetheart, and let me scratch that itch for you.”
Frustrated to the point of madness, I turned and scooted down his body until I felt his erection bump me.  I grasped it, placed it at my slippery entrance and tried to sit on it.
“I can’t”  It felt like I was trying to fit the tip of a baseball bat into a pen holder.
“Of course you can,” Jared gritted, his teeth gleaming in the soft light.  “Sit up straighter and then come down on it.” 
“Jared, I don’t think I can do this—”  I sat up and tried once and then again.  Jared twisted his hips on my second attempt and what felt like the entire head of his erection lodged itself within me.  “Ow!  Ow!”
“Finish the job, sweetheart.”
“I can’t”  It was like being stuck on top of a. wild horse—I was scared to ride it and equally scared to dismount.
“Hold still.”  Before I could take a breath, Jared slammed his hips upwards once, twice, three times and surged right up inside me.
“Stop, Jared!”  I pleaded, worried if he went any further he would damage something.
“It’s all in, sweetheart.”  He tried to reach out to me and cursed when the handcuffs prevented him.  “Damn these bloody handcuffs!  Sit still for a minute, sweets, and let yourself stretch around me.”
The sharp pain had already disappeared leaving a dull ache and the feeling that we were fused  together.  I wiggled my hips trying to ease the feeling of tightness and a bolt of sensation shot through me.  I did it again…and again.
“That’s it, sweetheart.  Ride your stallion.  Ride him hard”
As I started to move up and down on him, Jared raised his hips off the bed, surprising me with his strength, and thrust his full length inside me on each of my downward stroke.  Though I was on top and he was handcuffed to the bed, he seemed to be the one in control. 
He groaned as I started to move faster and I realized that I did have some control.  I squeezed my inner muscles around him on my next downward stroke and he groaned again in response.  I liked having him at my mercy I realized and though it caused me pain to keep my muscles clenched around him, I kept it up as he tossed his head from side to side on the pillow.
Then I remembered his warning me that this would be the only time I was in control.
Can I let this opportunity pass me by? 
I never imagined that I would be this naughty.  Maybe I have more in common with my mother than I thought.  She led my father by the nose…or by his penis, to put it bluntly.  I came across them in the laundry room once, he was kneeling in front of her with his head under the flared skirt of her dress.  Often I can sense that she’s doing something to him at the dining table while the three of us are having dinner together when my brothers are at boarding school.  Something with her dainty feet because her hands are always placed properly on the table—she’s a stickler for etiquette.  Whatever she does to him, it makes him breathe harder and sometimes ask to be excused from the table.  Sometimes he returns, the sightless, intense look gone from his blue eyes.  At other times, she excuses herself too and I’m left to clear up the dishes and load the dishwasher.  Another time I saw her bare her small, high breasts in the kitchen and order my father to suck on them.
She always got anything she wanted from my father.
So why can’t I try the same tactics?
I leaned forward and pressed my right nipple against Jared’s mouth.  “Suck it!”
Astonishment filled his eyes for a moment and then he moved to comply—not before I saw a brief look crossed his face that told me there would be hell to pay later.
I shivered at the thought of him punishing me, but then his tongue was lashing at my nipple, then nibbling it and then pulling it deep into his mouth and sucking on it.  It felt so good.  I braced my hands on his shoulder and rode him for all I was worth.
“Yes, my sweet, fuck me now because I will fuck your brains out later.”
His words gave me a mental image of him making love to me constantly—filling me as I ate, had a shower, as I cooked and even in my sleep—giving me no time to rest.  The thought was so unexpected, so bizarre…so arousing, my body went into a spasm.  An unfamiliar ache started at my centre and quickly intensified.  I screamed out and the world went black as my first ever orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks.
“Yes, come, sweetheart.”  Jared’s amused voice seemed to come from miles apart.  I may have imagined his next words, “Incredible!”
 


Chapter Five

 
 
Jared groaned, stiffened and squirted a thick, plentiful stream of cum deep inside Shakira as she came and then collapsed onto him.
The sex had been mind blowing and the resulting orgasm off the Richter scale!  It wasn’t just because she was the first woman he’d slept with since he’d gone into enforced celibacy six months ago, or that it was his first orgasm in almost six weeks.  No, Shakira was something special.  She responded to every touch, every caress.  She was a joy to fuck.  And the way her little asshole had given away sweetly to his probing tongue!
He needed to explore that further.
As soon as she recovered and freed him.
Jared chuckled and relaxed his arms in the restraints.  He had never given a woman this kind of control before, and doubted that he ever would, but it was important for Shakira to have felt in control, to have initiated the taking of her virginity.
Or for her to have had that illusion, anyway.  It had been almost impossible, with his arms shackled, to orchestrate the deflowering, but planting his feet solidly on the bed, he had thrust and lodged the bulbous head of his cock within her on his first stroke and then forcefully buried the thick shaft quickly without allowing for her tightness.
Seven and a half inches were by no means extraordinary, but even some experienced women had whimpered and begged for mercy when Jared’s thickness had penetrated them, spreading their pussy walls too wide apart for comfort.  Though she had remained snug and tight around him during the onslaught, as she did even now as he twitched to life insider her, his little Shakira had taken it all.
His little Shakira seemed to have a high tolerance for pain and was putty in his hands.
His little Shakira had been sweetly submissive.
***
“That was the beginning—a taste of what’s to come in the next seven days while I totally turn you out,” Jared warned as I opened my eyes and looked up at him.  I shivered at his words, but in anticipation, not fear.  “Unlock these handcuffs and let me make you mine completely.  Brand you so you’ll always remember me and the week you spent in my bed.  So, that any man who comes after me will only be second best.”
My hands trembled as I fumbled to open the handcuffs on his right hand.  Once it was free he cupped my right breast and pulled the nipple into his mouth.  He held my gaze as he sucked on it for several moments, bobbing his head back and forth, stretching and elongating my nipple until I was moaning and rubbing myself against his still handcuffed leg.  When he let my nipple finally slide through his lips it was longer than I’d ever seen it…at least half an inch…or more.
I undid the handcuff on his left hand, and prayed that he would get to my other nipple soon.  It ached for the same treatment and the sight of the aroused nipple standing out so stiffly aroused me.  I wanted him to keep them erect.  Maybe even be a little rougher on them.  They both felt sore and yet I wanted him to nip them, bite them, twist them, pinch them…
“Tell me, sweetheart,” Jared held my left breast and let his warm breath tickle the nipple.  “Tell me that you want me to take you in every hole and every position.  Tell me that you will give up yourself entirely to my will.”
“Yes, Jared.”  My voice trembled as I agreed to let him do with me what he willed.  Now that I had been awakened, I wanted to experience everything, and wanted to experience it with him.  His words, “…any man who comes after me…”, had given me a momentary pang.  I quickly stifled the feeling of hurt.  I had to be mature about this.  I had hoped to go to India and find a husband.  Virginity is prized there and now I’d lost mine, I’d lost the chance of choosing just about any husband.  But I was in line to inherit my grandfather’s wealth equally with my brothers and could still find someone decent..  I couldn’t realistically expect a proposal of marriage from, or a long-term relationship with, a man like Jared.  But I wouldn’t have missed this chance for all the tea in China!
“Good.”  He bent his head and finally took the whole top of my left breast into his mouth as he stroked his hand downwards to my curling pubic hair.  He slipped not one, but two of his long fingers inside me, pressing them deeper as I gasped from the ache…dear God, the sweet ache.  I shook my head as I felt a third finger probing at my entrance and yet I wiggled my hips and pressed against his hand as he forced it inside me.  All too soon he pulled his lips off my nipple.  “Let me take these handcuffs off and plug your sweet behind while I have another taste of your tight pussy.”
Plug my behind?  I couldn’t even ask what he meant by that as he pressed on my clitoris and thrust his fingers back and forth several times.  I felt the tremors start deep in my stomach, but he pulled his fingers out abruptly.
“Not yet, my sweet.”  He shook his head as though I was a naughty child as he quickly undid the handcuffs and got off the bed.  “Before this week is through I will teach you to come only when I command it.”
I would love to see him try!  There was no way I could stop myself from coming if he continued to tease me the way he did.
The three glass objects he tossed onto the bed when he returned were so pretty, I picked the nearest one up.  A kaleidoscope of colour ran through it, twisting uniformly down to the broad top to the smoothly rounded tip.  The flat base was clear colourless glass.  The smallest one was similar in design, but the largest was plain.  I could see right through it to the dark blue sheet below.
“These are pretty.  What are…?”  No!  These couldn’t be the plugs he mentioned.   My God, the largest one was almost the same diameter as his penis!
“These, my sweet, are going to stretch you in preparation for receiving me.”  He picked up the large one.  “I can’t wait to see your tight muscles quivering around this.”
“Jared—” I began.
“Shh, my sweet.  You’ll thank me later.”
I doubted very much that I would be thanking him for anything!  I wasn’t sure that I could take even the smallest plug, but I let him roll me on to my front and position me so that I was kneeling on all fours close to the foot of the bed.  He picked up the tube he had tossed on the bed with the plugs.  I heard the snap as he opened it and then felt the cool drizzle of moisture between the cheeks of my behind.
“Rest your head on these pillows, so that you’re tilted upwards,” Jared instructed grabbing two of the huge pillows that were out of my reach and pushing them under me.  Then I felt his finger press against my anus.  I bit the pillow as he gently but incessantly poked until it slipped inside.  “Perfect.”
“I’m not sure about this, Jared.”  I groaned as a second finger was pressed inside me.
“I know what I’m doing.  Just relax and trust me.”  He smoothed his free hand along my flinching back.  “Relax.”
I relaxed but immediately tensed as he pulled his fingers out and I felt the tip of one of the plugs replace them.  Jared reached downward and pinched my nipple between his fingers.  As I squirmed from the hot sting of it, I felt the fullest part of the plug breach my anus.
“How does that feel, sweetheart.”
“Good,” I moaned surprised as Jared left it buried, but worked it back and forth.  “So…good.”
“If this is good, just imagine what its going to be like having my thick meat inside you, sweet.”
I couldn’t imagine taking all of him and yet the image of it—him standing behind me and forcing that monstrously big tip of it past my little anus and all the way up inside made my vagina clench emptily.
“I think you’re ready for the second one already.”  I willed myself to relax further at the approval in Jared’s voice.  I so wanted to please him.  He teased me with the tip of the second for much longer.  When I pressed myself back he cautioned, “Careful.  Hold still and let me do this or I could rip you.”
I pressed my face into the pillow and let him take complete control, although the instinct to push back and envelop the plug was overwhelming.
“Just a tiny bit more.”   I felt another cool trickle of lubricant and then Jared pressed the plug home.
“Ah, ah!”
“Just breathe and stay relaxed, sweetheart.”  Jared parted my vaginal lips and covered my clitoris with his lips.  In no time I forgot the plug in my bottom as I wiggled my hips and begged him not to stop.
The brute stopped when I was almost on the verge of coming…again.
“Jared, I need to—”
“Trust me to know just what you need, sweetheart.”
“I think that one’s too big,” I moaned as he pulled the medium plug free and attacked my bottom with the largest.
“You can take it, sweetheart.”
“I don’t know, Jared.”
“Don’t let me down now, my love.”
My love.  I knew that he didn’t mean the words, but they filled me with tenderness.  I would do anything for him…anything he asked of me.
“Beautiful.”  Jared must have felt my sudden, total relaxation.
“Ah…ah…ah…ah…ah…ah.”  The involuntary, repeated sound wasn’t one of pain, though it laced the indescribable feeling that was curling around my insides.  I just couldn’t stay silent as Jared continued to work the plug slowly inside me.  I marvelled at his control.  His erection, which I longed to hold but needed my fingers to grip the pillows, was an angry red, the head almost purple.
“There.”  For a moment I saw stars as my anus gratefully closed around the stem of the plug after the meatiest part had slid inside me.
“Phew!”  Jared chuckled at my heartfelt sigh of relief.
“I wish you could see how beautiful it looks inside you.  Can you…” he moved the pillows and I first peeped under my body and then over my shoulder.  I could just see the flat, circular end against my behind.
“Perhaps, if I turned around,” I suggested and rolled over onto my back carefully.
Jared gasped as I grasped my waist on either side, pressed my elbows into the bed and threw my legs up over my head.
“Yoga,” I told him, laughing at his shocked expression…until I caught sight of the plug inside me.  Oh my God!
“Take it out, Jared,” I begged him, turning my head away in horror.
“Just have a look, sweetheart.”  I closed my eyes tightly as Jared turned my head forward again. “Those are the muscles that will squeeze my cock when I’m inside you.”
I risked a tiny peek at the plug again.  The thing from Alien had mysteriously disappeared leaving only my flesh pulsing rhythmically around the glass and a tiny, circular dark hole in the middle.
I released my waist and lowered my legs as Jared climbed onto the bed with me.  When I widened my legs and tried to scoot closer, he grasped my right hip and urged me onto my front.  “From the back, baby.  I want to see that plug filling your sweet ass.”
Even though I sensed his impatience, he rubbed the tip of his erection several times against me, bumping my clitoris and making me desperately try to impale myself backwards onto him, before he eased it slowly between my nether lips.
I’d almost forgotten the plug inside me…almost.  Now as Jared tried to push his way inside, it tried to keep him out.
“I don’t think there’s enough room with the plug inside me, too,” I warned Jared. The stretching was bearable, but it just seemed physically impossible.
“There’s room, my love, and I will find it.  Just leave it to me.”
And once again Jared proved me wrong.  Since he had slid the plug inside me, he hadn’t touched it.  Now he moved it in miniscule motions back and forth as he sunk his erection slowly deeper.
“Yes, Jared.  Oh, yes!”  I felt the thinness of the membrane separating him from the plug.  A tremor ran through me at the thought of it being ruptured.  But this was Jared, I reminded myself relaxing and allowing him to go deeper on his next stroke.  He won’t let harm come to me.
“You’re such a delight, my sweet.”  Jared increased the movement of his hand just a tad.  “It would have been a pleasure to watch you take another man’s cock while I’m buried in your sweet ass, honey.”
My pleasure evaporated at his words.   Didn’t he understand that I was this way only for him?  I didn’t want any other man touching…any other man fucking me?
“But I couldn’t share you.  I just can’t.”  My heart soared at the emotion in Jared’s voice as he made the admission.   He might not love me, but he felt something strong—possession, lust, I didn’t mind—as long as it meant that I moved him in some way.
He released the end of the plug and let it house itself inside my rectum.  Then he held my hips and treated me to the delicious length of his cock, withdrawing to the tip and then sliding back deep inside me again.  On each stroke the muscles at my entrance fought to deny his bulbous head entry and each time it pushed relentlessly past them. 
“I should punish this little pussy for making me want to fuck it again even before I’m done.”  Jared shortened his thrusts and seemed to concentrate on burying himself deeper.  I don’t think that he meant me to hear the words he whispered next, “It’s so sweetly enslaving.”
Whatever else he may have said was lost as he rolled his hips and hit a spot inside me that made me lose all conscious thought.  I thrust backwards to meet him as the shivers started.
***
“I love the way you come, sweet.”  We were lying on the bed, my head against his shoulder.  The butt plug was still inside me playing havoc with my senses.  “But I will have to teach you some discipline.”
“But, Jared, it was your fault!” I complained.  I’d been fine until he did that thing with his hips.  “You gave me too much pleasure.”
“We haven’t started to explore pleasure yet, my sweet.”  He reached a long arm past my hip and wrapped his hand around the end of the plug.  “The way you flowered to my tongue, the way you took this plug, tells me you will find my cock very satisfying.”
“More satisfying than in my…my pussy?”  The word made me think of a little furry animal.  But I guess that was exactly what my vagina was.
“Perhaps.  Let’s try it and see.” Jared pulled on the plug.  I gasped as the thickest part slid out of my rectum for the first time since he had pushed it inside me.  He slid it back inside and gave me only a moment’s respite before doing it again.  “Anal plugs are flawed if their purpose is to prepare the ass for fucking.  A cock goes in and out past the entrance, from head to base.  With a plug the largest part remains inside once it gets past the rim.”
“Aarrgg…aarrgg.”  I barely heard his words over the roaring of my ears.  He was pushing it in and out.  Fucking me with it, as he would say.  It was too much.  “Stop, Jared.”  I grasped his wrist, but instead of stopping him, I pressed it back inside me and out again, so that it softly chafed the skin at my anus and tickled the engorged nerve endings there.
In this position my left breast was so close to Jared’s lips, he simply parted his mouth and let it slip inside.
“Jared, I’m going to come,” I warned.
“No, you’re not.”  He flipped me onto my front and then stuffed two pillows under my hips.   “Not until I’m inside you, you don’t!”
I heard the sound of him opening the lube and the slick sound of him coating his erection liberally with it.  He pulled out the plug and plugged the gap with his erection before I had a chance to miss the feeling of fullness.  I squirmed to get away as he pressed forward.
“Open up for me, sweets.  You’re so ready for this.”  He held my hip firmly with one hand and slid the other beneath us to caress my clitoris.  I could deny him nothing when he strummed it so deliciously. “Yes, sweetheart.  Take it all for me.”
After several strokes, with us both making sounds that would be unmistakeable to anyone hearing them, Jared grasped my breasts and hunched himself over me.
“How will I be able to forget you now…your juicy round breasts…,” he squeezed them and all I wanted for him to do was increase the pressure, “…your tight little virginal pussy and ass?”
Seeming suddenly angry, he abruptly released my breasts, pressed my torso down so that my bottom was higher.
What followed next was probably meant to be punishment for making him lose control.  But it was only pleasure to me.  Knife-edged, toe-curling, stomach-churning pleasure.
“Yes, yes…oh yes…now deeper…deeper…harder…faster,” I begged.
Jared’s body stiffened as mine lost control.  We came together, my screams just drowning out his groans of release.  
 


Chapter Six
 
 
Jared picked up the remote and lightened the room, so that the last of the sunlight streaked inside.  Instinctively I tried to get under the covers to hide my nakedness.
Was it still the same day?  Was it only hours ago that I’d been living in a daze, seeing the world in shades of grey and not brightly coloured?
“The windows are one-way—no one can see in.”
“Even if they weren’t this is the tallest building around, so they couldn’t anyway!”  I didn’t admit that I had been trying to hide from him and not worried about being seeing from outside.
“The Paparazzi use any means necessary, including helicopters,” Jared contradicted.
“What?”  I covered my breasts and tried again to crawl under the covers.
“No one can see us.  I promise.”  Jared moved my hands and cupped my breasts himself.  “When I was sixteen, I used to jerk off almost every night to a poster of Linsey Dawn McKenzie.  She’s got beautiful, large natural breasts like you.  I never thought I’d meet a woman in the flesh whose breasts could surpass hers, until you.”
“Is she an actress?”  I’d never heard of the woman.
“She used to be a glamour model in those days, but she’s a porn star now.”  Jared pushed my breasts together and ran his tongue from one nipple to the other, making me hiss in reaction.  “I can’t believe that no other man has touched your breasts but me.”
“Well, boys at school sometimes try to sneak a feel.  And once I was on the Tube and a man pinched my nipple.  I was on my way to college in rush hour.  I couldn’t tell who it was.  I was so frightened I got off the next stop and sat on one of the benches and cried.  I couldn’t face classes that day, so I went back home.”  I shuddered at the memory and yet it seemed so trivial now.
“If I knew who that mongrel was I would hunt him down like a dog!”  Jared’s eyes glinted dangerously and once again I was reminded that he wasn’t just any man.  He was a ruthless billionaire used to getting his own way.  “How dare that bastard grab your breast like he had a claim to it?”
“It’s alright,” I stroked his arm and tried to calm him, surprised that he would get so angry at something that had happened so long ago.  “I took the bus after that.  It added more than an hour to my journey each day, but I had almost finished my A-Levels anyway.”
“You didn’t go to university?”  It was inconceivable to Jared that her parents hadn’t persuaded her to go.  It wasn’t just the obtaining of a degree that made university special.  It was the first taste of independence, the meeting of people of all walks of life and the friends and contacts you made for life.
“I didn’t want to.  I was planning to go and live with my grandparents in India…then my grandmother died.”
Then I wouldn’t have met you.  The thought made me unbearably sad.
“What did you want to be when you grew up?”
“An actress,” I told him, unable to hide the wistful note in my voice.  “My grandmother was a great Bollywood actress.  I wanted to be just like her.  Our favourite movie was Khabi Khabie and we used to sing along whenever we watched it.  Khabi Khabi, mera dil mein…” I broke off, embarrassed when I realized that I had been humming the words.
“Go on, it sounds wonderful,” he encouraged.
“No.  My grandmother was the singer not me.  She had a great voice.”
“Didn’t your mother want to be an actress too?”
“Yes, but according to my grandmother, Mum couldn’t act her way out of a paper bag.”  I laughed and then covered my mouth, feeling embarrassed at my disloyalty.  But I couldn’t help myself as I remembered her cameo role in one of Grandma’s hit movies.  “She was given a small part as my grandmother’s daughter in a movie.  She looked really wooden.”
I fell silent as I thought about my grandmother.  She would have been sixty-four in November—less than two years older than my father.
“What happened?” he asked gently.
“It was all arranged.  My grandparents were going back to live in Mumbai and they were taking me with them.  She was going to introduce me to Sanjay Leela Bhansali who directed two of Bollywood’s greatest movies starring Aishwarya Rai, Hum Dil De Chuke Sanam and Devdas.”
“I’ve met Aishwarya Rai, well she’s Rai Bachchan now.”  He smiled as I looked at him in astonishment.  “She and several other Bollywood actors were at the 2006 Commonwealth Games.  She’s ever bit as beautiful as she appears on stage.”
“I wouldn’t have been able to compete with her and the new breed of Bollywood actresses,” I admitted.  “Things were so different in my grandmother’s time, but there are still really good roles for mother and grandmother figures in Indian cinema.”
“You as a mother or grandmother?”  He seemed amused by the idea.
“With the right makeup I would make a great mother or grandmother!” I informed him indignantly and then laughed too.  It was a compliment.
“You were telling me about your grandmother,” he prompted.
“I’ve been depressed since she died just over four years ago.  She was the only one who seemed to understand me.”
“How did she die?” he asked gently.
“She fell and hit her head on my grandparents’ marble entryway.  I remember the night.  She was taking me to the Zee Cine Awards.  They were being held in London that year and she was so excited.  She was on standby to present an award if one of the presenters cancelled at the last minute.  I was already dressed and waiting downstairs.  She came down safely and did a twirl to show me the full outfit.  Her heel must have caught the hem of her sari.  She fell backwards.  My grandfather was standing right there, but he couldn’t catch her…she fell…sometimes I can still hear the sound of it.”
Jared gathered me in his arms. “Sorry, baby, I won’t have asked if I’d known the subject was still so painful.”
“It’s alright.”  I stroked the soft hairs on his forearm and the action soothed me.  “My mother never talks about her.  There are no pictures of her up in the walls of our house.  Sometimes it feels like I only imagined her.  But then I watch one of her movies and it brings her to life again.”
“What about your grandfather?”
“He lives all alone in India with a house full of servants.  He was still willing to take me with him, but my mother refused to let me go.  He’s never forgiven her for bringing shame on the family name, so she spites us both by keeping me here.”  My eyes widened as a thought struck me.  “Oh my God, I think I might have been conceived in this very hotel.”
“What?”  Jared stared at me in disbelief.  “If there was any doubt left in my mind that you were the perfect woman for me, this erases it.  This adds to the symmetry.”
I wanted to ask him what he meant about me being the perfect woman for him.  Was he talking as a wife or as a lover?
“It’s a bit of a sordid story really,” I admitted, responding to his question rather than ask him several of mine.
“Go on.”  Jared’s voice sounded angry.
“Mum was here for the Miss World Pageant and somehow her tiara got misplaced.  She made a huge fuss and demanded to see the owner of the hotel.  An employee rushed away promising to get Mr Codrington, your grandfather, I think.  She and Dad have different versions of what followed next—he claims that he told her his name when he arrived on the scene; she claims he didn’t.  To cut a long story short, my mother thought he was quite attractive and during the conversation managed to find out he wasn’t married, so she decided that she wanted him.  She wanted to live in London and a good-looking, suave, much older hotel owner would be the perfect husband for her.  I don’t know how she managed to give her chaperon the slip, but she ended up sleeping with my father and then telling him that they would have to get married or my grandfather would kill her.  Dad had been divorced for three years at the time and was glad to marry her.  He’s always said that she was like a little spitfire when she’s angry and he fell in love with her at first sight.  It was only when she introduced him to her chaperon as the hotel owner David Codrington that Dad corrected her that she realized her mistake.”
“David and your mother probably played each other.”  Jared sounded amused at the thought.
 “I was born less than nine months after they got married.  My mother claims that she suffered post-natal depression, so I had a nanny almost from the day of my birth.  When my grandmother came to see me and realized that my mother didn’t hold me or play with me, she begged my mother to let her take me back to Mumbai with her, but my mother refused.  My grandmother stayed with me for six months and then came back every summer to spend three months until I was sixteen.  Then she persuaded my grandfather to buy a house over here and I live with them.  He was mostly away in India on business, so it was just the two of us.  We had so much fun!”
“Your life has lacked fun in these last years.  It sounds like you’ve been living the live of a ghost and your parents did nothing about it…except to try to use you when the need arose.  I’ll make sure that you have more fun than you can stand.”
I smiled and hugged him tightly.
“Your mother is such a beautiful woman.”  I tried not to let his words hurt me.  They were the truth.  “Yet I sense she’s jealous of you.”
“Because of my grandparents,” I explained.  “They see through the façade she shows the world.  My grandfather refuses to spoil her and that infuriates her. She’s beautiful, but she uses that beauty as a weapon.  She’s the least traditional woman I know.  Never cooks Indian food and hates when I talk Hindi.  Yet, whenever she has to attend any sort of British function she wears a sari—she never wears one to an Indian function, though.   She likes being seen as exotic and different.”
“I’ve seen her in saris…her nipples…”  Jared coughed and I knew he was embarrassed to confess that he’d admired my mother’s brazen, pointy nipples.  “I always thought what a lucky bastard your father was.  Now I’ve met you, I’m the lucky one.”
I tried to still my heart.  He’s talking about sex and not love!
“Do you eat Indian food?” I asked, trying to lighten the conversation.
“Not since university.  My chef’s French and I tend to let him surprise me.”
“I’m going to cook you a nice Indian curry, but I will need the ingredients.”
“Write them down and I will have someone get them for you.”
“It would be quicker if I just went out and bought them myself.”
“You’re not going anywhere.”  He nibbled on my neck and I obediently arched it.  “I want you right here where I can be inside you…any time, day or night.”
“Yes,” I whispered, wanting him to take me now.  How could I have thought that anything in Fifty Shades of Grey was gross?  In less than a day of Jared’s lovemaking I understood the need to have him buried so deeply inside me…front or back…that his body fused with mine.
“But first, my sweet, I’m going to spank you.”
“Why?  “Did I do something wrong?” My voice trembled as I asked the question.  I wasn’t worried about the pain, it was the thought that I had somehow displease him that almost brought tears to my eyes.
“No, my sweet.  You’re perfect.”  Jared’s hand which had been caressing my bottom moved to gather some of the moisture abundantly coating my clitoris.  It was embarrassing to be so wet, but he’d seemed to like it when he had eaten me earlier, so I guess he liked it.  He slid a moistened finger into my rectum.
“Ah…ah.”  The pain was maddeningly sweet.
“Tilt up,” he ordered and I arched my lower back obligingly.  He then forced another finger inside me and I gasped out my pleasure as he pressed them in to the knuckles.  I forgot about his promise to spank me as he once again turned me facedown on the bed and slid his hard length inside me.  Reaching for the lube he moistened the large plug again and slid that into my rectum and once again I was caught between the hardness in my two places.
It wasn’t until he had pulled out of my vagina when I had come, taken out the plug and worked himself into my bottom, inch by thick inch, and brought us both to completion that he said, “You respond beautifully, but I sense that you’re holding a part of yourself back from me.  Spanking will release the tension in both your body and your mind.  It will free you to be the person you were meant to be and in turn you will receive pleasure in its utmost form.”
“Jared, any more pleasure than you’ve already given me will surely kill me!”  I wasn’t being facetious.  There were times I felt like I hovered between life and death.
“You won’t die, my love,” he assured me with a light kiss on the tip of my nose.  “Instead you’ll feel gloriously alive!”
“I’m not sure, Jared.  Once this week is over I have to go back to my old life,” I said uncertainly.   What if he made me into some sex-crazed woman who needed sex like a drug?  What if I went around attacking men in the street?  
“And that’s why I have a proposal for you, my sweet.”
A proposal?  My heart started beating faster.  It didn’t sound like marriage, but if he asked me to stay, I would.  I couldn’t bear the thought of being without him.
“Go ahead.”
“I want to set you up in a house somewhere…probably Mayfair…so that I can visit you whenever I like.”
“Are you sure?”  I kept my voice steady so as not to betray my disappointment.  It would have been what many women wanted, but I was greedier than I’d realized.  I wanted more.  Jared could afford to put me up in the most expensive house or apartment, but this was the place that was important to him.  He’d told me that he spent most of his time here and I wanted to be where he was most.  I didn’t want to be stuck in some house while he brought other women here.  This was our special place.  I couldn’t bear the thought of another woman in this bed…riding Jared’s beautiful penis or lying under him while he hammered it into her.
“Yes, I’m sure, my sweet.”  I relaxed and let him pull me into his embrace.  “A week is not enough for me to get my fill of you.  A month is too short.  Even a year.”
“Okay,” I agreed, not meeting his gaze.
The little case I’d brought with me didn’t hold much, but it contained all I needed.  I would enjoy one glorious week with him and then I’d go.  It would rip my heart out, but like pulling a plaster off a wound—I’d rather the pain be short and intense, than long and lingering. 
***
They started softly, playful pats that were almost caresses.
Then they began to smart pleasantly, making me wince when one blow landed exactly where another had been struck and not given time to dissipate.
Then they really stung, making me squirm against Jared, needing him to fill me…and deeply.
Then they became unbearable.  At first I worried as much about Jared’s hand as I worried about my bottom.  As he kept going, long after I begged him to stop, I ceased worrying about him and worried only about myself.  Tears of frustration which had started as I had squirmed unfulfilled on his lap, changed into tears of hopelessness.  I felt dominated by him…as I had been dominated by my mother all my life.  I fought against his hold, but he held me down and kept going.  I couldn’t fight him I realized in despair.  He was bigger and stronger and a mean bully.
The only thing I could do was… surrender.
And memories came flooding in as I stopped resisting and he kept going.  Memories sharper than the sting of his blows.  Ones I had forgotten.  Things which I hadn’t realize had hurt me deeply at the time.  Memories that all included my mother and a lifetime of wondering what I’d ever done to make her hate me so much.
I was five again and clinging to my grandmother’s sari crying.  She was crying too, and kissing me and telling me that she had to go back to grandfather because he was lonely, but she would come back to see me soon.  I ran back into the house as the taxi drove away, still crying, hoping that my mother would hold me.  She instructed the nanny to take me up to the nursery.
I was nine watching my mother kiss my newborn brother and show him off to her friends proudly.  He was a cute baby she said and looked just like her, unlike me, she’d laughed, who must have been switched with another baby at birth.
I was sixteen and in a room with a plastic surgeon with whom my mother was discussing my ‘monstrously’ large breasts and how embarrassing and unnatural they were.  The man took my hand and gently asked me if I wanted to go ahead knowing that he would likely have to repeat the procedure in about two years’ time and probably again if I didn’t have children within five.  I said no, afraid of having one operation, terrified of having two or more.  In profile her perfect face looked etched out of  marble as she kept her face resolutely forward and ignored me all the way home in the taxi. 
It was my eighteenth birthday and I woke up happy because my mother had promised to take me to get my hair trimmed and then to the West End for a day of shopping.  At the hairdresser’s I listened as she argued with the stylist who said my hair was too gorgeous and healthy to be cropped into such a short style.  She got her way and then I tried to smile bravely at her because she was happy, but I felt like a shorn lamb.  The next day as I tried to finger the unfamiliar short strands on my head into the style the hairdresser had reluctantly achieved, she walked into my room and said casually, as if the hair could be magically reattached, that perhaps the woman had been right—I looked better with long hair.
Then it was my grandmother’s funeral and I watched the thousands of people who had come to pay their respects stop and offer condolences to my mother who painted a tragic portrait of grief dressed in Prada and wearing oversized sunglasses, with a snowy lace handkerchief clutched in her hand to dry the occasional tear.  In the car on the way back I reached out to take her hand, to let her know that I would miss her mother just as much as she did.  She raised the sunglasses and stared haughtily down at my hand until I drew it back.  Her eyes when she lifted them to mine were clear and showed no sign of recent tears.  Something inside me died at that moment as I realize that my grandmother was truly gone.
At some point….hours, minutes later…I realized that he’d stopped spanking me.  We were lying on the bed and he was holding me gently while I cried.
“Let it all go, my love,” he whispered, kissing my brow.
I buried my head against his shoulder and did what he asked of me.
 


Chapter Seven
 
 
 Jared reached out, his eyes still closed from sleep, and found only an empty space beside him.  Sitting up, he looked around him wildly.  Then he smiled and sunk back onto the pillows, still exhausted from the marathon sex session that had finished only as the day was breaking.
He couldn’t believe that Shakira  had had the strength to get up and do her morning’s yoga and meditation; he was tired enough for ten men.
But then, he told himself smugly, she wasn’t the one who had done the hard work!
He was still amazed at the way she had bloomed after the spanking.  She had awoken the next morning with a huge smile on her lips and a glow on her face.  After a short dip in the Jacuzzi—he had been too horny to stay in for long—she’d allowed him to blindfold her and handcuff her to the bed, and do with her as he willed.  The more he had demanded, the more she had given, allowing him to explore her boundaries and test her responses to various stimulants.
The memory of her clit clamped and glistening between the redden, swollen folds of her pussy and her nipples wearing similar devices and extended to their fullest, and then some, made his cock instantly harden.
He smiled ruefully.  She would be the death of him.  But what a way to go!
She would have to ride him when she returned, he decided, reaching down to his aching cock.
If she’s not here in five minutes, I’ll bloody go and get her!
He wouldn’t, Jared admitted to himself as he closed his eyes again.  The only time she’d been away from him the whole week was for bathroom breaks and the half an hour she spent very early each morning doing yoga stretches and meditating.  He really didn’t  mind at all.
The last week had been the most exciting of his adult life.  He’d shaken his head in sheer disbelief when he’d realized only as he’d collapsed beside her on the bed that very morning, that in the entire time they had been together he hadn’t worn protection.  He hadn’t done that with any other woman, ever.  Being skin to skin with her had felt so natural.  A manmade barrier would have spoiled the magic of their joining.
He understood how Adam had been tempted to bite that apple for Eve.  He would do no less for Shakira.  She brought excitement to his life.  He had been living well, but not feeling real joy.  She made him feel younger, energized and perhaps ready to delegate some of his workload to trusted employees or sell off some of the hotels….
He started out of his sleep two hours later and found himself still alone in bed.
Even as he jumped to his feet and screamed for his valet, he knew that something was desperately amiss.
“Yes, sir?”  Ambrose appeared at the door before Jared got to it.
“Where is Shakira?”
“I haven’t seen her, sir.”  A less-brave man would have cowered under Jared’s thunderous glare, but the ex-army soldier steadfastly stood his ground.  “I got here at six as instructed.”
Jared cursed himself for not only giving Perkins the week off, but for drastically reducing his valet’s work hours.  He’d wanted total privacy with Shakira, but there were basic duties he’d still needed his valet to perform.  Otherwise he would have given the man the entire week off.  But now he regretted it—had the man been there Shakira would have never gotten past him.  Nor his ex-mercenary butler, had he been there.
“Call Rigby.”  The ex-army intelligence officer had been the one to recommend Ambrose as a valet when the man had been made redundant by the British Army and couldn’t find employment.  “Tell him I may need his services.”
“Very well, sir.”
***
Less than half an hour later, dressed impeccably as usual, but with a betraying wildness in his eyes, Jared entered the already-open door of the plush office assigned to the hotel’s manager.
David Phillips was sitting with his feet up on the large desk, sipping a mug of coffee and reading The Times. He didn’t officially start work for another twenty minutes yet, but Jared felt a sudden, intense dislike for the way the man acted as if he owned the place.
The man turned, smiled when he caught sight of Jared and said breezily, “Good morning!”
The man didn’t have the grace to show a trace of discomfort, facing by the man who had taken his daughter’s virginity as payment for her father’s sins.  In a similar situation, Jared would have ripped the man’s balls off!
“Where is she?”  Jared tried to keep his barely controlled anger in check.
Since meeting Shakira he had decided against keeping David on staff—the man would take early retirement, or be fired if he didn’t agree.  A man who would sacrifice his own child was not one Jared wanted in his employ.  One that would sacrifice a sweet, innocent daughter like Shakira should be drawn and quartered!  He’d often seen David strutting around the hotel as if he owned it.  He hadn’t minded the man’s pompous display—in fact it had pleased him that the man took such pride in his job.  It had obviously been more than simple pride; the man had delusions of grandeur—he would be a fool to keep him on staff now.
“Where is who?”
“Shakira!” Jared ground out.  Was the man so uncaring he didn’t remember his own child?
“She’s with you…  Do you mean to say that she never turned up?”  The man’s face went taut with anger.  “Apologies, Jared, I will find her and bring her to you.  I can’t believe she would make a promise to me and then break it.  I thought better of her.”
“Did you really?”  Jared asked him coolly.  The older man finally had the grace to flush.  “Shakira was with me.  She left this morning before I had a chance to discuss important matters with her.”
“She’s probably out shopping,” her father dismissed, seeming unconcerned that his child, who had barely ventured out in the last five years, was suddenly at large in the capital.  “I’ll tell her you were asking after her.”
“I’m concerned for her safety.  Do you have any idea who her friends are and what their addresses or telephone numbers are?”
“I never paid much attention…”  Realizing how terrible that sounded, the man left the sentence open ended.
“Are you aware of the torment you and your wife have caused Shakira!”
“We provide a roof over her head, feed and clothe her!  She can’t ask for more than that!”
“She can ask for love.”
“Look, my wife never took to her when she was born.  When I tried to play with her, my wife got jealous, so I gave up.  I love my wife.”  The man uttered the last statement with a touch of defiance.
“David, I’m going to search for her…the whole country if I have to.  When I find her I’m going to marry her in the most lavish wedding London has ever seen.”
The man’s scowling face broke into a wide smile as he discarded the paper and rushed around the desk.  “Welcome to my family, son!”
“No, David.”  Jared sidestepped and avoided the man’s embrace.  “I don’t want you or your wife around Shakira unless she asks for either of you specifically.  You were blessed with an angel and you crushed her gentle spirit and denied her the chance of living a happier life with her grandparents in India.  You should both be charged with reckless child endangerment.  Now get your things and leave these premises.”
Jared turned and rapidly walked out of the room.  He stopped at the next doorway and rammed his right fist into the open palm of his left hand.  Another second in the older man’s presence and he would have rammed it into his face.
He forcibly willed himself to calm down.  He didn’t have time for anger.  He needed to have all airports, ferry crossing and exit points out of the country covered.  It would cost money, but that was of little concern to him.  He had more than he could ever spend or needed.
If he’d lost Shakira, he had nothing.
***
“Miss, beg pardon, the man is here to see you.”
“To see me?”  I asked, wanting to smile at the older man’s carefully spoken English.  Although I constantly reminded my grandfather’s servants that I speak both Marathi and Hindi, they always spoke to me in English.  I didn’t mind if it was giving them practice, but I worried that it was because they didn’t want to offend me.  “Thank you.”
It’s probably one of Grandfather’s old business acquaintances, I told myself as I hurried from the library to his massive hallway.  As I passed, I admired the beautiful wooden tiles on the wall which had been laid in an intricate design and then lacquered.  His house was well maintained but hadn’t been updated in over forty years.  I love its old charm and hoped he’d never change it.
At first I didn’t recognize Jared.  He looked gaunt as if despair had pulled at his face until it had changed his features.  Our gazes met and held, and then he smiled.  His eyes lit up and his features rearranged themselves into those dear familiar ones I had traced so many times in our week together.
I picked up the end of my sari and ran to him.
He sprinted towards me and then I was in his arms, being spun around and around as we kissed.
“How did you find me?”  I asked breathlessly when we finally had to break for air.
“Khabi Khabie.”
Khabi Khabie?  What had mine and my grandmother’s favourite movie have to do with anything?  I leaned back and stared up at him, worried the scorching sunshine on the trip from the airport to my grandfather’s house had impaired his mind.
He laughed at my concern.  “I watched it time and time again after you left.”
“I thought you said it was a chick flick!” I accused.  The night I had cooked him dinner I had tried to interest him in the movie, having had a copy of the DVD picked up with the ingredients I’d needed.
“It grew on me.  Especially the poetry.”
“You’re lying!”  He had laughed the hardest at the corny poetry.
“I did watch it several times.”  His face sobered and I knew he was telling the truth. “I knew if I kept watching that it would trigger something I had overlooked.  Two days ago I remembered that you’d said you could play a mother or grandmother.”
“But how did you know that I travel on my grandmother’s passport?”  It had been sheer luck that it had had another eight months before it expired.
“My team and I had looked through all the images of passengers leaving UK airports.  We were looking for a beautiful young woman.  I never thought to look for one that was slightly older, but still beautiful.  When I remembered the conversation we had, I instructed them to go over the images again, looking for a mature Indian woman.  If we hadn’t found you, we would have then re-examined the faces of every passenger, male or female.”
“You went to all that trouble for me?”  I still couldn’t make myself believe that he was here in Mumbai, in my grandfather’s house.  I’d thought he’d forgotten me the very day I’d left.
“I would have searched the ends of the earth for you, my love.”
My love!  He must have meant the words when he’d said them previously.  If only I had known.
“I love you, Jared,”
“I love you, Mrs Codrington.”
Jared’s lips covered mine and the world spun crazily around us.
“Who is this, Shakira?”
My grandfather’s voice boomed down on us from the first floor corridor and we hastily broke apart.  I looked up to see him glaring down at Jared, his bushy eyebrows meeting in the middle and giving him a comical single straight eyebrow.  I took Jared’s hand and he obediently followed me up the staircase.
“This is Jared, Da Da Gyi,” I introduced.
“You have a lot to answer for, young man!”  My grandfather pulled himself up to his full height and tried to stare down Jared.  If he had remained the sturdy six-footer he had been in his youth it would have been more effective.  Instead,  he was staring up at Jared, instead of down his slightly hooked nose at him.
“I know, sir.”  I admired Jared for not laughing.  I wanted to double over at the sight of my overweight, pot-bellied grandfather challenging a younger, fitter man less than half his age.  “I intend to make it up to her by throwing her the biggest wedding London’s ever seen and giving her anything her heart desires.”
“She will be married here first…in Mumbai…on my birthday…on Thursday.”  Each time he paused for breath, my grandfather poked Jared in the chest.  “I’m too old to fly halfway around the world for the wedding and I want to see her married.”
“It will be as you wish, sir.”
Suddenly Grandfather smiled and patted Jared on the back.  “I think I will like you!”
“I hope so, sir.”
My grandfather winked and patted my arm as he walked to the staircase and left us together.  I could see his shoulders shake and knew he was trying hard not to laugh after playing the part of a strict grandfather.  He had been a minor actor in his day and had met my grandmother on a film set.  He’d soon realized that he was no Amitabh Bachchan, given up his lofty dream of being a world-renown actor and taken over his father’s steelmaking company.  Since I’d come to India, he’d proudly shown me the few small parts he’d played in movies.  And I’d finally found out where my mother got her acting skills.
“His bark is worst than his bite,” I told Jared, slipping my arms around his waist.
“He obviously cares about you very much.”  Jared hugged me.  I laid my head on his broad chest, feeling the disillusionment, the pain, the worry and heartache slip away.  “Unlike your parents who simply reported you as a missing person once they’d realized that you hadn’t taken your passport, and did nothing else.”
“They never even bothered to call Grandfather.”  I tried to hide how much that had hurt.  I knew I could have called them, but I couldn’t help feeling that they were relieved to have me out of their house.  I wouldn’t be at all surprised if my mother hadn’t already turned my bedroom into the large walk-in closet she needed for her thousands of outfits. “Not that Grandfather would have told them I was here.” 
“Forget about them.  I’ll love you enough for both of them.”
“I love you so much, Jared,”  I had suppressed the words each time they bubbled on my lips in our week together.  I felt like screaming it from the rooftops now.  “And the baby we’ll have in six months will love you, too.”
Anxiously, I held my breath at his stunned expression.  Then his face broke into a smile wider than any I’d seen. 
“Really, sweetheart?”
I nodded, too choked up to speak.
“When did you know?” he demanded, his smile suddenly fading.
“The doctor confirmed it on Monday,” I told him hastily.  I would never have kept his child from him.  “I was going to fly back to the UK to let you know on Friday, the day after my grandfather’s 70th birthday.”
“You’ve made me the happiest man in the world, my love.”
Before I could respond, he covered my lips with his.  I kissed him back fiercely, trying to convey with every fibre of my being that he made me more than happy, more than ecstatic—he made me complete.
 
 
The End
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CURVES FOR THE BILLIONAIRE
Zachary was sitting on the sprawling sofa, engrossed in the newspaper, a snifter with a generous shot of cognac cradled in one hand.
He looked up as he sensed her approach and for a moment he just stared at her.  Samantha revelled in his look of blatant appreciation, belatedly wishing that she hadn’t been so hasty in dismissing the young women.  A strategically-placed fan set on high would have added the final touch to the fantasy.  But Zachary didn’t seem to mind that the dress wasn’t blowing up around her ears and revealing the tiny thong which was the only thing she wore under the dress.
“You look incredible!”
He got up and stalked towards her like a hunter, his eyes drinking in her magnificent curves.  Samantha shivered with awareness at the look in his eyes.
“You do realize wearing this dress will have consequences, don’t you?”  His voice sounded strained and it filled her both with a sense of power and a frisson of fear.  She’d wanted him to lose control, but she may have been rather more successful than planned she realized when he literally growled, “God, I need to have you again!”
He kissed her then, his tongue delving deeply.  Samantha welcomed his touch eagerly, thrilled at the urgency of his hands as they slipped first under the top of the dress and tweaked her nipples into twin points of need before reaching under the hem, grasping her behind and grinding her hips against his.  She ground hers right back and he shuddered in reaction.
“Come here.”  Taking her by the hand he led her to the chair he had just vacated, bending her over the back of it and throwing the hem of her dress up over her head.  She blushed as she imagined what he was seeing—the full cheeks of her bottom with just the slender string of the thong between and her full, firm thighs elongated by four-inch heels.  His gasp of arousal told her that he found the sight just as provocative as she’d hoped.
Her juices were already flowing.  Eagerly, she opened her legs wider at his urging, tilting her bottom upwards so that he could penetrate her deeply.  Instead he dropped to his knees behind her and literally buried his face in her wetness as he began to eat her with no mercy—clamping the nub of her clitoris between his lips and tugging on it before sticking his tongue deep inside her and moving it back and forth with the same vigour he had displayed earlier.
“Yesss, ye-ss, yesss…yess, ye-ss.”  Her cries and moans filled the room as Zachary gave her notice that her gentle initiation was over—she would be taken relentlessly from here onwards.  She beat the sofa with her fists as he carried on without giving her a moment of respite.  But just as she felt her orgasm build to the point of no return, he stopped abruptly.
“Zac, please!” she begged.
“I’m not ready for you to come yet.”  He got to his feet and walked around the sofa, freeing his erection on the way.  When he was standing directly in front of her he commanded, “Open wide for me, sweetheart.”
Samantha braced her hands on the sofa and did as instructed, surprised at how eager she felt to taste him again.  With her hands occupied with bearing her weight he had total control of how deeply she took him.  Yet, he stood slightly out of reach, letting her just tongue the tip of his shaft at first, and then inch by inch moving closer until she had him lodged firmly at the back of her throat.  There was still a few more inches to go, but he wrapped his hand around the base himself before starting to thrust smoothly into her mouth.
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MY DAD’S BOSS
It was a Mr Hudson, but not the one I expected. This was his good-looking bastard of a son, Nicholas.
His eyes opened in surprise, then he smiled and said, “Hi, Bruiser!”
I hated that name!  It was a painful reminder of the first time we’d met.  I had still been wearing the stupid dental braces my mother had insisted I needed, though I’d thought my teeth were fine.  People tell me I have a killer smile now, so I guess the pain and embarrassment at the time were worth it.  But that hadn’t been the most embarrassing thing of meeting him that day.  I had bumped into my friend, Gemma, in gym class the day before. And, I mean bumped into, literally.  She was shorter then so her hard head had connected with my left eye.  I hadn’t wanted to attend the stupid company picnic with an eye the colour of a rainbow, but my father had insisted, saying that I was too young to be left at home on my own.  And, added to all that, I had woken up with my first ever teenage spot that same bloody morning.  I had looked and felt like hell.  I felt even worse when I met Mr Hudson’s eldest son, who just graduated from Cambridge and was off to work in the States on a four-year contract, the next week.  He’d been dressed casually in a polo shirt and black jeans, but he’d looked so worldly and sophisticated, I’d felt like a ten-year-old and I’d wished he had bloody gone to America a week early.
He looked suave and even better looking now, sitting behind his father’s desk and wearing a light grey shirt which perfectly matched his eyes.  I stared at him stupidly for several seconds, realizing in horror that except for the top which occasionally rode up and showed the undersides of my breasts and the short skirt my mother often threatened to burn or give to the twelve-year-old girl next door, I was naked to his gaze.
“So, Bruiser,  what can I do for you?”
“I’m here to see your father.”  My voice came out wobbly.
“My father retired three months ago.  He and Mum are currently on a Caribbean cruise.”
“So who’s in charge?” I asked, hoping that I was mistaken in thinking that he was.
“I am, of course.  Who did you expect to be?” 
This is why my dad was worried, I realized.  Old Mr Hudson had known him for years and knew how good he was at his job as an investment banker.  This young upstart would only see the money he would lose if he lost Mrs North’s account.  I decided it would be foolish to beg him for anything.  
“Never mind, then.” I grabbed the side of the door wishing that I could back through it instead of having to turn around and walk through it.  My mother claimed that the cheeks of my ass were visible under the skirt, but I disagreed totally. The only things visible were the tops of my thighs as they curved into my ass, but I didn’t particularly want him seeing that much of me.
“Come back here, Bruiser!”
I wanted to stick two fingers in the air and tell him to sit on them, but my father’s job kept me in a style to which I had become accustomed.  If he lost it, I would have to find one of my own.
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SPANK ME, SANTA!
My four-year-old niece Camille crossed her podgy arms, pouted her cupid-bow lips and said, “No!”
“Camille, please darling,” my heavily-pregnant sister Diane pleaded.
“No!” her daughter repeated, staring mulishly at the smiling Santa Claus.
“Why not, honey?” my sister asked, looking puzzled.
“Because he’s fat!”
“Honey, he’s cuddly not fat!”  Diane gave Santa an apologetic smile as she crouched beside her daughter.  “All Santas are cuddly, sweetheart.  Your teddy bear, Mr Wiggles, is cuddly and you like him.”
Camille turned and gave Santa an assessing stare before turning back to her mother and saying, “But Mommy, he’s not a teddy bear!”
Diane straightened and caught my gaze.  I tried not to laugh, but a giggle escaped my lips.  This year’s Santa was much taller than last year’s and much fatter as well.  Camille had been younger and less discerning the year before, and had obediently sat on Santa’s lap so that my sister could take several photographs for her ever-expanding album.
Earlier Diane had teasingly said that I should sit on Santa’s lap this year and maybe I would get my Christmas wish.  And in the ruthlessly selfish way that only small children can be without an attack of conscience, Camille had demanded that she got to sit on Santa’s lap first!  I had agreed and she had skipped merrily between her mother and me as we had approached Santa’s grotto.  But, as soon as she had seen the outsized Santa, she had changed her mind about sitting on his lap.
I understood her reluctance—this Santa was not like the half-dead, sometimes-drunk little Santas whose laps I had sat on when I was a young girl.  This Santa was a man mountain and incredibly hot!  Okay, I have a Santa fantasy which I will explain later, but this Santa could have walked straight out of my dreams.  I knew that most of his bulk was padding, but the breadth of his shoulders and the thickness of his thighs were all gifts from God and his parents.
“Auntie Laura, you go first,” my niece turned her cherubic face in my direction and gave me her most winning smile.
“Your Mum was just joking, sweetie,” I told her gently.  “Big girls don’t sit on Santa’s lap.”
“I’m a big girl, too,” my stubborn niece responded.  “My daddy and my mummy said that I’m a big girl now!”
How could I argue with her?  She had been initially upset when Diane got pregnant, not wanting a sister or brother to usurp her place as the only and therefore spoilt rotten baby in our family.  Her parents in trying to prepare her for the birth of her little brother had told her she was old enough to help them look after the baby.  Now she was looking forward to the birth with as much eagerness as her parents.  
“Laura, perhaps you can sit on Santa’s lap first and let her see that it’s okay,” my sister suggested.
Was she mad?  She was the only other person in the world who knew about my Santa fantasy.  I had confessed my wicked desire to have Santa spank me for being a naughty girl only two months ago while I was half drunk on the night of my twenty-first birthday.  I was wet from just looking at the man.  I would probably squirm in his lap until I found his cock and rub my aching pussy against it! 
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