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Be brave. 

Be strong. 

Take chances.





One
The skies opened and let loose a frigid downpour the 
second Elizabeth stepped out from under the awning and 
onto the sidewalk. Within seconds, her cardboard box was 
soaked through. A gust of wind ripped open her coat, ex-
posing her to the worst of November’s dismal weather. She 
hurried as quickly as she could with the large box clutched 
in her arms, but before she reached the stairs of the T 
station, the bottom fell out and her entire professional life 
spilled onto the sidewalk. 

“No, no, no,” she moaned and dropped to her knees. Her 
stockings snagged and ripped as she crawled along the 
ground, gathering her papers and precious mementos. A 
throng of commuters exited the T station and swamped 
her. When a booted foot kicked her purse and sent her 
wallet tumbling towards the sewer drain, Elizabeth yelped 
and dove forward. She landed with a bone-jarring impact 
across a pair of very expensive dress shoes. 

A firm gloved hand grasped her arm and pulled her 
to her feet. Her wallet was forgotten as she looked up 
into a pair of eyes so green she thought they might be em-
eralds. Trim black brows arched above them topped by a 
shock of black hair peeking out from under a gray wool cap. 
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An umbrella bobbed above the man’s head, held by a uni-
formed driver in an oilskin raincoat. Everything about 
the man who held her screamed money from those ex-
pensive shoes to his soft leather gloves. He extended his 
other hand and the driver retrieved Elizabeth’s wallet from 
the drenched and gritty sidewalk and placed it in his palm. 

“I believe this is yours, chérie.” A posh British accent 
dominated his smooth words.

“Th-thank you,” Elizabeth stammered. She couldn’t 
tear her gaze away from his eyes. Alexander Fairhaven. The 
richest man on the East Coast. The entire Fairhaven family—
Alexander, Nicholas, and the matriarch, Margaret, who 
spent most of her time in London—had more money than 
God and at least as many connections. They were famous 
around the world, but particularly in Boston, as the 
American headquarters for their multibillion-dollar con-
glomerate, Fairhaven Business Group, made its home here. 
They were old money, worth ten billion at least. 

“Thomas? Her things.” Alexander raised a brow at the 
man in uniform and released Elizabeth’s arm to accept 
the umbrella. Thomas ducked his head into the trunk of a 
limo idling beside them and returned with a large plastic 
garbage bag. He gathered Elizabeth’s belongings and depos-
ited the entire bag back into the trunk. 

“Wait, that’s my stuff !” Elizabeth protested. “I need—”  
Alexander cut her off with a finger to her lips. “I know 

what you need, chérie. A ride. Get in.” He gestured towards 
the limo where Thomas held the door open for them and 
fastened his hand around her elbow. 

“I don’t get into cars with strange men. Not even rich 
and famous ones who save my wallet.” Elizabeth tried to 
pull her arm away from his firm grasp, but he stared down 
at her with those cold, green eyes. 
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“I am getting wet. As are you. I won’t ask you again. Nor 
will I harm you in any way,” Alexander said. “Get in and 
Thomas will drive you home.” 

“I could live in Leominster for all you know.” 
“Yes. And if that is where you live, then that is where 

Thomas will take you.” He propelled her towards the limo 
and Elizabeth found herself sinking into a buttery leather 
bench seat that hugged and warmed her ass. My God. The 
man had heated seats in his limo. Her long, wet , golden 
hair dripped down her back. Alexander turned and 
withdrew a towel from behind his seat across from her. 
“Dry yourself off, Elizabeth.” 

“How did you know my name?” She snatched the towel 
from his outstretched hand and dried her face and hands 
as the limo pulled away from the curb. 

He grinned, the flash of white teeth almost preda-
tory. His leather-clad palm extended, revealing her open 
wallet resting there. “The same way I knew your address. 
I cheated. Hollander Street, Thomas. Number forty.” A pri-
vacy screen rose to seal the two of them in the passenger 
compartment. 

Elizabeth snatched the wallet back and shoved it into 
her purse. “That’s not fair.” 

“Oh, I  think it’s very fair.  After all ,  you know my 
name. I  saw it in your eyes. I  was only trying to level 
the playing field.” 

Elizabeth glared at him. Alexander was the playboy of 
the Fairhaven family with a string of conquests as long as 
Elizabeth’s arm and a reputation for tiring of women after 
no more than two dates. “Why am I here?”

“Because you were wet and injured.” He gestured towards 
her scraped knees. “And I dislike seeing a beautiful woman 
in distress.” He removed his gloves, leaned forward and 
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hooked his index finger under her jaw, nudging her face up-
wards so their lips were only inches apart. “Now, we have a 
few moments to get to know each other. Tell me who sacked 
you and why.” 

Elizabeth flushed and shrank back against the leather. 
“H-h—” 

“Really, chérie. You look as if you’ve been screamed at 
quite recently and why else would you be carrying a card-
board box through the rain at four in the afternoon?”

When she didn’t immediately reply, Alexander frowned. 
He tapped his palm against a wood panel in the side of the 
car and a small door whispered open. He quickly poured two 
glasses of an amber liquid and pressed one into her hand. 

“Drink.” 
“I can’t,” she protested. 
“You can, and you will or I will pour it down your 

throat. You are pale and shivering and I will not have that 
when it is in my power to fix it.” Alexander set his glass 
down on the sideboard so hard a bit of the liquid sloshed 
over the rim. He slid across the limo to sit next to her 
and lifted the glass to her lips. “Sip slowly.” 

There was no arguing with him. He had the tone of a man 
used to getting what he wanted. She immediately parted 
her lips and a Scotch so smooth it was practically cara-
mel slid over her tongue. She barely stifled the moan of 
pleasure. She hadn’t been able to afford anything much 
above bottom shelf for the past five years, ever since her 
parents had disowned her and she’d moved to Boston.

“Good girl.” Alexander tipped the glass up again. Three 
more sips and the Scotch was gone. A pleasant warmth 
settled in Elizabeth’s belly. “Now tell me who sacked you.” 

“Carter, Pastack, and Hayes.”
“Why?”
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He pierced her with eyes so green, St. Patrick himself 
would have been proud. Flecks of rich cognac danced 
around the midnight pools of his pupils. 

“I can’t.” 
“Didn’t we already establish that you can and will?” 

Even seated, he had a few inches on her and she had to tip 
her head up to look into his eyes. He tucked a lock of 
wet hair behind her ear. “Tell me.” 

Immediately, she lowered her gaze to her hands clasped 
in her lap. The cheap gray skirt was plastered to her thighs. 
Her stockings were ripped and stained with dirt, and blood 
oozed from the scrapes on her knees. The dark blue silk 
blouse clung to her breasts under her thin coat. She pulled 
the towel from her hair and clutched it to her chest. “I, 
um, apparently I made a mistake,” she whispered. “One of 
Hayes’ clients had an independent audit done. We didn’t 
know anything about it. Hayes was out of the office and 
Carter pulled the file. Their tax due—what their inde-
pendent auditor found—was off for each of the last four 
years. Carter didn’t want me to see the file, but I can read 
upside down. I remember every client I’ve ever had. I know 
I did those returns correctly. But the bill they paid—the 
one that Carter had—it wasn’t the bill I prepared. I tried to 
tell Carter that we had to go back over the numbers, figure 
out what happened. But he insisted they had and it was my 
mistake. ‘One of many,’ he said. Last year alone, the dis-
crepancy was almost three hundred thousand dollars. The 
client was livid. Carter fired me on the spot.” 

“You don’t strike me as a woman who makes mistakes.” 
“I’m not. Not with numbers! My track record is impec-

cable. I have a photographic memory. It’s never failed me 
before. But last year was so busy. I worked my ass off to 
try to get ahead. Carter’s a misogynist. He never promotes 
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women. I stayed late every night for six months. Maybe I 
got burned out? I handled two hundred clients last year. 
More than any other accountant in the firm. I asked Carter 
to see the whole file, but he wouldn’t let me. All I could see 
was one return. But it wasn’t right. I know it wasn’t right.” 

Tears gathered in Elizabeth’s eyes. She didn’t know why 
she’d confessed all of this to Alexander Fairhaven. His eyes 
held her, searching, and a thread of hope seized her. He 
could help. In the next breath, she cursed herself for the 
notion. She was no one to a man like him and she wouldn’t 
take a handout even if he offered it. Her gaze turned out the 
window, the gray skyline of the city she loved streaming by. 
The silence in the car grew until it developed a physical 
presence all its own.

A quick rap on the window alerted her that the car had 
stopped. How long had it been? Alexander rapped once 
in return and the door opened. Thomas stood there with 
Elizabeth’s bag in his hand. They’d arrived at her apart-
ment. Even the torrential downpour couldn’t quash the stench 
of garbage that wafted up from the bins next to the building. 
Elizabeth’s apartment was on the fourth floor, crammed in the 
center of a group of three units. Thomas kept the large black 
umbrella over his boss’s head as Alexander unfolded his six 
foot frame and extended his hand to help her out. 

She ignored it and climbed awkwardly to her feet, trying 
not to flash him as her skirt hiked up her thighs. 

“Give me your key.” 
Immediately, Elizabeth took a step back. Rain drizzled 

down her neck. Alexander grabbed her wrist and drew her 
against him. God, he was hot. Under the fine gray busi-
ness suit and crisp blue shirt, he was a mass of sculpted 
muscle. His arm banded tightly around her back, pressing 
her breasts to his firm chest. 
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“Your key, Elizabeth. Now.” 
Her purse hung from her shoulder. She dug into 

the inner pocket and fished out her sopping wet keys. 
Alexander slid them from her chilled fingers and walked 
her to the building’s door. She punched in her code. 
Thomas handed Alexander the plastic bag and returned 
to the car where he stood with his umbrella extended, 
waiting for his boss’s return.

“I’ll be a bit, Thomas. I intend to see Miss Bennett up-
stairs. Get out of the rain,” Alexander said, and the driver 
nodded, returning to his spot behind the wheel. 

“You’re double parked,” Elizabeth murmured as Alexander 
led her into the foyer and punched the elevator button. 

“It doesn’t matter.” His voice was clipped and harsh. 
They stepped into the old car and it shuddered underneath 
their feet. “This elevator is a death trap.” 

“I usually take the stairs. Fourth floor.” The Scotch was 
loosening her tongue. Or perhaps it was Alexander’s scent. 
Sandalwood, cedar, and cloves invaded her nose. And he 
was warm. So very warm. Her clothes were still soaked 
through and she shivered in the crook of his arm. 

Moments later, the elevator sputtered to a halt on her 
floor. Alexander leaned down so his lips were close to her 
ear. “Which unit?”

“Four-oh-six.” 
Her key slid into the lock. Elizabeth tried to pull away 

when the door opened, but Alexander kept her tight against 
his body. She felt him surveying her apartment with a criti-
cal eye. All of her furniture was second hand, well used, 
and worn. But there wasn’t a speck of dirt anywhere. Her 
mother always told her that the day she left her home messy 
was the day there’d be a fire and hot firemen would rescue 
her. It had stuck with her. Her orange tabby cat, River Song, 
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padded out of the bedroom. She saw Alexander, meowed 
once, and wound around his legs. 

He stepped over the cat, urged Elizabeth into her bed-
room, and released her. “Change clothes. Do you drink 
coffee or tea this late in the day?”

“Tea. Left-hand cabinet, second—” 
“I will find it.” The door shut, leaving her alone. 
River meowed. Elizabeth let her in and gave her an 

absent-minded scratch behind the ears. “I don’t know, 
sweetie. But I think he’s trouble.”

mn

Alexander could barely contain his anger. He knew of 
Carter, Pastack, and Hayes. His family even used them for 
some of their holdings. Not his division, but his brother’s. 
Carter was an ass, but he’d thought they were a reason-
able company on the whole. Still, there was no reason for 
him to harbor such anger towards them over a woman 
he’d only met half an hour ago. Why was he even here? 
El izabeth Bennett—her parents  must  have named 
her El izabeth on purpose—was nothing.  A low-level 
accountant by observation. But there was a spark in her 
eyes that hinted at a dizzying intellect. She spoke with the 
refinement of one who’d had a top-notch education, but 
she lived in a ramshackle building with second-hand fur-
niture. There was obvious pride, both in her demeanor and 
her flat’s cleanliness. She carried herself as if she belonged 
in his social circle, but no one he’d ever associated with 
lived in such conditions. He estimated her rent was no 
more than eight hundred a month. 

Withdrawing his smartphone, he dashed off an email 
to his brother. As part of the business agreement between 
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Fairhaven Exports and Carter, Pastack, and Hayes, Nicholas 
had easy access to their basic employee information and 
could quickly provide him with the information Alexander 
wanted if he was still at the office. 

While he waited, he set a kettle on her tiny two-burner 
stove. He casually inspected the contents of her cabinets 
and her fridge. She had good taste in tea, he’d give her 
that. She liked grilled cheese sandwiches and red wine. He 
filled two tea balls with Fortnum & Mason Queen Anne tea 
and set them in mismatched mugs. One of the handles was 
chipped. The kettle hummed, then whistled. He filled the 
mugs with hot water and glanced at his watch. Two min-
utes to steep. 

The floral aroma wafted up and surrounded him, filling 
the small kitchen. His phone buzzed in his pocket. Nicholas. 
Carter, Pastack, and Hayes employed two dozen accoun-
tants in their pool. Elizabeth Bennett had worked for them 
for five years. Her salary was sixty thousand a year, barely 
enough to live in Boston. But she was Harvard educated. 
Thirty-two years old. 

 “You’re still here.” A dry Elizabeth Bennett emerged 
from the bedroom. She’d dressed in a pair of ill-fitting gray 
fleece pants and an oversized green sweatshirt. She prob-
ably thought the clothing hid her figure, but in fact, it 
enhanced it. Her breasts would be heavy in his hands, but 
they were not overly large. She had a small waist, which 
gave way to the generous curve of her hips and long legs. 
He’d caught a glimpse of them in the limo. Perhaps she was 
a runner. Fit, in every sense of the word. He allowed him-
self a self-indulgent smile at the double entendre. Her 
hair was dry and secure in a knot at the back of her head. 
She wore no makeup. She had high cheekbones, dark blue 
eyes, and hair the color of spun gold. Her feet were encased 
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in thick gray socks and she hugged herself tightly. A small 
scar bisected her right eyebrow.

“Sit down,” Alexander said. 
He tended the tea until the steep time came to an end, 

withdrew the tea balls, set them on a saucer, and brought 
the mugs to where she sat on a threadbare sofa, watching 
him warily. 

“I hope you do not mind. I took the liberty. I am sorry to 
say that you are now out of tea.” He lifted his mug in a small 
toast and she nodded. 

“I know.” Her tone was bitter and resentful. He could 
read her body language easily—the defensive set of her 
shoulders, the furrow between her brows, and the tiny 
lines around her lips. This woman was expressive though 
he’d bet she thought she gave away nothing. “Why did 
you stay?” 

“You are quite direct, Elizabeth.” 
“People call me Lizzie.” 
“I prefer Elizabeth. It suits you better. Does it bother 

you?” He lifted a brow, challenging her. 
She dropped her eyes to the cup and the tiny quirk of 

her lip gave everything away. “No.” 
An honest answer. In fact, she liked the use of her full 

name. He filed that information away for later. He’d already 
decided he was going to need it. 

“What will you do now? Your position?” He sipped the 
light, fragrant tea. At thirty-five-years-old, he’d accom-
plished more than most twice his age, but yet he was 
bored. He crossed his legs casually, watching Elizabeth. She 
fascinated him. The insipid women who moved in his usual 
circles held no sway. They’d fuck him if he did nothing more 
than nod in their direction, but it had been years since he’d 
found a woman who aroused his more unconventional 
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desires and was willing to sate them. Or held his interest 
for more than a single date. Elizabeth Bennett was born to 
fill that role. Spirited, with a strong vein of sexual submis-
sion running through her. He wondered if she even realized it. 

“I don’t know. No one’s going to hire me a week before 
Thanksgiving. The busy season doesn’t start for another 
two months. I’ll hold out until then. Find somewhere to 
volunteer through the holidays while I look for work.” She 
hunched her shoulders, losing the fight she’d displayed 
ever since she’d fallen over his feet outside that pitiful 
company. 

Alexander drained the last of his tea and he returned the 
cup to her kitchen. Elizabeth didn’t move from the couch. 
He stood over her, pinning her with his eyes. Would she 
look away? No. She wouldn’t. A smile tugged at his lips, 
but he schooled his face into a stern mask. Withdrawing 
a gold case from his jacket, he thumbed the clasp and 
removed a single business card, setting it on the small 
table in front of her. 

“It was a pleasure to meet you, Elizabeth. If there is any-
thing I can do for you while you look for work, please do 
not hesitate to ring me.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Fairhaven. I’m grateful for your assis-
tance today. I’m afraid you did not see me at my best.” She 
climbed from the couch and held out her hand. 

Alexander took her slender, delicate fingers and brushed 
a kiss over her knuckles. “You will call me Alexander or if 
you must, sir. Nothing else.” 

Her lower lip was caught between her teeth and she 
wasn’t breathing. What would she do? In truth, he did not 
enjoy being called sir. But if she used it, he would know his 
suspicions were correct. 

“Elizabeth, did you hear me?” 
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“Yes, sir.” 
Alexander smiled. Yes, she was certainly intriguing. “I 

hope to see you again soon, Elizabeth. Lock the door 
after me.” 

He waited in the hall until he heard the rasp of the tum-
blers. The lock was a joke. He could kick the door in with 
no effort at all and if he applied himself, he could prob-
ably pick the lock in under five minutes. He hadn’t spent 
all of his youth studying or playing rugby. Most boarding 
school brats learned how to nick a bit of the headmaster’s 
Scotch before they left school. But at least the outer door of 
Elizabeth’s building was secured with a code. He eschewed 
the rickety elevator and jogged down the four flights of 
stairs. Thomas, with his eerie sixth sense where Alexander 
was concerned, waited on the stoop with the umbrella at 
the ready.

“Where to, sir?” Thomas asked. 
“Home. I have some serious thinking to do.” Alexander 

smiled. Serious thinking indeed. 



Two
Alexander tossed and turned half the night. He’d thought 
of her the entire way home, all through dinner, and had 
scarcely been able to concentrate on the movie he’d thrown 
on while he perused his schedule for the rest of the week. 
Elizabeth Bennett had captured his interest. The way she’d 
submitted to him, almost immediately, had made his 
heart quicken and his cock harden uncomfortably. This 
woman recognized the Dom within him, but unlike some 
of the women he’d played with in the past, there was a 
quiet strength to her. She had a backbone that had shown 
through her submission. She could and would stand up for 
herself—at least outside the bedroom. She’d tried when 
they’d sacked her—or so she’d said. He’d bet a chunk of his 
sizable fortune that she was not responsible for that cock up. 
There was something about her indignation. There had been 
no deception in her assertion of her photographic memory. 

Alexander was used to reading people. As CEO of 
Fairhaven Charities, he was responsible for appropriating 
vast amounts of money for deserving recipients. Applicants 
came out of the woodwork every day and many were not 
worth the paper the applications were printed on. Along 
with his charitable foundation, he also oversaw the British 
arm of the conglomerate, traveling back and forth across 
the pond every month. He had another trip in three days 
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that would extend through Thanksgiving. Bloody inconve-
nient timing. 

Their chance encounter played like a movie in his head. 
He’d been on his way back from a meeting with the One 
Fund, the charity established in the wake of the marathon 
bombings. He’d noticed her immediately. Her face was red 
and splotchy and the box was clutched tightly to her chest. 
Golden curls tumbled down her back as she’d glanced up 
at the sky apprehensively from under the awning. He’d 
headed towards her, intending to offer his umbrella, but 
she’d veered out onto the sidewalk as the drizzle turned 
into a torrential downpour. He hadn’t been able to move 
fast enough to save her from falling. 

“I don’t get into cars with strange men. Not even rich 
and famous ones who save my wallet.” Her voice was spun 
honey, sultry and smooth. He wanted to hear her scream-
ing his name in ecstasy.  

The thick black satin sheets whispered over his naked 
body and his hardening cock. He stretched out an arm and 
snagged his Piaget watch from the nightstand. Four-thirty 
in the morning. Good enough. Another few minutes fanta-
sizing about her voice or her body and he’d have to take a 
cold shower. 

He rolled out of bed and tugged on a pair of running 
shorts. Ten minutes later, he was downstairs in his per-
sonal gym. He programed a high energy music mix and ran 
through a long set of free weights, some Pilates, and ended 
with a six mile run. By the time he checked the clock, it 
was close to seven. He was dripping with sweat and totally 
spent, but his mind was still on Elizabeth. 

He’d need that cold shower after all. 

mn
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At precisely 9 a.m., Alexander reclined in his chair on 
his top floor office overlooking the Charles River. Ankles 
crossed, he rested his heels on the dark walnut desk. He 
glanced down at his watch. “Three. Two. One.”

His brother Nicholas burst into the room. “Alex, what 
the fuck were you thinking?”

Alexander chuckled. “You saw the morning papers?” 
“Eight million dollars in one donation? Are you a proper 

dolt? Do you care nothing about the future of this com-
pany?” His brother was his opposite in every way. Where 
Alexander was tall, broad, and dark, Nicholas was blond 
and thin. He took after Mother while Alexander took after 
their late father. 

“Eight million won’t even give the board heartburn. You 
lost half that much gambling last year alone. And it will pay 
for the cancer treatments for at least fifteen children. The 
Jimmy Fund is the best charity in the city. Before Father 
died, he told me to make sure this company never sold its 
soul. I’m trying to keep his spirit alive.” 

“I feel as if you are trying to buy its soul back at a fifty 
percent markup with how much you’ve given away this 
year.” Nicholas narrowed his blue eyes at his brother. “Are 
you ill? You look terrible.” 

Alexander rubbed his hands over his face. “Bugger off, 
Nicholas.” 

“Up late partying?” 
Nicholas had come to the United States at only twelve-

years-old with their father. Alexander had remained in 
England with their mother until he was twenty. He’d at-
tended Yale, majoring in business after a two-year stint in 
the Royal Army. He had avoided the family business until 
his late twenties. When their father had been diagnosed 
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with lung cancer seven years ago, he’d agreed to take a po-
sition as co-chairman of the board at Fairhaven Exports and 
CEO and President of Fairhaven Charities and Fairhaven 
Limited in London. Nicholas ran the day-to-day operations 
of Fairhaven Exports. He and Alexander, forty and thirty-
five respectively, were the two youngest members of the 
Forbes 400 Top Ten List, despite his brother’s penchant for 
betting on horses and poor luck at the tables. 

“Hardly.” 
Nicholas dropped into a chair across from Alexander. 

“Then what is it, man?”
Alexander’s gaze returned to the window, to Elizabeth’s 

tiny flat across the river towards the south. He shook his 
head. Why did he know exactly where she was? That wasn’t 
normal. Not after one encounter that barely lasted an hour.

“Your vulgar Americanized English offends me. As does 
your insistence on prying into my affairs.” 

“Does it have anything to do with the name you asked me 
to look up last night?” Nicholas leaned forward. “Elizabeth 
Something-Or-Other?” 

“Bennett,” Alexander answered without thinking. 
“Oh, so it does!” Nicholas clapped his hands. “Who is 

she? And how did you meet the bird?” 
“It’s none of your bloody business. Don’t you have a 

meeting to attend? I’m off to the Jimmy Fund in an hour 
and then I’ve got lunch with the owners of the Red Sox and 
several players. A perk of the donation, it seems. I sup-
pose I should be grateful that Father was such a baseball 
fan. Otherwise I never would have seen the 2004 season.” 
Alexander tapped a few keys on his laptop. He raised a 
brow at his brother. “That is your cue to clear off, Nicholas. 
But answer me this. Will you be returning to England for 
Mother’s holiday extravaganza on Sunday?” 
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“Adequate deflection, Alex. But believe me. I will find out 
what you’re hiding. Perhaps I’ll go find Elizabeth Bennett 
myself. See what all the fuss is about.” He grinned. 

Alexander saw red. He bolted around his desk in a single 
breath and hauled his brother to his feet. “If you so much 
as run her social security number, I will tell Mother that I 
had to bail you out of jail last year after you got pissed at 
the Celtics game and fell onto the court.” Alexander’s voice 
was practically a growl. He was using his best Dom voice, 
but his brother, though small, was a Master in the bedroom 
and could hold his own. 

Nicholas threw up his hands. “Calm down. You had me 
look her up last night, remember? If she’s hands off, I’ll 
respect that.” 

“She’s hands off.” 
“Okay. You got it. You won’t tell Mother, right? It will ruin 

her ball,” Nicholas pleaded. 
Alexander inclined his head. “No. I will not. Go back to 

your tower, Nicholas. I will see you soon.” 
When he was alone again, Alexander turned to his 

computer. Anyone who ran a multi-billion dollar com-
pany had access to data the average American couldn’t 
possibly envision. If he’d wanted to, he could have ruined 
many a career with the information at his fingertips. 
Only his moral code and a firm belief in his father’s core 
values kept him from abusing this power. Alexander en-
tered Elizabeth Bennett’s name and address into their 
HR software and waited impatiently for the background 
check to arrive in his inbox. It was unethical, but he 
couldn’t help himself. He took three phone calls and two 
dozen emails before he got the information he’d been 
looking for. 
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Elizabeth Bennett
Thirty-two years old 
Born in Seattle, Washington to Avery and Mark Bennett, 

owners of Bennett Pharmaceuticals
Moved to Boston in 2009 and took a job with Carter, 

Pastack, and Hayes as a mid-level accountant
Promoted to senior accountant in 2011

Avery and Mark inherited Bennett Pharmaceuticals 
from Mark’s father, Francis Bennett. The company was 
worth fifty million dollars and employed three thousand 
people. They were one of the few companies in the 
world that manufactured gabapentin, a drug commonly 
used to treat ADHD, and atorvastatin, a cholesterol med-
ication. They also held the patent on an anti-nausea drug 
for cancer patients. The drug was obscenely expensive and 
Alexander scowled as he read the news stories surround-
ing the company including one scathing expose from an 
unnamed internal source. Widely vilified for their pric-
ing practices, they held patents with an iron fist and raised 
prices well beyond what sick patients were able to pay. 

Why had Elizabeth left their employ? Her file stated 
that she’d started working there right out of Harvard and 
had stayed for six years. She’d moved to Boston only a 
month after leaving her parents’ company, but she hadn’t 
taken her next job for two months after that.  

He could request a detailed report on Elizabeth, but 
he paused. Did he really want to learn about her through an 
impersonal file generated by one of his employees? No. He 
wanted to learn about Elizabeth Bennett from Elizabeth 
Bennett. 

mn
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Elizabeth punched in the code for her building’s outer 
door and practically collapsed into the hallway. She’d man-
aged four miles today and a light weight workout at the Y 
in the middle of the run. Not bad for someone with an extra 
twenty pounds on her five-foot-six frame. But the rain had 
soaked her to the bone and her fingers were blue. She re-
trieved her mail and climbed the stairs to her apartment. 
At the front door, a small box wrapped in gold paper sat on 
the threadbare beige carpet. She looked up and down the 
hall. No one was around. Retrieving the box, she flipped 
over a small tag sticking up from the emerald green ribbon. 

Fondly, Alexander Fairhaven
When had he come by? Or had he sent someone? A man 

as busy as he was wouldn’t have come himself. His driver 
maybe? She shrugged and unlocked her door. She was too 
cold to deal with whatever was in the box now and tossed 
it on the couch. She showered, changed into sweats, and 
curled up on her couch with River to watch Love Actually. 
Whenever she was in a rotten mood, that movie always 
seemed to do the trick. 

She wished she had a cup of tea. She’d discovered 
Fortnum & Mason the first time she was in London and 
she ordered their Queen Anne blend every three months 
from a local tea shop. But Alexander had finished off the 
last of it after he’d brought her home last night. Damn 
him. She really could use a cup now. It was obscenely 
expensive and she couldn’t justify the cost, not without 
a job. She had a modest amount invested in her parents’ 
company, but the dividends from her stock all  went 
to charity. She didn’t want to make a dime of profit off 
of the deplorable business practices her mother was 
famous for. No, her savings would have to tide her over 
until she found a new job and that meant little to no 
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frivolous spending. She’d need to cancel her Y member-
ship before too long. 

Absently, she toyed with the tag on the box. Might as 
well see what Mr. Powerful And Handsome had sent her. 
She ripped through the paper, opened the box, and 
gaped. Inside rested a handwritten card and a metal tin of 
her favorite tea. She inhaled deeply. The strong, floral scent 
calmed her nerves. That tea had the power to make her feel 
like everything was going to be okay. 

Elizabeth, my apologies for finishing the last of your tea 
and for not delivering this in person. Obligations will keep 
me in meetings all day. I would very much enjoy your 
company for coffee tomorrow morning. Perhaps 8 a.m. at 
Thinking Cup in the North End? If you decide to accept 
my invitation, kindly text me. My mobile number is on the 
card I left you. -Alexander

Elizabeth tossed the card on the couch next to her. River 
started playing with it. What did he think he was doing 
by inviting her for coffee? Men like Alexander Fairhaven 
didn’t date women like Elizabeth Bennett. That only hap-
pened in books and she’d never been one to believe in fairy 
tales. She snorted. Whatever. She’d let him buy her coffee. 
But for now, she wanted a cup of tea. 

mn

The next morning, at precisely eight, Elizabeth ran 
into Thinking Cup. The rain was incessant today, and she 
couldn’t find her umbrella. At least the coffee shop was 
only a block from the T. She tossed the soaked newspaper 
she’d used as an umbrella substitute into the trash and 
examined the room. A counter along one wall held an as-
sortment of pastries and antique-styled espresso machines. 
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Handwritten menu boards lined the back of the shop. A 
hum of conversation hung thick in the air, though all aware-
ness of the din faded when she saw him. Alexander sat in 
a dark corner with a French Press pot on the table in front 
of him. The patrons around him stared and tittered, snap-
ping surreptitious mobile phone photos and whispering. 
He tried to look casual, a smartphone in his hand and an 
untouched croissant on a plate, but the set of his shoulders 
immediately changed when he saw her. They relaxed and a 
smile broke out over his face. He stood and offered her his 
hand. “I wasn’t certain you’d come.” 

Elizabeth allowed his warmth to envelop her palm. 
“I didn’t have anything else to do this morning. My work 

schedule is a bit . . . light these days,” she said dryly. 
Alexander frowned and pulled out a chair for her. “I will 

order you coffee. May I get you a croissant as well? Or per-
haps a breakfast sandwich?” 

“All right. Bacon, egg, and cheese breakfast sandwich. 
Thank you.” 

“How do you take your coffee?” 
“Black.”
“A woman after my own heart. How refreshing.”
Elizabeth watched him walk away. His suit jacket was 

draped over the back of the chair. He wore a light gray shirt 
and dark gray pants. Everything about his dress was under-
stated elegance, although his confidence was anything but. 
His ass filled out the pants nicely. He smiled at the barista, 
asked about her morning, paid cash, and dropped a twenty 
in the tip jar. She respected that. So few people took the 
time to be courteous to baristas, waiters, and shop clerks. 
It was something Elizabeth’s father had instilled in her at 
an early age. When Alexander returned to the table with 
another press pot and mug, she tried to return his smile, 
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but couldn’t quite muster the emotion. This was a waste of 
time. Though it wasn’t as if she had anything better to do. 

“I have been thinking about you,” he said.
“Why?” 
His green eyes flashed with a dangerous glint. “Why 

not? I’m not allowed to think of an intelligent and beautiful 
woman?”

“Mist—Alexander. I’m unemployed and your suit probably 
costs more than my rent this month. You don’t know any-
thing about me. There is nothing we could possibly have 
in common.” The barista rushed over with her breakfast 
sandwich and gave Elizabeth a wink. This was a mistake. 
Nothing good could come of it. “I’m sorry. I should go.” 

“Stay.” With a single word, Alexander sent a shock of 
warmth to her core. “I cannot drink all this coffee alone 
and even if we have nothing in common but our good taste 
in tea, I believe the next hour will be more interesting than 
the rest of my day. Board meetings are my least favorite 
task. Steel me for the day with your smile, will you?” 

He depressed the plunger on her press pot. Even in a 
busy coffee shop, the fresh scent of the brew invigorated 
her. She inhaled deeply and couldn’t help her smile. 

“Now that is better. You have a lovely smile, Elizabeth. 
We will eat first, and then perhaps you will tell me how you 
came to discover Fortnum & Mason.” 

Alexander poured her coffee, then his own, and unfolded 
a paper napkin across his lap. Elizabeth did the same and 
bit into her English muffin stuffed with eggs, bacon, and a 
sharp cheddar cheese. She watched him eat, deft fingers 
tearing into the flaky pastry. His lips twitched into a half 
smile after every sip of coffee and she found that hers 
did as well. By the time she polished off the last bite 
of her sandwich, she was nearly grinning. Alexander’s 
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energy was magnetic. He had long finished his croissant, 
but said nothing. He waited for her to answer his question. 
She sat back and wiped the cornmeal from her fingers. 

“I used to travel to London and Paris every year with my 
family. I fell in love with Queen Anne ten years ago. There’s 
a tea shop on Newbury Street that carries it. It reminds me 
of all those trips. Well, the good parts of them anyway. 
The lights of the Eiffel Tower, riding the Wheel overlooking 
the Thames. I used to love to travel.” She dropped her gaze 
to her hands clasped in her lap. She didn’t like talking 
about that time in her life. Looking back didn’t help anyone.

“Used to?” he prompted. 
She cleared her throat and took another long sip of 

coffee. Her cup was empty, but Alexander filled it quickly. 
“I don’t see my family any more. We had a falling out.” 

“Is that when you left the family business?”
“Yes.” 
“Family is important, Elizabeth. They do not wish to see 

you? The holidays are fast approaching. You do not even 
visit at Christmas?” 

“No. This . . . I’m sorry. Will you excuse me for a moment?” 
Elizabeth shoved back from the table, nearly toppling over 
her chair. She couldn’t breathe. The air in the shop was too 
thick. Too hot. It pressed in on her like a blanket. Where 
was the damn bathroom in this place? 

Alexander shot up and took her arm, steadying her. 
“Elizabeth.” Her name rolled off his tongue with such a 
commanding and calm tone that she looked up into his 
sharp green eyes. “Take a deep breath. I am sorry that I 
pried. Forgive me.” 

She inhaled his spicy scent. Coffee, cloves, pine, and 
freshly cut wood. “I don’t like talking about my family,” she 
said after she managed to catch her breath. 
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“Clearly. Will you answer one more question for me 
about them?” 

“You can ask. I may or may not answer.” She allowed 
Alexander to pull out her chair again and she sat. Her hands 
shook until she shoved them under her thighs. She hadn’t 
had a panic attack in years, but between losing her job and 
Alexander’s prying questions, she was close. She took a few 
deep breaths to calm herself.  

“Why did they shut you out?”
Anger rolled over her, replacing the panic. She ground 

her teeth together for a moment and spit out her next 
words. “Do you have any idea how much it costs to manu-
facture Zofran?” 

“I do not know what Zofran is, so no.” Alexander leaned 
forward. His eyes never left her face. 

“It’s an anti-nausea drug given to chemotherapy pa-
tients. It costs six cents a pill to manufacture. For years, 
you could get ten pills for about twenty dollars. But then 
my parents’ research division developed a more effec-
tive formula. Now they charge forty dollars for each 
pill. Most insurance won’t cover more than five dollars 
of that cost. It’s outrageous. Then there’s the gabapentin. 
It’s an anti-seizure drug. If you’ve got great insurance that 
is. Otherwise, you’re shit out of luck. I’m all for making a 
profit. But make it on the Viagra. Make it on the Rogaine. 
Not on the Zofran or the gabapentin. We—” She shook 
her head. “They used to donate pills to low-cost cancer 
treatment centers for women without insurance. That all 
stopped. My father had an affair, my parents divorced, and 
it all went to hell. They still run the business together, but 
since they have to share the profits now, all they care 
about is making money.” 

“And you do not.” 
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“Money’s great. Don’t get me wrong. Speaking from one 
who doesn’t have a steady source of it right now, it’s a ne-
cessity. But my parents have enough saved up to take care 
of themselves for three full lifetimes. There’s a difference 
between making money and hoarding it. They hoard it. I 
called them on their shit, but they told me I was acting like 
a child. That I had no head for business. That I didn’t un-
derstand the finances. I’m an accountant for fuck’s sake. 
So I went to the Seattle Times and gave an anonymous in-
terview, explaining how much it costs to make all these 
drugs. The stock price collapsed. My parents were livid 
and my ex-fiancé told them it was me. They fired me, dis-
owned me, and told me they never wanted to see me again. 
So I moved as far away from them as I could and started 
fresh.” Elizabeth reached for her coffee cup, but her stom-
ach roiled. She hated talking about her family. She pushed 
the mug away. Any more and she’d throw up.

A muscle in Alexander’s jaw flexed. His palms lay flat 
on the table. “I admit that I did a bit of research on you, 
Elizabeth. The news reports about your parents’ company 
were not favorable. I was not there, of course, but you are 
right about the difference between saving and hoarding. I 
am sorry that you lost your family, but knowing why, I find 
myself even more interested in getting to know you than I 
was yesterday.” 

That wasn’t what Elizabeth expected to hear. He re-
searched her? What was she? A potential business acqui-
sition? No. She was a human being. Normal people didn’t 
research their dates. Sure, maybe they looked up their 
Facebook profile, checked out their Twitter account, but 
they didn’t research them. Anger flared again. “Am I a proj-
ect to you?”

“A project? No. Why do you ask that?”
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“I don’t appreciate being researched. Do you know 
my bank account balance now? My dress size? My credit 
rating? What about my Internet search history?” 

“Calm down, Elizabeth. I know none of those things. I 
was curious about the firm that fired you. We use them for 
some of our accounting. I asked my Human Resources de-
partment to pull a basic report on your employment with 
Carter, Pastack, and Hayes. I know you are thirty-two. A 
fact I also learned from your driver’s license. I know you 
were born in Seattle and moved here in 2009. I know when 
you started at Carter, Pastack, and Hayes. And that is it. I do 
not wish to learn of you from a report.” 

“You’re a pompous ass, Alexander. Thank you for the 
coffee and the breakfast. Enjoy your board meeting.” 
Elizabeth rose, smoothed her hands down her slacks, 
turned, and walked out the door into the storm. 

mn

Alexander stalked out of the board meeting at 6 p.m. He 
was exhausted, irritated, and his upcoming trip loomed. 
He was silent on the ride home in his limo, staring out the 
window and not seeing a thing. When the limo pulled to a 
stop, the privacy screen lowered and Thomas turned in his 
seat. “Sir, are you all right?”

The man had been a stunt driver for two years until a 
fiery crash ended his career. He’d taken a job as a chauffeur 
not long after and had driven Alexander during his first 
trip to the States. The week Alexander moved to Boston 
permanently, he looked up the young man and offered him 
a full-time position. “I’m fine, Thomas. My breakfast meet-
ing went poorly, that is all. I must leave for the airport at 
6 a.m. tomorrow. But you and the rest of the staff will have 
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five days off after that. Go see your family. Tell them you 
love them.” Knowing Elizabeth had no contact with her 
family had him yearning to see his mother’s smile and 
missing his father. 

Thomas drove off to stow the car in the space Alexander 
leased in an underground garage a few blocks away. 
Alexander took a moment to stare up at the stars. It was 
a clear and cold night and the constellation Orion stared 
back at him. Named after a hunter in Greek mythology, 
Alexander had always felt a pull towards the arrangement 
of stars. The front door opened and his household man-
ager, Samuel, cleared his throat. 

“Sir? It is freezing outside.”
Alexander turned. His two-and-a-half story American 

Foursquare style home with its wrought iron gate, brick 
façade and white wood dormer was already lit up for the 
holidays. Samuel stood in the doorway, wearing a thick 
wool coat.

Alexander climbed the stairs wearily. He needed a drink. 
He hadn’t been able to concentrate properly all day. His 
thoughts continually turned to Elizabeth and her dismissal 
of him. “Apologies, Samuel. It has been a day. Once you’ve 
set out my luggage, take the rest of the evening off.”

“It’s already done, sir.”
Upstairs in his suite, Alexander stripped on the way 

to the custom river-rock, walk-in shower. The house was 
largely original, dating back a century, but he’d insisted on 
gutting the bathroom and bedroom when he’d purchased 
it four years ago. This was his personal sanctuary. Four 
showerheads massaged his body. The hot water sluiced 
down his well-muscled back and he braced his head on 
his forearms against the wall. After Elizabeth’s indignant 
departure at the Thinking Cup, he’d tried to focus on his 
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work, but he’d failed miserably. She wanted nothing to 
do with him. Why couldn’t he get her out of his mind? 
Because she’s beautiful, smart, and unbearably sad. That 
body. That spark of strength.

His cock sprang to life under the heat of his thoughts. 
His balls hung heavy and smooth. He’d undergone laser 
hair removal a dozen years ago, preferring nothing be-
tween him and the women he chose to play with. But he 
hadn’t had more than a passing fling in recent memory. 
Every woman he’d dominated or tried to dominate had 
left him unfulfilled. Since he’d moved to Boston, a single 
arch of his brow or a smile could entice a woman, but they 
were all interested in one thing. Bedding a billionaire. 
Few were adventurous enough to put themselves in his 
silks and those that were always seemed to treat their play 
like a game, not the true submission he craved.

He spilled lube into his hand and wrapped his fist 
around the hardening flesh. The thought of her luscious 
lips drove him on. Alexander ran his fingers over the thick 
vein on the underside of his cock. His hips took on a 
mind of their own as thoughts of Elizabeth consumed 
him. The brilliance of her smile, the light in her eyes when 
she’d taken a sip of coffee, and even t h e  i n d i g n a t i o n 
when he’d told her he’d researched her. Everything 
about the woman fascinated him. Her voice, saying his 
name: “Alexander.” He imagined her moaning it ,  blindfold-
ed, her slender wrists confined in his silk restraints. 
“Alexander, please. Alexander, fuck me.” 

He wanted her begging for release. He wanted to 
give it to her; he wanted her screaming his name. His fist 
clenched, his hips drove harder, and when his balls tight-
ened, he groaned her name as his load hit the polished 
rock wall of the shower. 
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He’d not fantasized about a woman in years. Not 
a specific woman anyway. A woman’s body, perhaps. 
Breasts, pink from his silk and suede flogger, buttocks 
reddened from his hand, nipples held in his clamps with 
black silk tassels. He favored silk, as the sensual texture 
enhanced a woman’s pleasure. He cared little for his own 
release. He took his pleasure from a woman’s submission. 
He always came, of course, but long after his subs had 
given up multiple orgasms. He wanted Elizabeth in his 
silks. He angled one of the shower heads to the wall, wash-
ing away his semen. 

A bit of his tension released, he toweled off and 
flopped down naked on his bed. He had her number. He 
had to contact her. 

Elizabeth, my apologies for this morning. I was curious 
about you. I suppose I could have stalked your Facebook 
page—assuming you have one. But that’s too personal. 

He ran out of characters and swore. 

I merely wanted to know a bit about you. A starting point 
for more. I was wrong. Please forgive the cock-up.

He set the phone down once the message disappeared, 
but he kept picking it up again as he went about his eve-
ning. It wasn’t until nearly eleven, after he’d packed, dined 
on a light dinner of sea scallops and kale, undressed, and 
climbed naked into bed that his phone buzzed. 

Thank you. It was rude of me to storm out. 
You were wrong, but so was I. I’m sorry.

He grinned. It was something. 

What is your favorite color? 
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Purple. What an odd question. But fine. I’ll 
play your game for a moment. Yours? 

Blue. I said I wanted to get to know you. How else 
do you propose I do so? Night owl or early bird? 

Early bi taew ho;aier wafsd vho;x 

Elizabeth? What is wrong? Answer me quickly, please. 

Sorry. My kettle went off and while I was in the 
kitchen, River played with my phone. 

Alexander sat up in bed. Who the hell was River? A 
child? The text had been gibberish. His fingers fumbled 
with his next message. He typed and erased three replies 
before deciding on something simple.

River? 

My cat. River Song. 

He laughed with relief. Doctor Who? Everything he 
learned about her left him hungry for more. His eyes 
were gritty and tired, and the clock tormented him. 

I must sleep now. I’m up at five. May I text you 
tomorrow night? I will be in England for a few days, 
but I would like to continue to get to know you. 

Why? 

Because you have a spark about you, Elizabeth. And I 
wish to see how bright it burns. Sleep well, chérie.  
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Good night, Alexander.  

He fell asleep with a smile on his face. 



Three
Elizabeth couldn’t concentrate on her book. It was late, 
and she was tucked in bed with River curled up next to her. 
She’d applied for three jobs today, gone for a run, cleaned 
her small apartment, and put in two hours down at the 
food bank. She was exhausted. It was after eleven. She was 
usually asleep by now, but she’d stayed up past midnight 
exchanging text messages with Alexander Fairhaven the 
previous night and he’d asked her if he could text her again 
tonight. But so far, not a single text. 

She had received three calls from her former employer. 
They wanted her to come in on Friday for an exit inter-
view. She’d politely declined them the first time, and 
they’d called twice more, leaving terse messages that left 
her cold. Harry Carter wanted nothing to do with her—he’d 
made that abundantly clear when he’d fired her—but ap-
parently Leonard Hayes felt differently. It didn’t matter. 
She wouldn’t give them the time of day.

“I don’t know why I’m still up, sweetie. There’s no point 
in starting anything with that man. He’ll only drop me 
like a hot potato when someone more interesting comes 
around.” She scratched River behind her orange ears. The 
cat rolled over and exposed her belly, begging for more. “At 
least you love me.” 

Elizabeth hadn’t dated anyone in over a year. She’d been 
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desperate to prove herself at her job and that had left little 
time for anything. Friendships, romance, and even her pas-
sion for cooking had suffered. The one benefit had been 
that she’d lost at least twenty of her extra forty pounds. 
Not eating regular meals would do that to a woman. And 
she’d discovered her love of running. It was the only way to 
reliably beat the stress. Well, the only way available to her 
without a man in her life. She yanked open the nightstand 
drawer. Her vibrator sat in the neatly ordered space, next 
to a box of old condoms, a silk blindfold she’d bought on a 
whim and never used, and a small tube of lube. 

She was about to reach for the vibrator when her 
phone buzzed. 

What are you doing tonight, Elizabeth?  

Her heart skipped a beat. Her face flushed and she 
slammed the drawer shut, vibrator forgotten. 

Reading. It’s late. I was about to turn out the light. 

I am sorry. It was a terrible flight. I’ve made this trip 
for years and never encountered such turbulence. 
I went to bed ill. What are you reading? 

Principles of Forensic Accounting. 

For the love of God, why?  

Elizabeth didn’t want to explain. Not in short mes-
sages. Plus, she didn’t want Alexander involved with her 
employment issues. Fairhaven Exports used CPH for their 
accounting. It hadn’t been her account, thank God, but if 
he got wind of her suspicions, he’d have to investigate and 
that wouldn’t lead anywhere good. Maybe she had made a 
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mistake. No, that wasn’t it. She knew she hadn’t. This after-
noon, she’d sat down at her computer and opened Excel. 
An hour later, she’d reconstructed most of the data from 
the Museum of Contemporary Art’s tax return, one of the 
returns she’d been accused of screwing up. The numbers 
came to her automatically, her fingers flying over the key-
board. By the time she was done, she’d known. Someone 
else at CPH had altered those returns. Not her. Now she had 
to decide what to do with this knowledge.

Elizabeth? 

I’m trying to keep my skills current.  

It has been less than a week since you were 
sacked. I do not believe you need a refresher 
course already. You were well educated, yes? 

Harvard.   

Yale here. You did not make a mistake, did you? 

I don’t want to talk about this. 

Is there anything I can do? My brother’s division 
of the company uses CPH. I could speak with 
him. He might know one of the partners. 

No. I’m tired now, Alexander. I have to be 
up early. I’m spending the day at the soup 

kitchen in the North End tomorrow. 

Happy Thanksgiving, Elizabeth. I am sorry 
we did not have more time to chat tonight. 
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I find myself missing your company. 

You haven’t had the pleasure of my company 
enough to miss it. Good night.  

Elizabeth turned off the light and closed her eyes. 
Despite Alexander’s forward and presumptive nature, she 
felt badly about her rudeness. He seemed to bring it out in 
her. She reached for her phone and sent one last message. 

Happy Thanksgiving, Alexander. 

And then after tossing and turning for half an hour, she 
sent another one. 

I’ll chat with you tomorrow? 

She held the phone close to her chest until his reply 
came in. 

Yes. Without a doubt. Sleep well, chérie.

 

mn

On Friday morning, Benny Hedgeman, a representative 
from the Red Sox, her biggest client, called her to discuss 
the work she’d done for them the previous year.

 “I’m sorry, Mr. Hedgeman. I’m no longer employed by 
CPH.” She fought to unclench her jaw. She’d carried around 
a near-constant headache for the past three days. 

“I’m well aware of that. Larry Lucchino has tasked me 
with figuring out just how these mistakes happened. We 
were always quite pleased with your work. Larry in par-
ticular. He spoke highly of you and mentioned that you had 
a photographic memory?” 
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“Um, yes. I do. But that doesn’t mean I know what hap-
pened. I suggest you contact CPH.”

“We did that. They blamed you,” he said matter-of-factly.
“So you’re calling to what? Yell at me? Get ammunition 

for a lawsuit against me? I’m not interested.” She pulled the 
phone from her ear. 

“Wait! No. Larry has a fax you sent him two years ago 
with preliminary numbers. Do you remember that fax?”

Elizabeth dropped the phone. Oh God. She retrieved it from 
under the sofa and tucked it between her shoulder and ear. 
“Hang on, Mr. Hedgeman. Give me two minutes.” She grabbed 
a pad of paper and a pen and closed her eyes. Numbers floated 
in her vision. Thousands. Millions. Salaries, deductions, 
charitable contributions, depreciation, and insurance. Line 
by line she recreated the numbers. “What’s the bottom line of 
that fax? The estimated tax owed?” 

“Twenty-three million, four hundred and sixty-two 
thousand.” 

“And how much did you pay CPH? Not counting their 
fees?” Her stomach twisted into a knot. She’d seen the file 
on Carter’s desk. She knew exactly how much they’d sup-
posedly paid. 

“Twenty-six million and change. What I need to know, 
Miss Bennett, is where the mistake happened. The IRS has 
a six-week turnaround time for information requests—if 
we’re lucky. Our independent audit suggests we owed a 
sum much closer to your fax than the final return. All Larry 
and John Henry want to know is whether another set of 
hands touched our return besides yours.” 

“I can’t answer that, Mr. Hedgeman. I’m under a strict 
confidentiality clause. It binds me for five years after my 
employment ends. Believe me, I wish I could. Please tell Mr. 
Lucchino that I’m sorry.” 
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Her hands shook as she set down the phone. Every 
return at CPH went to one of the three partners before it 
was sent to the client. When she’d sent the Red Sox return 
to the partners two years ago, their tax owed was within 
five thousand dollars of the preliminary fax she’d sent to 
their offices. Most clients didn’t ask for interim numbers, 
but Larry was a little OCD and had demanded them her 
first year on their account. 

Something happened to those returns. Something that 
wasn’t her fault. But who was responsible? One of the part-
ners? Someone else in the office? And what the heck could 
she do about it now?

She didn’t have any answers that night when Alexander 
texted her. Elizabeth found herself laughing more with him 
than she felt she had right to given her concerns over her 
former employer. They’d texted every night for hours since 
he apologized. She slipped into bed with her phone and 
grinned as she typed out a reply.  

Why are you up so early on a Saturday morning? 

There is no rest for me here, Elizabeth. My employees get 
weekends off. I often do not. Though if I am successful 
this week, I might have more free time soon. 

Alexander told her he was bored out of his mind with 
his meetings. He was interviewing for someone to handle 
the day-to-day operations of the London office and had 
found no one suitable. He was tired of dividing his time be-
tween two continents. He asked for her advice more than 
once, which she found odd. What did she know about his 
business?

Who would you hire? The woman with the string of successful 
companies under her belt who claims to want a new 
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challenge? Or the man who retired as the COO of British 
Airways and decided he was too bored to stop working? 

I haven’t met them or seen their resumes. But 
the woman would be my gut. If the man changed 

his mind once, he could do it again.  

That was my assessment as well. Thank 
you. How was your day? 

She didn’t know what to say to him. Awful? Frightening? 
Stressful? 

I’ve had better. 

What’s wrong? Can I help? 

No. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything. 
Don’t you have your mother’s party tonight? 

I do. Nicholas arrived late last night. Mother is 
thrilled. The two of us haven’t been home together 
in three years. He is staying at the house.  

You’re not? 

Bloody hell, no. I love Mother dearly, but she’d drive 
me mad if I had to spend every moment with her. 
Poor Nicholas. I hope he survives until the party. 

A sudden pang of jealousy hit her. She never thought to ask. 
Did he have a date for the party? She wasn’t sure she wanted 
to know. It was well after one in the morning before he bid 
her goodnight. She didn’t think she’d sleep a wink wondering 
about his social life, but he texted her one last time. 
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I will miss you tonight, Elizabeth.  

mn

Saturday morning, she went out for her customary five-
mile loop along the Esplanade. The air was crisp and cold. A 
thin layer of ice covered the grass at the edges of the path. 
It was early, and she met a few joggers exhaling matching 
white clouds from their chapped lips as they hurried over 
the Boston University Bridge. Running typically freed 
her from the chains of stress that wound around her life, 
but today, not even the adrenaline helped. She barely no-
ticed the sun glinting off the water and the sparkling icicles 
hanging from the taller trees.

By the time she turned onto Hollander Street, her cheeks 
were numb. A block from her apartment, a man called out 
to her. “Miss Bennett, a moment of your time.” 

She skidded to a halt. The man was tall and broad with 
a pock-marked face and cold black eyes. Her hand fingered 
the panic button on her running watch. “Who are you?”

“Salvador Perez. I work for Carter, Pastack, and Hayes. 
Leonard Hayes would like you to come in for an exit inter-
view. The legal department has copies of the non-disclosure 
you signed when you started that you are to review in front 
of them, to be certain you are not divulging company se-
crets. There are also several post-employment agreements 
they’d like you to sign. If you do so, you’ll be given a small 
severance package.” 

“Are you following me?” she demanded. 
“Your address was in your employment records, Miss 

Bennett. I was waiting for you to emerge, yes.”
“I’d like you to leave. I’m well aware of my non-disclosure 

agreement. I haven’t—and won’t—violate it.” 
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“You spoke to Larry Lucchino.” Perez took a step closer 
to her. 

“Get the hell away from me before I call the police. I 
didn’t speak to Larry. I spoke to someone in his organiza-
tion and told them if they had any questions, they should 
call the office because I couldn’t tell them anything—ex-
actly what my non-disclosure agreement requires me to 
do. I’m under no obligation to go in and I have nothing else 
to say to Carter, Pastack, or Hayes. I’m trying to move on 
with my life and no severance package is worth going back 
to that place.” She sprinted towards her building, and was 
relieved when she tossed a quick glance behind her and 
saw Perez on his phone. He made no move to follow her 
and she didn’t see him when she peeked out her window a 
few minutes later. 

After a shower and a quick snack, she returned to her 
work.  She was nearly done recreating the Red Sox tax 
ret u r n s  for 2011. The snow started to fall around mid-
afternoon, but she barely noticed. Her back ached. The 
tension behind her eyes spurred her on. After dinner, 
she brought her laptop to bed. She was surrounded by tax 
forms that she’d printed out from the Internet and filled 
in from memory. She’d checked and rechecked the math 
and she knew that she’d filled out the returns correctly in 
the first place. It hadn’t been her mistake. At least not 
when it came to the Red Sox. So why had they paid more 
than three million extra in taxes? She was so distracted 
by the numbers that she didn’t see the caller ID when 
she answered the phone. 

“Hello?”
“Elizabeth. I have missed hearing your voice.” 

Alexander’s deep tones sounded odd, echoing over the 
line, but the joy in his voice was hard to mistake. 
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“Oh, hi. Are you still in London? You sound so far away.” 
“As do you, chérie. But not physically. You are distracted. 

Another book?” 
“No, I’m—” This wasn’t his concern. If he knew, he’d 

interfere. Rich and powerful men were like that, she’d 
learned long ago. Her father never could leave well enough 
alone either. “It’s nothing. It was a long day.” 

“What did you do? And, if you would indulge me, are 
you in bed?” 

“Excuse me?” 
Alexander cleared his throat. “It is 7 a.m. here, Elizabeth. 

I am sitting here in my hotel room after another sleepless 
night aching to know what you are doing. What you are 
wearing. Anything about you. I cannot stop thinking 
about you.” 

“Alexander, we can’t do this. I’m . . . what I mean to say 
is that . . . shit. Men like you don’t date women like me. You 
shouldn’t be thinking about me at all.” 

“Women like what? Intelligent? Witty? Am I some sort 
of cretin? An ogre with such poor manners that I would 
embarrass you at dinner?”

“No, but I’ve been in your type of social circle before. 
Long ago. You need someone who’ll stand up to scrutiny in 
the press. Someone who doesn’t live on Hollander Street 
and shop at Goodwill. Regardless of my former station in 
life, right now I don’t have a job and my bank account is 
hemorrhaging.” And I’m involved in a sticky situation with 
your accounting firm.

“I do not care what your financial situation is,” he snapped. 
His voice softened. “That came out wrong. I care very 
deeply that you are struggling, Elizabeth. But not for the 
reasons you believe. Do you know how long it has been 
since I found a woman I could converse intelligently with? 
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A woman who did not want me only for my bank account? 
My position in life?” 

“I don’t know. The society pages aren’t my home. They’re 
yours. Didn’t you date Pippa for a time? How am I supposed 
to follow that?”

“You don’t have to. Pippa is a dolt and a bore. I did ac-
company her to the theater once at my mother’s urging, The 
Book of Mormon, but Pippa found it offensive and boring. I 
thought it was hilarious. Nary a peck passed between us.”

“You don’t have to justify yourself to me, Alexander. I’ve 
no claim on you.” She didn’t want to hear about his dates, 
whether they were innocuous or salacious. 

“Bugger it. Can we simply chat? I have several social 
obligations this morning, none of which promise to offer 
me anything stimulating in the way of conversation. Being 
needled by my mother’s old bitty friends is not my idea 
of a rousing good time. I hoped you would provide a bright 
spot in my day. A bit of sunlight amid all of this dreary rain 
we are having in London. And I hoped that you would agree 
to have lunch with me on Monday when I return.”

“It’s not a good idea,” she said quietly. 
“Lunch is almost always a good idea.” 
Elizabeth couldn’t stop herself from laughing at the 

matter-of-fact tone he’d used. “Touché. Skipping meals is 
often a necessity, but never a good idea. Still, what are you 
expecting from me?” 

He deflected. “I enjoy hearing you laugh. Will you stay 
up for a bit? I realize it is late there.” 

“I don’t have a job. There isn’t exactly a reason for me to 
get up early in the morning. Why will your mother’s friends 
needle you?”

“Because I am thirty-five-years-old and have not had a 
relationship that lasted more than three dates in almost a 
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decade. My mother is nearly eighty-four now and she feels 
as if she is entitled to a grandchild. Neither my brother nor 
I are inclined to give her one.” 

“Your brother is older?” She set aside her laptop. River 
had taken residence on the piles of papers she’d been 
working on. Elizabeth slid down so she was curled on her 
side and laid the phone on her ear. The cat rolled over 
and purred.

“Yes. He just turned forty. We both have certain . . . un-
conventional requirements in a partner. Nicholas needs a 
woman with an extreme submissive nature. He lives his life 
as a Master. You know what that is, yes?”

“You’re talking about BDSM.” Something in Elizabeth’s 
core warmed at the thought, but she didn’t know why. She’d 
always preferred her sex vanilla and quick. Orgasms were 
nice, but they were messy and usually left her wanting. 

“Yes. But while Nicholas wants a complete power ex-
change, I do not. I prefer a true partner. One who enjoys my 
silks, the tools I use as a Dom—for I am one as well—but 
who does not wish me in control of her life outside of the 
bedroom. Only her sexual satisfaction.” His voice oozed heat 
and Elizabeth squirmed under her cheap cotton sheets. 

“Oh.” 
“Does this frighten you, Elizabeth?”
“No. Because I’m not the one for you. I’m not a submis-

sive, Alexander. I’ve thought that it might be fun to be 
blindfolded once or twice, but that’s as far as I’d ever 
take it.” 

“You are indeed a submissive, chérie. I knew it the very 
first time I spoke to you. When I return . . . I will show you 
the truth of your nature, if you will allow it. I admit that the 
vision of you in my silks has haunted my dreams each 
night since we met. Perhaps this is why I have not slept.” 
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He sounded amused. A knock echoed through the phone. 
“I will be a moment, Elizabeth. I believe my breakfast has 
arrived.” 

Elizabeth hung up on him. How dare he? She was no 
one’s plaything or wet dream. Especially not his. She fired 
off a quick text. 

I’m not yours, Alexander. If you’d like to ‘chat’ as 
friends, that’s one thing, but nothing will ever come 

of it. No more talk of sex, or submissives, or whatever 
the hell your silks are. And stop fantasizing about 

me when you jerk off. I’m going to bed now. 

The phone rang again immediately, but Elizabeth sent it 
to voice mail. Two more texts came through. 

Please do not deny me the only light I have had in my 
days, Elizabeth. Your voice, your wit, your sense of humor.  

I am sorry that I have offended you. You unsettle 
me. A feeling I am quite unused to.   

She turned the phone off completely.



Four
Alexander spent the whole day cursing his honesty. He 
wanted Elizabeth like he had wanted no other woman 
before. But despite his desire to see her lovingly restrained 
in his silks, he wanted her mind even more. She was smart, 
funny, and unassuming. She said what she meant, not what 
he wanted to hear. His mother was insufferably nosy as 
usual, but as he spent too little time with her these days, 
he put up with her incessant questions, her demands for a 
grandchild, and her judgment over his desire to turn over 
the reins of the London office to someone else. He couldn’t 
wait to return to Boston, if for no other reason than he would 
be in the same city as this delightful, infuriating, and beau-
tiful woman he’d found himself taken with. 

“You are distracted, Alexander,” his mother chided after 
the third time he’d asked her to repeat herself. 

Heat crept up his neck and flushed his cheeks. Suddenly 
he was ten-years-old again. Only his mother could bring 
about that reaction. “Apologies. Please forgive me. What 
did you ask me?”

“I asked about your bird. She must be quite a woman 
to put you in such a state.” His mother’s blue eyes danced 
under her wrinkled brows. She might’ve been getting up 
there in years, but her mind was as sharp as a tack. She 
sipped her tea from a delicate china cup. Rain, as dark as 
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his mood, streamed down the expanse of windows in her 
parlor.

“She’s brilliant. Harvard-educated, beautiful. And com-
pletely maddening. She refuses to believe I could be inter-
ested in her. I intend to prove it to her when I get back.” 
Alexander ran a hand through his wavy black hair. He shook 
his head. “Her name is Elizabeth.” 

“Does she know what you need in a lover?” 
“Mother!” The last thing he wanted to do was discuss his 

bedroom proclivities with his mother. 
“Your lifestyle hasn’t been a secret for some time. Nor 

has your brother’s. I do not care what either of you do in 
the bedroom as long as it doesn’t besmirch my name or our 
company. But you did not answer my question.”

“She knows a bit. But this discussion is premature. We’ve 
not been on a single successful date.” 

“Well, get on it then.”
“Yes, mother. I intend to.”  
He was too exhausted when he arrived back in Boston 

to contact Elizabeth. He wanted to, with all his heart, but 
given her last text message, he needed to be well rested 
before he called her again. He could not afford to make one 
more misstep with her. He knew she was submissive. He 
knew it as well as he knew his own name, but he also knew 
that she’d cut off all contact with him if he wasn’t careful. 

Alexander left his bags with Samuel—his household 
manager—climbed the stairs with a glass of single malt, 
and stripped off his clothes, tossing them in the hamper. 
Naked, he stood in front of his cabinet. He had all of his 
preferred toys stored here. The suede flogger with a silk 
wrapped handle, the nipple clamps with a woven silk rope 
connecting them, the silk wrist and ankle restraints, sev-
eral blindfolds, and flannel-filled silk blankets. On the top 
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shelf, he stored bottles of water and bars of chocolate. He 
wanted Elizabeth Bennett in his silks and he would do any-
thing to see that vision come true. 

He flipped through his emails while brushing his teeth. 
He grinned. Oh yes. This would do. He climbed into bed and 
closed his eyes. Elizabeth’s lovely face floated behind his 
lids. He needed one more chance. 

 
mn

Thomas drove him to Elizabeth’s neighborhood late the 
next morning. The harsh tone of her buzzer set him further 
on edge. 

“Yes?” Her voice was tired. 
“Elizabeth, may I take you to breakfast?” 
“Oh God. Alexander, what the hell are you doing here? I 

told you, I’m not interested in a relationship.” 
“A meal does not make a relationship. I have a favor 

to ask of you and I’m peckish. I thought we might re-
visit the Thinking Cup. Perhaps with better results. Or 
if you’d like something more substantial, I have a diner 
in mind.” 

“I’m not even dressed yet.” 
“It is nearly ten. Are you ill?” 
“No. I . . . haven’t been sleeping much lately.” 
“Elizabeth, I’m now worried about you. This is hardly 

the way to get me to leave.” Alexander entered the code 
he’d memorized the day they’d first met. The door clicked 
open and he wedged his foot in the space. “I’m coming up.”

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” she said, and severed the connection. 
By the time he’d climbed the stairs to her floor, she was 

dressed in a pair of worn jeans, a green sweatshirt, and 
had her wavy hair pulled back in a ponytail low against her 
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neck. The dark smudges under her eyes alarmed him, as 
did the pale tone of her skin. 

Even now, she took his breath away. The subtle swells 
of her breasts filled out the sweatshirt nicely and her 
feet were bare and slim, with deliciously red toenails. He 
dragged his gaze away from her body with some difficulty 
to stare past her. 

Her flat was a mess, from what little he could see. 
Papers were strewn about her coffee table, her laptop was 
on the floor, and a blanket lay crumpled next to the couch. 
A clutter of mugs spoke of hours or even days spent with-
out a break. 

“Working?” he asked. 
Her eyes flicked to the mess in her living room and she 

pulled the door shut behind her. “I’m trying to get orga-
nized. You’ve been out of town less than a week. I haven’t 
found a job, if that’s what you’re asking.” 

“Relax, Elizabeth. I was only trying to make conversa-
tion.” Alexander stepped forward and touched her cheek. 
Her eyes fluttered closed for a single breath and she leaned 
into his palm. Too soon, she stepped back. He tried not to 
let his disappointment show. “You look knackered. When 
was the last time you had a decent meal?”

“I had a grilled cheese last night,” she said defensively. 
“And you’re not my mother.” 

“No. Definitely not. Come to breakfast with me. I’ve 
missed you these past few days.” He smiled at her and 
withdrew a tin of her favorite tea from his coat pocket. “A 
peace offering.” 

She examined the green tin hesitantly. “I feel like this is 
made of strings,” she murmured. 

“As in strings attached to my offer? No. No strings, chérie. 
Silk or otherwise. As I told you, I’m peckish. Both for food 
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and for your wit. Indulge a jet-lagged and desperate man?” 
He bowed and held the tin of tea out in front of him. 

Elizabeth huffed and plucked the tin from his hand. 
“Fine. Let me get my shoes and put on a better shirt.” 

“You look fine the way you are,” Alexander insisted. He 
was dressed casually himself: jeans, brown leather loafers, 
and a burnt orange sweater. Her terse acceptance rang like 
melodious bells in his ears. He hadn’t been this desper-
ate for a woman’s consideration since he was a lad back 
in England. Annabeth Petrine, her name had been. A year 
ahead of him with fiery red hair and a personality to match. 
She’d never given him the time of day. What was it about 
Elizabeth that made him feel like he was an awkward teen-
ager again?

A few minutes later, Elizabeth emerged with her thin 
rain coat and a knit hat that hid her hair. He’d been right 
about that luxurious mane. It did shine and he ached to 
run his fingers through it, to grab it within his hands and 
gently, but firmly, angle her head back so he could nibble 
her throat. He offered his elbow to accept Elizabeth’s hand. 
Together, they walked down the four flights. She kept look-
ing up at him, her eyes uncertain. 

“Are you hungry?” he asked her. 
She slid across the supple leather seat in the back of his 

limo. “Yes.”
“Mike’s Diner, Thomas,” Alexander said. He sat across 

from Elizabeth. He wanted to touch her, but he didn’t 
think it would be welcome. She was wary of him and his 
motives, but she’d agreed to breakfast and that was en-
couraging. He hoped she’d soon agree to more. Thomas 
drove them to a greasy spoon Alexander had discovered 
on his first trip to Boston many years ago. It was packed, 
but there were two seats at the counter and soon they 
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had cups of coffee and plates of eggs Benedict in front 
of them.  

“I cannot get you out of my mind, Elizabeth.”
Her eyes widened. He caught the hitch in her breath and 

the flush on her cheeks. Her body betrayed her. Alexander 
reached over and brushed her jaw. “I think about you every 
morning when I wake up and every night when I fall asleep. 
But I do not only want you in my bed. I want you in my life. 
You say you won’t fit in my social circles, but I say you will. 
You’re a Harvard-educated woman. Summa cum laude? 
And before you say anything, I did not research you.”

Her lips twitched into a small smile. “Magna cum laude. I 
got pneumonia in my third year. One of my professors was 
a dick and refused to let me make up an exam,” she said 
quietly. She forked up a bite of eggs and washed it down 
with a sip of coffee. Her eyes fluttered and a satisfied 
moan escaped her lips. “I haven’t had eggs Benedict this 
good in years.” 

“I’m pleased. Elizabeth, you are brilliant. And you are 
lovely. You carry yourself with such grace. You know who 
you are. Well, mostly. I still believe there is a true submis-
sive inside those walls you’ve erected around your heart.” 
Alexander leaned closer. “Give me a chance, Elizabeth. Please. 
Do you find me a pleasant companion? Enjoy talking to me?”

“I changed my mobile plan so I had unlimited text mes-
sages,” she admitted. “I had to drop my cable to do it.” 

Alexander chuckled. “And I was late to the office every 
day while I was in London. My mother interrogated me that 
last day after you hung up on me. She could see the effect 
you had on me. So let us see where this goes, shall we? I 
have a fundraiser to attend on Friday night. A black-tie ball 
for the Jimmy Fund. Fairhaven Charities donates heavily 
to them each year. There will be several members of the 
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Sox there. Ortiz, Pedroia, Lester, and Middlebrooks I think. 
Come with me. If you do not, I’ll be stuck with my brother 
and his insufferable date for the evening.”

Elizabeth set down her fork and folded her napkin next 
to her plate. The dark cloud that settled over her features 
dimmed Alexander’s smile immediately. “The nicest dress I 
own cost less than your socks, Alexander. I would not fit in. 
I can’t go with you.” 

“Nonsense. I can easily have a dress sent over for you.” 
Elizabeth slid off her stool. “I’m not one of your causes. 

You can’t throw money at me and expect that it’ll fix ev-
erything or make me come to heel and be your pet. I don’t 
need you to swoop in and save the day.” 

“I am well aware of that, Elizabeth. You are a strong and 
beautiful woman who has found herself in circumstances 
unbefitting of her intelligence, kind heart, and moral code. 
I can help. Why won’t you allow me to do so? I’m not asking 
you to let me pay your rent, move you into one of my prop-
erties, or find you a job. I would be happy to do any of those 
things, but right now, I am offering a dress. Nothing more. 
No strings. No expectations.” He barely suppressed his ire. 
Why did this woman matter so much to him? Why couldn’t 
he walk away? Any other woman would have jumped at the 
chance to join him. But every other woman he’d dated 
paled in comparison to her. 

“No. No dresses. No meals. They all come with strings. 
And right now, I have enough on my mind without figuring 
out how to escape your knots.” She shoved her hand into 
her pocket and withdrew a crumpled twenty dollar bill. 
She tossed it in the middle of his plate of eggs. “Good bye. 
Enjoy the party. Don’t call me again.” 

Before he could stand, she stalked out of the diner and 
disappeared down the street. 
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Elizabeth fumed the whole way home. She fumed for 
the rest of the day. How dare he try to buy her with an 
expensive dress and celebrity shoulder-rubbing. “I am not 
submissive,” she muttered over a dinner of stale popcorn 
and half a bottle of wine. River padded over to her and butted 
her head against Elizabeth’s ankle. “You don’t think I’m sub-
missive, do you sweetie?” The cat meowed and rolled over. 
River was submissive. Not her. 

She didn’t want to stay sober tonight. Wine sloshed into 
her glass, more than what was prudent. She didn’t care. 
Loneliness pressed in on her like an unforgiving prison 
from which she had no escape. Not even wine could unlock 
the cell. When he’d buzzed her this morning, she’d allowed 
herself a brief moment of hope. He desired her and no one 
had desired her for a very long time.

By the time she climbed into bed, the effects of the wine 
had largely worn off. Only the headache remained. She 
looked longingly at her phone. Dammit, she missed him. 
Enough, she chided herself. He was a rich man and he was 
used to getting what he wanted. Darren had been the same 
way. Her last serious relationship back in Seattle was a di-
saster. They’d dated for five years and he’d even handed 
her a ring one day and told her they were getting mar-
ried because it was a smart move. Darren prided himself 
on being smart. 

Her parents had introduced them. Darren was a promis-
ing cardiologist at the time, but new to his career and up 
to his eyeballs in debt. Between her family’s fortune and 
her own investing, Elizabeth had been the flush one in the 
relationship. She’d found him rude and dismissive at first, 
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but at her parents’ urging, tried to adapt to his strong per-
sonality. She’d adapted too well. Within a year, they’d been 
living in an apartment he chose, eating at restaurants he 
liked, and associating with his friends—not hers. 

He told her what to wear and how to act. Gradually at 
first. Snide comments about her preference for loose 
sweaters. Glares when she laughed too loudly for his 
tastes. A raised brow when she took a second helping 
of dessert. Every time they had a social engagement, he’d 
bring home a dress or pick something out of her closet that 
he liked. She hated it, but she’d never said a word. Her par-
ents had encouraged her to let him have his fun. “Most men 
hate shopping, Lizzie,” her mother had told her. So she’d 
let him have his way. But he’d started to choose her friends 
for her. He signed her up for a gym because she’d gained 
five pounds. He even went so far as to have meals deliv-
ered to their apartment to try to help her stick to the diet 
he prescribed. 

When her parents disowned her, Darren’s true colors 
came out. Or perhaps she’d seen them for the first time. 
He’d left so quickly she didn’t even get a chance to plead 
with him to stay. Looking back, he did her a favor. He 
didn’t return any of her calls and sent a moving company 
for his things a week later. By then he was one of Seattle’s 
best cardiologists and was flush with cash, despite his 
gambling problem. 

A few tears escaped her eyes and she dashed them 
away. He wasn’t worth her tears. He’d never raised a hand 
to her, but he was a controlling, arrogant asshole and she 
refused to give him another thought. Alexander would pro-
test that he wasn’t like Darren. Maybe he wasn’t .  But as 
long as she didn’t let this thing  between them go any 
further, she wouldn’t be hurt if  he was. In her present 
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state of mind, heartache was a bill  she couldn’t afford 
to pay. 

On Tuesday morning, there was a potted African Violet 
outside her door. A card was attached with a red silk cord. 

Elizabeth, the only string here is the one attached to this 
card. I keep offending you. For this I am sorry.

“Nice try, but I’m not buying it.” She left the plant on the 
mail table on the first floor on her way out of the building. 
The snow swirled in violent eddies along the street and 
blew up her deep blue pencil skirt. She had an appoint-
ment with Barney Hedgeman at eleven. She feared she’d 
have to break her non-disclosure agreement with the rep-
resentative from the Red Sox, but she had to see the files 
they’d received from CPH. 

Fenway Park was a short T ride from her apartment. She 
huddled against the window, holding onto the strap above 
her head to keep her upright. The T smelled this morning, 
like eggs, stale sweat, and a hint of urine. She wrinkled 
her nose. It was usually a pleasant ride. Perhaps it was her 
mood. Her phone found its way to her hand without a con-
scious thought. No messages. Dammit. 

She scrolled back through some of the older messages 
they’d exchanged and she smiled. He’d told her several 
times that she was lovely or beautiful, but mostly he’d com-
plimented her personality and the stories she’d told about 
her life. He never failed to ask about her day and seemed 
genuinely interested in the little things she told him. River 
waking her up at three in the morning. Nearly getting run 
over by a Duck Boat on her run. Her sudden craving for a 
cannoli from the North End that led to a lunch of arancini 
and pizza at Galleria Umberto with her friend Kelsey. 

She’d learned much about him through those messages. 
He spent an hour in the gym most mornings and preferred 
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running to cycling. He loved red wine, Scotch, and a good 
steak. He was kind to his employees. That she’d discovered 
when he’d asked her opinion on the best holiday bonus 
for them. They’d settled on a cash gift, a donation in their 
name to the Red Cross, and a floating holiday. He enjoyed 
Doctor Who, Sherlock, and NCIS. They shared a fondness for 
the Beatles and chocolate gelato. Would they have found 
more common ground if she hadn’t broken it off ?

She emerged from the T station into a biting wind. She 
had to get a warmer coat this year—damn the expense. 
By the time she arrived at Fenway, her calves were almost 
numb. A pretty, young secretary showed her in to a richly 
paneled office in a building adjacent to Fenway Park and 
offered her coffee. She refused. She’d had enough to kill a 
horse already. Her hands smoothed down her skirt. They 
were shaking. 

Buzz. Buzz. 
She practically dove for her phone, but Barney Hedgeman 

strode into the room. He was tall, blond, and thin. Wire-
framed glasses rested low on his nose. “Miss Bennett. It’s a 
pleasure.” He extended a bony hand and shook hers firmly. 
“I’m glad you came in today.”

Something in her throat threatened to choke her. She 
swallowed. Barney was a shrewd advisor who’d been 
known to skirt the rules from time to time. She hoped 
he’d be willing to do so for her now. “I don’t know how 
I can help you, Mr. Hedgeman. I can’t divulge company 
policies and procedures. Not for five years. My confi-
dentiality agreement prohibits it .  I  can’t tell  you what 
I  . . . know.” 

A glint in his eye told her he understood. He set an 
opened manila folder on his desk in front of her. “And I 
cannot give you copies of the 2011 and 2012 tax returns 
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we received from your former employer. If you’ll excuse 
me for a moment, I need to speak with my secretary.” 

Proof. Inches away. Quickly, she tucked the copies into 
her bag and shut the folder.  Unfortunately, she had no idea 
what to do with them. Every option frightened her. Calling 
the cops, confronting CPH, or doing nothing.

Barney came back in a moment later and nodded when 
he saw the closed folder. “I appreciate your time, Miss 
Bennett. As does Larry. We always appreciated your hard 
work. I’ll walk you out.” 

Elizabeth didn’t think about checking her phone until 
she walked in the door of her apartment. She couldn’t 
help her disappointment when the only new message 
was from Kelsey.

mn

On Wednesday, a fresh tin of tea waited at her door, 
wrapped in a pink silk ribbon. The man was obsessed 
with silk. Elizabeth thought about dumping the tea out the 
window, but there hadn’t been any response to the six jobs 
she’d applied to, and she couldn’t afford much more tea on 
her own. Not after that ridiculous decision to pay for the 
upgraded text messaging plan. 

She wasn’t sure what to do. Did she go back to the Red 
Sox and show them her numbers? Take her suspicions 
to the police? Or let Carter, Pastack, and Hayes get away 
with what looked more and more like embezzlement? She 
wished she had someone to talk to about her work. But 
none of her friends had a head for numbers. She was only 
close to three people and since she’d been fired, she’d been 
so focused on figuring out what she’d done wrong that 
she’d ignored them. 



IN HIS Silks | 61 

She called ten Boston lawyers, but as soon as she men-
tioned CPH, every one of them refused to speak with her. 
More than once she picked up her phone and contemplated 
calling Alexander. He ran a multi-billion dollar business. 
He had lawyers at his beck and call. He’d know what to do, 
but if CPH was guilty of embezzlement, his company was 
likely affected. If she told him, he could and would force 
her hand and she’d never be able to think of him fondly 
again. Though she’d abandoned all hope of a relationship 
with him, the memory of his smile, his eyes, and his scent 
brought warmth welling up inside of her. 

She cleaned up her files, made copies of everything, 
and sent an overnight package with a USB drive and a one 
hundred dollar check to her former lawyer in Seattle. She 
asked him to call as soon as he got the delivery. 

Thursday dawned with a freak ice storm. Still, 
Alexander managed to send a gift. Thomas arrived at 
her door with a black silk dress in a large box. Elizabeth 
told him to go to hell. An hour later, the bell rang 
again. Elizabeth ran down the stairs, determined to tell 
Alexander to bugger off in no uncertain terms, but when 
she opened the door, a young man bundled up in a 
down jacket was waiting for her. 

“Elizabeth Bennett?” he asked hopefully. 
“Yes. How can I—?”
He shoved a manila envelope into her hands. “You’ve 

been served.” 
Elizabeth’s hands shook as she opened the envelope. The 

legal documents contained within accused her of breaking 
her non-disclosure agreement. Well, now she was well and 
truly screwed. The envelope included paperwork that in-
structed her to appear in court right after the first of the year. 
There was also an ominously worded note that advised her 
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to cease all contact with Carter, Pastack, and Hayes clients 
immediately or she’d be subject to arrest. 

“What the hell? How did they know?” she asked herself. 
Were they following her? Were they investigating all of her 
clients? She hadn’t hidden her appointment with Barney 
Hedgeman, but if they followed her, they were hanging 
around her apartment. A shiver raced up her spine. She 
thanked her lucky stars that she hadn’t been responsible 
for any of the Fairhaven Exports accounts. Hayes and the 
senior pool accountant had handled those personally. On 
her way to the stairs, she paused at the table underneath 
the row of mailboxes. The African Violet was still there. She 
carried it up to her apartment. Today, she needed some-
thing good in her life.

mn

On Friday, she didn’t feel like leaving the house. She 
picked up the phone to call her lawyer a dozen times, 
but every time she hung up before she finished dialing. 
“Monday. I’ll deal with this all on Monday.” She spent the 
day in bed with her laptop and a pile of DVDs, but Kelsey 
called after she finished her work at The Waxing Spa and 
asked Elizabeth over for Thai. She lived in Watertown in a 
five-story walk-up that had seen better days.

“So what’s going on with you, Lizzie? You’re a million 
miles away.” 

Kelsey had a mop of curly red hair on her head and a 
smattering of freckles across her nose. She reached for 
a set of chopsticks and a thick scar perpendicular to her 
wrist sent a pang of sadness through Elizabeth. Kelsey 
had been happily married for a decade until she and her 
husband had been mugged coming back from a concert 
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three years ago. Their attacker wanted Kelsey’s engage-
ment ring and she refused. The knife had been meant for 
her, but David stepped in the way to protect her. Even the 
passing cop couldn’t stop him from bleeding out in under 
five minutes. A month later, Elizabeth had found Kelsey 
on her bathroom floor, her wrists covered in blood, and 
had gotten her friend to the hospital just in time. Years of 
therapy didn’t stop Kelsey from blaming herself for David’s 
death, but it had at least eased her depression.

“Stress. Nothing serious, Kels. I need to find a job and 
it’s not going well. I’ll pick up one easily in January, but I 
hate feeling . . . useless.” She shoved a bite of chicken curry 
into her mouth. 

“You okay for cash, babe?” 
“Yeah. I’ve got enough in my savings for rent and food for 

a few months. If I have to, I’ll sell some of my stock or liqui-
date some of my retirement. Not ideal, but you do what you 
gotta do.” She hated owning the stock anyway, but selling 
it while she was still employed had always seemed stupid. 
“I really appreciate dinner tonight, but I’ll be fine. No pres-
ents this year. Okay? For Christmas, let’s you, Toni, and me 
go to a movie and gorge ourselves on popcorn.” 

“Whatever you want, Lizzie. I mean it.” 
Elizabeth smiled. She didn’t care that Alexander was 

at some stuffy charity ball and she was wearing sweats, 
eating greasy Thai, and hadn’t bothered to put on makeup 
in more than two weeks. This was what she needed. 
Time with her friends. This would clear her head and on 
Monday, she’d call her lawyer and figure out what to do. 
She’d make it. 

A tear burned in the corner of her eye, but she forced it 
away and hugged Kelsey so hard, the redhead dropped her 
chopsticks in surprise.



64 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

“What was that for?” Kelsey asked, retrieving the chop-
sticks from the floor. 

“It’s been too long since we did this and I want you to 
know that I love you.” 

“I love you too. Now eat. You’re too skinny.” 
Elizabeth laughed. “Hardly, but you don’t have to tell me 

twice. It’s been ages since I had Golden Tiger for dinner.”

mn

She woke early on Saturday with a headache. That 
second beer at Kelsey’s hadn’t been a good idea.

She threw on sweats and logged on to her computer. She 
was determined to apply for at least five jobs today. She 
opened the Boston Globe’s website, hoping to browse their 
job ads, but plastered across their home page, in full living 
color, was a photo of Alexander. 

He stood in a trim black tuxedo amid a hoard of people. 
Next to him with a hand on his arm was a woman dressed 
in a blood red gown that dipped low to expose what had to be 
expensive but obviously fake breasts. There were diamonds 
at her ears and throat. Her lips and long fingernails matched 
her dress. She looked up at him, her mouth slightly open 
and her tiny body completely out of proportion with her 
massive chest.  

Elizabeth huffed. So that was his type then. Well, it was a 
damn good thing she’d shut him down. She threw the latest 
tin of tea across the room, sending River yowling under the 
sofa. She’d almost managed to get over her case of sour 
grapes when her phone buzzed. 

I need to see you. Last night was bloody awful and I’ve 
missed you terribly. Come to dinner. I’ll even cook. 
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“Oh hell no,” Elizabeth swore. She jabbed her finger at 
the screen and called him back. 

“Elizabe—” he began joyfully, but she didn’t let him get 
a word in. 

“Are you calling me with her still naked in your bed? Or 
do you kick them out immediately after you’ve tied them 
up and done God knows what with them?” She paced the 
room, unable to sit still. 

“I have no bloody idea what you are talking about. There 
is no one in my bed but me and I have not tied up anyone 
recently. I thought I had made myself clear. You are the one 
I want, Elizabeth. Who am I purported to have slept with 
and when?”

“Last night. Blond. A chest that looks like it costs more 
than my net worth. Red dress,” she spat. 

She nearly dropped the phone when he started laughing. 
“What’s so funny? I’m asking you a serious question. 

Answer me, dammit.”
He gasped a couple of times, trying to catch his breath. 

“Candy? You think I shagged Candy? Oh that is brilliant, 
chérie. Candy does not even possess the intelligence of 
a log. But she’s my brother’s conquest of the month. As 
long as he continues to support her expensive clothes 
shopping habit, she will enjoy being his slave. I take it 
there was a photo?”

“Yes.” 
“And is she wearing a diamond collar around her neck?” 
“Hang on.” Elizabeth stalked over to her laptop. “Yes.” 
“That is my brother’s. The collar symbolizes their rela-

tionship. If you meet him some day, he can explain. It isn’t 
a dynamic I enjoy, but it works for him. He left her with me 
while he got her a drink. It was the longest ten minutes of 
the entire night. She asked me why none of the players 



66 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

attending were wearing red socks and where Jimmy Fund 
was. When I tried to explain that the Jimmy Fund was a 
charity that the Red Sox support, she was quite indignant 
that Mr. Fund warranted an entire ball when he couldn’t be 
bothered to show up.” 

Elizabeth laughed in spite of herself. “Really?”
“Yes. Admittedly, she was knackered when she arrived 

and alcohol does nothing for her intelligence level. My 
brother is usually more responsible than that. He was dis-
tracted last night.” 

“Is he all right?” Elizabeth curled up on her couch. 
Alexander sounded worried and she regretted jumping to 
conclusions. 

“I don’t know.” A long pause hung in the air. “Bugger 
it. My brother has a gambling problem, Elizabeth. I fear 
he lost a significant amount at the tables last weekend. I 
worry about him, but I’ll chat him on Monday.”

His admission touched something in her. He trusted her 
with information that could be detrimental to their com-
pany’s reputation after she’d jumped down his throat. “And 
you didn’t . . . ”

“I spent the entire evening with my brother and Ryan 
Lavarnway. He’s a fellow Yale grad, but he’s all of twen-
ty-six. We have very little in common other than our alma 
mater. After a disappointing meal and more small talk than 
anyone should tolerate, I went to bed at midnight. Alone. 
Wishing desperately that I’d sent my regrets to the party’s 
organizers and shown up at your flat with a pizza and a 
bottle of wine instead.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions.” 
“You were jealous, yes? Don’t lie to me.”
“I was . . . something. Angry with myself maybe. And yes, 

a little jealous. And sad. I wish I fit into your world.”  
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“You are the one who seems to think you do not. I think 
you’ll fit in perfectly. I want no one but you, Elizabeth. Come 
to dinner tonight. Wear anything you want. Jeans. Flannel 
pajamas. Nothing at all. Third time’s a charm for a meal?”

God, she’d missed his voice and that slightly arrogant 
swagger his words seemed to convey. She needed some-
thing to focus on besides the abysmal state of her life. One 
meal didn’t make a relationship, those were his words. She 
could have dinner with him, enjoy his company, and maybe 
even see what it would be like to kiss him without any 
strings attached. “Okay.” 

“Really? And you won’t run out on me halfway through 
dinner? I require your promise, Elizabeth.” There was a 
hint of amusement in his words, but also a hard edge. He 
did want her promise and God help her, she was going to 
give it to him. 

“I won’t run away. I promise.” 
“Thomas will pick you up at six. Thank you, Elizabeth.” 
“You’re welcome.” She hung up and stared at the photo 

of him on her laptop. She hoped she wouldn’t regret this.



Five
Elizabeth went for a run and tried to ignore the niggling 
feeling that something was wrong. After all, something 
was wrong. She was being sued, she didn’t have a job, and 
she was having dinner with a man who both intrigued 
and baffled her. He wanted her sexually, he’d admitted it. 
She wanted him too, but she wasn’t sure she was ready for 
whatever he had in mind. She wasn’t a prude by any means, 
but Alexander was sex on a stick. 

After four miles, she dropped onto a bench next to the 
Charles River and sucked down some water. A glare blind-
ed her and she cursed under her breath, shading her eyes. 

Across the river, a man pointed a camera right at her. 
She narrowed her eyes and he turned forty-five degrees, 
paused, turned back, and then walked away. Elizabeth 
rubbed her eyes to dispel the last of the spots. She should 
have gone back for her sunglasses. It was one of those crisp 
and clear winter days where the city sparkled. A shiver 
ran down her spine. The city might be sparkling, but her 
hands were starting to go numb. The temperature was in 
the mid-teens. 

She ran towards her apartment as fast as she could. 
Every inch of exposed skin tingled with pinpricks of 
almost-pain. Her eyelashes were frozen. She shouldn’t 
have run today, but if she hadn’t, she would have obsessed 
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over Alexander all day and that would have been torture. 
Oh, who was she kidding? She’d obsessed over him anyway. 

Elizabeth skidded to a halt as she rounded the corner 
and caught sight of her building. A police car idled out 
front with its lights flashing. Mrs. McGillis waved to 
her from the front steps. Her white hair was mussed and 
she clutched her purse tightly to her slight frame. She 
was approaching eighty, but still lived on her own and 
played bingo every Friday and Saturday night. Next to 
her was a young uniformed policeman with a round face 
and bright hazel eyes. 

“Elizabeth! Oh dearie, I was worried about you,” Mrs. 
McGillis said. 

“Why? What’s wrong?” Elizabeth rubbed her hands up 
and down her arms. “And whatever it is, can we discuss it 
inside? I’m freezing.” 

“Miss Bennett, I’m Officer O’Hara.” The policeman ges-
tured towards the foyer and followed her inside. “Have 
you had any trouble the past few days? Anyone ap-
proach you, claiming to forget their key and asking you 
to let them in?”

Fear seized her. Between her nerves and her run, her 
tongue felt like sandpaper. “N-no. Why?”

“A man followed your neighbor here into the building. 
She hit him with her purse and he pushed her, but then 
ran off.” The young officer flipped open his notebook and 
looked at Elizabeth expectantly. 

“Oh God. That’s awful. Did you get a good look at him?” 
Elizabeth leaned against the mail table. She wasn’t sure her 
legs would hold her much longer. Was it Perez, the man 
who’d tried to force her in for the exit interview? Or some-
one else from CPH? Or was it just a random would-be thief ?

“White. Mid-forties. Blond hair,” Officer O’Hara said. 
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Elizabeth pressed her hand to her heart. Thank God. “I 
haven’t noticed anyone. I’m sorry. I really need a shower. 
Do you need me anymore?” 

“No, ma’am.” 
“Will you walk Mrs. McGillis back up to her apartment?” 
“Yes, ma’am.” 

mn

After a long, hot shower, Elizabeth stared down at her 
naked body. She hadn’t bothered to wax in a year. She’d 
barely shaved. Ugh. I’m not going on a date looking like this. 
She needed help. Expert help. 

“Hey, Lizzie! What’s up?” Kelsey’s bubbly voice practi-
cally boomed through the phone. 

“Um, I have a date tonight. And I haven’t really . . . taken 
care of myself lately. You asked me if I needed money last 
night. And I don’t. But could you help me . . . um . . . get 
myself in order?”

“Oooo. You gonna let me have my way with you?” 
Elizabeth groaned. This was not going to go well. 

“Yeah. I am.”
An hour later, she was prone on a comfortable table in 

the Waxing Spa with Kelsey prattling on about Elizabeth’s 
lack of personal grooming while the wax heated. “My God, 
Lizzie. When was the last time you dealt with this mess? 
You’ve got such great legs, but this stubble has got to go.” 

“I haven’t had a date in over a year!” she protested. 
“What the hell was I supposed to do when I was work-
ing fourteen-hour days? Go wax at ten at night? I’m not 
going through that shit when there’s no possibility of me 
even kissing another man, let alone taking my clothes off.” 

“And now you’re going to take your clothes off ? What the 
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hell happened between last night and now? Because you 
didn’t say a damn thing to me about any date last night.” 

“Last night I was mad at him.” 
Kelsey spread a warm drizzle of wax over Elizabeth’s 

mound and laid a piece of cloth over it. “Deep breath and 
then describe your man to me.” 

“He’s . . . I don’t know— ah, shit!” Elizabeth couldn’t hold 
back her cry as Kelsey ripped the cloth, tearing away the 
delicate hairs. “I hate waxing. He’s rich.” 

“How rich?” Another drizzle of wax, another fabric strip, 
this one even more intimately placed.

“Alexander Fairhaven rich.” 
Kelsey squealed and spilled a bead of wax on Elizabeth’s 

belly. “Oh my God, Lizzie. How did you meet him? Why were 
you mad at him? Details! I need details!”

 “He sort of came to my rescue when I was fired. I ended 
up losing my shit—literally, all of my stuff: the photo of all 
of us at Fenway, my little model T.A.R.D.I.S, my desk calen-
dar, my Mont Blanc pen, and even my wallet. I fell across 
his feet. I was so embarrassed.”

Recounting the story almost distracted Elizabeth from 
the pain all through her intimate regions.

“So he’s seen you at your worst then,” Kelsey said, going 
at Elizabeth’s armpits. 

“I suppose. He sent me tea. We started texting. It 
was . . . nice. He’s not what I expected.”

Kelsey stopped her relentless assault on Elizabeth’s skin 
to look her in the eyes. “You know the rumors, don’t you? 
They say he’s into bondage. That he likes to blindfold all of 
his . . . conquests.”

Elizabeth’s heart thudded against her chest. “I know. 
And I’m scared to death. But there’s something about 
him. I want to see where this goes.”
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Kelsey went over Elizabeth’s body with a pair of twee-
zers, massaged a vanilla-scented lotion into her skin, and 
gave her a bottle of almond oil to use before she got dressed. 
Elizabeth felt almost beautiful. She refused to allow Kelsey 
to pay for a hair-do and a professional makeup artist. She’d 
never spent a lot of time on her makeup and she wasn’t 
about to start for a man. Darren had always insisted she 
be made up when they went out socially and she’d hated 
it. Now she patently refused to put on makeup every day. 
Other than a bit of foundation, she rarely did anything else 
with her face. 

“Go get ‘em, tiger. I want to hear all about it tomorrow.” 
“Kelsey!” 
“What? You haven’t had a date in forever. And now you’re 

going to dinner with a Fairhaven and you wanted me to dial 
up the hotness factor? I think I’m entitled to a little gossip 
after all this.” 

Elizabeth tugged on her gray sweat pants and flannel 
shirt. Her lace panties rubbed against the freshly waxed 
skin, sending goose bumps down her back. It had been too 
long since she’d taken care of herself like this. 

“I’ll call you tomorrow, but I’m not going to kiss and tell. 
I might not even kiss, period. This was a . . . precaution.”

“Yeah. Whatever. Get out of here.” Kelsey slapped her on 
the ass when she hopped off the table. 

An hour later, she was back home and pacing nervously 
in front of her wardrobe. She had absolutely nothing to 
wear tonight. Alexander was too wealthy. Whatever he was 
wearing would probably be worth more than her 401K. 
Eventually, she narrowed her choices down to a simple 
black dress she hadn’t worn in at least six years and a blue 
pantsuit. She’d made a mess of her bedroom trying on ev-
erything from her most professional business attire to the 
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top she’d worn the one time she’d let her friend Toni talk 
her into going clubbing. She flopped down on her bed and 
checked her email. Nothing from her lawyer. Damn. She’d 
hoped Clancy would have gotten in touch before now. 

At five-thirty, she pulled on the shapeless black dress. It 
was easily two sizes too big for her. She’d lost weight since 
she’d moved to Boston and discovered her love of running. 
I’ve really got to go shopping once I get a job.

Precisely at 6 p.m., Elizabeth stepped outside her apart-
ment building. Her secondhand coat was belted tightly 
around her body. Thomas stood beside the limo with his 
hand on the door handle. “Miss Bennett.” 

She bit her lip before she ducked into the back of the car. 
Warm air surrounded her, spiced with the distinctive scent 
of Alexander. She ran her hands over the soft leather seats. 
At least this time she was dry. When the door shut with a 
soft click, she sat back and dug her fingers into her bare 
thighs. What the hell was she thinking? This was a mistake. 

A divider rol led down with only  a  whisper.  “ I t ’ s 
a  twenty-minute ride, Miss Bennett. Help yourself to a 
drink.” Thomas didn’t turn around, but the door that hid 
the Scotch popped open. 

“Thank you. I think I’ll wait. Your boss makes me ner-
vous. I’m not entirely sure I should be here in the first 
place.” 

“Miss Bennett, it isn’t my place to comment on my em-
ployer’s relationships. But I will say one thing. He has 
not been himself since he met you. Nor has he ever, to my 
knowledge, cooked dinner for a woman.”

“Thank you for that,” she murmured. 
Thomas raised the divider and they pulled away from 

the curb. 
The city flew by as the limo wound deftly through 
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the narrow streets. They crossed the Charles River and 
Elizabeth couldn’t help but stare out the window and gawk. 
She loved this town. A light coating of fresh snow covered 
everything. Elizabeth scrubbed her hands over her arms, 
trying to dry the sheen of dewy sweat that gathered in 
her palms. 

When the car glided to a stop, the door opened and a 
hand appeared. Perfectly manicured fingers reached for 
hers. Elizabeth knew immediately that it was Alexander 
who helped her to her feet. His hand was warm and in-
credibly soft and strong. This wasn’t a man used to doing 
manual labor. She scowled briefly at the state of her own 
hands. She hadn’t splurged on a manicure in months. 

Alexander’s lips curved into a grin. His eyes lit up when 
they met hers. God, he’s handsome, she thought. He wore a 
tight pair of jeans, a simple black button-down shirt open 
at the neck, and a pair of black loafers. A light dusting of 
stubble covered his jaw. As he drew her close so he could 
kiss her cheek, she scented his spicy soap—cedar, cloves, 
and vanilla. 

“Elizabeth. I confess, up until Thomas called me from 
the car, I was not certain you’d come,” he said. His voice 
wrapped her in warmth. 

“Well, my social calendar hasn’t exactly been overflow-
ing recently,” Elizabeth replied.

Alexander frowned. “A woman of your beauty and intel-
ligence should be fighting off the suitors, not sitting home 
alone on a Saturday night.” 

“Well, I’m not alone now,” she said over the lump in her 
throat. “But I still don’t really know why I’m here.” 

“You’re here because we have a connection. Come inside. 
Let’s see how deep that connection goes.” 

Alexander rested a hand at the small of her back and 
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guided her through the wrought iron gate and up a dozen 
steps to a short porch. Elizabeth gawked at the home. She 
knew there were neighborhoods in the city with houses 
such as these, but she didn’t frequent them. White col-
umns framed the dormer. Large paned windows radiated 
light through thinly veiled curtains. The entire home was 
decorated for Christmas with real pine garland and deli-
cate twinkling white lights draped around the columns 
and the window frames. The brickwork looked origi-
nal.  Alexander opened the door and waited for her to 
enter. Elizabeth stepped over the threshold and inhaled 
deeply. The house smelled like him. A massive Christmas 
tree in a sitting room greeted her as Alexander led her to a 
dark gray leather sofa. “May I take your coat?”

Elizabeth sucked her lip under her teeth and fumbled 
for the knot on her belt. Heat bloomed on her cheeks. 
Alexander took two steps forward and covered her hands 
with his, deftly undoing the belt, flicking the buttons open 
one by one. 

“Turn around.” 
It wasn’t a request. Elizabeth turned away from him and 

allowed him to ease the coat from her shoulders. The dress 
fell to an inch below her knees and it had a scoop neck. Her 
black pumps were scuffed at the heels. She’d had to fill in 
the scuffs with a sharpie before she’d left the apartment. 

Alexander looked her up and down with her coat 
draped over his arm. His tongue clicked twice in dis-
approval. “You hide so much, Elizabeth. Your body, your 
heart. I hope soon you’ll stop hiding from me.” He handed 
the coat to a uniformed servant, who appeared in the door-
way. “That will be all for this evening, Samuel. Take the rest 
of the night off.” 

“Of course, sir.” 
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Elizabeth wrapped her arms around herself. The dress 
was a mistake. She should have worn the halter top. But 
then she wouldn’t have been able to take a deep breath. “I’m 
sorry if my fashion choices disappoint you,” she muttered. 

Alexander whirled around. “You are not a disappoint-
ment. Don’t ever think that.” His eyes smoldered and he 
pulled her against him. “I want you, Elizabeth. In my silks, 
in my bed, in my life. I can’t explain it to you. Hell, I can’t 
even explain it to myself. You are the single most intrigu-
ing, beautiful, and infuriating woman I have ever met and 
by God, you smell amazing.” 

He pressed his lips to her neck. When his teeth nipped 
along her collarbone, Elizabeth’s knees threatened to 
buckle. “I don’t know that I can resist you much longer,” 
she whispered.

“So don’t. Surrender yourself to me.” More kisses to the 
sensitive flesh behind her ear. 

God, he knows how to kiss a woman. Elizabeth shud-
dered. “I can’t. You scare me. Your life. You have . . . staff.” 
She managed to push away from Alexander and stepped 
back towards the sofa. 

“I do. Samuel is my household manager. Donatella is my 
chef. Thomas drives me. Donatella lives in the South End, 
but Samuel and Thomas have small flats on the lower level.”

I shouldn’t be here. The man has a whole level devoted to 
servants’ quarters. Her eyes widened as she chewed on the 
inside of her cheek.

“I won’t apologize for my wealth, chérie. I was fortunate 
to be born into a family of means, but I’ve worked hard to 
keep Fairhaven Limited and Fairhaven Charities solvent for 
years. I’m more than my bank account. As are you. Wine?” 

“Yes, thank you.” Anything to change the subject. Please.
Alexander turned to a sideboard and poured two glasses 
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from a decanter. He handed her a delicate crystal goblet 
filled with a rich, jewel-toned liquid. He took a seat next to 
her and twirled the glass in his long fingers. “To a fulfilling 
evening, I hope.” 

The glasses clinked softly and Elizabeth took a sip 
of the robust red wine. He had good taste in Bordeaux, 
she’d give him that. Elizabeth’s eyes were drawn to his de-
lectable throat, down to his shirt, and to the smattering of 
dark hair that peeked through from the single button he’d 
loosened at his collar. 

“I . . . I like you. I’ve missed you this week. But I still can’t 
accept that you want . . . a relationship with me. What can 
you possibly see in me? I’m not fishing for compliments 
here. I really want to know. How can you think I’ll possibly 
fit into your world?” 

Alexander raised a brow. “Despite the abysmal cut and 
fit of that dress, you are stunning, Elizabeth. But that is not 
why I wanted the pleasure of your company tonight and 
hopefully on many future evenings. I enjoy talking to you. 
You’re smart, witty, and you laugh at my poor jokes. You 
care. You were livid with me this morning, but I told you I 
worried about my brother and suddenly you worried about 
him too. In today’s society, it seems that we’re all growing 
less and less compassionate. We go about our lives with-
out forming deep, personal connections. But I think I could 
form one with you. And I think that feeling is mutual. Ever 
since that day in the rain, I have been unable to stop think-
ing of you. Do you know what drew me to you in the first 
place? What compelled me to do more than help you up 
and offer you a ride home?”

“No.” 
“You were soaked to the skin, clearly a bit frightened of 

me, of being in a limo with a man you knew by reputation 
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only, and determined to give nothing of yourself away. But 
the moment I held the glass of Scotch to your lips, you told 
me everything I needed to know.”

“I don’t understand,” she said. 
He slid the goblet from her grasp and set it aside. She 

wrung her hands in her lap until he stilled them. The energy 
that passed between them calmed her pounding heart. He 
looked at her like she was the only woman in the world. 
No one’s eyes should be that green. No man’s touch should 
be that reassuring. Elizabeth couldn’t look away, no matter 
how much she wanted to. 

He slid even closer on the leather sofa. The heat from 
his body warmed her. Elizabeth breathed in his scent. 
She could lose herself in it. If he kissed her, the bit of 
stubble would tickle her skin. What would he taste like? 

“Close your eyes and don’t move until I say.” His voice 
took on a commanding tone she couldn’t—or didn’t want 
to—ignore. 

For several breaths, she waited. What does he want with 
me? I should just open my eyes. This is—

His lips brushed against hers. Gently at first, then firmer, 
deeper. He didn’t touch her apart from those demanding 
lips. Heat flooded her. She nearly moaned. He tasted of 
wine and the promise of passion. His warm breath tick-
led her nose. A quiet sound, almost animalistic, rumbled 
in his throat. He pulled away with a lingering tug on her 
lower lip and she tried to follow him, but remembered his 
order. She stopped herself and dug her hands into the sofa, 
squirming.   

Alexander chuckled. “Look at me, chérie.” 
Her eyes flew open. He sat a few inches from her with 

light sparkling in his gaze. She glared at him. “Why are you 
laughing?”
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“Because, sweet Elizabeth, until I told you to look at 
me, you did not even think to open your eyes or move. You 
gave yourself to me. Your body trusts me, even if your mind 
is still getting in the way. I saw this amazing strength in you 
that first day. Submission and power together. A woman 
strong enough to know what she wants and go after it. A 
woman strong enough to consciously trust me with her 
body and maybe even her heart. You fascinate me. I want to 
know everything about you. Down to the smallest detail.” 

Elizabeth stared at him. His words were too smooth, too 
perfect. She couldn’t let herself be drawn in, but when he 
offered her his hand, she immediately took it. 

He kissed her knuckles. “Relax. Make yourself at home. I 
have to finish up the meal. I’ll be a few minutes.” 

“Can’t I come with you?” She gripped his hand firmly, not 
letting him pull away from her. When he stared at her for 
several breaths, she tried a tentative smile. “You want to get 
to know me. Leaving me alone in this imposing house isn’t 
the way to do that. Aren’t you afraid I’ll run away again?”

Alexander bowed his head. “Touché. I wanted to cook for 
you. Unfortunately, I’m not the best of cooks. Donatella is 
going to be very upset at the state of her kitchen tomorrow. 
I’m a tad bit embarrassed to show you the mess I made.” 

She laughed. Now this was a side of Alexander she could 
deal with. “You want me to share my secrets? Then you’ll 
share yours. I want to see the great Alexander Fairhaven 
fumble around in the kitchen. Maybe it’ll knock a bit of that 
swagger out of his step.” 

Their footsteps echoed through the cavernous dining 
room. This was not a room for an intimate discussion. The 
kitchen, however, though lavish, felt much more personal. 
She had to stifle her laughter at the mess. Alexander wasn’t 
kidding. A tossed salad rested in a large wooden bowl on 
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the counter and a loaf of bread lay on a cutting board, 
ready to be sliced. It was a bit lopsided, but still golden 
brown. There was flour all over every prep surface, spat-
ters of marinara sauce dotting the six-burner Viking stove, 
and various bits of vegetable detritus on the floor. 

“When was the last time you cooked?” she asked, biting 
the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing. 

He pulled out a stool for her and she sat and watched 
him. In this room, the confident, self-assured billionaire 
disappeared. He rolled up his sleeves to expose the corded 
muscles of his forearms. The memory of his strong em-
brace sent a shiver through her.  

“Something more complicated than scrambled eggs? 
Three years ago,” he said, cursing under his breath as he 
pulled a bubbling dish out of the oven. Lasagna. “Shite. It 
isn’t supposed to look this . . . runny.”

Elizabeth laughed. “It’ll set. Give it a few minutes. It 
smells delicious.” The smile she earned for that warmed 
her down to her toes. “You’re not planning on us eating in 
that big formal dining room, are you?” 

He paused halfway out of the room with the salad bowl 
in his hands. “I was. Why?”

“Because that’s not the way to get to know me. That’s a 
dinner party. This is an intimate dinner for two.” She slid 
off her stool and withdrew a bread knife from the knife 
block on the counter. Waggling her eyebrows, she drew the 
knife across the loaf of cooling sourdough. “Pull up a stool.”  

He stammered for a moment, but whatever he saw in her 
eyes convinced him. “I’ll get the wine.”

Now this is more like it, Elizabeth thought. Despite the 
grandeur of the kitchen, the mess and the familiar smells 
calmed her. They both wanted the same thing—to find 
out if they had anything in common besides the basic 
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chemistry that burned between them. If she was going to 
be off balance, she wanted him just as unsteady. Sharing 
a meal tucked close enough for their knees to touch at a 
messy counter leveled the playing field. 

“This is amazing,” she said, savoring a generous bite 
of the slice of lasagna he’d served her. “Nonno Giuseppe 
would be proud.”

“Nonno Giuseppe?” Alexander sipped at his wine. 
“Toni’s grandfather. Antonia,” she clarified when he 

frowned at her. “A friend of mine. Her family owns a pizza 
restaurant in the North End. I’ll take you one of these days.” 
As soon as the words left her mouth, she regretted them. 
She’d just committed to another date. Oh, who was she kid-
ding? She wanted another date. She worried she wanted 
more than one. 

“I look forward to it, chérie. To Nonno Guiseppe.” They 
toasted Toni’s grandfather and exchanged smiles—hers 
shy, his triumphant. She needed to change the subject. 

“Tell me something about you I couldn’t learn from the 
press,” Elizabeth asked. 

“Where do I begin?”
“At the beginning.” 
Alexander had been a shy child, hiding in the shadow of 

his brother until Nicholas left home. He’d broken his arm 
at ten, his wrist at eleven, and his collarbone at fourteen. 
“I kept getting into fights. I didn’t fill out until I was close 
to eighteen, but I always wanted to be in control. The other 
children did not like it. It wasn’t until I was in the Royal 
Army that I met other men like me who helped me realize 
why I felt this way. They introduced me to the idea of domi-
nance and submission. Once I had an outlet for my needs, 
getting along with others seemed simple. If Nicholas had 
stayed in England, things would have been different. He 



82 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

knew what he was much earlier than I did. He could have 
helped me deal with my emotions. He harbored much guilt 
over that until we had it out one Christmas. We both ended 
up with black eyes. Mother was livid.”

Elizabeth soaked up the knowledge about the man next 
to her. He was so open, much different than she’d expected 
him to be. She squirmed more than once when Alexander 
said her name, when he scooped up a bite of lasagna for 
her from his own plate, and when he caressed her cheek, 
which seemed to be his favorite way of touching her. They 
talked so long that their lasagna grew cold well before it 
was gone. 

He brought out a plate of chocolate-covered strawber-
ries for dessert. “These, I did not make. A tragedy for which 
you should be supremely thankful.” 

Something inside her melted at his self-deprecat-
ing statement. “You did quite well with everything else. 
Perhaps next time?” 

“There will be a next time? We’re up to two future dates. 
This is progress.” He fed her a strawberry, following it up 
with a firm kiss and a swipe of his tongue over the corner 
of her mouth. “Delicious. The strawberry and the woman.” 

“I enjoy your company,” Elizabeth said, throwing his 
words back at him. “I still think you’re making a mistake 
pursuing me, but it seems that I can’t stop you. And the 
more time we spend together, the less I think I want to.” 

“And I still do not understand why you insist on referring 
to yourself as a mistake,” he said, his words clipped and 
harsh. “I’ve made mistakes before. Miss Massachusetts was 
a mistake. She thought James Bond was a real British agent 
and could not understand it when she saw Daniel Craig in 
another movie role. The newscaster, Paola Larkinson was 
a mistake. She had us followed by a cameraman on our one 
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and only date. You are not a mistake. I have never felt as 
much myself as I do when I am with you. With everyone 
else in my life, even my brother, I have always been guard-
ed. But with you I think all of those walls can come down.”

“You’re different than I thought you would be,” Elizabeth 
said. “Less . . . arrogant.” 

Alexander chuckled. Elizabeth punched him in the arm. 
“Oh, you’re still arrogant. Your whole tea-gifting, dress-
sending penchants and insistence that I’m somehow going 
to let you dominate me sexually? Arrogant. But there’s an-
other side to you that comes out when you’re relaxed like 
this. Playful.” 

“I’m not sure anyone’s called me playful before.” 
Alexander fed her another strawberry.

Elizabeth savored the sweet fruit and watched the man 
in front of her. “You’re a mystery, Alexander Fairhaven. One 
I want to solve.” 



Six
They took coffee back in the parlor. “Tell me about your 
childhood, chérie. I feel that I’m at a disadvantage now.” 

“That’s . . . not a discussion to be had without a lot of al-
cohol,” she protested. “Ask me anything else.” Her heart-
beat echoed in her ears. With a tiny hitch in her breath, she 
added one word. “Please.”

His eyes narrowed. 
God, he’s going to push me on this, she thought. Even 

five years later, talking about her family could bring about 
a panic attack. Add in a sexy billionaire who wanted her 
submission and it was a recipe for disaster—in the form 
of hyperventilation and unconsciousness. She hated that 
she couldn’t control her emotions where her family was 
concerned.

“Relax, Elizabeth. We don’t have to talk about this now. 
Perhaps we don’t have to talk at all.” His hands stroked down 
her arms and settled just above her elbows. “Kiss me.” 

“I . . . ” Her body won over her mind. She leaned into him. 
Her eyes fluttered closed when their lips met. This time, 
he let her set the pace. Hesitant at first, she slid closer and 
parted her lips. Her tongue swiped over his teeth and she 
took in the taste of him. Scents of almond oil and arousal 
prickled her nose as her body responded to the feel of his 
tongue against hers, the tug of his teeth against her lip, 
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and the firm grasp he had on her. She couldn’t move if she 
wanted to, but at that moment, she couldn’t fathom a single 
reason why she’d ever move again. 

“Oh God,” she whimpered when she broke off the kiss. 
“What are you doing to me?”

“Showing you who you are. Why I want you. I have very 
specific needs in the bedroom. Needs that I believe you can 
fill. And in turn, I will take care of your needs. The needs 
that you refuse to even acknowledge.” T h o s e  g re e n 
eye s  never left her face. She wanted to lose herself in 
his eyes and the warmth of his embrace, but she couldn’t.

“You want me in your silks,” Elizabeth managed. “You 
want to tie me up.” The words shot a thrill through her, 
raising gooseflesh on the backs of her arms. Her core prac-
tically ached with a need she hadn’t felt in years. But she 
didn’t want to be tied up. She didn’t want to lose control.  

“That is part of it. I require surrender. Your surrender. 
Your total and complete trust. And in exchange, I prom-
ise that you will always be safe and protected. No harm 
will ever come to you in my care. That is the role of a 
Dom, chérie.”

“You want to make me—”
“No.” The single word practically exploded from his lips 

in a snarl, though he’d never raised his voice. “I will never 
force you. What do you know of submission?”

While she’d read the occasional romance novel that 
dealt with BDSM in a relationship, she’d never experi-
enced it firsthand and had never wanted to. But Alexander 
was a man who got what he wanted. And in his case, he 
wanted a dynamic in the bedroom that she had never en-
tertained. “I’m not a . . . a sub. I’m sorry, Alexander. I think 
you have the wrong woman. No, scratch that, I know you 
do. For many reasons, not the least of which is this one.”
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“On the contrary, Elizabeth, I know you are a true sub-
missive. I can see it. The way you react to me, your body 
language, your voice. The look in your eyes when I com-
mand you. But it’s more than this. It’s your strength.”

Elizabeth shook her head. “I don’t understand. You want 
a strong submissive? That makes no sense.”

Alexander slid his arms around her back. His breath 
whispered against her ear as he nibbled on her neck. She 
instinctively angled her head to afford him the access he 
demanded with his very presence. “It is only the stron-
gest of women who make true submissives. A weak-mind-
ed woman can never trust someone enough to surrender. 
A strong woman, however, can. I want you in my silks, 
Elizabeth. I make no secret of this fact.”

He cupped the back of her head. Elizabeth stared up into 
his green eyes. They saw right through her, right into the 
depths of her soul. She looked away, unwilling to give more 
of herself to this man who kept speaking as if she was al-
ready his. 

“Your silks. You keep saying that.” She felt like she was 
repeating everything he said, but nothing about this sit-
uation was normal. Nothing made sense, especially not 
the throbbing ache between her legs. Sure, she wanted 
him, but this was way beyond anything she’d ever felt for 
a man before. 

“All of my . . . implements involve silk in some manner. 
May I show you?” 

“I don’t know.” 
His lips crushed down on hers. There was no uncertainty 

in his kiss or her body’s response to it. She wanted him. 
“Come upstairs. I promise that nothing will happen 

you’re not ready for.” 
He rose and offered Elizabeth his hand. She considered, 
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and after a moment, shuddered and let him help her 
up. He tucked her hand in the crook of his arm and led 
her through the parlor and up a sweeping set of stairs. 
They paused outside a dark wood door. Elizabeth’s heart 
pounded in her ears. Perhaps this wasn’t a smart idea. 

Alexander turned to her and took both of her hands in 
his. “What is your least favorite food, Elizabeth?”

She was confused at the question. He simply raised a brow 
and waited for her to answer. “Zucchini. I hate zucchini.” 

Alexander threw his head back and laughed. It was such 
a joyful, deep sound that she wanted to laugh with him, but 
she had no idea what the joke was. “We are more suited for 
each other than I thought. It is my least favorite food as 
well. But this was not a getting-to-know-you question. You 
understand what a safeword  is?” 

“Yes.” 
“Zucchini is your safeword. I’d like to show you my silks. 

I do not intend to touch you. Not unless you were to agree 
to it. But for someone with no experience, even the sight 
of a crop in this context can be too much. If you say zuc-
chini to me, at any time, it means that this all stops. If I am 
touching you, I stop. If I am demonstrating something, even 
if I am nowhere near you, I stop. If I am explaining some-
thing, and it frightens you, say zucchini and I stop. Do you 
understand?” 

Elizabeth nodded, but Alexander shook his head. “I re-
quire verbal communication, Elizabeth. Inside this room, 
gestures mean nothing. I never employ the use of a gag, 
for that would take away the possibility of hearing your 
safeword, but it also means you must always speak in 
response to a question. I will ask you often if you under-
stand me. Probably more than you think necessary, but 
trust me in this. Yes?”
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“Yes.” 
Alexander opened the door and let Elizabeth step into 

his private sanctuary. A reflection of the man at her side, 
it whispered understated elegance and power. Floors the 
color of dark chocolate gleamed like new. Under the glow of 
recessed lights, a king-size, four-poster bed sat as an island 
of luxury on a raised platform. Black silk covered the ex-
pansive mattress and fluffy pillows rested against the dark 
wood headboard. In the corner sat a St. Andrew’s Cross, an 
X of the same rich, shining, cherry wood as the bedframe. 
Black silk restraints at each point of the X drew her eyes. 
A cherry wood cabinet next to the cross was closed. Along 
one wall, tall windows were covered by dark blue drapes. 
In the back corner, a door to an en-suite bathroom allowed 
her a glimpse of marble flooring. A walk-in closet was the 
next door over with a wood valet inside the door. 

While Elizabeth was taking in the room, Alexander 
opened the cabinet next to the St. Andrew’s Cross. Inside, 
a pegboard held numerous pieces of braided silk, what 
looked to be several leather crops with silk covered han-
dles, various implements with tassels at one end and silk 
at the other, a collection of blindfolds, padded silk cuffs, 
and on the top shelf, folded blankets and bottles of water. 
“Come here, Elizabeth.”

His voice was completely different in this room. Where 
downstairs he’d been playful, now he was deadly serious. 
His words took on a deeper timbre. They were slower and 
crisper—not harsh, but firm. Elizabeth chewed on the 
inside of her lip and stepped forward. Alexander lifted a 
blindfold in one hand and a piece of thick braided silk with 
suede tassels on the end in the other. “If you were ever 
to trust me with your pleasure, Elizabeth, this is how we 
would begin. This is my favorite whip.” 
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Whip. He used the word whip. Her mouth went dry. Her 
tongue tried, and failed, to moisten her lips and she took a 
half step back.

“Take it, Elizabeth.” His tone was not one you argued 
with, though there was a gentleness to it that said he 
would not force her. She held out her hand and he laid the 
silk and suede whip carefully in her palm. “Touch it. Slap it 
against your hand a time or two. Learn its feel.” 

She obeyed. The suede tickled her skin. She tapped her 
palm once, twice. She had to admit, there was something 
about the whip that intrigued her. Alexander took it from 
her and held it close to her cheek. “May I?”

She nodded. 
“Verbal responses, Elizabeth. Remember?” 
“I’m sorry. Yes.” 
“Yes what? I may touch you?” 
“Yes. You can touch me. With that.” Her eyes were 

wide, but she wasn’t frightened. Nervous perhaps, but not 
frightened.

“You know what it is. Say it.” Alexander stepped closer. 
He smelled like cloves and nutmeg with a hint of cedar, 
strawberries, and wine. 

She swallowed hard over the lump in her throat. “You 
can touch me with your . . . whip.” The last word was barely 
a whisper. 

He smiled. The suede feathered over her cheek. His 
touch was so gentle. The tassels followed the curve of her 
neck, across her throat, and back up towards her ear. She 
shivered and the sensitive bundle of nerves between her 
legs throbbed uncomfortably. 

“Very good, Elizabeth. Would you trust me with more 
of you?”

“Explain,” she managed. 
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“I would like to show you what it is to submit to me. If 
you trust me, I would like to use this on you. You would 
remain fully clothed, as would I. There would be no marks. 
You would not be harmed in any way. Will you allow it?”

Elizabeth chewed on the inside of her cheek again. 
The spot was raw and the hint of pain wasn’t entirely un-
welcome. Alexander cupped her cheek and smoothed his 
thumb over her lips. She sucked in a breath and closed the 
small distance between them. Her nipples ached for his 
touch. If she didn’t kiss him again in the next few moments, 
she wasn’t sure she could survive. Her tongue darted out 
and she nipped his thumb. 

“Not yet, chérie,” he chided. “You must decide. Right now. 
Will you submit to me? Or do we end the evening?”

“I want you. It has to be . . . your way?” She reached for 
the buttons of his shirt and had loosened two of them 
before he grabbed her wrists and pinned them behind 
her back. His grip was firm, but not painful. Every tiny hair 
on the nape of her neck stood on end and she feared the 
thin scrap of lace between her thighs wouldn’t contain her 
desire much longer. 

“Yes.” 
“We can’t just have sex.” She ground her hips against him. 
Alexander stifled a groan. “Not in the traditional manner, 

no. Although I believe you would derive pleasure from it, as 
would I.”

She wasn’t sure her legs could sustain her weight. She 
needed him to kiss her again. The bulge of his cock pressed 
against her. “Trust me, Elizabeth. Let me show you what 
pleasure is.”  

“God. Yes. Please. I can’t stay in this room with you an-
other minute otherwise.”

Alexander’s eyes lit up. He tossed the whip onto the bed 
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and released Elizabeth’s hands. She was disappointed at 
the loss of his controlling touch. 

“You remember your safeword?”
“Zucchini.” 
“Very good, Elizabeth.” He took her arm and led her up 

onto the platform. “Stand against the poster. Do not worry, 
it will support your weight.” 

Elizabeth rested her back against the carved cherry wood 
poster and tried not to squirm. She tracked Alexander’s 
every movement. 

“It is extremely important for you to listen to me 
carefully,  Elizabeth. You must do exactly as I say. If you 
cannot obey a command, either tell me immediately or 
use your safeword. Otherwise, you could end up hurt. Do you 
understand?”

She nodded, but a raised brow reminded her of his in-
structions. “Yes.” 

“Very good.” He held up a black silk blindfold. “May I?”
“Um. Yes.” 
The silk glided over her skin. The blindfold wasn’t tight, 

but it obliterated every bit of the light that illuminated 
Alexander’s bedroom. Her heartbeat skyrocketed. “Oh God.”

“Shhh. I’m right here, chérie.” His strong hands gripped 
her arms. The heat of his body calmed her. His teeth 
nipped her lower lip and shivers shot down her spine. 
As long as he was close, she didn’t worry about being 
unable to see. “You are doing well, Elizabeth. Are you 
calm enough now?”

“I . . . yes.” 
His fingers curled around her wrists and brought them 

behind her back. “Grasp the poster. Good. Now, you must 
not move. Do you think you can keep your hands here or 
would you like me to bind you?”
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Elizabeth sputtered, “N-no, don’t, I don’t want . . . I can 
keep still.” 

Alexander cupped her cheek and kissed her tenderly. 
“Take a deep breath, Elizabeth. Remember. One word and 
this all stops. One single word. Say it for me now. Tell me 
you understand.” 

“Zucchini. I understand. I’m okay. I think.” 
He chuckled. “You are doing very well, chérie. But now 

we begin. Everything that happens from this point forward 
until we end our play, I control. You may, however, ask me 
for anything you want. I may or may not grant your request. 
Do you understand?”

“But, m-my s-safeword?”
“Will always stop everything. I speak only of our play, 

any specific desires you may have within the confines of 
our activities. Relax your body, Elizabeth. Allow your-
self to experience the sensations of my whip against 
your skin.” Alexander trailed the suede from her neck, 
down her shoulder, all the way down to her breast. The 
faint touch of the tassels over her dress sent a shudder 
of pleasure through her. She imagined the falls tum-
bling down over her breast, slapping against her belly. 
Would it hurt? Her clit throbbed. Her nipples tightened 
painfully. 

A flood of dampness between her thighs had her shift-
ing her feet. “Do not move, Elizabeth,” Alexander said in 
his commanding tone. “I am going to whip you now. Two 
strikes. Very gentle. Relax your breathing for me.” 

Elizabeth took a deep breath. His free hand rubbed her 
right thigh, below the hem of her dress. Up and down, 
warming, relaxing. Down again his hand went, over her 
knee, cupping the curve of her calf. 

“One,” he said sharply. 



IN HIS Silks | 93 

The suede bit her thigh. She yelped and jerked her hips, 
but she kept her hands clasped around the poster. 

“All right, Elizabeth?”
“I-yes.” In truth, she wasn’t sure. The ache between her 

legs had taken on a more demanding beat and her thigh 
felt like it was on fire. But it was such a delicious warmth 
that she couldn’t call it pain. 

“Two.” The second strike landed on her left thigh, a 
twin to the first. Another jerk and the ache intensified 
even more. She couldn’t help the tiny moan that es-
caped her lips. Alexander slid his hand from her hip over 
her belly, up to cup her breast, and then back to her hip 
again. “You were wonderful, Elizabeth. Will you indulge 
me for more?” 

He punctuated his question with his lips to her ear. She 
couldn’t think. Hell, she could barely breathe. The scent of 
the almond oil she’d used on her freshly waxed skin sur-
rounded her. Alexander kissed down her neck. 

“Answer me, Elizabeth. Four more strikes or zucchini?”
“C-can I have a m-minute?” she asked. She didn’t think 

her legs would hold her much longer, but heaven help her, 
she didn’t want this to end.

“Yes, of course.” 
Elizabeth reached up to remove the blindfold, but 

Alexander grabbed her hand and returned it firmly to the 
poster. “No moving, Elizabeth. I was very clear about this. 
You may have your minute, but you will remain still.” 

“Alexander.” 
“It is best that you understand now. When we are playing, 

I will be obeyed. Always. Or there will be consequences.” 
“I don’t like this,” she said, shaking her head. He wasn’t 

simply commanding now. His voice was harsh, almost un-
feeling. But her insides clenched and heat gathered in the 
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silk and lace she wore under her dress. Blind, she tried to 
track to his voice. 

“Then use your safeword. I will not think less of you, 
chérie. This life is not for everyone. Now, four more strikes 
or zucchini?”

I can’t walk away from this. God help me. “Four more,” 
she whispered. 

“Very good, Elizabeth. These next four will be in more 
intimate areas. Over your clothes. No marks. But they may 
be shocking. Breathe deeply. Do not tense and do not move. 
Two and two.”

The first strike landed across her left breast . 
Elizabeth yelped loudly and threw her hands up as the 
second strike landed hard across her bare forearm over 
her right breast. That one hurt, so much more than any 
of the others. Alexander swore quietly and grabbed her 
wrists in a vice grip. 

“Elizabeth, you said you could keep still,” Alexander 
growled. 

“It hurt,” she whimpered. A few tears escaped her 
blindfold. 

He made no move to soothe her. “It hurt because you 
moved. I swung with the amount of pressure you could 
take through fabric. Not what your bare arm could weather. 
If you move again, you will get hurt again. And as you still 
have two more strikes to take, I suggest you ask me to bind 
you or use your safeword.” 

His words were harsh, but he rubbed her arm with long, 
calming strokes. He blew gently on the burning skin, and 
kissed up to her elbow, soothing the pain. 

“Okay,” she whispered. 
“That is not enough, Elizabeth. I offered to bind you and 

you refused. So now if you desire it, you must ask me.” 
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For several tense breaths, neither of them spoke. 
Alexander returned her hand to the poster and stepped 
away. She couldn’t feel him any longer. The heat of his body 
was painfully absent. “Alexander?” 

She couldn’t see, and didn’t want to disobey him by 
moving. A bead of her essence threatened to escape the 
lace of her panties. 

His voice, when it came, was closer than she expected. He 
was no further than two steps away. “I am here, Elizabeth. I 
will not leave you alone during play. I am never more than 
an arm’s length from you.” To prove his point, he touched 
her hip. She relaxed then, his hand reassuring. 

“Please, um, bind me.” 
“Are you certain you wish to be bound in my silks?” Silk 

tickled the backs of her hands and up her arms. 
“Yes. I want . . . I need to be . . . in your silks. Please, 

Alexander.”
His mouth was on hers then, his lips, teeth, and tongue 

assaulting her with sensations she’d never associated 
with sex before. They were both completely clothed. 
She could feel the fabric of his shirt sleeve against her 
bare arm, hear the rustle of his jeans as he broke off 
the kiss and stepped to her side. “I use a very simple, 
but ingenious knot, Elizabeth. It will never come loose 
on its own, but with a single light tug, I can release it im-
mediately. And before you ask, no. I will not show this to 
you. A Dom has his secrets. Always.” 

Alexander took both of her hands in his and brought 
them to his lips. He kissed one wrist, then the other. He 
lifted her palms to his cheeks. “You are truly a vision, 
Elizabeth. Now relax. Deep breaths. You will always be safe 
with me.” 

“I’m trying.” 
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“You are doing very well for your first time. Very well 
indeed. Hands behind you now.” 

The silk was cool against her heated flesh. Alexander 
wound it around her left wrist, then her right, and knotted 
it. She tested the tension, finding that while not painful, she 
couldn’t move her wrists at all. They were locked together, 
amazingly comfortable and secure. A thrilling energy jolted 
through her. She wanted Alexander’s hands on her, pinch-
ing her aching nipples. His cock filling her. She’d never felt 
as empty as she did in that moment. 

“How are you, Elizabeth? Calm?”
“No.” Her breath quickened. He was inches from her 

now. The scent of aroused male filled her. God he smelled 
good. “I need you to touch me.”

“Oh, I plan on it.” A palm cupped her breast and a 
quick pinch of her nipple had her crying out and bucking 
her hips, but her bound wrists kept her from pressing her 
entire body to his. 

“Please do that again.” 
“No. You must take my whip. We’ve discussed this. My 

rules. Do you understand?”
“Y-yes.”
Alexander purred appreciatively. “Good. Now, because 

you disobeyed me, I am going to add an extra six strikes as 
a punishment. Eight total. Understand that this is the light-
est punishment you will ever receive for failing to obey me 
and I daresay you will experience pleasure from it as well 
in the end. Do you understand?” He kissed her neck, up to 
her ear. His breath lifted a few strands of her hair. 

“Eight? I can’t.” 
“Yes. You can. It would not be punishment if it were easy. 

But perhaps a little indulgence for your first time is called 
for.” His hand cupped her breast again. A burning lance of 
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pleasure shot to her pussy as he pinched her nipple and 
rolled it between his fingers. “Tell me you understand.”

“I under-God. Do that again.”
“Another request?” He nibbled her earlobe. She wore 

no jewelry, and he tugged gently. Her entire lower body 
throbbed. Her thighs were slick with need. She should be 
embarrassed, but all she wanted was a release of this deli-
cious pressure. 

“Please!” 
“What do you deserve, Elizabeth?”
“I don’t understand.” Tears escaped under her blindfold. 

“I don’t understand.” 
“You disobeyed. What does that mean?” He wiped the 

tears away. 
“Eight strikes,” she gasped as he pinched the other 

nipple. 
“You are learning well, Elizabeth. There is one additional 

rule that you will obey at all times. For as long as we play 
together—days, months, or even years—unless I say other-
wise, you will never come without my permission. Do you 
understand?”

Elizabeth was tired of him constantly asking that ques-
tion. “How?” The way she felt, she wasn’t certain she could 
hold back an orgasm if he touched anywhere near her clit. 
The only contact between them was his lips against her 
neck and his fingers on her nipples and already her body 
was on fire. 

“Focus. Listen to my voice and obey me. I am your Dom 
and you will do what I say. Raise your head. Spread your 
legs wider. Do it now.” 

Oh my God. Her legs inched apart and her head snapped 
up. She couldn’t do this. It was too much. 

“Eight strikes now, Elizabeth. Count them for me.” 
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The first hit her left breast, right across the nipple. The 
pain bloomed out over her flesh, pulling a taught thread 
up from her center. A trail of moisture tickled down her 
inner thigh. “One,” she gasped. Thwap. Another hit across 
her right nipple had her moaning in pleasure. “Two.” The 
walls of her sheath trembled. 

Thwap. Thwap. This time she wailed. Two strikes landed 
across her mound. “Alexander,” she cried. “Please.” 

“Please what, Elizabeth? You aren’t counting.” he said.
“Three and uh, four. God. I can’t.” 
“You can. Four more. Spread your legs. Wider.”
Elizabeth tried to comply. Her knees threatened to 

buckle. Alexander trailed the whip down between her 
breasts. She whimpered softly. 

“Apart, chérie.” 
She inched her thighs away from each other. A swift 

strike landed directly on her pussy and she wailed. 
“Five, ah!”

Back to her breasts, right and left, and she lost her mind 
with the sensation. The final strike was upwards between 
her thighs. The suede hit the lace that covered her sex. Her 
entire body bucked. “Please,” she cried out. “Please, I need 
to come.”

The suede whip landed with a thump on the bed. He 
grabbed her hips and held them steady. “Say that again for 
me, Elizabeth.” 

“I need to come.” 
“Oh, really?” 
“Yes, please,” she gasped. His cheek pressed against her 

belly. He slid his hands behind her, down her thighs, and 
under her dress. His strong fingers dug into the globes of 
her ass, massaging the firm flesh. 

“You smell delicious. I wonder how you taste, chérie?” 
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He lifted her dress, twisting the loose fabric behind her 
and tucking it in her fingers. “Hold onto this for me. I 
promised not to remove your clothing. I said nothing about 
moving it around a bit.” 

Elizabeth heard the chuckle in his voice. Blindfolded, 
she had to rely on her other senses. His jeans rustled. His 
teeth nipped along her inner thigh and his breath was 
ragged and hot. He nudged her legs further apart with 
his strong hands. Sharp bites and licks moved higher 
until he very nearly had his nose pressed to the damp 
lace of her panties. Elizabeth couldn’t catch her breath. 
Every bite sent her closer to the edge. 

Alexander slipped a single finger under the lace edge 
high on her thigh and she feared she’d come apart right 
there. “My God, Elizabeth, you are bare.” He pressed his lips 
to her mound, inhaling deeply. “Are you terribly attached to 
these?” he asked roughly, fingering the lace. 

“No.”
There was so little fabric that the rip was barely audible, 

but his lips on her bare flesh tore a moan from her throat. 
She sobbed incoherently. His tongue darted over her skin, 
slipped between her feminine folds, and brushed deli-
cately against her clit. 

“Mine,” he said. “This beautiful pussy is all mine.” 
She couldn’t understand what he meant, but he contin-

ued to tease her over-sensitized flesh. His fingers explored, 
parting her dewy lips, and danced over her clit and the soft 
folds of wet heat. 

“I can’t,” she gasped. “I need to come, please.” She 
writhed against him, panting, desperate. Her entire core 
clenched and she cried out. 

“Not. Without. Permission,” he growled and bit her clit 
hard. She screamed and bucked her hips against his face. 
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The insatiable need to come faded enough for her to draw 
in a breath, but built right back up again when he swiped 
his tongue high on her inner thigh. “You taste like summer,” 
he said, his voice hoarse. “Like rain and roses and almonds.” 

Alexander’s fingers danced against her channel again, 
pulling, stroking, maddening. 

“Have to,” she managed. “Can’t hold on.” 
One finger dipped inside her. Then two. Two more 

pinched her clit, rolling the nub of tortured flesh around in a 
circle. Alexander’s firm pressure held her against the poster. 

“Alexander, please.” She was begging now. She’d do any-
thing he asked if only he’d stop this delicious torture. 

“I have ravaged you enough for your first time? Perhaps. 
I want to see you when you come, Elizabeth. I want you to 
scream my name. Come now!” 

Three fingers inside her twisted and pressed against her 
G-spot. His teeth scraped against her clit, dragging her over 
the edge in a storm of sensation. Elizabeth came undone. 
Her hips bucked against his face. A ragged, primal scream 
escaped her throat. “Alexander!” Tears streamed down her 
cheeks under the blindfold. Her channel clenched around 
his digits. Alexander lapped at the juncture of her thighs 
and the gush of moisture that coated them. The scent of her 
release surrounded her. 

He held her, one arm around her back, the other between 
her spread legs. She was making tiny desperate noises, so 
foreign to her ears that she didn’t even recognize them as 
her own. Every breath sent another tremor through her body. 

“Shhh, very good, Elizabeth. Very good. You have pleased 
me so very well today. But more than that, you honor me.” 

Her body rocked with the aftershocks of her orgasm, but 
his words permeated the haze. His lips were against her 
cheek. He’d stood, and she hadn’t even noticed. 
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“I don’t understand,” she whispered. Her head rested 
on his shoulder. Tears had soaked the silk over her eyes. 
If Alexander stepped away, she’d collapse in a heap onto 
the floor. 

“Your trust, chérie. A woman’s submission is a gift. One 
that should never be taken lightly. For you to trust me with 
it, with you, after we have only recently met, is an honor I 
will always treasure. Now, we will end our play. I have one 
last request and then I will release you.” 

“I can’t, Alexander, please. I can’t take any more.” Her 
body trembled in his arms and her sex throbbed with 
need. He withdrew his fingers, caressed her cheek, and 
brought them to his lips. She could smell the evidence of 
her orgasm on them and gasped when she heard the un-
mistakable sounds of him sucking on his fingers. 

“Delicious, Elizabeth. Only one more thing I ask of you. 
Kiss me. I taste of you now. Will you do that for me? It is a 
request only. Not a command. Will you kiss me?”

“Yes.”
His lips met hers. Her wanton need mixed with his spicy 

taste, a hint of wine, berries, and chocolate filled her. He 
was delicious. His tongue probed, he sucked her lower lip 
between his teeth, and the hard bulge between his legs 
pressed against her. The evidence of his desire left her 
feeling hollow and empty inside. She wanted him. When 
he broke the kiss, she leaned forward, desperate to feel his 
lips again. “Alexander, I need you.” 

He released the blindfold and she blinked against the 
dim light until his face came into view. He was smiling at 
her. His cock strained against his jeans. “And I, quite ob-
viously, wish to take you. But not tonight, dear Elizabeth. 
Tonight you will think of me after I take you home and 
you will remember my need and what I can do to you fully 
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clothed. And the next time we meet, you will decide if you 
want to know what I can do to you naked. There will be 
no regrets between us.” He tugged quickly on the silk that 
bound her hands and it fell away. He held her up with the 
pressure of his body against hers. “The next time I have you 
in my silks, chérie, you will be mine completely. Tonight 
will seem like child’s play.” 

Her breath hitched and her knees threatened to buckle, 
but Alexander caught her and lifted her in his arms. He car-
ried her into the lavish bath and sat her down on a wide, 
marble counter. Recessed lighting gave the room a cavern-
ous glow. The bath was huge—half the size of her living 
room at least. A river-rock shower boasted four heads 
and the tub along the back wall looked deep enough to 
swallow her whole. The commode was tucked off in a 
separate room. 

He ran warm water from the sink, snagged a soft cloth, 
and cleansed her exposed skin. The cloth ran up her thighs, 
under her dress, back down, and then feathered over her 
tear-stained cheeks. She thanked whatever deity was up 
there that she hadn’t donned any significant makeup be-
cause it would certainly be ruined now. 

“Give me your right arm.” 
He held her wrist and turned her arm over. There were 

five red welts across the tender skin. 
“Oh shit,” she whispered. 
Aloe cooled and soothed as he massaged it into her 

skin. “This should be gone by morning. Next time I will 
bind you from the start. I should not have let you refuse, 
even if it meant you safeworded before we even began. I 
apologize for that.” 

When he was done tending to her, he kissed her chastely. 
“Wait here for a moment. I will not be far.” 
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She twisted to see her face in the mirror. Her skin was 
flushed and splotchy. Her hair tumbled down her back 
in a tangled cascade of gold. Her eyes were puffy. She 
touched the swollen flesh of her lips and grimaced. 
She looked terrible. 

Alexander came back and frowned. “You are unhappy, 
Elizabeth?”

She averted her gaze to her knees. She wasn’t a self-con-
scious person. She knew she was okay to look at, a little 
heavier than she’d like, but all in all, she was pretty. But 
right now, she felt so disoriented and out of sorts that her 
usual confidence couldn’t be found. “I should go home. 
I’m a mess.” 

“You are beautiful. A well-loved woman is always beau-
tiful.” He wrapped a blanket around her shoulders. It was 
velvety soft and warm. When he tipped a bottle of water her 
lips, she looked at him, incredulous, and pulled her head 
away. “I can do that myself, you know.” 

“Elizabeth,” he warned in that commanding tone she 
didn’t think she could refuse. “This is part of a Dom’s job. 
It is called aftercare and I take it very seriously. You will let 
me do this for you.” 

She took the bottle from his hand and downed half of it. 
“Some things, yes. Like the aloe. This, no.” 

Alexander glared at her, but there was little anger there. 
Frustration, ire, but no anger. “I see you are going to test my 
limits. Not something that usually pleases me. Yet still . . .   
perhaps being topped would not be as unpleasant an expe-
rience as I assumed if you were the one to do it. Not that I 
intend to allow it to happen.” He grinned. “May I help you 
downstairs?”

Elizabeth nodded. He kept an arm around her as he 
helped her off the counter. “Topped?”
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“When the tables are turned. When a sub gives the 
orders. Or takes control. Something I never allow in my 
play. And you, my dear, are not a Domme. Not in the least. 
But a spirited sub, that you are. I hope to see more of that 
spirit soon.” 

She was thankful for his arm around her as they navi-
gated the stairs. Also the blanket, as her body felt chilled. 
She shivered in his arms. “Why am I so cold?”

“Adrenaline. Or rather the loss of it. It’s common. You 
may be a bit emotional tonight.” He stopped at the bottom 
of the stairs and took her face in his warm hands. “You 
could stay.”

Hope tinged his words, along with more tenderness 
than she’d ever received from a man, but this was all too 
much for her. Elizabeth shook her head. “It wouldn’t be a 
good idea.” 

None of this is a good idea, her inner voice insisted. He’s 
going to break your heart if you let him. Once he realizes 
how wrong you are for him. 

A brief look ghosted over his face that she couldn’t read. 
Disappointment maybe; loneliness, sadness. It was all those 
things and more. It passed and his mask of calm assurance 
returned. “A spot of tea then, and I will take you home,” he 
said. “Would you like to sit or join me in the kitchen?” 

“I’ll come. I’d feel weird sitting here alone.”
He only released her when she was seated on one of 

the kitchen stools, her body leaning against the wall. She 
could barely keep herself upright. She clutched the blanket 
tightly.

Alexander started the kettle. “Would you like to talk 
about it?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “I don’t know what to say. 
That was so much. Too much.” 
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He filled the tea balls and set them in matching bone 
china cups. “That is often the reaction when a submissive 
discovers their true nature. Truthfully, it is often the re-
action when a Dom does as well. My first time wielding a 
whip was similar. The orgasm I had after that was . . . well, 
to be crude and blunt, fucking brilliant. It was a night I 
have never forgotten.” 

Elizabeth looked down and studied an interesting pat-
tern on the hardwood floor. “And what about tonight? What 
will you do after I leave?” Her cheeks flushed. 

Alexander tipped her head up to look at him. “I will tend 
to myself while remembering the sights, sounds, and”—he 
held his fingers to his lips and inhaled deeply—“scents of 
you. Does this displease you?”

“N-no. I just wish—” She broke off and pulled her chin 
out of his gentle grip. “I feel empty.”

“And you wanted me to fill you? Next time, sweet 
Elizabeth. I want you to dream of what it will be like when 
I have you naked, bound, and begging.” The kettle whistled 
and Alexander turned away to fill the mugs.

Elizabeth was thrilled at the thought of it: those hands 
on her bare breasts, his teeth and tongue tasting every 
part of her. 

No. Calm down, she told herself. What the hell is going on 
with me? This isn’t normal.

“Relax,” Alexander soothed, pressing the teacup into her 
hand and brushing a kiss against her temple. “I can see 
how hard you’re thinking. Don’t. Let yourself feel tonight 
and process this new experience. I’d like to see you tomor-
row. We can talk about it then. Are you free?”

She nodded. Words seemed too hard to come by. 
He brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. “Drink your 

tea, Elizabeth. I have an appointment at seven tomorrow 
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morning—a squash game with my brother. But after that, 
we could take in a matinee? Or perhaps ice skating at 
Boston Common?”

“I’ve never skated.” 
“Then that is what we’ll do.” He grinned, a youthful inno-

cence blooming across his face. “You have something warm 
to wear? Good gloves?” 

“I can certainly clothe myself for a day outside in the 
cold,” she snapped, taking a drink of the tea she was so fa-
miliar with. Immediately she realized she’d been too harsh. 
“Sorry. I have . . . issues with men not trusting me to take 
care of myself. And I still don’t understand what you see in 
me. Why you’d bother with me at all. You’re a billionaire. 
I’m not. There’s too big of a chasm between us—between 
our lives.” 

Alexander drained his mug and pressed himself lightly 
against her. He caressed her arms, and held her in a gentle 
embrace. “I enjoy being with you, Elizabeth. Your laugh, 
your wit, your outlook on life. You are too hard on yourself, 
too unwilling to trust my words, even though you trusted 
me implicitly while in my silks. You are a challenge. I wish 
to understand what goes on in that lovely head of yours and 
I’m willing to be patient to do so. I don’t mean to offend you 
and you were right to call me on it. I simply enjoy taking 
care of you. I apologize if it came across as condescending. 
That wasn’t my intention.” 

His bright green eyes held no deception. She slumped 
in his embrace. “And I don’t mean to be . . . difficult. My 
last serious relationship . . . he always tried to control me. 
Dictate what I wore, who I talked to when we socialized. 
He hated my temper. He was very judgmental. And I let him 
practically destroy me. I can’t go down that road again. I 
wouldn’t survive it.”
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“Bugger it. I am sorry for the cock-up.” Alexander re-
leased her and stalked away. He leaned against the counter, 
his anger rolling off of him in waves. 

“Alexander, no. You didn’t do anything wrong. Not this 
time.” She smiled at him and he relaxed a bit. “I have trig-
gers. Judging my clothes, commenting on my friends. These 
are things I can’t let happen again. But I need to remember 
that not every man is like Darren. And I’m a lot stronger 
now than I was then. I know what I want and what I don’t. 
I don’t want to be controlled. A little care is not the same 
thing.” 

“What happened? In the end?” He ran a hand through his 
wavy black hair. His movements were casual, but there was 
an edge to his voice. 

“He dropped me when my parents disowned me. I got 
home from that night, feeling like my entire world had col-
lapsed. When he got off work, he barely made it in the door 
before my parents called him. He was gone before I could 
stop him. He sent a moving company for his things three 
days later. My parents went so far as to invite him to live 
with them for a couple of weeks until he found a new place. 
They liked having a cardiologist in the family—more than 
they liked having a traitorous daughter.” 

A feral noise rumbled in his chest. “Bastard. Bloody tosser.”
She shrugged. “It was a long time ago. I try not to think 

about it much, but the repercussions of that relation-
ship . . . I’m kind of damaged goods. I overreact to things.” 

“You’re not damaged. You’re an adult. We all have bag-
gage, Elizabeth. A good relationship helps you unpack it.”

“Yeah, well, I think I want that bag to stay packed. He’s a 
jerk who isn’t worth my time. At all. I found out later that 
he had another girlfriend on the side.”

Alexander suddenly became solemn. “You should know 
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that I do not pursue more than one woman at a time. To be 
quite honest, I haven’t pursued a woman beyond a single 
evening in years. But I want to pursue you. Look at me.” His 
green eyes bored into her, searching her soul. Breathing 
was difficult. “I believe in being faithful. Always. It is im-
portant to me.”

“You want to be exclusive?” she asked with a hitch in her 
voice. 

“Yes. For as long as this lasts, be it a week, a month, a 
year, or more. But that will mean one very important thing.”

“What’s that?” she asked. 
“Parties, Elizabeth. It’s Christmas. I have a holiday ball 

to attend on Friday night. Will you accompany me?” His 
eyes sparkled and the corners of his mouth twitched into 
a smile.  

“What you’re really asking me is will I accept a dress 
from you?”

“No, what I’m asking is, will you let me send over a dress, 
shoes, and jewelry? Not to try to control you. But to take 
care of you—make things easy on you. Will you meet my 
brother, a few of my business associates, and dance with 
me? Will you consider coming home with me after for some 
more play? Perhaps staying the night with me?” Alexander 
pulled her up and threaded his fingers through her hair. 

“No jewelry. You’re not buying me jewelry. And I get to 
pick the dress. You’re not telling me what to wear.” 

“I would not dream of it. What about a loan of jewelry? 
Something simple. My family has privileges at Dorfman’s. 
This is a fire and ice ball, Elizabeth. You will be expected to 
wear diamonds.” 

“Fine.” 
“To all of it? Most importantly, will you date me exclu-

sively?” He wasn’t breathing. Was he really nervous about 
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this? His firm lips pressed together tightly and a muscle 
in his jaw twitched. He was. Self-assured, cocky Alexander 
Fairhaven was scared she’d say no.

“Yes.”
The grin that split his handsome face lit up the room. 

His eyes crinkled and he leaned in to kiss her. She’d never 
been kissed like Alexander kissed her. His entire focus was 
on her. His heart thudded through the black shirt. His fin-
gers tightened, tugging on her hair just enough to prick-
le her scalp. He nudged her legs apart with his thigh. For 
this moment, she was completely his. He broke off the kiss 
and smoothed a hand over her tousled hair. “Are you sure I 
cannot convince you to stay?” 

She shook her head. If she opened her mouth, she’d agree 
to stay. The idea of remaining in his embrace all night was 
a palpable ache in her chest. But if she stayed, she’d end up 
naked and in his silks again and she wasn’t ready for that.

“Right then. Let’s get you home.” 
The limo ride was a blur. She was tucked against 

Alexander’s warm body, cosseted in the blanket and his 
arm. He sipped a glass of Scotch, telling her about his meet-
ings in London and the woman he’d hired to be his second 
while he stayed in the States. He’d taken her advice and 
the woman, Paula Something-Or-Other, had cleaned house 
in her first few days. Ten low-performing employees had 
been reassigned or terminated. It was mundane, everyday 
conversation, the type of easy words that passed between 
lovers who were comfortable with one another. She wasn’t 
there yet, but Alexander obviously was. She fought to stay 
awake and listen. She nearly lost the battle a block from 
her apartment, but he rubbed her thigh and her body gave 
up a little shudder. 

“I’m sorry,” she murmured, tipping her head back to 
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look up into his eyes. “I don’t know why I’m so exhausted. 
It’s not even eleven.”

“It’s called sub drop, chérie. The emotions, the ex-
haustion, and the chills are common. Do you have some 
chocolate at home?”

“I think so.”
“Have some. A bath,  another cup of  tea ,  a warm 

blanket . . . ”  
Thomas rapped softly on the window and Alexander 

rapped back. He caressed her cheek as the door opened. “I 
hope you’ll sleep well tonight, Elizabeth. I’m going to see 
you safely inside.” 

“You don’t have to do that,” she protested. 
Alexander helped her to her feet and took her purse. He 

had her key in his hand before she knew it. “I do. This isn’t 
the best neighborhood and I worry.” 

He kissed her so thoroughly when they reached her 
apartment door that she nearly forgot how to turn the 
knob. Her body tingled all the way down to her toes. The 
man was like a drug, one she could become addicted to 
very quickly. It wasn’t until the door was securely locked 
and his footsteps echoed on the stairs that she managed 
to break the spell of his kiss. River padded over to her 
and meowed plaintively. 

Elizabeth scooped the cat up in her arms and brought 
her into the bedroom. She peered between the drapes and 
out the window to the sidewalk below. Alexander strode to-
wards the limo that was double-parked on her narrow street. 
Before he ducked inside, he looked up. Four stories of dis-
tance did nothing to dim the dazzling smile that lit up his face 
when he saw her watching. With the cat in her arms, and his 
blanket still around her shoulders, she could only manage a 
tiny wave in return before the limo pulled away. 
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River protested in her arms. “Okay, sweetie. I know. 
Bedtime.” 

A flash of movement on the street caught her eye before 
she turned away. A lone man stood on the opposite corner, 
talking on his phone. He glanced up and she shrank back, 
hiding herself behind the drapes. When she peered out 
again, he was gone. 



Seven
Alexander’s phone buzzed on his bedside table a little 
after six-thirty. 

Did you sleep well?  

He grinned over his coffee mug. Starting the day with a 
text message from Elizabeth was fast becoming a fixture in 
his life.

Yes. Did you? 

I kept dreaming about what you did to me. 

Do you regret our play? 

He tensed. This was the true test. He’d shown her a 
glimpse of her submissive side. Now she had to decide 
whether to embrace it or not. She captivated him, body, 
mind, and soul. When he’d arrived home the previous 
night, the orgasm he’d had left him spent, but still his 
dreams had been filled with her.

The next message didn’t come for almost ten minutes. 
He was halfway to the athletic club, nervous as hell, when 
it came through. 

No. But I don’t know what that means. 
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It means you enjoy a submissive role. It means 
you were honest with yourself and with me. 
You trust me to control your pleasure. 

The last time I gave up control, I ended up Darren’s pet. 
One he tired of once it no longer came with a pedigree. 

Alexander seethed. He wanted to find this Darren and 
pummel him within an inch of his life for making his beau-
tiful, strong woman feel anything but cherished and loved. 
He stared out the limo’s window for several miles. He 
couldn’t screw up his next words. 

Darren was an idiot. Being a Dom is who I am. But 
that does not mean I will ever disrespect you or 
impose control over other aspects of your life.  

I want to trust you. To trust that. But you 
don’t take no for an answer. 

Alexander laughed. 

You walked out on me several times, 
remember? I’m not used to that. 

I can’t let a man control my life again. 
I’m not a submissive person. 

I do not want to control your life. Only your pleasure. 
Never sacrifice your spirit, your spark, your strength. Keep 
that control in business, in life, even with me in the rest 
of our relationship. But in the bedroom, put yourself in 
my hands and let me care for you. Can you do that? 

I don’t know. Will it always be like last night? 
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Sex?  

Yes. 

Well, I very much want to be inside of you soon. And I 
want you naked. But I enjoy the more conventional acts 
too. I will not always ask to bind you or blindfold you. 
Rest assured, if we are going to play, you will ALWAYS 
have a choice in everything. When we play, you may 
give up your control to me, but never your power.  

I don’t understand. 

I know, Elizabeth. But this discussion will be much 
easier in person. I’ve arrived at my squash game and my 
brother is glaring at me. May I pick you up at two? 

Are you going to win the game? 

I always win. 

Then yes. I’ll be ready at two.  

Alexander tossed his phone in his bag and leveled a 
stern gaze at his brother. “I have a lot riding on this game, 
Nicholas. Are you ready to lose?”

His brother raised a brow. “Bring it, Alex.”

mn

Elizabeth paced back and forth across the well-worn 
wood floors. She’d packed running clothes, a business 
suit, and three changes of underwear. Her trip to Seattle 
weighed down on her like a wet blanket, even as she 
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waited for the one bright spot in her life—Alexander—to 
pick her up. 

“I’m going to have to tell him, sweetie,” she confessed 
to River. Not today. Today she wanted to have fun. One last 
good memory before she ruined their relationship forever. 
If she accused CPH of tax fraud—something she was increas-
ingly convinced she had to do—Alexander would find out 
and he’d never forgive her for not mentioning it from the 
beginning.

Alexander’s brisk knock kicked off a storm inside of her: 
elation and fear swirled, churning her stomach and threat-
ening to choke her. 

It didn’t help that he looked amazing. Alexander was 
dressed in a trim pair of black pants, black boots, and a 
sweater the emerald green of his eyes. He drew in a sharp 
breath when he saw her. Her tight thermal pants had seen 
better days, with a hole in the knee and a thin patch on her 
calf, but her wool sea-foam sweater was new. She’d tucked 
her hair in a black wool cap. 

 “Every time I see your body, Elizabeth, I want it all 
the more.” He ran a hand down her ass and she smiled 
at him. 

“We’re skating, remember. Not tearing each other’s 
clothes off.” 

“We cannot do both?” He peered around her door, frown-
ing at the open suitcase sitting on the couch. “Are you going 
somewhere?”

Her smile faded in an instant. “Yes. I can’t see you this 
week. I have to fly to Seattle tomorrow. It’s . . . complicated, 
but my lawyer’s there and I need to meet with him. I 
just got the call a couple of hours ago that he was avail-
able. I found a last minute ticket for pretty cheap, but 
only if I stayed through Wednesday and took this insanely 
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complicated multi-layover trip home through Las Vegas. 
I won’t be back until Thursday morning.” 

“You’re in trouble.” His arms encircled her and drew her 
against him. How could she possibly lie when all she could 
think of was his warmth and how she’d never feel it again 
after today?

“Don’t make me answer you,” she begged. He curled a 
finger under her chin and nudged her head up to look 
at him. “Please. Can’t we just have fun? You asked me 
to give you a chance—to give us a chance. That’s what I 
want to do today.”

A long pause and a hard stare had her holding her breath. 
Finally, his lips quirked in disapproval and he leaned in to 
touch his forehead to hers. “On two conditions.” 

“Anything.” Too late, she realized she’d opened a door 
she couldn’t close. It didn’t matter. Not with him so close 
she could feel his heartbeat.

The rumble that vibrated through his chest as he spoke 
grounded her. 

“One. When you return, you will tell me what is going on. 
And two. If I can help, you will ask. I care for you, Elizabeth. 
It pains me to see you in obvious distress. A state you’ve 
been in too often for my liking.” 

She nodded. He raised a brow, asking her with that single 
move for a verbal answer. “Okay.” 

“Thank you. Now, may I help you with your coat?” 
The air in the apartment lightened with that single 

question. His voice changed. No longer the Dom demand-
ing compliance, he was now merely Alexander. Her deep 
breath of relief came out almost as a laugh. “Only if you let 
me go.” She grinned and levered up on her toes to kiss him. 
He tasted of mint: clean and fresh and delicious. Fingers 
twisted firmly through her hair. She practically purred at 
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the tension and pressed closer to him. When he released 
her, she staggered back against the door jamb. 

“You’re terrible.”
“You kissed me. Now get your coat.” He playfully slapped 

her ass as she ducked back inside and she laughed ner-
vously. God. Please let there be some way out of this—some 
way I can stop CPH without losing Alexander.

mn

Elizabeth had never felt so off balance. One moment 
she was laughing at Alexander’s poor jokes and the next, 
she was fighting back tears. Each time the darkness set-
tled over her, he knew and nibbled on her ear, tickled her 
waist, or cupped her cheek and kissed her. How long until 
he wouldn’t accept her deflection and made her tell him 
what was going on? She answered her own question. Four 
days. She had until Thursday and she was determined to 
make the most of today. 

At Boston Common, Alexander helped Elizabeth with 
her skates and kept an arm around her waist as they 
made their way out onto the ice. She’d rollerbladed back 
in Seattle and took to the ice with only a few moments of 
unsteadiness. They held hands, following the pace of the 
crowds. An hour passed in the blink of an eye. Christmas 
music played, children laughed around them, and women 
stared longingly at Alexander or jealously at Elizabeth. 
Thoughts of CPH skirted the edges of her mind, but never 
settled, for Alexander kept her distracted with casual 
banter, frequent kisses to her cheek or her neck, and the 
occasional brush of his hand to her ass. 

“Elizabeth, do not be alarmed,” he murmured in her ear, 
“but I’m afraid we’re being photographed.” 
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She scanned the crowds and her gaze landed on a burly 
man with a semi-professional camera in front of his face 
aimed in their direction. “Your face is news,” she replied. 
“I’m not surprised.” Alexander took her hands and swung 
her around in an arc, giving the photographer a show. 
Elizabeth couldn’t help her laughter, but when she right-
ed herself and looked back over at the photographer, her 
world stopped. 

She recognized him. 
Her legs went in opposite directions, her heart leapt 

into her throat, and every instinct told her to run. Held in 
Alexander’s arm, she couldn’t escape, but she slid down 
his body and hit the ice—hard. Air left her lungs and tears 
sprang to her eyes. This was the same man who’d been out-
side her apartment the previous night. 

“Elizabeth!” He hauled her up against him. “Are you all 
right, chérie?” 

“I have to get out of here,” she said, before rational 
thought took over. “Let me go.” CPH was having her fol-
lowed and now they’d seen her with Alexander—had 
photographic proof she was consorting with one of their 
clients. The lawsuit made perfect sense. Had they watched 
her at the diner? The Thinking Cup? She tried to pull away 
from his grip, but he shook his head.

“No. You’re not going anywhere until you tell me what 
has you in a panic. It’s a photographer. One you were uncon-
cerned with a moment ago.” Alexander pulled her towards 
the edge of the ice in the direction of the photographer. 
Elizabeth tried to drag her feet, but on skates, in his strong 
arms, she had no choice but to follow his lead. When the 
man saw them approaching, he turned and ran. “I can have 
my admin make some calls. We can keep your name out of 
the papers for a time. At least until the Fire and Ice Ball 
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on Friday. Money buys many things. Even privacy on occa-
sion.” He reached into the pocket of his long wool coat and 
withdrew his mobile phone.

“No. Don’t.” All the money in the world couldn’t fix this 
and his admin wouldn’t find the photo of them in any 
newspaper. Smoothing things over with Alexander was her 
only concern now. If she didn’t reassure him that she was 
all right, he’d press her for details she couldn’t give him. 
“I’m not used to this. Being on display. I shouldn’t have 
freaked out. Let’s get out of here, okay? My legs are jelly.” 

“There’s more to it than that. Don’t lie to me, Elizabeth. 
I read people every day. You did not freak out. You were 
afraid of that man. Tell me why.” He caged her against the 
rail with a hand on either side of her waist. His green eyes 
bored into her.

“I can’t.”
“This has something to do with why you’re going to 

Seattle, doesn’t it?” 
“Yes.”
“These one or two word answers must cease, chérie. But 

as you promised to explain when you return, I will let it go 
for now. Come. Let’s get you off the ice.”

Alexander didn’t look at her again until he’d unlaced her 
skates. “Can I take you to an early dinner?” he asked. 

“No.” Her stomach churned. “I have to be at the airport 
at six tomorrow. I should go home and finish packing.” 

“You still have to eat and I have little confidence you’ll 
do so left to your own devices.”

“I have some food in the fridge that’ll go bad before I get 
back. I promise you that I’ll be okay.” She chided herself 
for lying to him. In truth, her fridge was empty and she’d 
probably dine on potato chips and tea, but the more time 
she spent with him, the greater the chance she’d confess 
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everything. She had to distract him. “What do you have to 
do this week?”

 “Year-end activities are starting. Closing out the books, 
planning for next year. It will be a week of meetings from 
nine to five or longer. I believe my brother also has plans 
to buy a dozen new warehouses and a new container ship. 
While that is his business, not mine, purchases that large 
require two signatories and I do not sign off on anything 
without doing my due diligence. Not even purchases he 
vouches for.” 

“How large is large?” Elizabeth leaned down and brushed 
a kiss to Alexander’s lips when he held out her boot for her. 

“I believe the ship in question is approximately one hun-
dred and twenty million.”

“Holy shit.” Elizabeth’s mouth gaped open in a soft o. 
“Other than my rent, I can’t remember the last time I spent 
one hundred and twenty dollars on any one thing. And 
you’re going to spend a million times that.” 

“I won’t apologize for my wealth, Elizabeth.” Alexander 
took a seat and removed his skates, slid his feet into his 
boots, and offered her his hand. “That was the wrong thing 
to say,” he murmured on the way back to the limo. She 
didn’t look up at him, only tightened her grip on his arm. 

“You don’t have to apologize,” she said. “You’re rich. I 
knew that when I got in the limo with you that first day. 
I can’t even fathom that amount of money. My family is 
wealthy and even they’d balk at that figure.” 

She admired the firm length of his legs when he slid into 
the limo next to her. He draped his arm around her shoul-
ders. “I suppose when you deal in such sums daily, you 
forget that the rest of the world doesn’t. I hope that doesn’t 
come across as conceited. But it’s the reality I live in. 
Fairhaven Exports and Fairhaven Limited are responsible 
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for more than half of the world’s shipping. By necessity, we 
deal in millions of dollars a transaction. The ships we own 
carry anywhere from ten to fifteen thousand containers. 
Each container is twenty feet long. Think about how many 
computers, televisions, even cars, we can carry at once.” 

“I used to drive by the port in Seattle all the time. 
Sometimes I’d pull off the road to watch the ships being 
loaded,” she said. The memory made her smile. “I always 
thought it was impressive. All those containers raised and 
lowered like they were dominoes.”

They lapsed into companionable silence as the city flew 
by. If only I’d met him a year ago. Or a year from now. Then 
we might have had a chance.

“Will you see friends in Seattle? Have any fun at all?” 
The concern in his voice brought a lump to her throat. 

“I don’t have any friends in Seattle any more. I meet 
with my lawyer on Monday afternoon. I might be able to 
go to the Seattle Art Museum on Tuesday. Maybe Pike 
Place Market for chowder. I  have to be at the airport 
on Wednesday by ten.”

The car glided to a smooth stop and Thomas rapped on 
the window. Elizabeth looked down at her hands clasped in 
her lap. “I had a good time today. Thank you.” 

“As did I. If you agree, I will give your email address 
to my personal shopper. She can help you chose a dress 
for the ball while you are gone.” He threaded his hand 
through her hair. 

“Okay.”
“I could”—he looked into her eyes—“take you to the air-

port in the morning.” 
She gave him a sad smile. “No. It’s a short trip on the T. 

I’ll be fine. But I appreciate the offer.” 
“May I text you? Or ring you? While you’re gone?” 
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“I’d like that.”
“Then I will walk you to your door.” 
At the threshold of her apartment, Elizabeth reached 

up and brushed a lock of hair off his forehead. His smile 
warmed her all over and his kiss left her breathless. Maybe 
it would be okay. Maybe he’d forgive her for not telling him 
her fears. Maybe she wouldn’t lose everything. Maybe.

mn

Elizabeth made her way down the aisle to her back row 
middle seat. Beggars couldn’t be choosers and given that 
she booked the ticket yesterday, she definitely fit into the 
beggar category. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, we are about to close the main 
cabin door. It’s time to turn off your cell phones and 
laptops.” 

She rolled her shoulders. Flying wasn’t her favorite ac-
tivity. She was trapped between a man who stank of onions 
in the aisle seat and a woman bouncing a fussy baby by the 
window. She hoped there wasn’t a lot of turbulence. 

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. 

Safe travels, Elizabeth. I will miss you.

She was about to dash off a quick reply when the flight 
attendant approached and raised a brow at her. “Please 
turn off your phone, ma’am.”

Elizabeth shut the phone down with one lingering 
thought. I’ll miss you too. 

mn

Two flights later, Seattle looked much the same. Only 
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Elizabeth had changed. She got in her rental car and went 
directly to the Holiday Inn Express on Highway 99. It was 
an older building and the rooms were small, but they 
were clean and above all, inexpensive. She wasn’t meet-
ing with Clancy until four. She changed into her running 
clothes and checked her phone. No messages. Alexander 
would be in meetings. Rather than sending him a text, she 
dashed off a quick email. 

Headed out for a run. I hope your meetings aren’t too 
terrible. 

Despite the rain, she was looking forward to the run. 
It would help clear her head. Three miles from her hotel, 
a silver Mercedes sped past and a torrent of dirty water 
splattered her from head to toe. She stopped, chest heav-
ing, hands braced on her thighs. Grit coated her lips. Her 
eyes burned with it. Wind slapped against her cheeks 
and blew her hair into her eyes. “Screw it ,” she mut-
tered and turned around. On the way back to the hotel, her 
thoughts wandered. Where were her parents today? At the 
office downtown? The Athletic Club? What about Darren? 
The hospital? Thank God she wasn’t going anywhere near 
their frequent haunts. 

When she got back to the room, she was shivering uncon-
trollably, both from the chill and her nerves. After today, 
there would be no turning back. She couldn’t ignore the 
upcoming court date any longer and she was pretty sure 
she was going to have to formally accuse CPH of tax fraud 
and embezzlement. Clancy’s retainer would probably eat 
away a good chunk of her savings. She’d go see Steyer and 
Associates first thing in the morning. Her former financial 
planners could help her cash out a chunk of the stock she 
still owned. 

After a shower, she opened up her email. Thank God for 
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free Wi-Fi, she thought. Alexander’s name popped up in her 
inbox and a smile tugged at her lips. 

Elizabeth, my personal shopper, Marjorie, sent over 
photos from various designers. I’ve copied her here. You 
should feel free to tell her exactly what you do and do not 
like. She also included the name of a seamstress in Seattle 
who can take your measurements to ensure everything fits 
appropriately. You’ll need to be measured by tomorrow. 
I hope that is not an imposition. Once you choose a dress, I 
will pick some understated jewelry for you to wear. Nothing 
flashy, I promise. -Alexander

Elizabeth paged through designs from Donna Karan, 
Yves St. Laurent, and Jason Wu. She found several dresses 
that wouldn’t expose too much cleavage and sent those 
back to Marjorie. She was about to shut down the comput-
er when another email arrived.  

I have one meeting left for the day and I find myself wish-
ing that I had a photo of your lovely face. Quite honestly, I 
wish I had a photo of you as you were the other night. Where 
will you be at 10 p.m. my time? If you are free, will you ring 
me? I would like to hear your voice. -A

Something inside of Elizabeth warmed and melted. She 
didn’t know what she looked like bound against his bed, but 
even the thought of what he’d done had her heart drum-
ming against her chest and her hips shifting to grind gently 
against the hard chair. They hadn’t talked about their play 
yesterday and she had so many questions. But their time 
ice skating had been fun and easy until the photographer 
had shown up and she hadn’t wanted to bring up such a 
serious topic. Would she get a chance tonight? Or would 
her meeting with Clancy cement her worst fears? If so, her 
relationship with Alexander was over. 
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mn

“Hello, Miss Bennett. It’s been some time.” The old, 
wizened lawyer greeted her warmly and shook her hand. 
Clancy Poon had been her family’s lawyer for more than 
thirty years. His hair was thinner than she remembered 
and his face had dozens of new lines, but his smile was as 
kind and his handshake as strong as ever. “I have to admit I 
was surprised to receive your package. You’ve gotten your-
self into a bit of a jam, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, taking the chair he offered her. The sweet 
scent of old cigars comforted her. It smelled like her grand-
father.  His office, high in Rainier Tower, offered a view of 
the Sound. “I need to know what I should do.”

“Well, you start by explaining the whole situation to 
me. That and paying my retainer. I have reciprocity in 
Massachusetts, so if you don’t want to find a lawyer who’s 
local to you, I can handle your case. Though you’d be on 
the hook for my travel costs.” The old lawyer’s hazel eyes 
sharpened. He was kind, but he was still a lawyer.

“I called a dozen firms in Boston. None of them would 
take my case. Carter, Pastack, and Hayes is a major force in 
the city. I have . . . a resource that I could probably call on 
now to find me someone who wasn’t affiliated with them, 
but I really don’t want to go there if I don’t have to.”

“Oh?”
Her cheeks warmed. “I’m dating someone with connec-

tions. But it’s new and it’s complicated, particularly since 
his company is one of CPH’s clients.” Elizabeth withdrew 
her checkbook. “Three thousand?” she said over the lump 
in her throat. 

“Yes. Is that a problem?” 
“Well, I’m unemployed. But I’m assuming if they win 
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their case against me, it’s going to cost me a lot more than 
that.” She signed the check and handed it over. 

“Based on the documents you sent me, yes. They could 
easily win a multi-million dollar settlement, depending on 
the financial data you are purported to have leaked.” 

“Oh God.” She dropped her head into her hands. This ce-
mented her fears. She was going to have to formally accuse 
them of tax fraud. 

Clancy reached across the desk and laid a hand on her 
shoulder. “Start from the beginning.” 

“I think they’re embezzling money from their clients. 
Altering the clients’ tax records. The way we work—the 
way most firms work, is that we—err, they send the client 
a bill for the tax preparation fees and the tax bill together. 
Then CPH pays the IRS. Unless the client does their own 
audit to confirm the numbers, they’d never know. Most cli-
ents trust their accountants implicitly. 

“I was fired because one of the clients did an indepen-
dent audit and they realized the discrepancy. The firm 
saved face by blaming and firing me and I’m assuming 
giving the clients back their money. I knew I hadn’t made a 
mistake like that. I have a photographic memory. The USB 
drive I sent you contains the tax records for the Boston Red 
Sox. I recreated them over three days from my memory. The 
assistant to one of the owners of the Red Sox tracked me 
down and I . . . I got copies of the files they received from 
CPH. They weren’t the same as the files I gave Hayes.” 

“But you have no proof that’s admissible in court . 
No official copies of what you turned in to your employ-
ers, no one else who can corroborate your information,” 
Clancy said. 

“No. I can accuse them of tax fraud, probably get the Red 
Sox to sign on to the suit, but it would be my word against 
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theirs. And if I do that, I’m likely going to lose Alexander. 
Hell, I’m probably going to lose him no matter what I do.”

“Oh?”
“Fairhaven Exports is CPH’s largest client. If they really 

are embezzling, Fairhaven would be the most tempting 
target.”

“You’re dating a Fairhaven?” Clancy leaned back in 
his chair.  “Connections indeed. And you’ve said noth-
ing to him?”

“No. I should have told him before we had our first dinner 
together, but it was the day after I was served and I didn’t 
know what to do. I still thought they couldn’t possibly have 
any proof that I’d broken my confidentiality agreement.”

“What proof do they have?” 
“They had me followed.” She clenched her hands on 

her thighs while she told Clancy about the man outside her 
window and the photographer at Boston Common. “They’ve 
seen me with Alexander. They’d know that he’s one of their 
clients. Their biggest client. It won’t matter that I haven’t 
told him anything. They probably followed me when I went 
to the Red Sox offices too.”  

“My dear, if that is the case, you might need to involve 
the police and get some protection.” 

“They haven’t done anything. They had my address from 
my employment records. They showed up at my apartment, 
but they didn’t enter my building, didn’t overtly threaten 
me, didn’t do anything but watch and take pictures.” 

“I see two options, Miss Bennett. You can either go to the 
federal prosecutor and accuse your former employers of a 
crime, in which case you’d be protected by whistleblower 
laws, or you can try to settle.”

“What does that mean? That I’d be protected?” 
“The lawsuit against you would go away. The 
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government takes tax fraud quite seriously and they 
know that companies will  often resort to extreme mea-
sures to stop employees from exposing them. What 
CPH is trying to do to you falls under that category. 
Given the enormity of the fraud, they’re going to come 
at you hard for the non-disclosure case to try to intimi-
date you. But once you accuse them of a crime, they can’t 
touch you—legally. Unfortunately, they can still try to 
ruin your reputation and you’d be tied up in the court 
case for quite some time.”

“But I could work. I could get a job somewhere else at 
that point, right?”

“You could try. You’d be safe from prosecution and 
we’d do our best to keep your name out of the papers, but 
we couldn’t guarantee it. If this is an avenue you want to 
pursue, you need to be absolutely positive that you’re 
right about this. Because if you go through with it and 
you’re wrong, it’s not going to go well for you.” Clancy 
shook his head. “If a judge rules in their favor, they could 
sue you for damages.”

Elizabeth bit the inside of her cheek so hard that she 
tasted the coppery tang of blood. Clancy wasn’t making 
her feel any better. “And what if I want this to go away?” 

“If you want to settle, I can likely handle this from here. 
You’d have to pay a fine, probably well north of a hundred 
thousand dollars, but it would be done. You could declare 
bankruptcy and most of the fine would be forgiven. You’d 
have to liquidate all of your stock, but your 401K would 
remain intact.” 

“Shit. I don’t have much choice, do I?”
“No. And I warn you, Miss Bennett, if you decide to go 

through with the tax fraud case, you cannot say anything 
to your new man until you go to the federal prosecutor. If 
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you do, and he reports it before you’ve given your deposi-
tion, your protection goes away.”

“Oh God. What do I do? He already knows something’s 
wrong. I can’t keep this from him for much longer. If I 
settle and he finds out, that’ll be the end of any relation-
ship. He might forgive me if I tell him everything now, but 
if I have to wait . . . he’s not a patient man.” 

“I can’t tell you which decision is best, Miss Bennett. 
You don’t have proof of their crimes other than your 
memories. That’s going to be pretty darn hard to sub-
stantiate. But if you settle and admit guilt, you probably 
won’t be able to find work as an accountant again. At 
least not for any firm worth its salt. And then of course, 
there’s the problem of your new man. I suppose you have 
to ask yourself how you feel about this relationship. Is it 
something worth fighting for?” 

Yes. It is. She didn’t voice her assertion. Clancy wasn’t 
paying attention to her anyway. He was digging in one of 
the drawers of his desk. 

Clancy withdrew his appointment book. “I have a three-
hour block of time open tomorrow afternoon. I suggest you 
think about it tonight and we meet and work on a mock 
deposition tomorrow. Two of them in fact. One in the case 
of settling and another if you choose to accuse them of a 
crime. I can see you at 2 p.m.?”

“Okay. Thanks, Clancy.” 
“Of course, Miss Bennett. Say hello to your parents for 

me.” The lawyer stood and offered her his hand again. 
Elizabeth shook it and smiled sadly. “I haven’t seen or 

talked to my parents in more than five years. They dis-
owned me. I’m sorry. I thought you knew.” 

“They never mentioned it. Come to think of it, they never 
speak of you either. I suppose I should have known.” 
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“They’re masters of keeping up appearances. I’m not 
surprised they kept it quiet. It doesn’t matter. But I’d ap-
preciate it if you didn’t mention that you’d seen me.” 

“Attorney-client privilege, Miss Bennett. I could not 
mention it even if I wanted to.” 

mn

At seven that evening, after some of Seattle’s cheapest 
and most iconic burger joint takeout, Elizabeth crawled 
into bed and called Alexander. 

“I was hoping you’d call,” he purred through the phone. 
“Today was abysmal. Full of accountants and financial dis-
cussions that kept threatening to put me to sleep. I’m 
knackered, but I had so much coffee, I believe I may still 
be vibrating.” 

Elizabeth tried to laugh, but all that came out was a 
hoarse choking sound. The drab walls of the tiny room 
pressed in on her. Rain, usually one of her favorite sounds 
in the world, beat against the roof like nails hammered in 
her coffin. She had to tell him and she was going to lose 
him. Could she do it over the phone? Should she?

“Elizabeth, you do not sound happy. What is it? I can’t 
wait until you’re back here. You need to tell me now. What 
has you so upset? Why are you in Seattle?” 

She kept quiet for so long, Alexander started moving 
around. “If you do not answer me, Elizabeth, I’m coming 
out to Seattle tonight. What is wrong?”

“I . . . shit. Does your company use Carter, Pastack, and 
Hayes?” she asked. Her stomach was tied in knots. She 
knew the answer, but she needed to hear him say it. 

“Fairhaven Charities and Fairhaven Limited employ in-
dependent accountants. However, Fairhaven Exports 
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uses them. I’ve suggested to Nicholas that he find a new 
accounting firm for our taxes this year. I don’t like the 
idea of associating with a firm that would fire my bird, 
my . . . girlfriend. But that does not answer my question. 
What is wrong?” 

Girlfriend. He used the word girlfriend. They’d agreed to 
be exclusive, but she couldn’t believe that he seriously 
considered her his girlfriend. That implied there was 
more to their relationship than sex. She couldn’t do this 
from three thousand miles away. If he could see her face 
when she told him, maybe he’d forgive her and they could 
salvage something of what they currently had. “Can we . . . I 
hate to ask. I know you’re busy with meetings. But can we 
talk on Thursday when I get back? I have to go through San 
Diego and Vegas and I don’t land until six in the morning 
and I’ll need a nap, but maybe eleven? It might need to 
include your brother. There’s something we have to dis-
cuss before—well, before things are irrevocably fucked up 
for both of us.” 

“Elizabeth, you cannot say such things to me and expect 
me to blindly agree. You’re implying that there is some-
thing wrong with our accounting. Something to do with 
your sacking. What do you know?” He wasn’t asking ques-
tions. He was demanding answers.

“Not enough. Too much,” she whispered. 
“You are not making any sense.”  
“I know!” Her heartbeat pounded in her ears. Her 

throat tightened. Her breath wheezed audibly. “I need . . . a 
minute.” She drew her knees up and dropped her head 
between them, abandoning the phone on the bedspread. 
She’d gone years without a panic attack and she’d flirted 
with a full-blown one for weeks, but now it was here with 
a vengeance. 
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“Elizabeth?” Alexander called through the phone. 
“Elizabeth? Bloody hell, answer me!”

Elizabeth drummed her fingertips against her temples 
in a calming rhythm and tried to force air into her lungs. 
“A . . . minute,” she rasped.

“Goddammit. I need a drink.” Elizabeth picked up the 
phone again and tucked it between her ear and shoulder. 
Footsteps echoed. A clink of glass and a glug of liquid 
followed. 

“I’m here,” she said in a small, hoarse voice. 
“Did you work on our account?” The harsh, guttural edge 

to his words made her cringe. 
“No, I swear to you. I never touched your account and 

I did nothing wrong. I can make this right. I promise. I’ll 
tell you everything. But not here. Not alone. Don’t make me 
do this alone.” She stifled a sob. “Please.”

A frustrated growl vibrated the phone’s speaker. “I need 
to talk to Nicholas.”

“Don’t. Please. Alexander, you asked me to trust you the 
other day in your bedroom and I did so. I realize I don’t 
have any collateral here to ask, but I need you to trust me 
now. Please don’t do anything. Don’t say anything yet. Not 
even to your brother. It could ruin me. Give me these next 
two days. I promise I’ll explain everything when I get back.” 

“I care very much for you, Elizabeth, but at this point, 
you need to give me a reason why I should choose you over 
my own blood.” His voice was so subdued—a quiet thunder 
that heralded a coming storm. 

“They’re suing me. They say I violated my confidential-
ity agreement. I didn’t. The photographer at the rink—he 
wasn’t a reporter. He was following me. Our relationship 
is the evidence CPH has against me. My lawyer says I have 
two options. I know which one I have to choose, but before 
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I do, we need to talk. Really talk. But I can’t do this over 
the phone. I’ve . . . shit. I think I’ve fucked this whole thing 
up. Whatever this is . .   .  between us. All of it. Maybe my 
entire life.”

“Well, at this point, I might agree. You’ve told me nothing,” 
he spat. “This is not the way to engender trust. Tell me 
why I shouldn’t end this call and this relationship right 
now. Please.” 

A sick feeling washed over Elizabeth. “You’d end this? 
Us? Over the phone?” 

“I believe in honesty, Elizabeth. I require it. And you are 
not being honest with me.”

“I am. I’ve been honest with you from the beginning.” 
Elizabeth wiped away the tears that stained her cheeks. 
“I’ve never lied to you.” 

“No, you’ve just refused to answer my questions. 
You’ve refused to trust me. Do you really think I would 
let you come to any harm? That I would let you be ruined? 
Over business matters? I realize our relationship is new, 
but you should know me better than that by now. You 
should trust me.”

“I did trust you! I let you—” 
“With your body, yes. But not your mind or your 

heart—your well-being. You have repeatedly pulled away 
from me, hid your feelings, your fears from me. I thought 
after we played that something had changed. That you were 
willing to take a chance on me. On us. But now, you are 
across the country, crying, implying that your former em-
ployer did or is doing something that could be detrimental 
to my company and to you, and you will not tell me what is 
going on. This is not trust.”

“It’s all I have,” she said. “I swear to you, I’ll tell you 
everything. I want to. I could have hidden all of this from 
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you—not said anything to you until I got back. I needed 
you. I needed to know it would be okay.”  

Alexander made another guttural, frustrated sound. 
“You are not making this easy on me. I want to be able to 
look into your eyes. But that’s not possible right now. So 
I’m going to ask you this once and I expect honesty. Do you 
understand me?” His voice had taken on the same tone he 
used with her in his bedroom—the tone that said he would 
be obeyed. 

“Yes.”
“Have you ever knowingly lied to me or falsified data 

that would damage any of the Fairhaven companies, or 
more importantly, me?”

“No.” 
“Very well. I will keep your secrets until you return, even 

from my brother. I wish I could tell you that everything will 
be okay, but I’m afraid I simply cannot right now. I will set 
up the meeting and text you with the details. Be ready to 
explain everything. Good night, Elizabeth.” He hung up.

Elizabeth grabbed the cheap, lumpy, hotel pillow, 
clutched it to her chest, and sobbed into it for a full ten 
minutes. She wasn’t a crier normally, but she worried that 
she’d completely screwed up. Alexander was angry and 
now he probably didn’t trust her. He didn’t offer to pick her 
up from the airport, he didn’t ask her how her day was, and 
he didn’t even wait for her response before hanging up. He 
had been the epitome of caring ever since she’d landed 
over his feet in the rain. And now he was angry and cold. 
She’d also committed herself to going to the Feds. If they 
had any hope of making this work, it was her only option.

She was exhausted. She’d been up for more than twenty 
hours. She plugged her phone in to charge and cried her-
self to sleep. 
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Alexander prowled his office like a cougar stalking his 
prey. Elizabeth was in trouble, frightened, and didn’t trust 
him. He’d given her his promise not to involve his broth-
er, but that didn’t mean he had to sit by and do nothing. 
He poured himself another two fingers of Scotch. Carter, 
Pastack, and Hayes were at the root of this unpleasantness. 
They’d sacked Elizabeth, sued her, and she implied that 
they were guilty of tax fraud. He sent emails to Nicholas, 
Fairhaven’s corporate attorney, and his personal lawyer 
asking for a meeting on Thursday. With that tedium taken 
care of, he opened his company’s HR software and requested 
background checks on Harry Carter, Phillip Pastack, and 
Leonard Hayes.

mn

An hour before dawn, her phone buzzed on the bedside 
table. Elizabeth nearly fell out of bed trying to get to it. 
When she read the text, her heart threatened to break. 

I arranged the meeting for Thursday. Be outside 
your flat at 11. A car will be waiting.

The implication was clear. Alexander wouldn’t be in the 
car waiting for her. She moved through the rest of morn-
ing in a fog. Her eyes were swollen so badly that the skin 
of her lids looked bruised. There wasn’t enough coffee 
in the world to make her feel human. She met with the 
seamstress Marjorie suggested. She was pretty sure 
Alexander was going to dump her after their Thursday 
meeting, but in case he didn’t, she figured she might 
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as well have something to wear to the Fire and Ice Ball. 
Emails were exchanged, she ordered ridiculously high-
heeled shoes, undergarments, and a shoulder wrap, and 
Marjorie confirmed that she’d send over the dress on 
Thursday afternoon along with the appropriate accesso-
ries. Elizabeth went for another long run, forced down 
another cheap burger and fries, and met with her former 
financial planner. She cashed out five thousand dollars 
of Bennett Pharmaceutical stock to pay for a few bills, 
Clancy’s retainer, and her rent for the next two months. 
When she returned to her room after the long and stressful 
meeting with her lawyer, she took a chance and fired off a 
couple of text messages to Alexander. 

I’m sorry. I should have told you from the 
beginning. I’m scared to death over what I’m 
about to do. Please give me another chance. 

I’m sorry if I screwed this up. I miss you. 

She paced and tried to read, but she kept checking her 
phone for any response from the man who was fast be-
coming more important to her than she was comfortable 
admitting. But there was nothing. She chided herself for 
being needy, and then chided herself again for chiding 
herself. You’re a thirty-two year old woman who hasn’t 
had a relationship in more than five years, she thought. 
He cares about you—or did—and you definitely care about 
him. Missing him is what happens in a normal relationship. 
Just because it never happened with Darren doesn’t make it 
wrong. I hope I haven’t totally screwed this up. 

On the off chance she hadn’t thrown away the relation-
ship before it had a chance to flourish, she opened up her 
browser, turned off safe search, and did some research. 
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The Wikipedia entry for BDSM was exhaustive and con-
tained photos that both frightened her and caused her core 
to tighten and warm. But the most interesting section in-
volved BDSM misconceptions. According to the article, it 
wasn’t about the Dom getting their way, it was about the 
sub giving consent for their pleasure. She’d felt awkward 
and afraid when Alexander had chastised her for moving, 
but the pleasure she’d received at his hand had eclipsed 
any of her previous sexual experiences. If that was, as he 
insisted, nowhere near the pleasure he wanted to give her, 
she wasn’t sure she’d be able to stand it. 

Another site listed the different types of BDSM dynam-
ics, but didn’t really answer her questions. Alexander told 
her she should keep control in the rest of their relation-
ship, and despite his strong and commanding personality, 
he hadn’t tried to impose his will on her outside of their 
one play session. Not to any worrisome extremes at least. 
After an hour, she stumbled on a site that contained one 
very simple and powerful statement. 

The Dominant in the scene has control at all times, but 
the true power lies with the submissive. In a mutually re-
spectful D/s relationship, the submissive can always end 
things with an agreed upon safeword or gesture. In this way, 
it is the sub who has the power for the Dominant can do 
nothing (and should do nothing) without the sub’s total and 
informed consent. 

Alexander’s words came flooding back to her. “If you say 
zucchini to me, at any time, it means that this all stops. If I 
am touching you, I stop. If I am demonstrating something, 
even if I am nowhere near you, I stop. If I am explaining 
something, and it frightens you, say zucchini and I stop.” 

She believed him. She checked the computer’s clock. It 
was nearly eleven and her flight left Seattle at eleven the 
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next morning with two layovers. She had to get some sleep. 
After glancing at her phone one last time and feeling the 
pang of disappointment and fear that Alexander hadn’t re-
turned her texts, she turned off the light and tried to sleep. 



Eight
Alexander hadn’t slept more than two hours at a time 
since Elizabeth’s phone call. He couldn’t believe how 
badly he’d handled things. Instead of reassuring her, he’d 
snapped at her. He should have gone directly to the air-
port and had the company plane take him to Seattle. He’d 
been angry—both with her and with himself. How could he 
not have seen it? Her sacking, the stress she’d been under 
since the day they’d met, and now this. The research he’d 
done on the three partners had set off warning bells. Phillip 
Pastack was eighty and largely retired. Before he founded 
the firm with Harry Carter and Leonard Hayes, he’d been 
a career military man. He’d been sued five times: three 
cases of sexual harassment and two wrongful termina-
tion suits. All five defendants recanted their accusations 
before their trials started. 

Harry Carter had been convicted of assault when he 
was thirty. He’d pled guilty and did a fifteen-month stint 
in a country club prison. 

The most worrisome of the three was Leonard Hayes. 
Hayes was clean. No lawsuits,  not even a parking 
ticket .  His father, however, had embezzled millions as 
a stock broker in the seventies. While the sins of the 
father did not translate to the sins of the son, Alexander 
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had to wonder if  the Leonard’s apple fell close to his 
father’s tree. 

Alexander kept his word and did his best to avoid 
Nicholas whenever possible. His brother had an uncanny 
ability to sense when Alexander was lying so he made him-
self scarce outside of the boardroom. Unfortunately, that 
left him with too much time on his hands—time he used 
to berate himself incessantly. After her text messages on 
Tuesday, he started and deleted a dozen messages of his 
own. I’m sorry, I miss you, and Can I pick you up from the 
airport were the most common drafts, but he’d even ven-
tured into Let me help, Come home, and I was a tosser for 
hanging up on you. But no words seemed to adequately ex-
press everything he was feeling. By Wednesday, the chasm 
he imagined between them was so large he wasn’t sure it 
could ever be bridged. 

“Why the hell didn’t I reassure her?” he muttered to 
himself on the ride home from the office on Wednesday. 

“Sir?” Thomas asked. 
“I’m afraid I’ve made a real cock-up of things with 

Elizabeth,” he replied. “I’m not sure I can fix it.”
“Shall I take you to her apartment?” 
“No. She went to Seattle.” 
“The airport then.”
Alexander rubbed his temples. “Early tomorrow. Her 

flight lands at six and I want to be there.” 
“Very well, sir. Shall I have Samuel arrange for flowers? 

A gift of some sort?” The limo rolled to a stop and double-
parked outside Alexander’s home. Thomas turned in his 
seat and met Alexander’s eyes. The young man had been a 
trusted employee for eight years. He was a capable driver, 
but it was his discretion and quick thinking that spurred 
Alexander to keep him on. 
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“No. I’m afraid she would see a gift as an attempt to buy 
her forgiveness. I must earn it. Did Samuel say anything 
about her dress?”

“Yes, sir. It came this morning.” 
Alexander threw open the door. “Brilliant. Take the rest 

of the night off, Thomas. Go see a movie. Take that new bird 
of yours out for a nice dinner. My treat.” 

“Thank you, sir. She’ll like that. Good night.” 

mn

Later that night, Alexander sat in his living room sip-
ping an eighteen-year-old Macallan when someone banged 
on his door, rang the bell, and banged again. He’d already 
dismissed Samuel for the night, so he answered the door 
himself. His brother stood on the doorstep, wrapped in a 
camel-colored wool coat pulled up to his ears. It was snow-
ing heavily. Alexander stepped aside. “Nicholas, to what do 
I owe this unexpected pleasure?” His words were friendly, 
but his tone was pure ice. He didn’t want company tonight.  

His brother entered silently, divested himself of his 
coat, gloves, and hat, and arranged everything over the 
arm of the sofa. Alexander poured Nicholas a glass of 
Scotch. He might not be in the mood for company, but he 
wasn’t going to be rude. Nicholas threw himself down in 
the chair across from the hearth and drained half of the 
Scotch in a single swallow. 

“Nicholas?”
“Why did you suggest we dump our accounting firm?”
Alexander was instantly on alert. Nicholas was easily ex-

citable, but now he was deadly calm. “Because the woman 
I am seeing was let go from Carter, Pastack, and Hayes 
two weeks ago. They claim she performed poorly, but she 
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maintains she did not and I believe her. She is . . . quite im-
portant to me, so I thought it unseemly to give our money 
to a company that gave her such grief. Why do you ask?” 

“That’s it? That’s the only reason?” Nicholas leaned for-
ward, his piercing blue eyes searching for answers. 

“It was. But I’m afraid there is more now. I can’t talk about 
this, Nicholas. Not tonight. I made a promise to Elizabeth.”

“Did she work on our accounts?” He slammed his glass 
down on the coffee table, shattering Alexander’s tenuous 
control on his emotions along with the lead crystal. “Shit.”

“Leave it. The housekeeper comes in the morning.” 
Alexander got Nicholas a fresh glass and another two fin-
gers of Macallan. 

“Well?”
“She did not. The meeting scheduled for tomorrow is 

at her behest. She’s frightened. I have my suspicions as to 
why, but she asked for my trust and though the relation-
ship is new, it is important to me and I intend to keep my 
promise to her. There is nothing we can do tonight anyway.” 

“Goddammit, Alex. You’re taking her side over the com-
pany our father entrusted to us. We overpaid our taxes by 
at least ten million last year. I had Cynthia run a quick audit 
yesterday of last year’s numbers. Standard practice since 
I was investigating new accounting firms. She and I both 
nearly missed it, but our charitable contributions were 
only listed as two point three million last year. Do you re-
member that bet we had?” 

Alexander chuckled. “Of course. I beat your arse five 
weeks in a row on the courts and you had to donate an 
amount proportional to your total score.” 

“I scored twenty-one points over those five weeks, so to 
keep it sporting, I donated two point one million. In one go 
of it. I had Cynthia pull all of the donations and they were 
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a hair over three million. I have her going over every line 
of our taxes for last year now.” Nicholas finished off his 
Scotch and turned to pour himself another. 

Alexander grabbed his arm and spun him around. “Did 
you say anything to anyone from Carter, Pastack, and Hayes?”

“Of course not! Cynthia and her department are han-
dling it and they know not to say anything. If CPH screwed 
us, they’re going to pay. We’ll sue them for everything 
they’re worth. They’re arseholes. I’ve seen them go after 
former employees who dared expose their insane overtime 
requirements. I dismissed it. Business sometimes requires 
us to be cold and unfeeling. But I never liked it. Knowing 
that they screwed us, even if it was unintentional, I’m 
hitting them as hard as I can. Now let me go.” 

Alexander had six inches and fifty pounds on Nicholas, 
and it was all muscle, but his brother was older and his 
stare could still reduce Alexander to a ten-year old boy. 
Exhaustion washed over him like a tidal wave, filling his 
lungs, tumbling him head over heels. The boy he’d been 
wanted Nicholas to throw him a life preserver. The 
man he was now swam to the surface alone.

“Elizabeth begged me not to say anything. Even to you. 
She’s not the type of woman who begs. At least not out-
side the bedroom. We had a row about it and I’m afraid I 
made a real cock up of things. She matters to me. I’ve never 
asked you for much at all, brother. But I am asking now. 
Give her—us—twelve hours. Please.” 

“Shite, Alex. You’re really falling for her aren’t you?” 
Nicholas pulled his arm free and poured them both more 
Scotch. They took seats across from each other. 

“That I am. She’s a natural submissive, Nicholas. But 
there’s also a tremendous amount of strength in her. She’s 
everything I’ve always wanted and didn’t know I needed. 
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A woman who’ll stand up to me, challenge me, but will 
give me her total trust in the bedroom. It’s easier for you, I 
think. What you want. Finding a slave when you’re . . . well, 
us . . . isn’t difficult. Throw some cash around and you’ve 
got it. At least for a time. I’m glad that dynamic works for 
you. It doesn’t work for me.” 

“You think it’s easy dealing with Candy? She’s as dumb 
as a box of rocks. No. Scratch that. She doesn’t even have 
the brains of a single rock.” 

Alexander’s laugh bellowed and echoed against the high 
ceilings. “No, she does not. Are you saying it’s finally over?”

“Not yet. I need someone for all the holiday parties and 
she does fill out a dress quite well.” Nicholas ran a hand 
through his thinning blond hair. “But after the first of 
the year, I’ll find her a new Master and be done with her. 
I told Terrance that I’d take him to a club I joined out in 
Dorchester. I found Candy there shortly after they opened. 
Perhaps I’ll find a better match there now. I was going to 
ask you to come with us. They’re quite exclusive. All mem-
bers and guests are required to sign a strict confidentiality 
agreement. I know you were recognized a time or two at 
Midnight Sin.” 

“I saw Terrance on Monday. He mentioned the club. 
Chains is it?”

“Yes. You should see their dungeon. I had Candy begging 
after mere minutes.” 

“I need to come. Please.” The memory of Elizabeth’s voice 
brought a smile to his lips. “I do not believe I’ll have need 
of it. Not if Elizabeth forgives me.” Alexander drained his 
Scotch. “It’s late, brother dear, and I need to pick Elizabeth 
up at the airport in the morning. Or try to anyway.” 

“Try to?” Nicholas finished his own drink and deposited 
the glass on the end table next to the broken one. 
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“I haven’t spoken to her since we fought on Monday 
night. She’s all alone—or was. I won’t let her be alone any 
longer. Not when I can do something to protect her. Do I 
have your word that you’ll wait until our meeting to speak 
to company counsel about the tax discrepancies?”

“Yes. You’re my blood, Alex. If you trust her, I’ll give you 
those twelve hours you asked for.” 

“Thank you.”
Nicholas donned his coat and tugged on his gloves. 

Alexander stopped him just before he reached the entry-
way. “We have not always seen eye to eye, but you’re a 
good man.” 

Nicholas gave Alexander a quick hug. “I hope she’s 
worth it.” 

“She is.”

mn

At five minutes to six on Thursday morning, Alexander 
alighted from his limo at Logan Airport. He strode quickly 
towards Terminal A. There was only one flight from Vegas 
arriving at this God-awful hour. An influx of weary travelers 
streamed by. He saw Elizabeth immediately. She trudged 
out of the terminal, wheeling a small suitcase behind her. 
The sight of her staggered him. Gone was the bright, shin-
ing light that was Elizabeth. In her place, an empty shell 
remained. Her eyes were sunken, her shoulders slumped, 
her skin pale. She wasn’t paying any attention to her sur-
roundings, walking towards the T station on auto-pilot. 
Alexander stepped in front of her at the last minute. 

“Sorry,” she said automatically, stepping aside without 
looking at him. 

“Elizabeth.” He laid his hands on her shoulders. 
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She jolted in  surprise .  “Oh God.  What  are you 
doing here?” 

She tried to pull away, but he held her fast. “I’m pick-
ing you up from the airport. That is what happens in a 
relationship.” 

“Relationship?” Elizabeth shook her head. “We can’t 
have a relationship. We don’t. You said . . . ” 

A tear trailed down her cheek. Alexander dashed it 
away. “Don’t cry. I’m sorry. I was a sodding bastard to you 
on the phone and there’s no excuse for it. I should never 
have hung up on you. We do have a relationship. Assuming 
you can see your way clear to forgive me. You’re not alone 
any more, chérie.”

She didn’t respond, but the look on her face told him she 
didn’t trust his words. Actions would have to do. “Do you 
have luggage?”

“No.” 
Alexander sent Thomas a message to be at the curb in 

five minutes and draped his arm around Elizabeth’s shoul-
ders. With her small suitcase in hand, he kept her close 
as they headed to the arrivals exit. The silence ate away 
at his composure, as did the sight of Elizabeth’s blood-
shot eyes when he slid into the limo next to her. She shied 
away from him, her body braced for his rejection, despite 
his words. He silently cursed his behavior towards her on 
the phone. Why hadn’t he called to apologize? Or even sent 
a text? If she didn’t forgive him, he’d never forgive himself.

Once they were on their way, Alexander cleared his 
throat. “Have you slept?”

Whatever she’d expected, it hadn’t been that. “N-no. I 
can’t sleep on planes.” 

“You’ve never been on the right plane.” He slid closer to 
her. “I missed you.”
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Another tear fell. “If you missed me, you wouldn’t have 
ignored me for two days.”

Alexander cursed under his breath. “I deserved that. 
When I hung up on you on Monday night, I was angry. You 
didn’t trust me with your well-being. This was not about 
the tax fraud.” Her eyes widened and he took her hand. She 
stiffened, but didn’t pull away. “It’s not a stretch to realize 
that’s what’s going on. And you should have told me about 
it from the start. You knew my company was involved. But 
that’s not why I was angry. You feared I would ruin you. 
Those were your words. Whether or not this relation-
ship flourishes, I care about you. I would never ruin you. 
I thought I had your trust, Elizabeth. Not only with your 
body. With your heart. It was difficult to learn I did not. 
Will you forgive me?” 

She turned her head, but Alexander gently captured her 
chin so she had no choice but to face him. Her words tum-
bled out quickly, as if saying them would somehow lessen 
their hold over her. “We didn’t have a relationship 
when I got the summons. I couldn’t find a lawyer here. No 
one would represent me. A dozen firms. All with ties to 
CPH. I called my lawyer back in Seattle and found out he 
had reciprocity here. He warned me not to say anything to 
anyone until we’d decided what to do. I wanted to tell you. 
But then I saw the photographer at the ice rink. He was 
outside my building after you dropped me off on Saturday 
night too. He must have seen us together at breakfast or 
when we had coffee. Or followed me to the Red Sox office. 
I was scared. If I can’t get protection from federal whistle-
blower laws, they’ll win their case against me and” —her 
words died as he held a finger to her lips. 

“I will not let that happen.”
“You can’t promise me that. No one can.” She lost all fight 
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and crumpled into his chest. “I’m sorry. I can’t be with you. 
I can’t drag you further into this mess.”

Alexander reclined in the seat and pulled Elizabeth 
closer, a hand in her hair angling her head up to look at 
him. “Do you want to be with me? If this whole cock-up 
wasn’t an issue, would you want see where this goes?”

The look in her eyes calmed the storm inside him. “Yes.” 
“Then we are in agreement. We will deal with everything 

else after you get some sleep. We’ve a bit of a ride in this 
traffic. I’m afraid you would have been home sooner if I’d 
let you take the T, but then I wouldn’t have been able to do 
this.” He cupped her cheek and brushed his lips to hers. 
She made a small satisfied sound. “Rest a bit. I canceled my 
meetings this morning so I could stay with you.” 

“You don’t have to,” she said against his neck.
“I have my laptop. I’ll still get work done. But I’ve missed 

you, chérie. And I feel terrible about how I treated you. I 
was upset, but that is no excuse. You don’t do that to some-
one you care for.” 

“It’s okay,” she murmured. Her eyes were closed and her 
breathing slow and steady. She was very nearly asleep. 

“No. It isn’t. They’re guilty, aren’t they?”
“Uh-huh.” She burrowed closer to him. “They can’t know.” 
“They won’t. 
Thomas pulled onto the turnpike and came to a stop in 

the Ted Williams Tunnel. It would be forty minutes before 
they reached Elizabeth’s flat. Perhaps even an hour.

“Shhh,” he soothed. “I’ve got you. I’m not letting you go, 
Elizabeth Bennett.” 

She settled closer to him and sighed, falling asleep in 
his arms. 

mn



IN HIS Silks | 149 

At a quarter to eleven, Elizabeth walked out of her bed-
room dressed in a pair of loose black pants and a blue 
sweater. Her hair was braided down her back. She had no 
recollection of arriving home, taking off her shoes and 
sweatshirt, or getting into bed, and she had a sneaking sus-
picion that Alexander had carried her up from the car and 
tended to her. She could sleep anywhere except on planes 
and she slept like the dead in the limo. Darren had always 
chided her for her deep sleep, worried that if anything 
were to happen—a fire or an earthquake for example—
she’d sleep right through it and die. Now, armed with a 
few hours of sleep, and the fresh memory of Alexander’s 
arms around her, she felt almost steady.

Alexander sat on her couch, working on his computer, 
with River on his lap. The orange tabby looked up at her 
and meowed once in protest. Her neighbor had fed the cat 
while she’d been gone, but River wasn’t overly fond of Mrs. 
McGillis. When Alexander looked up at her and smiled, 
something in Elizabeth’s belly flipped. 

“You stayed.”
“That I did. I do not know how much you feed this behe-

moth, but she seemed quite pleased with me when I filled 
her bowl. I made coffee. We need to go soon, but I pre-
pared your travel mug for you.” He scooped up River and 
deposited her where his ass had been moments before. The 
cat curled up in the well-warmed space he’d vacated 
and closed her eyes. Their fingers brushed and lin-
gered around the travel mug. A calm spread through her 
limbs and warmed her down to her toes. “It will be okay, 
Elizabeth. I have a lawyer on retainer. He’ll be joining us.”

Warning bells set her on edge, prickling the hair on 
the back of her neck. Elizabeth struggled to control the 
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tremble in her fingers. He’d been so caring when he picked 
her up. But if he had a lawyer, had his concern been an act? 
“I feel like I’m operating at a disadvantage. My lawyer is 
in Seattle. I should call him. He doesn’t know . . . he didn’t 
want me to tell you. I was supposed to go to the federal 
prosecutor first. But I can’t do that to you. I—God. Why 
did this have to happen right when I met you? I didn’t want 
this. Us. But you wouldn’t take no for an answer and then 
when I decided to go with it, to see where this went, all 
this shit happened.” 

Alexander stepped close enough for her to smell his 
musky, woodsy scent. She gasped when he wrapped his arms 
around her. “Elizabeth. The lawyer is for you.” He tightened 
his hold. “I have no doubt that Fairhaven Exports will sue 
them for all that they’re worth, but we won’t do a thing 
until you’re protected.” 

“I can’t accept that much from you. This isn’t your 
fight—”

He silenced her with a kiss. “It is now. Do you really 
think I care about the amount of money the lawyer is going 
to cost me? Nicholas started looking into the work CPH did 
for us last year.” Elizabeth’s eyes widened. “I said nothing 
to him. Nothing except that I wanted to find a new firm be-
cause I was seeing you and I didn’t think it appropriate to 
continue to use them. He pressed, and still I refused. Trust 
works both ways, chérie. You asked for my promise and I 
gave it. I will never break a promise to you. Nicholas found 
discrepancies. On his own. Even if the only issue was with 
our charitable contribution, we still overpaid our taxes 
by more than six hundred thousand. The amount I might 
spend on your legal defense is nothing compared to that. 
Now come on. It is time you met my brother.” 

He gestured to a garment bag hanging on the back of her 
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front door. “If you need another sign that I’m not giving 
up on us, I brought your dress for tomorrow’s ball. The 
diamonds will arrive by courier tomorrow at four. If you 
cannot be home at that time, let me know. I’ll pick you up 
at six. Are you ready to leave?”

Elizabeth couldn’t believe Alexander was real. He was 
arrogant, wealthy beyond belief, and he wanted to help her. 
More than that, he still wanted to date her, despite what 
she was going to bring upon him and his family. “I need 
my files.” She unzipped her small suitcase and withdrew 
a thin manila folder with her summons, the details of the 
lawsuit, the Red Sox tax records, and two pages containing 
everything she’d been able to recreate from her confi-
dentiality agreement. The file, along with her purse, went 
into her briefcase. “Okay.”

mn

Neither of them spoke during the twenty-minute ride 
to the restaurant, but Alexander kept his arm around her 
shoulders. Once they arrived, he escorted her through a 
courtyard, down an interior staircase, and into a private 
back room where three men waited for them in a large, 
circular booth. The one on the left was in his forties: tall, 
dark, and thin, with a dour expression. He introduced 
himself as Paul Foyle, Esquire. He was one of Fairhaven 
Exports’ lawyers. The center man was well into his fifties. 
He had salt-and-pepper hair and an easy smile. “Benjamin 
Hetherington. I’m Alexander’s personal lawyer and he’s 
asked me to represent you in this matter.” 

Elizabeth looked up at Alexander. “I already gave my 
Seattle lawyer a retainer.” 

“Ben can work with your lawyer if it makes you feel 
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better. Otherwise, we’ll reimburse you for your retainer. I 
have a feeling whatever you’re going to tell us will make 
that small cost negligible.” Alexander squeezed her hand. 

The third man shared some of Alexander’s features. 
Where Alexander was tall, broad, and dark, this man was 
smaller and thinner with blue eyes and blond hair that 
angled into a widow’s peak. But the two men shared the 
same nose, the same chin, and the same air of confi-
dence. This could only be Nicholas Fairhaven. Nicholas 
stayed out of the society pages most of the time, but 
Elizabeth had seen the occasional photo of him. None 
of them, however, did him justice. He didn’t get her 
blood pumping like Alexander did, but he was a hand-
some man in his own right. He extended a hand. “Nick 
Fairhaven. My brother is quite taken with you. I’m sorry 
that we’re not meeting under better circumstances, but 
I’m afraid the seriousness of the situation precludes all the 
usual pleasantries.” 

His grip was firm and his voice had that same com-
manding tone that Alexander’s often took on, but less of an 
accent. What was the term Alexander had used? Master and 
slave? She’d read about that dynamic in a BDSM relation-
ship while doing her research. She saw it in his eyes. He 
didn’t take no for an answer. Ever. She still didn’t trust that 
Alexander wouldn’t drop her like a hot potato after today, 
but if he didn’t, she knew she’d managed to fall across the 
feet of the right Fairhaven brother. 

“It’s a pleasure—well, it would have been. If this hadn’t 
happened,” Elizabeth said. 

They sat and Alexander took Elizabeth’s hand. “We’re all 
here, Elizabeth. What did you have to tell us?”

She bit her lip. “How much did Fairhaven Exports owe in 
taxes last year?” 



IN HIS Silks | 153 

“Forty point three million,” Nicholas replied. “According 
to CPH. Though we all know that number is wrong.”

“Correct. You owed thirty-seven point four million. At 
least according to the numbers I saw. It wasn’t my account, 
but I remember it. You were CPH’s largest client. I was 
friendly with the senior accountant. Hayes was respon-
sible for the final numbers, but he passed off most of the 
grunt work to the pool. Nancy Overstreet was the prima-
ry on your account and she asked me to make copies for 
her once. Her code wasn’t working on the copier and our 
admin assistant was gone for the day. I didn’t spend any 
time really studying the paperwork, but when an account 
like yours passes through your hands, you at least take a 
peek. I have a photographic memory. If I see it, I remember 
it. You donated three point nine million to charity. You had 
eight point seven five million in deductions, three hundred 
million, seven hundred ten thousand eighty five dollars in 
depreciation and a payroll of twelve million, two hundred 
ninety three thousand and sixty eight dollars.”  

As she spoke, Nicholas flipped through a stack of papers 
in front of him. “She’s right on all counts. Those are the 
numbers Cynthia and her team calculated and those are 
the numbers that the IRS has for us. But those are abso-
lutely not the numbers that were sent to us by CPH. You’re 
stating that CPH altered our tax returns before they billed 
us and sent us the copies.” 

“Yes. I was fired because the Red Sox discovered a dis-
crepancy during an independent audit ordered by Major 
League Baseball. But I know I did those returns properly. I 
love baseball. I remember those returns. I went over them 
with a fine-toothed comb. With all the trades last year, it 
was a mess. They called me—Larry Lucchino’s assistant 
anyway—after I was fired and asked me to confirm my 
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numbers. I didn’t tell them anything—my confidentiality 
agreement prohibited it, but I hedged enough that they 
knew what I wanted. They gave me copies of the returns 
they received from CPH. They don’t match what I created 
for them.” 

Alexander’s lawyer cleared his throat. “Miss Bennett, 
I want to be clear. You are accusing Carter, Pastack, and 
Hayes of embezzlement and tax fraud. Correct?”

Stern faces across the table waited for her to speak. 
The air in the room grew heavy and a chill raced down 
her spine. Alexander rubbed her thigh in small circles 
under the table. He gave her an encouraging nod. 

“Yes. I suppose I am.” 
Elizabeth handed over copies of the subpoena and court 

papers to Benjamin Hetherington after confessing her 
fears about the man following her and summarizing 
her lawyer’s recommendations. “He said if I went through 
with this, I might never work as an accountant again.”

Hetherington snorted as he flipped through the papers. 
“Alone, perhaps. He might be right .  But you’re not 
alone. These documents are designed to intimidate you. 
You’re protected once the lawsuit is filed. You do, however, 
need to tread carefully until then. CPH doesn’t suspect that 
you ever saw the original Fairhaven returns, correct?”

“They’d have no reason to. It wasn’t my account. There 
were fifty of us. We each had our own clients. No over-
lap. My biggest clients were the Red Sox, the Museum of 
Contemporary Art, Better Investment Group, MedDev 
Industries, Total Fitness, Atlan Wireless, and NileEast 
Marketing Associates. I handled more than a hundred other 
clients, but they were all smaller. Clients with tax bills in 
the tens of thousands, not hundreds of millions. And I 
don’t think they have any idea that I have a photographic 
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memory. It’s not something I talk about. Most people aren’t 
really . . . accepting of it.” 

“All right. You’ve already been seen with Alexander, so 
we can’t do anything about that. I’d like to arrange for 
some press that focuses on your personal relationship, 
not business. Make it clear to CPH and the public that 
you’re not associating with the Fairhaven brothers for 
business purposes. It’ll make it easier when the law-
suit’s filed. A kiss or two or ten wouldn’t be a bad idea. 
Can you do that?”

Elizabeth’s stomach flipped. Alexander smiled. “Elizabeth 
is accompanying me to the governor’s Fire and Ice Ball to-
morrow. We can stop and talk to a reporter or two on the 
way in. Being affectionate with her won’t be a problem.” He 
brushed his knuckles against her jaw and an involuntary 
shiver went down her spine.  

“Good. Have you contacted any of your other clients?” 
Ben asked. 

“Just the Red Sox,” she replied. “I got served a few days 
after that. But my non-disclosure doesn’t prohibit me from 
speaking with former clients. I can’t disclose any internal 
processes, I can’t give one client’s information to another, 
and I can’t pursue any former clients if I take a job else-
where. They wouldn’t let me take a copy when I left, but I 
read it when I was hired and I don’t forget things I see. I 
think they filed the lawsuit against me after they first saw 
me with Alexander. Since he wasn’t my client, they prob-
ably assumed I was doing . . . well . . . what I’m doing now. 
They called several times when Alexander was in London 
and someone came to my apartment a few days before we 
had breakfast together. I refused to come in for an exit in-
terview and let them intimidate me. That’s probably when 
they started following me.”
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“I don’t want them around her,” Alexander said 
roughly. “At all .” 

Ben shook his head. “Neither do I, but there’s nothing 
illegal about it. Still, if anyone comes to your door again, 
Elizabeth, do not answer and call me immediately.” Ben 
slid a business card across the table to her and she tucked 
it into her purse. “I will take care of all of your repre-
sentation from here on out. I’ll need the name of your 
lawyer in Seattle.”

“Clancy Poon.” She rattled off his phone number. 
“Very well. I’ll talk to him and see if we can’t get your 

retainer back. I’ll make an appointment for you with the 
federal prosecutor for Monday morning. I want the week-
end to get all of my ducks in a row first.” 

Nicholas cleared his throat. “And what do we do for 
Fairhaven Exports? We’ll need to hire a new accounting 
firm very soon and Hayes is going to find out. He knows 
someone everywhere in this town.”

Paul, who had spent the entire meeting so far taking notes 
on a small tablet computer, looked up. “You do exactly what 
you have been doing. I want to meet with the team that you’re 
having re-run the numbers. I need to impress upon each of 
them the importance of discretion here. Until we bring our 
own lawsuit against Carter, Pastack, and Hayes, we need to 
be careful. We’ll file on Monday, a few hours after Elizabeth’s 
appointment.” He leveled a stern gaze at Elizabeth and 
Alexander. “It might be a good idea if Elizabeth was tucked 
away somewhere the press and CPH’s lawyers can’t get to 
her after she’s given her deposition. A little vacation out 
of town or even a few nights in a hotel under an assumed 
name would force them to deal with Hetherington and not 
try to intimidate her. Whistleblower laws protect her, ul-
timately, but that won’t stop CPH from doing their worst.”
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“That won’t be a problem,” Alexander said. “A trip up the 
coast can easily be arranged. I won’t let anyone get to her.” 

Elizabeth gaped at him. “I . . . I don’t think—” 
“Don’t be ridiculous, Elizabeth. It isn’t as if I’m planning 

a trip to London for you to meet my mother.” Alexander’s 
grin flashed, hungry and almost predatory. “Yet.” 

Her breath hitched, but she was saved from further em-
barrassment by his brother. “I have to get back,” Nicholas 
said with a quick glance at his watch. He stood and ex-
tended his hand. “It was lovely to meet you, Elizabeth, 
despite the circumstances. I’ve never seen Alex quite so 
unsure of himself. It’s very entertaining. I’ll see you to-
morrow at the ball.” 

He bent low and kissed her hand, earning her a posses-
sive glare from Alexander. Nicholas turned to his brother. 
“You’re coming back to the office?” 

“I’ll be there by two. When is the board meeting?” 
Alexander asked. 

“Three. Foyle’s team is drafting confidentiality agree-
ments for everyone. We’ll inform the board that we’ve 
found discrepancies and decide how quickly we want to 
proceed. We’ll keep Elizabeth’s name out of it.” Nicholas 
buttoned his suit coat and strode out of the room. 

Foyle gave Elizabeth a terse nod and followed Nicholas 
out of the restaurant. Ben took a few extra minutes getting 
his papers together. “Elizabeth, I will be in touch tomor-
row. Until Monday, all CPH will know is that one of my 
associates is defending you against their suit. My office will 
file requests for copies of your non-disclosure agree-
ment and your employment contract. We won’t have to 
do much of anything other than protect you once the Feds 
get their hands on this information. Be sure that when 
you’re in public, you don’t say a single word about your 
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former employer or anything that Fairhaven Exports is 
planning. Okay?”

Having a plan centered her. As did the warmth of 
Alexander’s hand on her thigh. “Okay.” 

Ben shook her hand and Alexander stood. “I’ll walk you 
out, Ben.” 

The men left and Elizabeth let her head thunk down 
on the table. Why did my life have to turn so complicated? 
Before her last day at CPH, her life had been boring and 
ordinary. Other than the occasional dinner with Toni 
and Kelsey, she rarely socialized and never dated. Endless 
stretches of solitude broken up only by her daily runs and 
long hours of work. Now, she was dating a billionaire, 
about to risk everything, and oddest of all, almost happy. 
She wouldn’t have to handle it all on her own. Bringing CPH 
to justice wasn’t her sole responsibility any more.  

“Elizabeth?” She leaned in to the warm hand on her 
shoulder. There was something about Alexander that 
filled the emptiness in her that she was unable to ignore. 
“What’s wrong?” 

“A month ago I got up every morning, went to my 
office, did my job, and went home. I wasn’t happy, but I 
was stable. I knew what my life was about. I was in con-
trol of everything. Or at least I thought I was.” Her voice 
was muffled and Alexander hooked a finger under her jaw 
and nudged her face upwards. “And now, everything I’ve 
worked for . . . five years of sitting at that desk, doing my 
job, is about to go down the drain. But then there’s you. I 
don’t know why you’re bothering with me. All I’m going to 
do is make trouble for you. I figured you’d drop me as soon 
as I told you what was going on. But instead you came to 
get me and I don’t understand why.” 

“There is something about you,” Alexander said, sliding 
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into the booth next to her and cupping her cheeks. “Your 
strength, your spark, but most of all, the trust you give 
me. Most of the time anyway.” He smiled. It was a subtle 
chiding, but she didn’t mind. She probably deserved it. She 
should have confided in him from the beginning. Alexander 
kissed the tip of her nose. “I understand. Why you did not 
tell me. But no more secrets. For as long as this lasts—this 
thing between us—whether it be a month, a year, or forever, 
you will not keep secrets from me and I will not keep se-
crets from you. Agreed?”

Elizabeth nodded. “Agreed.” 
He helped her to her feet and tucked her arm in his. On 

their way out of the restaurant, a waiter handed Alexander 
a large paper bag. He nodded his thanks. Elizabeth looked 
up at him quizzically. 

“You need to eat. I’m taking you home and you’re going 
to relax and eat and try on your dress. You’ve had a day of 
it, and it’s only a little after noon. It’s likely I’ll be dealing 
with this mess late into the night and most of the day to-
morrow, but I’ll text you when I can.” 

She let her head rest against his shoulder. “Thank you 
for taking care of me. It’s hard for me to let someone do 
that, but I really do need it right now.” 

“We all need someone to take care of us from time to 
time. I am pleased you’ve stopped fighting me on it.” He 
gestured towards the open door of the limo. “Back to 
Elizabeth’s flat, Thomas.” 

“Of course, sir.”

mn

When Elizabeth was alone in the apartment again, she 
dug into the bag. Ribs, some sort of pasta in a creamy 
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sauce, half a chicken, a salad, sourdough bread, and a piece 
of chocolate cake. “My God, the man has a very warped 
sense of what a woman eats. Or how to take care of some-
one,” she muttered. But the smells coming from the 
compostable containers made her stomach growl. River 
nosed the now-empty bag and meowed. Elizabeth picked 
up her phone. 

If I eat all this, I’m not going to fit into the 
dress and that will be a damn shame.

An hour later, after she’d sampled a bit of everything and 
was curled up on the couch napping with River, Alexander 
replied. 

You are beautiful and if you had to come to the 
ball in that terrible black dress from last week, I 
would still be the luckiest man in the room. 

Elizabeth smiled. Whatever happened with Alexander 
in the future, she was glad to have him in her life now. He 
made her feel cherished, a sensation she realized she’d 
never experienced before. 



Nine
At five-thirty on Friday evening, Samuel was in Alexander’s 
bedroom, fixing Alexander’s tie. Normally, Alexander hated 
not being in control in his own bedroom, but the uncoop-
erative fabric would not yield. The house manager glared 
at his employer. “Stop fidgeting, sir. You’re not helping 
the matter.” 

Alexander glared right back at him. “Why is this sodding 
tie so difficult? Every single time.” 

“It’s a bowtie, sir. It’s not supposed to be simple. You’ve 
been in a terrible mood since you got home and it isn’t 
making this any easier.” Samuel tugged and straightened 
the tie and stepped back. “Fine. Now don’t go fiddling with 
it. And for God’s sake, snap out of this snit before you go 
and pick up Miss Bennett. I’m quite certain she will not ap-
preciate the attitude.” 

Samuel strode out of the room. Alexander shrugged 
into his jacket and gave his appearance a once-over in the 
mirror. Everything looked as it should, but he could see 
the stress lines around his mouth. His tense shoulders in-
terrupted the lines of the jacket. He took a deep breath and 
forced himself to relax. He could do nothing more tonight 
or this weekend. Nothing but enjoy his time with Elizabeth. 
They’d talked for an hour the previous night and kept in 
occasional contact through text messages today. 
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Fairhaven Exports was preparing a massive lawsuit 
against Carter, Pastack, and Hayes. Ben subpoenaed all 
of Elizabeth’s employment records and filed an order of 
protection that prevented anyone associated with the ac-
counting firm from contacting her directly. She felt much 
better and though Alexander had asked her to keep a low 
profile, she’d refused to give up her daily runs. He couldn’t 
blame her. She’d seen someone taking photos when she’d 
returned to her flat this morning, but no one had ap-
proached her. 

Alexander climbed into his limo and poured himself a 
glass of Scotch. These sorts of parties were usually un-
bearably boring, but he had to put in an appearance. There 
would be a multi-course dinner, a few short speeches, and 
then hours of dancing. He calculated that he and Elizabeth 
could escape by eleven and hopefully she’d consent to a bit 
more adventurous play afterwards. He wanted her bound 
to his bed, blindfolded, and begging. 

The limo glided to a smooth stop and Alexander practi-
cally bounded out of the car before Thomas even left the 
vehicle. “I’ve got this, Thomas.” 

He barely managed to avoid a rather large pile of snow 
with his Italian leather dress shoes. Humming the whole 
way, he floated up the stairs two at a time. When he stood in 
front of Elizabeth’s door, he smoothed the tails of his jacket 
and ran a hand through his wavy black hair. He fought the 
urge to fiddle with his tie. 

Two raps on Elizabeth’s door, and she answered. His 
heart stopped. Mine, he thought, and smiled. His sweet 
Elizabeth was stunning. Her golden locks were piled high 
on her head, tumbling down to her shoulders in plump 
curls. She wore little makeup, perhaps only a bit of rouge, 
a touch of sparkle to her eyelids, and a shine of gloss on 
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her lips. Her fingers flew to her neck, nervously touching 
the string of diamonds around her throat. Each one of the 
twenty-one individual citrine diamonds was surrounded 
by an oval of pure white diamonds. A single yellow dia-
mond dangled from each ear and a matching bracelet 
graced her wrist. 

But it was the dress that took his breath away. The spar-
kling golden fabric swathed her body in gentle waves and 
curves. It was strapless, leaving her delectable shoulders 
bare and begging for his teeth, his flogger, and his tongue. 
The shimmering material wrapped her in sunlight, falling 
to the floor in a slim sheath with a slit up her leg that ended 
an inch above her knee. She teetered on pair of golden high 
heels, and was now almost at his eye level. 

“Eliz—” He cleared his throat. “Elizabeth, you are a 
vision. Your hair . . . ” He reached out to touch it, but she 
grinned and stepped back, nearly losing her balance on 
those high heels. He grabbed for her elbow to steady her. 

“No touching. Kelsey worked on me for two hours to get 
my hair to stay this way. If I’m photographed with my hair 
a mess, she’ll have my ass.” 

“You are mine, Elizabeth,” he said, his voice almost a low 
growl. “Tonight I intend to prove it to you. That you want 
this as much as I do. And when I do, I am going to sink my 
fingers into those silky locks and damn Kelsey. She doesn’t 
get your arse. I do.”

Elizabeth’s eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. 
Instead she shivered. “The ball.” 

“Oh, do not fret. You’re safe until later. But once we 
get home, I want you in my silks. And out of that dress.” 
Alexander leaned in and brushed his lips to her cheek. She 
smelled like almonds and gardenias. He’d smelled that 
scent before. The night she’d come to dinner. “What else 
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did the talented Kelsey do to you, chérie?”
A blush colored her cheeks and her chest. She squirmed. 
“Tell me, Elizabeth. Verbal responses, remember?” He 

kissed up to her earlobe and twirled his tongue around the 
drop of ice that dangled. 

“She . . . ah . . . oh . . . She works at The Waxing Spa on 
Newbury Street.” Elizabeth pressed closer to him. 

“Well does she now? How fortunate.” Alexander 
skimmed a hand down her hip. He found her bare thigh 
and trailed the sensitive pads of his fingers up as high as 
the dress would allow. Her entire body responded to his 
touch, tiny moans and mewls urging him on. 

“We should go before I lose all of my resolve and take 
you right here.” He stepped back enough to drink in the 
sight of her body again. She clenched her fists at her sides, 
fighting for control of her breath. Alexander stepped past 
her and into the flat. Her wrap, a flowing number in the 
same shimmering gold, was draped over the couch and 
he drew it around her shoulders. She tried to fumble for 
the button, but he stopped her. 

“Allow me. Tonight, Elizabeth, you will trust me to take 
care of you in nearly every way, all right?” He fastened the 
button and rested his hands on her arms. “All night.” 

“I don’t get a say in anything?” she asked. “You want me 
to be your slave? In public? I don’t think so.”

His eyes widened. 
“I did some research.” 
Her admission pleased him more than anything she 

could have possibly said. He didn’t want a slave. No, that 
was his brother’s predilection, but knowing Elizabeth was 
comfortable enough to research what he might want, and 
wasn’t bolting at the very mention, was promising. “No. I 
do not want a slave. I will never be your Master, Elizabeth. 
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I will, however, be your Dom and perhaps one day, much 
more. Tonight I ask you only to trust that I will take care 
of your pleasure. Be it food, drink, comfort, or later, your 
entire body. You always have a say. In public, you can always 
speak your mind. I would prefer if you let me take the lead 
with the press at least. But later, when we return to my 
home, you will do as I say, or you will use your safeword. 
Do you understand?”

“Yes.” She met his eyes again and he smiled. Most subs 
he’d played with before were conditioned never to look 
their Dom in the eyes unless commanded to. But Elizabeth, 
with no training, bucked that trend and Alexander found 
that he enjoyed it. She was different and he realized what 
he’d been missing in a partner: a backbone. That spark of 
strength would make them equals, even when he was com-
manding her.

Alexander offered her his arm and accepted the tiny 
golden bag with her keys, cell phone, and identification. 
“You take my breath away, Elizabeth,” he said as they 
stepped into the elevator. 

“And you look good enough to eat,” she said, and then 
immediately snapped her mouth shut, embarrassed. 

Alexander laughed and pressed his lips to her temple. 
“Elizabeth, have you been drinking this afternoon?”  

“I’ve had enough coffee to kill a horse,” she replied. “I’m 
a little jittery. I didn’t want any alcohol. The last thing I 
needed was to get drunk before we talked to the press. But, 
God. Once we get there, I could really use a glass of wine.” 

He chuffed softly and pulled her closer. “I think I like you 
jittery. You stop thinking so much and let yourself feel. 
And speak your mind, apparently. No getting drunk to-
night, for either of us. I want you relatively sober when we 
get home. Anything we do tonight will be done with your 
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full awareness and consent. Not with impaired judgment.” 
She looked up at him, suddenly serious. “I want you. 

Whatever else is going on here, the chemistry between us 
is driving me mad. But I admit, I’m scared to death of what 
you want from me.” 

“Always tell me what you’re feeling, Elizabeth. Fear is 
natural. I believe what we have goes well beyond simple 
chemistry, but regardless, you are right. You want me and I 
very much want you. So relax. Nothing will happen without 
your consent and if you need to stop, you will not disap-
point me. I do not honestly think you could ever disappoint 
me as long as you are honest with me and with yourself.” 

The mood in the elevator was serious enough to feel op-
pressive. Elizabeth grinned and broke the tension. “Well, 
I’m hungry. And again, you do look rather tasty.” The quip 
and her quick nip of his ear earned her a light slap on the 
ass. She yelped as the elevator opened, startling one of her 
elderly neighbors. “Sorry,” she muttered. 

Alexander led her towards the door. Tonight was going 
to be very interesting. Very interesting indeed.

mn

Elizabeth stared out the window as the glittering city 
passed by. The holiday lights were in full splendor, red and 
green and pure white. Snow fell gently, dotting the side-
walks, coming to rest on the shoulders of men, women, and 
children bundled up in warm winter coats. Alexander saw 
no guile on Elizabeth’s face, no pretense—only awe and 
excitement. She didn’t seem worried about the lawsuit 
or even their upcoming play. She was just enjoying the 
moment. 

Thomas pulled around the circular drive of the Omni 
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Parker House Hotel. The stairs up to the hotel were cov-
ered in a rich red carpet. Christmas trees stood sentry at 
each end of the entrance, decked out in sparkling white 
lights, red velvet ribbons, and golden stars. When the uni-
formed driver opened the door, Alexander slid easily to his 
feet and extended his hand for Elizabeth’s. 

Her cool, delicate fingers rested in his. She moved with 
the grace of one who was completely at peace as she rose 
to stand beside him. Her blue eyes scanned the small 
crowd of party-goers making their way inside. A camera 
flash went off two feet away and Elizabeth’s grip tightened. 
Alexander gave her hand a gentle squeeze, leaned over, 
and whispered in her ear. “Do not expect me to ever stop 
touching you tonight, chérie. I simply cannot get enough of 
you.” Elizabeth blushed and angled her neck to allow him 
to press his lips above her necklace. “The press will jump 
on us when we get inside. Are you ready?” 

“I guess.” 
Alexander tucked Elizabeth’s hand in the crook of his 

arm and led her up the steps of the hotel and into the op-
ulent lobby. He plastered on his best playboy smile and 
eased the cloak from her shoulders, folding it over his arm. 
He leaned in closer. “It looks like someone detonated a 
Christmas bomb in here. There may not be any spare lights 
left in the city.” 

Elizabeth laughed, tried to stifle it, and nearly ended 
up snorting. She inclined her head towards his shoulder. 
“Stop that.”

Oh, he had no intention of that. A few feet into the room, 
a shrill voice called his name. “Alexander Fairhaven! A 
moment for WGBH?”

Alexander turned smoothly with Elizabeth tucked close 
to his body. “Of course. Miss . . . ?”
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“Paige Denick, Style Reporter.” 
Alexander extended his hand and they shook formally. 

The thin, waifish woman was accompanied by a burly vid-
eographer who hefted a large camera on his shoulder. A 
red light winked on and the reporter smoothed her bright 
red hair and cleared her throat. 

“You’ve been almost a recluse these past few weeks, Mr. 
Fairhaven,” Paige teased. “Other than the short time you 
put in at the Jimmy Fund benefit, you’ve been out of the 
public eye for nearly two months.”

“Can you blame me?” he asked, pausing to tip Elizabeth’s 
face up and plant a gentle kiss on her lips. “And please, call 
me Alexander. This is Elizabeth Bennett, my reason for 
staying in as of late.” 

“Of late? How long has this been going on, Alexander? 
Forgive me, but you’re not known for your long-term re-
lationships. In fact, I don’t honestly recall you ever being 
seen with the same woman twice?” The reporter’s tone 
was sweet, but her eyes hardened and she fixed Elizabeth 
with an icy stare.

Elizabeth straightened and threw her shoulders back. 
The motion rustled her shimmering dress and the citrine 
diamonds winked in the bright lights of the hotel lobby. 
“Alexander and I have been seeing each other for several 
weeks now. And as for his past exploits, they are none of 
my concern, or yours, Miss Denick.” 

Alexander chuckled. “Elizabeth is right, Paige. The past 
is most definitely the past. This lovely woman is my pres-
ent, and I hope, my future.” 

Elizabeth pressed closer to him and gave a seductive 
laugh, but he could feel her discomfort. They were dancing 
towards dangerous territory—commitment. 

“How did the two of you meet?” Paige asked them. 
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Elizabeth laughed lightly. “I was carrying a box in the 
rain, tripped, and I fell across his feet. Quite literally. He 
picked me up, drove me home, and made me a cup of tea. 
It was such a sweet and caring thing to do that I couldn’t 
get him out of my mind. I’m afraid he had to work quite 
hard to get me to agree to a date, though. Given his reputa-
tion. However, I’m pleased I stopped listening to all of the 
gossip-mongering and gave him a chance. He’s nothing 
like what the press makes him out to be.” 

“Elizabeth brings out a side of me I didn’t know existed,” 
Alexander replied. 

“And what do you do, Miss Bennett?”
Elizabeth’s fingers dug into his arm. Ben knew they’d 

get this question and they were prepared for it. “Currently, 
I do a lot of volunteer work. I recently left a demanding 
position that left me unfulfilled, and I’m taking the rest of 
the year to enjoy myself a bit and give back to the com-
munity that’s nourished me for more than five years. But I 
have a business degree from Harvard, and I am a licensed 
accountant, so after the first of the year, I’ll be working 
freelance. Tax time approaches quickly.” 

“Now, Paige, you have grilled my lovely Elizabeth enough 
for one evening and I fear we are expected upstairs,” 
Alexander purred. “It was an experience to meet you.”

The reporter narrowed her eyes at him as he steered 
Elizabeth towards the elevator. They were almost out of 
earshot when she spoke to her videographer. “I wonder 
how long he plans on keeping this one around.” 

Alexander stiffened and practically growled. He turned 
back to the reporter. The red light on the camera was dark. 
“As long as she’ll have me,” he spat. “And I’ll thank you 
to treat her with more respect from now on or your net-
work is going to lose one of its primary investors and 
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your producer will  have to take a personal call  from 
me explaining why.”

Paige sputtered out a hasty apology. Alexander 
wrapped his arm around Elizabeth’s waist and pulled her 
protectively against him. Her face bore a look not unlike 
shell-shock. A flush colored her cheeks. “I suppose that’s not 
going to be an uncommon reaction,” she murmured.

“Don’t listen to her,” Alexander said. 
When the elevator doors closed, cocooning them pro-

tectively in the ornately paneled box, Alexander pressed 
Elizabeth against the back wall. His mouth crushed down on 
hers. He took possession with his tongue and teeth, elicit-
ing a low, throaty moan from the pliant woman in his arms. 

She gazed up at him with half-lidded eyes after he pulled 
back. “What . . . was that . . . for?” 

“You are mine, Elizabeth.” Alexander cupped her cheeks. 
“I admit, I cultivated my playboy reputation. I let the press 
think I was unattainable, impossible to tame or corral. It 
was easier that way. But I regret that now if it causes you 
even one second of grief.” 

The elevator doors opened, sparing Alexander from hear-
ing Elizabeth’s protestations. “Ready for a party, chérie?” 

“No more reporters?” she asked. 
“Oh, there will be more, I am certain, but they will be 

print or web only. No video cameras up here.” He smiled 
and offered her his arm again. Not more than three steps out 
of the elevator, a flash went off in their faces. Elizabeth 
teetered for a moment, unsteady, but Alexander’s arm 
held her up. 

“Tami-Lynne Thorne, Mr. Fairhaven. I ’m sorry for 
the flash. I  write for the Boston Globe .  A few minutes 
of your time?”

They repeated the dance again and again. The Globe, 
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the Post, and even the local weekly gossip rag. Elizabeth 
was charming, holding her own but deferring to Alexander 
for questions surrounding the timing of their relation-
ship and their holiday plans. “A couple must keep some 
secrets, wouldn’t you agree?” he said to one particularly 
determined reporter. Throughout it all, he never stopped 
touching her. A kiss to her neck here, playing with a lock 
of her hair there. It was well after seven when they extri-
cated themselves from the requisite interviews, chit-chat, 
and introductions to his various business associates and 
found their seats at a silver cloth-covered table set with 
the finest crystal, flatware, and china. A perfect poinsettia 
graced the center. Nicholas and his slave, the not-so-bril-
liant Candy, were already seated and Nicholas stood when 
they approached. 

“Elizabeth, you look lovely,” Nicholas said. He extended 
his hand and raised an eyebrow at Candy. She stood 
and toddled over on heels that were so high that she 
towered over him. “Candy, this is my brother’s girlfriend, 
Elizabeth Bennett. Shake her hand, dear.” 

Candy gave Elizabeth a wide smile. “Nice to meet 
ya,” she said. She had a thick New York accent. Around 
her throat, she wore Nicholas’ diamond collar with a lock-
ing heart pendant. Her nipples were tight and on display 
through the thin silk of her low cut gown. The slit in 
her dress stopped barely an inch below impropriety. 
Alexander glared at Nicholas as the women shook hands. 

“Really, Nicholas? You could not have dressed her a bit 
more conservatively for the evening?” he whispered. 

“Hey, let me have my fun. Just because you’ve got a 
woman with some fashion sense and natural propor-
tions . . . ” Nicholas pointed to the chair and Candy sat. 
Elizabeth looked away politely. 
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Alexander took Nicholas’ jacket from his chair and 
draped it over Candy’s shoulders. “You must be chilled, 
Candy. Keep that on for dinner, will you?”

Candy looked over at Nicholas who grimaced, but nodded. 
“You will do what he says,” Nicholas commanded her. 

She brightened visibly then. “Okay. Thanks, Alex.” 
“Alexander.” He hated that his brother used his nickname 

and had not instructed Candy not to. But by his ambiguous 
statement, Nicholas had told Candy to obey both Fairhaven 
men for the evening. Alexander barely hid his grin. He 
pulled out Elizabeth’s chair and she melted into it, sighing 
with relief. 

“Are you all right?” he asked, his lips finding her ear. 
“New shoes. Also, I’m hungry.” 
“But we’re not going home for at least a few hours. 

Perhaps we should get a room in the hotel?” he teased, nib-
bling along the upper curve of her earlobe. 

“For food, Alex,” she retorted, mimicking Candy’s tone. 
She kept her voice low, only for him. 

He rested his hand at the back of her neck and tight-
ened his fingers subtly. “You may regret that teasing later, 
Elizabeth. Say when you are tied to my bed and begging me 
to come.” 

Heat gathered under his fingers. This was going to be a 
very long night. 

Wine arrived, poured by white-suited waiters. The con-
versation was sparkling, Elizabeth fitting in perfectly with 
the two Fairhaven board members and their wives, who 
joined them at the table. One of the wives, a small Asian 
woman named Sun who looked about ready to give birth, 
addressed Elizabeth. “So what do you do for a living?”

“I’m an accountant,” Elizabeth replied. 
“You’re a count?” Candy asked. “I thought you had to be 



IN HIS Silks | 173 

a guy for that.” 
Elizabeth swiveled her head towards Alexander, eyes 

wide, an expression of pure and total disbelief on her face. 
He shook his head sadly. Yes, his brother’s current con-
quest was exactly that dumb. He turned to whisper in her 
ear. “You see what I had to deal with last Friday?” 

“I take back every mean thought I had about you. And 
her,” Elizabeth whispered back. She reached for his thigh 
under the table and gave it a squeeze. “No, Candy,” 
Elizabeth told her. “I do taxes. I make sure companies pay 
their bills properly.” 

“Then why’d you say you were a count?” She looked over 
at Nicholas. “I don’t understand, sir.” 

Nicholas glared back at her. “I told you not to call me 
that in public,” he growled, low enough for Candy and 
Alexander to hear. “And let it go, Candy. She didn’t say she 
was a count. She’s an A-count-ant.” 

Alexander rested his hand over Elizabeth’s. He was 
about to lean over and kiss her when her entire body stiff-
ened and she gripped his thigh so hard he wondered if he’d 
bruise. “Elizabeth?” 

Her entire face paled. She stared past him. Through 
clenched teeth, she hissed out a single word. “Carter.”

Alexander followed her gaze. An angry little man of sixty 
strode towards them. He was balding with beady brown 
eyes and hands clenched at his sides. Alexander rose and 
stood in front of Elizabeth. He dipped his hand into his 
pocket, withdrew his mobile, and tapped a few buttons to 
turn on his voice recorder, before returning it to his pocket. 
Nicholas leapt to his feet and joined his brother, forming a 
protective Fairhaven wall around Elizabeth. 

Carter growled at them. “Get out of my way, gentlemen. I 
need to talk to Miss Bennett.”
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“Not a chance. Didn’t you get a copy of the protection 
order?” Alexander asked. “My girlfriend has nothing to say 
to you. You can address all of your vitriol to her lawyer. 
Who also happens to be my lawyer.” He flicked his eyes to 
Elizabeth briefly. She was sitting ramrod straight, staring 
anywhere but at Carter. Her hands were clenched on the 
table. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Alexander angled his 
body so he could lay his hand on her shoulder. 

“Well, I couldn’t possibly know she was going to be here, 
now could I?” Carter asked.  “Perhaps you should leave.” 

“I don’t think so,” Alexander replied. He gestured casu-
ally for one of the tuxedoed security guards around the 
room. They were unobtrusive, but their stance and their 
earpieces gave them away. “How much did you donate to the 
governor’s pet causes last year? Five hundred thousand?” 

“Seven-fifty,” Carter spat. 
“Oh, pity. Nicholas and I together donated more than 

two million. Not to mention the money we’ve pledged to 
the governor’s re-election campaign. And as it is his ball, 
I think I know who will be allowed to stay and who won’t 
be.” Alexander smiled, but he knew it didn’t reach his eyes. 
He wanted to punch Carter in his pinched jaw. Or throw it 
in his face that Fairhaven Exports was suing them. But that 
was for the lawyers. No, he had to keep his tone light and 
give nothing away.

Carter leaned closer to Alexander and Nicholas. Two 
security guards were converging. “Listen to me. Fairhaven 
Exports is one of our clients. Miss Bennett is under a strict 
confidentiality clause. One she’s apparently violated by as-
sociating with the two of you. We’re going after her for 
everything she’s got .  You don’t want to get caught in 
the middle.” 

Alexander held up his hand to stop the two security 
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guards from interrupting. “That sounds suspiciously like 
a threat .”

“You’re goddamn right it is,” Carter replied. 
“Then may I introduce you to the governor’s security 

detail?” Alexander nodded and the two men took Carter 
by the arms. 

“Sir, you’ll need to come with us. Threats towards our 
guests are not permitted. Do you have a plus-one?” The 
taller of the two guards tapped his ear. “We have an inci-
dent. Harry Carter is being escorted from the premises for 
threatening another guest.” 

Carter sputtered as he was led out of the room. “This 
isn’t over!”

Nicholas blew out a breath when they were gone. “I’m 
really going to enjoy taking that little shit down a few 
notches.” 

“As am I. Elizabeth?” Alexander turned back to her and 
brushed his hands down her shoulders. “Are you all right?”

She looked up at him. He’d never seen her so pale. “I 
need some air.” Her voice was hoarse and strained. 

He had her up and the cloak wrapped around her in a 
single breath. She practically sprinted for a set of glass 
doors leading out onto a balcony that wrapped around 
three sides of the room.

It was below freezing outside, but the balcony had heat 
lamps built into decorative columns and he and Elizabeth 
huddled close to one. She gripped his forearms and tried to 
force air into her lungs. “Can’t breathe.” 

Alexander took her hand and pressed it to his neck. 
Her fingers were icicles on his skin. “Feel my heartbeat, 
Elizabeth. Focus on it. Listen to my voice and try to take 
slow, deep breaths.” He kept up a steady stream of words, 
holding her with his eyes, his arm around her, and his 
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voice. Several minutes passed before her breathing slowed 
and she sank against his chest. 

“Sorry. That’s the second attack this week. I thought I 
was past them.” 

“You have nothing to  apologize for.  Are you al l 
r ight  now?” 

Her nod and small smile drew back the curtain of fear 
that had closed itself around him. “How did you know how 
to do that?”

“A Dom must be able to calm his sub quickly. I’ve never 
had a woman panic during play, but Nicholas has.” 

Elizabeth straightened and stared out over the city sky-
line. Her voice, when it came, was sad. “He’s going to keep 
making trouble for you. Hayes is even worse. Pastack is 
the only halfway decent one and he’s so old that he barely 
comes into the office any longer. For all I know he’s not 
even involved.” 

“Carter can make as much trouble as he wants.” Alexander 
glanced back inside. Nicholas was on his phone. Candy 
looked bored. Armand, Phillipe, and their wives looked un-
comfortable. “Nicholas is likely talking to Ben right now. I 
recorded Carter’s threat and the two security guards heard 
it. There’s nothing else to be done tonight but try to enjoy 
our evening.”

“I’d really like that.” 
Nicholas hurried onto the balcony. “The security detail 

has Carter detained in the basement. The police are on 
their way. He violated the order of protection. He probably 
won’t spend more than a couple of hours in jail, but by the 
time they arrest him, process him, and his lawyer gets him 
out, it’ll be 2 a.m.” 

“Good. We’ll be home by then and I’m not letting Elizabeth 
out of my sight this weekend.” Alexander brushed a kiss 
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against her cheek. “We’ll stop by your flat tomorrow and 
pick up some clothes for you. You’ll stay with me for a few 
days. All right?”

Elizabeth grimaced but nodded. “Okay. I can get my 
neighbor to watch River.” 

Nicholas laid a hand on her shoulder, earning him 
a glare from Alexander. “Once we bring the Feds in on 
Monday, you’ll be legally protected. No more lawsuit, 
nothing they can do to you. Alex will make sure you don’t 
have to deal with those arseholes this weekend.” 

She shivered. “I know. I . . . I did my job. I always thought 
Carter was a misogynist, but he was never mean. Merely 
dismissive. This isn’t like him.” 

“Which is why I’m keeping you close,” Alexander said 
with a tender kiss to her knuckles. “Let’s get back inside. 
I believe dinner is about to begin.” Alexander kept his 
hand at the small of Elizabeth’s back. He’d meant what 
he’d said. She would be safe. She was his and he always 
protected his own. 

mn

Dinner was passable: tiny pillows of pastry filled with a 
salmon mousse, lobster thermidor, bitter greens, and whipped 
potatoes. Elizabeth relaxed after a glass of Scotch and a few 
well-placed kisses to her neck and behind her ear. Soon, she 
was laughing and the rosy glow returned to her cheeks. 

Throughout the meal, they exchanged stories. She told 
him about her first week in Boston. She’d gotten off at 
the wrong T-stop and had discovered the famous Mike’s 
Pastry in the North End completely by accident. “I 
gained five pounds in the matter of three weeks. Way 
too many cannoli .” 
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He told her what he could of his time in the Royal Army, 
including the attack that had left him with a scar that bi-
sected his chest and the tattoo he had on his right arm. 
“When I recovered from the grenade attack, my division 
brought me to the tattoo parlor before I reported in to my 
commander. All five of us were inked that day.” 

“Will you show it to me later?” she asked, trailing her 
hand over his bicep. 

“Oh, most definitely.” 
After the crème brûlée dishes had been cleared away 

and coffee served, it was time for the dancing to begin. An 
adjoining room opened up, glittering with white lights, and 
a ten-piece band started to play. 

“I’m not a great dancer,” she said. “Darren always said I 
had two left feet.” 

Alexander wrapped his arms around her. “Elizabeth,” he 
said, kissing the tip of her nose. “I thought we had already 
established that Darren is an idiot.” He swept her towards 
the dance floor, holding her so securely that she couldn’t 
possibly fall. “Smile, chérie,” he whispered into her ear. 
“Tonight I plan on showing you exactly who you are. I want 
that dress off of you, my silks binding your wrists to my 
bed, and you begging for more. I want to taste you.”

Elizabeth shivered. She followed his lead, her feet land-
ing lightly only centimeters from his. They waltzed around 
the dance floor, their bodies pressed together, moving as 
one. “What are you thinking?” he asked. 

“That I haven’t locked myself in my own head since we 
sat down to dinner. That this party is stuffy and overdone, 
but being with you is refreshing. That I could talk to you all 
night, but I really want you naked.” Her eyes sparkled. 

“If it would not be seen as a snub, I would carry you out 
of here right now,” Alexander replied. 
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He watched the crowd, keeping Elizabeth steadied 
against him. Carter would be in jail now, but he wouldn’t 
put it past him or his associates to send someone else to 
try to intimidate Elizabeth. They danced off and on for an 
hour. Elizabeth was brilliant. She never so much as touched 
his shoes with hers. Her cheeks glowed. Alexander shed his 
jacket and longed to loosen his tie. When the tango began, 
she begged for a rest and they moved off the dance floor. 

A tall man with skin the color of caramel and dark brown 
hair shorn close to his head hailed him. Alexander guided 
Elizabeth over to him. “Governor Patrick, may I introduce 
my companion? This is Elizabeth Bennett.” 

“It’s a pleasure, Miss Bennett. Call me Deval.” The gov-
ernor took her offered hand and shook it firmly. “I’ve heard 
rumors that you’ve tamed one of the city’s most eligible 
and cantankerous bachelors.” 

Elizabeth laughed, light and musical. “I don’t think 
anyone tames him, Governor. Deval. If anything, I’ve 
brought out his cantankerous side even more. He doesn’t 
seem to like me out of his sight.” 

“I can’t say I blame him. However, I would like to steal 
him away for a brief moment. Business and all.” The gover-
nor’s smile faded. 

“Of course. I need some fresh air anyway.” Though 
her words were polite, Elizabeth’s eyes smoldered. She 
didn’t like being relegated to the sidelines. Alexander 
thought he might have fallen in love with her in that one 
single moment. 

“Deval, Elizabeth has a head for business and there’s 
nothing I wish to hide from her. You can speak freely.”

The governor looked askance at Alexander, but inclined 
his head. He gestured to a table well off the dance floor 
and the three of them sat. The governor cleared his throat. 
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“It’s coming up on the end of the year. You’ve always 
been a staunch supporter of my campaign, and I’m up for 
re-election next year. I’ve sent several requests to your 
office this week inquiring as to the timing of your donation 
and none of them have been answered.” 

Money? This was about money? “I’m afraid I’ve been a bit 
distracted of late,” Alexander said. “All of the companies 
under the Fairhaven umbrella are undergoing a full finan-
cial audit. It’s something we do every few years and it’s 
fallen on me and my brother directly to oversee it. I will get 
you a check next week.” 

“Alexander,” Elizabeth said. The drape of her fingers 
tickled the fine hairs on the back of his hand. “Trust me 
on this. If you’re going to contribute to his campaign, do 
it on January 1st. It’ll be a lot easier tax-wise when you 
file next year and you’ll be able to contribute a bit more.” 
She leaned closer and pressed her lips to his ear. “You’re 
going to get a major settlement when this is through. The 
political donation in the next tax year will help offset your 
bottom line.”

“You heard the woman, Deval. I’m sorry, but we’ll make 
the bulk of our donation on January 1st. To ameliorate the 
delay, I’ll add ten percent. Is that acceptable?” 

“Oh, quite,” the governor said. “I apologize for bringing 
down the evening with business, but a politician’s job is 
never done. I love this state too much to give it up.” 

In that moment, Alexander’s world tilted on its axis. The 
governor’s words echoed in his ears. He knew how the man 
felt. He couldn’t give Elizabeth up. He wouldn’t. Not if she’d 
have him. He rose and shook the governor’s hand. “It was 
a pleasure, Deval. We’ve had a lovely time, but, I’m afraid 
we must be going. Elizabeth and I have a . .   .  binding en-
gagement to get to.” 



Ten
Her adopted city was bathed in white. Pillows of freshly 
fallen snow lined the sidewalks. Alexander was quiet on 
the ride back to his home. He removed his bow tie and 
threaded the satiny material through his fingers. He 
held her tucked against him, his favorite place for her, it 
seemed. Was his arm meant to be reassuring or bind-
ing? Did he fear she’d try to run away? Or could he 
sense her nerves? 

Elizabeth kept retreating into her thoughts, panicking a 
little, and then forcing herself to focus on him. He smelled 
like sandalwood, cloves, and vanilla. Through his crisp 
white tuxedo shirt, his skin was warm. His thigh pressed 
against hers. The limo hit a pothole and Elizabeth couldn’t 
stifle her grunt of surprise. The noise seemed to snap 
Alexander out of wherever he was. He kissed the top of her 
head. “Are you all right?” 

“I’m nervous.” She reached for the thin strip of silk from 
his tie and started winding it around her own fingers. 

Alexander shifted her away and looked into her eyes. 
“Give me your hands.” His voice changed. Suddenly he wasn’t 
her date or her boyfriend or whatever the hell they were to 
each other. He was her Dom. 

He took the silk strip and wound it gently around her 
wrists, tying it snugly. As he guided her bound hands over 
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his head, a shudder ran through her. I obeyed him. I didn’t 
even think. I can’t move and I don’t want to. She stared up 
into his green eyes, waiting for his next command. 

“You are mine tonight, Elizabeth. From now on, you will 
give me audible responses. What is your safeword?”

“Zucchini.” 
“Very good. Do you willingly put yourself in my hands? 

Are you ready for our play?” He stroked her sides, lightly 
digging his fingers into her hips. 

“Y-yes,” she stammered. The thin scrap of silk under her 
dress was already wet. He lifted her into his lap and the 
bulge of his erection pressed against her. The tiny moan 
that escaped her as she ground her hips into him had his 
eyes flashing a deeper green. 

A predatory smile quirked his lips. “I want you out of 
that dress.” 

Elizabeth flushed. Not here. Not in the limo where she’d 
have to exit the car. “Alexander.”

“You have a cloak.” He reached around her, finding the 
tiny catch under her left arm. He flicked it open, slid down 
the zipper, and rolled the dress down to her waist. Her 
cloak fell open. “Shite. You look . . . exquisite.” 

Under her dress, Elizabeth wore a fitted golden corset. 
It pushed her breasts up to form soft pillows, tapered at 
her waist, and ended below her belly. Alexander’s gaze 
roved hungrily over her body. He laid her down on the seat. 
Her hands, he guided over her head and curled her fingers 
around the grip bar on the far door. “Do not let go.” 

Was this one of those things he wanted a response for? 
Elizabeth wondered, but Alexander had already turned his 
attention to her dress. He slid it off her hips and tossed 
it on the seat across from her. Under the corset, gold silk 
barely covered her mound. Alexander ran his hands up her 
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thighs. Velvet and heat and an itch she couldn’t scratch. His 
fingers danced under the silk at her hips and she quaked 
with desire. 

“Alexander,” she gasped. 
“Yes, chérie? You want something?” He teased her inner 

thighs with tickling kisses. His hands on her spread knees 
kept her from writhing completely off the limo’s seat. 

“Touch me, please.” 
“Oh, but Elizabeth, you know that you are mine tonight. 

Mine to do with as I wish. Are you certain you want me to 
touch you?”

“Yes, please!” Elizabeth was at the point of begging. Her 
sex was throbbing with need and he’d barely started. His 
teeth scraped up her inner thigh and she cried out and 
shoved her hips towards his face. 

“Hold still.” His command was firm. “You will not move, 
Elizabeth. Do you understand?”

“Uh-huh, God. Please.” 
Alexander grabbed the silk panties and yanked them 

aside. Two fingers plunged deep into her drenched channel 
and Elizabeth screamed. Her hips bucked up and caught 
Alexander in the chin. He withdrew his fingers and growled 
at her. “That is one, Elizabeth.” 

She didn’t even process his words. All she wanted was 
his fingers inside of her again. Her hips pressed to-
wards him,  but he slapped her mound sharply. She yelped 
and raised her head. He waited until she caught her breath. 
“Did you hear me?” 

“N-no.”
“That was one. One time you disobeyed me. Each time, 

I will count. If you reach ten, you will be punished. Do you 
understand me?” 

Elizabeth struggled to sit up, but Alexander pressed 
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his hands to her shoulders. “I told you not to move. Now 
answer me. Do you understand?”

“Um, yes.” 
“Now this time, you will stay still. When we get to my 

home, I will bind you and it will be easier, but for now, I 
want you perfectly still. And I have one other rule. You will 
not come until I say.”

“O-o-kay.”
His hands left her shoulders and she tried to relax. How 

long is this limo ride anyway? She let her eyes close.
“Look at me, Elizabeth.” Alexander ordered. He grasped 

her hips firmly to hold her still. When she met his gaze, he 
nodded. “Very good.”

His teeth bit down on her inner thigh and Elizabeth 
gasped. The shock caused her clit to throb. He licked a 
burning trail towards her panties, growling softly when 
he tasted her essence. “Spread your legs wider,” he said. 
A strong hand lifted her left leg up to rest on his shoul-
der. His dress shirt rustled under her knee and tickled. 
One finger slipped inside of her, swirled around, and then 
trailed down her right inner thigh. His lips followed it. 
“You are delicious. Summer rain. Almonds.” Teeth, tongue, 
and lips bit, licked, and suckled at her bare flesh. Every 
hot breath sent goose bumps racing along her skin. Their 
combined scents and the rich leather of the limo made 
an intoxicating heady fragrance she wanted to live in. 
Her thighs shook. Her nipples tightened and scraped 
against the stays of the corset. Every breath was harder 
and faster than the last. 

“Please,” she mewled. “I can’t.”
“You can,” he growled. 
“No.” The hoarse, desperate whisper took all of her 

focus. Her inner walls clenched and she couldn’t help 
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herself. When he slid two fingers inside of her and curled 
them up into her G-spot, she lost control. Her channel 
drew tightly together around him and he bit her, hard. 

“Not yet!” 
She was too far gone. As the orgasm overtook her, she 

screamed. Tears trailed down her cheeks, back towards 
her ears. He grabbed her bound hands and pulled her up 
against him. His arms banded around her body. 

She collapsed, boneless, into his embrace. “I’m sorry,” 
she whispered. “I couldn’t—”  

He silenced her with a gentle shushing sound. “That is 
two, Elizabeth.” 

“I tried.” 
“I know. And this is new to you. But I cannot forgive 

you for disobeying me, even if I do understand it. Now 
relax. We’re almost home.” He tugged the knot in the silk 
and her wrists were freed immediately. He held her in his lap, 
wrapped her in the cloak, and let her body shake against his. 

The limo pulled to a stop and Thomas rapped on the 
privacy screen. Alexander handed her the discarded dress. 
“Can you walk?”

“Yes,” she said. She pulled the cloak tightly around her 
body. It covered more of her than the dress, but she was 
still embarrassed by what they’d done only a few feet from 
Alexander’s driver. He must have heard her scream. But 
Thomas averted his eyes when Alexander alighted and 
helped Elizabeth out of the limo. He held her purse in one 
hand and slipped the other arm around her shoulders. 
Samuel opened the front door of the house for them, but 
his eyes were also downcast. 

“Thank you, Samuel. That is all for the evening. Elizabeth 
and I will be upstairs until morning.” 

“Very well, sir. Good night.” 
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Alexander led her up the winding staircase and into his 
bedroom. He shut the thick wooden door securely. “Take 
off your cloak.” 

Elizabeth loosened the button and dropped the shim-
mering material onto a chair. She stood there in heels, the 
golden corset, and soaked panties. Alexander grinned at 
her. “Beautiful. I am a lucky man, Elizabeth.”

He swooped her into his arms against him and assaulted 
her mouth with a savage intensity. She ran her fingers 
through his hair. He chuckled, the subtle vibrations inten-
sifying the kiss. When he released her, she found herself 
pressed against the bed. She hadn’t even noticed that he’d 
lifted her up to the platform. 

“Look at me, chérie.” His green eyes were smoldering. 
“What are we at now?”

“Um, two?” 
“Very good,” he said with a smile. “Sit down and relax for 

a moment. I need to choose the silks for you tonight.” 
“Alexander?” Elizabeth asked when he turned away. 
“Yes?”
“Will you, I mean, can I ask a question?” She’d read more 

on BDSM in the past two days. She’d spent hours research-
ing. Some Doms preferred their subs not to speak without 
permission during play. 

Alexander cupped her cheek. “Unless I tell you to be 
quiet, you can always ask questions. I want you to enjoy 
this, Elizabeth. You must tell me everything you are feel-
ing. Everything you are thinking. And ask any questions 
you want. I know this is very different than anything you 
have done before and I don’t want you to regret what we 
do tonight.” 

She relaxed. “Will you tell  me what everything is 
used for?” 
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He held out his hand. She took it and he guided her to his 
wood-paneled cabinet. “Some of my silks you will need to 
experience in order to understand, but I will tell you what 
I can.” He withdrew a silk blindfold and raised his brow. 

“I know what that’s used for,” she said with a grin. He 
answered her with a chuckle of his own. Tilting his head, 
considering, he withdrew two strips of long silk with metal 
eyelets at each end, as well as two black silk cuffs with 
leather buckles. The material tickled her skin as he fas-
tened the cuffs around her wrists. These also had eyelets. 
He could bind her wrists together or to the long silk ropes 
easily. She fiddled with the diamond bracelet. It slid over 
the silk around her wrist. 

The next two wide pieces of silk confused her. They ap-
peared to be too loose for wrists or ankles. Her heart 
thudded against her chest. A gag? He said he didn’t use 
them. A collar? He wasn’t a Master. “W-what are those?” 
she asked, not proud of the wobble in her voice. 

Alexander leaned closer to her and brushed his lips to 
her ear. “Nothing worrisome. I promise you.” Before she 
processed his words, he wrapped one of the pieces of silk 
around her right thigh, then the left. “These will help you 
from wriggling too much and hurting yourself—or me.” 
Two final cuffs buckled around each ankle. “I can bind your 
ankles or your wrists to your thighs. It is more comfort-
able than you might think. Also stunning.” His eyes drank 
her in—black silk, pale skin, golden corset, and heels. 
“Delicious.”

She shivered. He lifted the whip he’d used on her the 
last time. “You remember this. Would you like to know 
what it feels like on your bare skin?” 

“Yes,” she whispered. 
He tossed it on the bed. “There is only one more item in 
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here that I want to use on you tonight, but I would like to 
keep it a secret for now. Will you allow me this?” 

Elizabeth gazed nervously down at her wrists, thighs, 
and ankles. Alexander nudged her chin up to look at him. 
“Elizabeth?”

“All right.” 
“Then turn around and wait for my next command.” 
She obeyed immediately. A soft scrape of metal sounded 

behind her, followed by a rustle of fabric and a muffled 
clinking sound. Alexander took her arm. “Look at me.” 
She complied. “Now, I have one more rule for tonight. 
You have your safeword. You remember it, yes?”

“Of course I do. Zucchini.” 
“Good. For tonight, since this is your first time with 

some of these toys, I have another word for you. Yellow. 
If you say yellow, I won’t unbind you, I won’t abandon our 
play, but I will back off a bit. I will give you the time you 
need to decide whether you need to safeword or whether 
you want to continue. Do you understand?”

“Yes. I do. Thanks.” She was still anxious, but every word 
out of Alexander’s mouth helped reassure her. 

“Brilliant Now come with me.” 
He led her back to the bed and gestured for her to sit. He 

removed her shoes and set them aside, taking a few min-
utes to massage one sore foot, and then the other. Elizabeth 
relaxed into his firm touch. 

“Back on the bed. Against the pillows.” 
Elizabeth scooted back. The black satin pillows were 

firm and supportive against her back. She wriggled her body 
to get comfortable and drew her knees up slightly. Alexander 
arranged his implements on the side table. He toed off his 
shoes and socks, and unfastened his cuff links, setting them 
aside. He climbed onto the bed between her knees. 
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“Remove my shirt,” he commanded. “I want to feel your 
hands on me.” 

One button at a time, she exposed his skin. Her breath 
hitched when the shirt fell completely open. A sprinkling 
of black hair was spread out over his chest. He was well 
muscled, but not so huge that he looked like a bodybuilder. 
His abs were chiseled with a definite six-pack and across 
his right pectoral muscle, a deep scar ran from his breast 
bone nearly to his collarbone. Smaller scars surrounded 
the larger one. Elizabeth ran her fingers over the long-
healed wound. The skin here was tight and smooth. 
She leaned forward and kissed the length of the scar. A 
hint of male sweat tickled her nose under his woodsy 
deodorant. 

The tattoo on his right arm featured a lion perched on 
top of a crown. Two crossed swords behind the crown 
wrapped halfway around his bicep. Alexander let her ex-
plore his body as he tossed his shirt on the floor. She 
memorized every bulge of muscle. Her tongue traced 
a circle around his nipple. The salty tang of his skin 
was delicious, as was the tightening of his flesh and the 
groan that escaped his lips. Never had a man driven her 
wild with only his taste. When she reached for the button 
on his pants, he captured her hands. “That’s enough for 
now, Elizabeth.” 

She pouted, but allowed him to return her hands to her 
sides. “Do not move.” 

Alexander sunk his fingers into her hair, pulling one 
hair  pin after another from her golden locks. When 
her hair fell in gentle waves across her shoulders, he fas-
tened the blindfold over her eyes. “Comfortable?”

“Yes.” 
“I will never be far from you, Elizabeth. Never more than 
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a foot or two away. But I will not always be touching you. 
Do you trust me?”

“Yes.” 
“Good.” He gripped her hips and tugged her forward 

slightly. She settled deeper into the silky pillows. He 
brought her left wrist up to his lips, nibbled the soft pad at 
the base of her thumb, and stretched her arm wide over her 
head. The snap of a clamp, then another, and he smoothed 
a hand down her bare arm. Her wrist was held securely, 
not tight enough to be uncomfortable, but it was too snug 
to move much. She swiveled her head when his touch dis-
appeared and her breathing quickened. She tried to trust 
him, but it was a losing battle. When she was about to call 
out for him, he lifted her other wrist and kissed her palm. 
“I told you I would not leave you. Trust me, Elizabeth. I will 
not disappoint you.” 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered as he secured her other wrist 
and caressed her arm. Gooseflesh prickled all over her 
body. The cool wood against the backs of her arms soothed 
her burning skin.

“Shhh. No apologies for this. You are doing very well.” He 
brushed his lips to hers and she strained to keep contact 
with him when he pulled away. His fingers were smooth 
and gentle as he drew her panties down and tossed them 
aside. “I love your body, Elizabeth.” His lips worshiped 
the bare skin of her mound and she shivered. “So smooth. 
So sweet.” 

She couldn’t stop her hips from grinding towards him. 
Her heels dug into the mattress and she tried to get pur-
chase. “Please,” she whispered. “I can’t hold still.” 

Alexander ran his hands down her thighs. Tiny spasms 
rolled through her. “You wish me to bind you further?”

“I . . . yes.” 
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“You please me greatly, Elizabeth. But not yet. You will 
be fine. I have not told you not to move yet. Wriggle to your 
heart’s content.” 

Kisses traced a burning trail down one thigh and back 
up, and hands held her hips steady as he slipped his tongue 
very briefly between her slick folds. She cried out and 
quaked uncontrollably, but he quickly withdrew his tongue 
and kissed down the other thigh. 

His weight left the bed and a drawer opened. “This is 
something I don’t keep in my cabinet. It also contains no 
silk, but I think you will enjoy it.” He pressed a firm, cool 
piece of rubber to her channel. A vibrator? It slipped inside 
her and pressed against her G-spot. Another piece of it 
rested against her clit. Even the subtle pressure was almost 
too much. She gave a tiny moan and shuddered in her re-
straints. A click and the vibrator buzzed to life. Elizabeth 
yelped. “Oh God. I . . . I can’t. Please.” 

Alexander crushed his lips down on hers and swept his 
tongue into her mouth, over her teeth. She moaned into 
his kiss, writhing, desperate to release the pressure gath-
ering inside of her. When she thought she couldn’t take it 
any longer, the vibrator fell silent. Alexander sucked her 
lower lip between his teeth, drawing back and releas-
ing her. She sucked in air through her nose, fighting for 
control. She licked her lips. The taste of him—Scotch, 
sweat, and her essence, covered her. Little shudders ran 
through her body. 

His hands smoothed down her sides and slid underneath 
her back. He deftly unhooked the dozen little catches of her 
corset and tossed the material away. Through the haze of 
her body’s arousal, she was dimly aware that she was com-
pletely naked other than Alexander’s silks. 

He palmed her breasts and squeezed them gently. “Perfect.” 
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She always thought her breasts were too small, but 
Alexander cherished them, stroking and pinching, kissing 
and licking, sucking and biting. Shocks of pain and plea-
sure zipped through her body. His mouth fastened around 
one nipple and the vibrator started up again. She flew to-
wards the edge, so ready to let go with her orgasm, but 
the vibrator stopped, leaving her panting. His lips gave 
a single parting kiss to her right nipple, and he moved 
back on the bed a few inches. Her chest heaved as she 
fought for breath.

“Please, Alexander. I can’t . . . ”
“You keep saying that, Elizabeth. I think you can. Now, 

I have one last little trick up my sleeve before I make you 
come. This is something I very much enjoy.” He sucked on a 
nipple until the tender bud was firm. Then, a searing pain 
consumed her. Her hips bucked, her ass came off the bed, 
and she screamed as the sensation tore through her, down 
to her pussy. 

“Yellow! Oh God, yellow.” 
Alexander kneaded the pillowy  flesh gently around the 

pain. “Breathe, chérie. The clamp is on the lightest setting. 
I have to attach the other one before we continue.” 

She shook her head violently. She needed the blindfold 
off. Her arms pulled involuntarily at the silks binding 
her. Metal clinked above her head. “No, don’t. Yellow. 
Please. Yellow.”

“Let me try one thing, Elizabeth. One thing and if you are 
still at yellow, I will remove the clamp, all right?”

Elizabeth could barely breathe. The pain in her nipple 
throbbed, but her clit throbbed with the same cadence. 
How could this much pain push her this close to the edge 
of ecstasy? His hands on her skin moved in calming circles. 
“Uh-huh,” she gasped. 
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There was a tiny click and the vibrator started up again. 
The combination of the pain from the clamp and the plea-
sure from the vibrator was so delicious that she forgot that 
she’d been about to safeword. She keened softly, pressing 
her hips into the mattress. She had to relieve the intense 
pressure gathering inside of her. Her toes curled against 
the sheets. “Oh God. I need to come.”

“Not yet, Elizabeth,” Alexander said sharply as the vibra-
tor turned off. 

“Please,” she sobbed until her mouth was smothered by 
Alexander’s firm lips. His fingers pinched her free nipple, 
teasing it to arousal until the pain exploded over the sensi-
tive nerve endings from the second clamp. But he kissed 
her so thoroughly that she couldn’t focus on the pain. His 
breath teased across her cheek. Bare skin and firm muscle 
pressed against her, over the clamps. A soft braid of silk 
lay between her breasts. Her hips jerked and she pulled 
against the restraints. Her legs had a mind of their own. 
They wrapped around Alexander’s torso and held him 
tightly. He chuckled. 

“Not against the clamps now?” 
She shook her head. Her fingers clawed her palms. The 

delicious ache in her arms and the helplessness of being 
unable to move or see thrilled her. “I need you, please.” 

“Not yet.” His words were ominous, and he grabbed her 
ankles and wiggled free of her legs. One clamp, then an-
other, attached each ankle to her upper thighs. She was 
laid out against the pillows, knees bent high, feet flat on 
the bed, naked, save for Alexander’s silks. He slid back a 
bit. “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, 
Elizabeth. I want to watch you come.” 

Thank God, she thought. She was so on edge that every 
breath was torture. 
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“How should I do it, I wonder?” he asked. His fingers 
trailed down her inner thigh. She wasn’t ticklish, but 
his touch was so light that quakes and tremors rocked her. 
The vibrator sprang to life again. Her channel clenched 
and she pulled at the silk that bound her hands. 

“Please, Alexander,” she begged. 
The silk between her breasts lifted and he pulled on the 

clamps at her nipples just enough. Whatever invisible force 
that connected her breasts to her pussy shattered her from 
the inside out. “Come now, Elizabeth,” he ordered. With 
one more tug on the silk, she flew apart. His name explod-
ed from her lips and her body strained against the silk that 
held her securely. 

She didn’t even notice when the vibrator was removed. 
Alexander rubbed her arms, brushing her lips with gentle 
kisses, and crooning to her. The aftershocks sent little tremors 
of pleasure through her body. 

“Elizabeth, are you with me?”
“Y-yes,” she whispered. “What . . . God. What was that?”
“You respond so well to bondage, chérie. So well.” His 

voice was soothing and the heat of his body surrounded her. 
He was still between her legs, always touching her. “There 
is so much I want to introduce you to,” he murmured. He 
tasted the tears on her cheek. “Do you want more?” 

Elizabeth’s breath caught in her throat. “Y-yes. But 
I’ve . . . God.” Her cheeks flushed hot. She’d never had more 
than one orgasm with a partner in an evening. “I don’t think 
I can.” 

Alexander chuckled. “Oh, I  am certain you can and 
you will .” 

He pulled back and spread her knees with his hands. She 
wriggled her ass against the mattress. Her pussy was al-
ready clenching again. A warm finger dipped inside of her, 
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explored, and withdrew. She mewled once and jerked. The 
sensations were too intense. She was still riding the high 
of the orgasm. She couldn’t possibly take another. Her nip-
ples throbbed, but the ache was a pleasant warmth now. 
Alexander planted a firm kiss on her right knee. Then her 
left. Back and forth he went, kissing seductive trails from 
her knees to the crease of her inner thighs. His hands cra-
dled her ass, cupping and squeezing, holding her firmly. 

She felt secure, held as she was, unable to move more 
than her head, the blackness of the blindfold all encom-
passing. She imagined his body, his face, his smile when he 
praised her for some response or another her body gave. 
Alexander’s breathing, his deep sounds of pleasure, and 
the rustle of the sheets grounded her. 

“More,” she breathed. She could taste his arousal.  Her 
clit throbbed with need. He swiped his tongue over 
her sensitive folds and purred with satisfaction. 

“My God, you taste exquisite,” he growled. He teased 
with tongue and teeth: nipping, laving her clit, and he 
even ventured to the rounded flesh of her ass. Her breath 
quickened. Every lick brought her higher. Returning to her 
slick folds, he went to work. His breathing changed as 
his intensity increased. He slipped two fingers inside of 
her and swirled them against her G-spot. Her hips threat-
ened to come off the mattress, but the firm pressure of 
his mouth kept her grounded. She moaned, low in her 
throat, almost a hum. 

“Mmmm. Alexander. Mm-hmmm, need . . . mmm.”
The silk between her breasts twitched again, tugging 

on her nipples. She screamed, her entire body implod-
ing with sensation. Inhuman, guttural, desperate sounds 
filled her ears. She only recognized the sounds as hers 
when she ran out of air and had to suck in a gasping breath. 
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She clenched around his fingers, over and over again. He 
drank her in, the growls and grunts of desire vibrating 
against her. 

Time stopped. Her arms were limp in the restraints, 
her entire body spent, but he wasn’t done. When he pulled 
away with a final kiss to her smooth mound, she let her 
head loll back against the pillows. 

Alexander slid away from her and the pressure of his 
body on the bed disappeared. Elizabeth wasn’t thinking. 
She couldn’t. But she knew he was close. Her left wrist 
was released. Then her right, and both of her ankles. Her 
legs fell to the side. 

“I’m going to remove the clamps now. It will hurt a bit. 
Are you ready?”

“Uh-huh.” She thought she was. But when the pressure 
on her left nipple was released and the blood flowed back 
into the sensitive flesh, she sobbed incoherently. “No-no-
noooo.” Alexander took her breast in his warm hands, blew 
on the nipple, and soothed it with his tongue. He gave the 
other breast the same treatment and gathered her in his 
arms. He held her close. “Do you want more?”

“Can’t,” she whispered.
“Oh, you can. But not yet.” He stretched an arm away. 

Something was pressed against her lips. “Water. Drink 
a little.” 

She obeyed and rested her head against his chest. The 
scar was a firm, smooth ridge under her cheek. He smelled 
good: sandalwood, vanilla, and cloves. Muscles flexed. 
He shifted her closer and unfastened the silk around her 
thighs. “Enough of that for tonight.” She obediently held 
out her wrists, but he chuckled. “Oh, I’m not done with 
those yet. How do you feel?”

She wasn’t sure. “Shaky. I want to see you.” She made no 
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move to remove the blindfold, but held her breath, hoping 
Alexander would do it for her. 

He touched her cheek with a single finger. “Not yet. This 
is part of the trust you give me, Elizabeth. I will push you 
tonight. I have pushed you. The clamps, the vibrator, and 
now the blindfold. Trust me a bit longer, yes?”

“Okay.” She’d trusted him so far and no, it hadn’t 
always been comfortable, but damn. The orgasms were 
well worth it. 

“Now, can you stand for me?” Alexander released her 
legs and swung them so her feet brushed the floor. He lifted 
her gently and she only swayed once before she found her 
footing. Her entire body felt nearly boneless. He cupped 
the back of her head as he slid from the bed. “I want you 
to enjoy my flogger, Elizabeth, I want to see your lovely ass 
reddened by it. It will not always be comfortable. Will you 
give me your consent for this?”

She nodded. 
“Audible responses, remember?”
“Sorry. Yes.”
A single finger traced down her cheek. “Yes what? Yes, 

you remember?”
“I want you to whip me.” Oh God. She’d said it. Other 

than Alexander’s cock buried deep inside of her, there 
wasn’t anything she wanted more in this moment than to 
please him and have his whip mark her skin.

Alexander wrapped his arm around her body and 
guided her a few steps from the bed. She had to be reaching 
the edge of the platform now. Her stomach tied itself into a 
knot and she pulled back. Alexander tightened his grip on 
her waist. 

“That is three, Elizabeth. You need to trust me. I will not 
let you fall.” The sharpness in his voice caused her to flinch.
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“I’m sorry.”
He kissed her then, reassuring. “I was about to carry you, 

but now I think you will walk. Trust me and do what I tell 
you and you’ll be fine.” He took her hands in his and pulled 
her along with him. She wasn’t certain, but she thought he 
was walking backwards. She felt the dip when he stepped 
off of the platform and then he stopped. “Slowly now. When 
you feel my body against yours, you’ll be at the edge.”

Elizabeth shuffled forward. Her breasts brushed against 
his chest, her nipples sore, ultra-sensitive, and tight. It was 
nearly the perfect temperature in his bedroom, but her or-
gasms had left her covered with a light sheen of sweat and 
she tried not to shiver. 

“Good. Now step down. I’ve got your hands.” 
Alexander led her across the room. From the few min-

utes she’d been in this room and able to see, she thought 
she knew where they were. “Oh God,” she whispered. The 
wood of the Saint Andrews Cross was cold against her 
skin. “Alexander.”

“You’re fine, Elizabeth. One word and I stop.” He spread 
her legs and with gentle caresses lifted each foot up onto a 
platform and attached her ankle cuffs to the cross. He ran 
his hands up her legs, over her ass, and up her back. He 
curled her hands around thin bars high on the arms of the 
cross. Her wrist cuffs were secured next and he nibbled on 
her left ear, sending little tremors down her legs. Had 
she not been secured, she would have collapsed. “You 
are a vision.” 

The rustle of fabric as he unzipped his pants gave 
her a thrill. They landed a few feet away and his entire 
naked body pressed to hers. His cock jutted urgently 
against her hip. The hot flesh throbbed against her skin. 
She whimpered. 
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“I will be inside you soon, but not before I redden that 
arse of yours. Will you take a bit of pain for me?”

“Y-yes.” 
The soft falls of Alexander’s whip trailed over her arms. 

The wrist cuffs were snug against her skin, but she tugged 
without even thinking and rattled the metal that held them 
fast. A bead of moisture rolled down her inner thigh, to 
her knee, and tickled her calf. Why was she so incredibly 
turned on? She was naked and bound to a cross. This was 
so far removed from anything she’d ever done before that 
she didn’t have words for it. Her forehead rested against 
the wood and the tiny spasms from her body’s pleasure 
made her nipples scrape along the cross.

Alexander touched nearly every inch of exposed skin 
with his whip. There was no pressure, no stinging pain, 
only a gentle tickle from the suede. 

He palmed one of her ass cheeks and rubbed it, gently at 
first, then more vigorously. Her other cheek got the same 
treatment. “Relax, Elizabeth.” His smooth voice was com-
forting. “Count for me.” 

Her belly clenched and she tightened her grip on the 
handles. The first snap of the whip made her entire body 
jerk within the restraints. “One,” she cried. A stinging burn 
spread over her left butt cheek. The second strike hit her 
right cheek. “T-two.”

The next two strikes were harder. The two after 
that ,  harder still. Her ass was on fire, but her pussy 
was dripping. She shook against the smooth wood. He 
moved his strikes lower, hitting the crease between 
ass and thighs, down halfway to her knees, and then back 
up again. He told her how beautiful she looke d ,  h o w 
h e r  s k i n  g l o we d ,  a n d  h o w  h e r  t i ny  m o a n s  o f  p l e a -
s ure and pain pleased him and made his cock ache 
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fo r  h e r.  H e  n eve r  went higher than her ass, never lower 
than mid-thigh. 

Her voice started to fail her at twenty strikes. Her essence 
coated her thighs, her pussy, and was probably dripping onto 
his expensive hardwood floor. The whip trailed up her back, 
tickled her cheek, and then disappeared from her body. 

His lips pressed to her ear. He swirled his tongue around 
the diamond that hung from her lobe. “I am going to take 
you now, Elizabeth. If you will allow me.” 

“Please,” she moaned. 
Ankles, then wrists were released and he caught her in 

his arms when she collapsed. Blind, aching for him, she 
ground her hips against his length and he groaned. “I want 
you, my little sub.” He laid her down on the satin sheets. 
They were cool against her heated skin, but not cool 
enough. She winced at the pain. “I will soothe it soon,” he 
said. “And in a moment, I hope you won’t even notice it.” 

A drawer opened, foil crinkled, and he let out a pent up 
breath. “I want you to taste me. But not tonight.” He spread 
her knees, nudged at the entrance to her channel with his 
cock, and flicked his tongue over her nipple. She nearly came 
off the bed, but he growled at her to be still. He slid all the 
way in her, pinning her wrists to the mattress. “You are mine, 
Elizabeth, and I want to see you come again for me.” 

He pulled out, sat back, and pinched her clit. She was 
so on edge from his whip and the smell of his arousal that 
the single movement had her hovering on the precipice. 
“Please. I need you inside me.”

He obliged immediately. “Alexander! God, help me!” He 
wrapped an arm around her, his bulk pressing down on 
her torso. His firm thrusts brought her closer and closer 
to the edge. She wrapped her legs around him. The pres-
sure of his length, the smattering of rough hair against her 
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bare breasts, the scent of Scotch mixed with her previous 
orgasms on his breath all added to her pleasure. His cock 
swelled, filled her fuller than she’d ever been before, and 
maddened her. The pressure in her core exploded in a ka-
leidoscope of colors behind her blindfold, a roar of blood 
in her ears, and a hoarse, guttural yell from her throat. He 
shouted her name, thrust twice more, and then he was ev-
erywhere: arms, legs, lips, every part of him consumed her. 

mn

 She was still quaking. Every few seconds, her body 
shuddered in his arms. The blanket was warm, but no-
where near as warm as the man holding her. She didn’t re-
member the blindfold sliding off her eyes, nor the blanket 
cocooning her spent limbs. She didn’t remember anything 
other than Alexander. Her throat was raw. Did I scream? My 
throat feels like I screamed.

“You did, chérie. Many times,” he purred in her ear. 
“Oh shit. I actually said that aloud?” She closed her eyes 

and tried to bury her head in the pillow but his legs and 
arms kept her pinned, safe and secure. 

“That and many other things. Don’t worry. It’s 
common—losing yourself for a bit. The endorphins can 
be overwhelming. You honored me, Elizabeth. Taking my 
whip, coming so many times for me, giving me your trust.” 

She closed her eyes and let him stroke her hair and 
kiss her cheeks, her neck, and her lips. As safe as she 
felt, she had so many questions. If only she knew how to 
ask them.

“Your mind is racing, Elizabeth. I can see it in your face. 
Talk to me.” 
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“I . . . I don’t know what to say. That wasn’t me,” she 
whispered. “Was it?” 

“It was. You enjoyed our play, yes?” 
She nodded. “I’m not totally comfortable with the idea 

of being . . . ”
“Submissive.” He rubbed his hand up and down her arm. 

“Why does it make you uncomfortable? Because you are 
such a strong woman?” 

She shrugged. “I . . . yes. I’ve been alone—no family, few 
friends—for five years. Kelsey keeps telling me it doesn’t 
have to be me against the whole world, but that’s how it 
feels sometimes.”

Alexander nodded against her back. “Your reaction is 
common, Elizabeth. But it is your strength that attracted 
me to you in the first place. Let me tell you a story. In 2005, 
I was in a relationship. It was . . . serious.” Alexander loos-
ened the blanket and helped her shift so they were facing 
one another. His eyes were sad. “Serena and I were a good 
match, on paper. Mother was pleased. We met at boarding 
school when we were both seventeen, dated for a bit, and 
then when I took over Fairhaven Charities in 2003, I asked 
her to move to Boston to see if we had something tenable. 
She agreed and we dated exclusively for two years. She 
loved me. I cared for her deeply, but I do not think I ever 
fell in love with her. She very much wanted to get married. 
I was new to being a practicing Dom at that time. Serena 
was amenable to play, but though she was submissive, she 
lacked anything approaching a backbone, in or out of the 
bedroom.” He closed his eyes for a deep breath and when 
he opened them again, there was pain there. 

Elizabeth wriggled her body so that she could curl 
against his chest and nestle in his arms. “You don’t 
have to . . . ”
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“I do. For both of us.” His gaze trailed over the room, 
settling on his cabinet. “I’d purchased a new crop. I was 
so excited to use it that I did not try it on myself first. It’s 
a rule, you see,” he explained when her brow furrowed. “If 
I am going to try a new toy, a new technique, I always try 
it on myself. It’s important. I need to know how hard to 
swing. Depending on the toy, I might find another Dom 
to use it on me.” 

Elizabeth gasped. “You let someone . . . whip you?”
“Yes. I have tried every single toy in that cabinet. I know 

how they all feel. What they do. But that is beside the point 
of this story. Know that Serena was desperate for a com-
mitment and willing to do almost anything to please me. 
Even the one thing she knew she should never do.”

“What was that?”
“She refused to safeword. I hit her too hard. I was in the 

moment. Young. Inexperienced. I didn’t know that I was 
hurting her. Really hurting her. I bruised her. Badly. The 
second I saw the blood welling purple under her skin, I 
stopped, but the damage that injury caused to our relation-
ship was so much worse. I stayed with her for six months 
after that, largely out of guilt. But we never played again. 
Eventually, she confessed to me why she hadn’t told me 
when it started to hurt beyond the light pain I intended. 
She feared I would leave her.” 

“She wasn’t strong enough to stand up to you when she 
needed to,” Elizabeth murmured. 

“No. She was not. I think this was why I never fell in 
love with her. Strong women make the best submissives, 
Elizabeth. I can trust you because you will always tell me if I 
push too far. Like you did tonight. You needed to slow down, 
and you told me so. We are tremendous together. With you, I 
feel as if I am completely myself. Who I am supposed to be.”
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“I haven’t felt anything like what I feel for you. Tonight 
was . . . amazing.”

“That’s all you have to say. All you have to accept right 
now. Accept that you submitted to me and loved it. Accept 
that this dynamic works for us.” He pressed his body to 
hers and she felt his erection against her hip. “Now, let me 
take care of you a bit more. A shower perhaps?” He nibbled 
her ear and she giggled and laid her hand over the scarring 
on his chest. 

“I still haven’t seen you,” she said. “Not all of you.” 
Alexander chuckled. “Then let me remedy that.” He 

threw back the blanket and rolled away from her. She ad-
mired his muscled back, firm ass, and strong legs. When 
he turned and she caught sight of him from the front, she 
flushed and her core tightened again. He was magnificent. 
A smattering of black hair dusted his chest, interrupted by 
his scar. His abs cut into six distinct ridges above his cock. 
Obliques angled into his hips in a sexy V she wanted to 
lick and bite. He was bare, his cock wide with a dark, bul-
bous head. His balls hung smooth and heavy. The muscles 
of his thighs corded and another small scar lived just 
above his right knee. 

Elizabeth’s purr of appreciation surprised them both. 
She wanted to touch him, but when he helped her from the 
bed, every muscle in her body protested. She was stiff, sore, 
and spent. She draped her arms around his neck. “Next 
time, I want to see you. If . . . that’s all right.” She bit her 
lip. This whole dynamic was foreign to her. Could she ask 
for something like that? Would he listen? And if he didn’t, 
what did that say about their . . . relationship?

“You can always ask, Elizabeth,” Alexander said, seem-
ingly reading her thoughts. “I may not agree, but you can 
always ask. And we will see. I decide what happens in this 
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room, in this bed. Even if we are not playing out a scene. 
In the bedroom, I will always be your Dom. But you should 
ask for anything you want. Perhaps I will want it as well. If 
not the next time, then soon. I very much want to look into 
your eyes when we both come.” 

mn

Alexander started the shower while Elizabeth rested 
her sore bottom on the marble counter. Her hair was a 
mess of curls, her makeup gone. She’d lost even more 
weight since she’d been fired, but she was still carrying 
extra around her hips, ass, and thighs. She should have felt 
dumpy and self-conscious, but Alexander revered her like 
she was the most beautiful woman in the world. When he 
held out his hand for her, she stepped under the hot spray. 

They nestled together and he washed her hair. His firm 
fingers kneaded her shoulders and her back. The water was 
the right temperature for her muscles, but her ass was still 
burning. She shifted uncomfortably, but bumped against 
Alexander’s firm cock. 

“I want you, chérie,” he growled in her ear. “Turn around.”
He palmed her breasts, kissing each tender nipple. 

“Stand perfectly still.” 
She nodded. This wasn’t a question that required an 

answer. She didn’t even think to ask where he was going 
when he opened the glass door, stepped out, and strode 
naked and dripping from the room. She found out soon 
enough. He returned with a condom. Before he rejoined 
her, he rolled the condom over his cock. 

“Give me your left leg.” 
Alexander pulled her leg up at the knee and slid his 

length into her still-slick folds. “Arms around my neck.” 
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Steam swirled around them, carrying the scent of his 
woodsy soap. In moments, he was supporting her weight 
with one hand under her knee and another under her sore 
bottom. Her back braced against the smooth rocks of 
the shower wall. His cock spread her wide, filling the emp-
tiness she’d never known before him. He grinned. “I did 
not expect that our desires would align quite so quickly.” 

Elizabeth laughed, but Alexander silenced it with his 
kiss. The river rocks were cool against her back, and 
Alexander’s lips blazed a trail from her lips to her neck. 
Teeth captured a bit of skin and tugged, sending a bone-
deep shiver through her. Her legs quaked with the effort 
of holding back her release. He could bring her to the edge 
faster than anyone had before.  

“Mine,” he said. 
“Yes,” she replied. For that moment, she was totally and 

completely his.



Eleven
Alexander slipped into the bed behind her and pressed 
his naked body to hers. Her ass was cooling, thanks to a 
generous amount of aloe that he’d massaged into her skin 
after their shower. He nuzzled the back of her neck. “You 
were exquisite tonight, Elizabeth. I-I find myself unable to 
resist you. I . . . shite.” 

She was very nearly asleep. “What?” She turned, sud-
denly worried.

“I think I’m falling in love with you.” 
“Wh-what?” The world stopped. Elizabeth’s heart leapt 

into her throat. She cared for him. More than she’d cared 
for anyone in a long time, but love? How could he possibly 
love her already? 

Alexander cupped her cheek. He leaned in and kissed 
her so completely that she nearly forgot what he’d said. 
But when he released her, his words came flooding back. 
She was about to protest, but he silenced her with a finger 
to her lips. “This isn’t a subject for tonight. Perhaps not 
even for tomorrow. I should not have said anything. But 
I’m no whelp, Elizabeth. I’ve been down this road. I’ve 
never met anyone who could make me happy like this. 
Not until you.” 

“I . . . I don’t know what to say to that. I care for you. Very 
much. The past couple of weeks have been wonderful.” 
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Elizabeth was saved from further discomfort and the even-
tual ‘but’ by the buzzing of her cell phone in her purse on 
the nightstand. “It’s after one. Who the hell would be call-
ing me now?” She furrowed her brow when she saw the 
screen and answered immediately. “Mrs. McGillis? What’s 
the matter?”

Alexander rose on an elbow with a frown. “Neighbor,” 
she mouthed.

“I’m sorry to bother you, dearie, but that damn cat of 
yours bit me hard enough to draw blood. She’s howling 
from the top of the cabinets. That young couple that lives 
next door already came over to complain about the noise. 
I’ve tried everything: shaking the food bowl, turning off the 
lights, and her feather toy.”

“What the hell? That’s not like her. Okay. I’ll . . . crap. I’ll 
come home. I’m not going to be around this weekend, but 
I’ll take her to the boarders in the morning. I’m really sorry 
about that, Mrs. McGillis. Thanks for calling me.” 

Elizabeth dropped her head into her hands and re-
layed her neighbor’s message to Alexander. “I need to go 
home. I can drop River at her vet in the morning, but I can’t 
leave her alone tonight. She’s never so much as swiped at 
me or Mrs. McGillis. I’m worried there’s something wrong 
with her.” 

Alexander rolled over and picked up the landline next 
to his side of the bed. He punched a three digit extension. 
“Thomas, I’m sorry to wake you. Elizabeth and I need to go 
to her flat for a few minutes to retrieve her cat.” He paused 
for a moment to listen. “Excellent. Thank you.” 

Elizabeth gaped as he hung up. “What are you doing? It’s 
after one. I’ll call a cab.” 

“Don’t be daft. I pay my staff quite well, Elizabeth. 
Thomas gets a month of vacation time a year and probably 
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makes more than you did at CPH. Also, I’m not letting you 
go home and stay there alone. Not after what happened 
with Carter this evening. We need some clothes for you for 
the rest of the weekend anyway. River can stay here to-
night. If you don’t want to bring her to the boarders, she 
can stay all weekend.” He threw back the blankets and 
strode naked towards his closet. Moments later, he was 
clad in jeans and a tight green sweater. Elizabeth tugged 
on the dress, foregoing the corset and the ruined panties. 
Needles of pain stabbed at her toes and her arches when 
she stood on the towering heels. Too much dancing. At 
least she’d get the chance to pack some sweats and her 
tennis shoes. 

Alexander draped the wrap over her shoulders. “I hope 
River doesn’t mind sharing the bed.” 

mn

Alexander and Elizabeth were halfway up the steps to 
her building’s door when tires squealed and a car lurched 
to the curb only a few feet from Alexander’s limo. He 
whirled and stepped in front of Elizabeth, tense, but his 
head cocked and he relaxed almost immediately when he 
recognized the driver. 

“Nicholas?” 
The blond Fairhaven brother jumped out of the driver’s 

seat of a black Mercedes Sedan and strode towards them. 
His tie was gone, but he still wore his tuxedo from the 
ball. “Goddamn son of a bitch! If I ever see him again, I’m 
going to shove a squash ball so far down—”

Alexander cringed and met his brother at the bottom 
of the steps while Elizabeth huddled against the door 
for warmth.
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“What the fuck, Nicholas? How did you even know we 
were here?”

“I went to your house first. Samuel told me. Smythe—
the Board’s secretary for fuck’s  sake—broke his 
confidential i ty  agreement .  He’s friends  with Carter. 
Foyle’s working on the lawsuit against him right now 
and Ben’s reached out to the Feds on Elizabeth’s behalf, 
but it’s fucking two in the morning and he can’t get anyone 
to answer the phone. We’ve lost any chance to blindside 
them with the lawsuit. And given how angry Carter was 
earlier, before all of this, I’m starting to worry about 
both of you. Increase security.” Nicholas looked back at 
Thomas. The driver had exited the limo when Nicholas 
approached and stood sentry, his arms crossed over his 
chest. “Or get some, for that matter.”  

Elizabeth hurried down the steps and clutched 
Alexander’s arm. A cold breeze flapped her dress, but 
she barely noticed. Fear chilled her to the core. “If they 
know . . . they’ll come after me. I won’t be protected.”

Alexander laid his hands on her shoulders. “Ben put 
enough in motion today to ensure you’re protected. Even 
now. We’ll get you to the federal prosecutor in the morn-
ing. Sooner if Ben can get them on the phone. This isn’t 
good news, but it won’t ruin you. I won’t let it.”

His smile reassured her. No problem was insurmount-
able when he smiled at her. 

“Come. We’re going upstairs, Elizabeth. You need to get 
River and pack a small bag. We’re not staying here any 
longer than we have to. Nicholas, call Ben back while we 
take care of Elizabeth’s cat? Have him meet us back at my 
house in an hour? I’ll call William. He can provide extra 
security for the next few days. Longer if necessary.”

“All right.” Nicholas pulled out his phone again while 
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Alexander and Elizabeth went back up the stairs and she 
entered her code. As soon as Alexander opened the door, 
Nicholas swore. 

“Oh bloody hell no!” Nicholas barked. After a moment 
or two, his cheeks turned red. “That little wanker is 
going to wish he was never born. Alex? Ben and Foyle 
need you. We need to notify the Fairhaven Charities ex-
ecutive board as well and we need to do it now. We can’t 
reach your admin assistant.” 

Alexander frowned. “Can’t it wait twenty minutes?”
“No,” Nicholas said. “Carter’s got a judge in his back 

pocket. He’s suing us—the whole Fairhaven umbrella as 
well as the three of us individually—for defamation of char-
acter. Foyle just got the notification from the very pissed 
off clerk who was dragged out of bed to file the paper-
work. Carter’s gone to BeantownBabbler.com and they’re 
running some sort of libelous screed on us tomorrow—all 
about our vendetta against them for firing Elizabeth. He’s 
not going to get away with this.” 

“Fuck. Beantown Babbler has hated us ever since you 
dumped their Style editor’s sister. We have to stop this 
now,” Alexander said, clenching his hands into fists. 

Elizabeth laid her hand on Alexander’s arm. “Deal with 
this. I’ll be fine. It’s a secure building. Come up when you’re 
done or I’ll be down in ten minutes with River.” She kissed 
his cheek. “I’m really sorry for bringing this all down on you.” 

Alexander shook his head sadly. “You did nothing, 
Elizabeth. Nothing but steal my heart. I confess I do not 
want it back.” He trailed his hand down her back, over her 
ass, and squeezed. “Hurry. I want to be safely home before 
the story breaks.” 

She forced a smile. “River’s going to need a litter box. I 
don’t really want to bring hers in the limo.” 
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“Samuel can handle that. I’ll text him.” 
“Okay. Be right back.” 
She dashed through the building’s foyer and jabbed the 

elevator button. Alexander and Nicholas paced, each shout-
ing into their phones. Elizabeth could still hear them even 
through the glass doors. 

When the elevator doors closed, she leaned back against 
the wall. “Well, this night is about as interesting as it can 
get,” she muttered. Her hands touched the tender points 
of her nipples. Maybe she was submissive. Of course you 
are, she thought. I think he proved that tonight. What it 
means . . . a long term relationship? Love? I don’t know.

She had her keys in her hand by the time the elevator 
arrived on her floor. Elizabeth hurried into her apartment 
and flicked the overhead light on. “River? Come here, kitty!” 

A thud of feline paws and a blur of orange streaked 
across the living room and dived under the sofa. 

“Shit, sweetie, what’s gotten into you?” Elizabeth 
got down on all fours to peer under the sofa. The cat 
crouched, her tail three sizes bigger than usual, and she 
was baring her teeth. Elizabeth reached out and the cat 
growled at her. 

“River!” She retracted her hand. “Fine. But in a few min-
utes you’re going to have come out from under there.” 

She got up and teetered on her heels. River had never 
growled before. She was the most laid-back cat Elizabeth 
had ever known. Something was wrong with her. 

A strange scent lingered in the air. Sweat and soap. Was 
one of her neighbors working out? It was an old building 
and sounds and scents traveled more than anyone liked. 

Elizabeth scanned the room. Her laptop was on the 
coffee table. The lid was shut. She’d left it open. Locked, 
but open. Hadn’t she? Maybe River had tried to rub against 
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it and had shut the lid. Something nudged at the back of 
her mind. The scene in the living room wasn’t right some-
how—a song half a note out of tune. Not wrong, but defi-
nitely not right. River never hissed or growled. She never 
swiped at anyone. And now the laptop? Sure, River rubbed 
against the lid often, but she wasn’t that strong. 

Elizabeth made her way into her darkened bedroom to 
pack a few things when she stumbled over a loose floor-
board. She righted herself quickly, and glared down at her 
feet in the semi-darkness. That was new. The building was 
falling apart. Loose floorboards happened semi-regularly. 
She was lucky she hadn’t broken an ankle before Alexander 
had even picked her up. Her fingers closed around the bed-
side lamp’s switch and the room was illuminated in a dim 
glow. She was feeling too on edge for the brightness of the 
overhead light. 

She was about to turn around when she heard the rustle 
of fabric and a soft exhalation of air. She drew in a deep 
breath to scream and run, but a gloved hand slapped over 
her mouth and an arm banded tightly around her torso, 
trapping her hands at her sides. 

“Well, now. You weren’t supposed to be here tonight, 
Miss Bennett. But you’ve saved me a trip later in the week, 
I suppose.” 

Elizabeth thrashed and screamed behind the glove, but 
she was too muffled to be heard outside the apartment, 
even with the thin walls. Her assailant bent her head back 
painfully and hauled her up so her feet dangled off the 
ground. She tried to kick at him with her sharp heels, but 
all she found was air.

“Keep quiet. If you don’t, I’ll make your last few minutes 
very painful.” 

Last few minutes? Oh shit. Alexander was downstairs. 
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He’d notice if she didn’t come down in ten minutes or so, 
but did she have that long? 

Her captor dragged her towards her living room. She 
bucked and tried to wedge her legs around the door frame, 
but he jerked her harder and slammed her hips and torso 
into the wall. She grunted and let her body go limp. If there 
was an opportunity for her to escape, it wouldn’t be until 
he released his hold. She’d save her strength until then.

He shoved her face-first onto the couch and pressed her 
head into the cushions. She could barely breathe. His knee 
pushed hard into her upper back. She flailed her arms, 
trying to scratch, punch, hit, anything. He leaned down 
and fabric brushed her ear. Was he wearing a mask? Maybe 
he wanted cash. Jewelry. She was wearing a ton of it. She 
grunted and moaned into the cushions of the couch. 

“Stop fighting me, Miss Bennett.” He pressed his fingers 
underneath her arm, between two of her ribs. Every nerve 
ending in her body caught fire. The pain overwhelmed her 
conscious thought. She cried out into the cushions of the 
sofa. Tears soaked into the upholstery. 

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” He chuckled, dry and raspy. Elizabeth 
moaned and tried to nod her head. She needed more oxygen. 
“I have some unique . . . skills. I can cause you more pain 
than you could possibly imagine and never leave a single 
mark. So you’re going to behave. You’re going to take the 
pills I give you without a fuss and I’ll let you die peacefully. 
Otherwise, I’ll gag you and we’ll have several hours togeth-
er before I force the pills down your throat. Understand?”

The hand on the back of her head lightened its pressure 
slightly. She nodded. The rough fabric of the upholstery 
abraded her nose. Her assailant had at least fifty or sixty 
pounds on her. She gave up trying to fight him from her 
prone position. How long had it been? Alexander would 
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come to check on her before too long. If she fought, she’d 
delay her death. Her captor all but confirmed it. Could she 
stand the pain until Alexander came up to check on her? 
Would he be able to save her? Or would her assailant kill 
him as well? Desperation soured her stomach, had her fin-
gernails scraping against the thinning fabric beneath her. 
She couldn’t put Alexander in danger. She had to get away.

“Now we’re going to get up, Miss Bennett. You’re going 
to walk calmly and quietly into the kitchen, get yourself 
a glass of water, and then we’ll return to the couch here. 
I’ve got twenty pills for you to swallow. You’re going to lie 
down and keep still and quiet. I’ll leave when you’re un-
conscious. And don’t think you can fool me. I’ve been doing 
this for a long time.” 

Why is he using pills? He was strong. He could snap her 
neck in a heartbeat, take the diamonds she wore, and be 
gone before Alexander suspected anything was wrong. Oh 
God. He’s trying to make it look like a suicide. 

The pressure between her shoulder blades disappeared 
and her assailant’s gloved hand tightened on the back of 
her neck. “I can render you unconscious in the space of a 
breath, so don’t push me.” To demonstrate his power, he 
squeezed. Her entire world shifted and her stomach roiled. 
She couldn’t fight it. She was going to pass out. A sob es-
caped her lips but his grip shifted and the world steadied. 
He jerked her backwards until she twisted her body and 
got to her feet. Hot breath blew over her ear.

“Please,” she whispered. “You don’t have to do this.”
“Oh, I’m afraid I do. It wasn’t supposed to be tonight. But 

I don’t see why not.” He prodded her in the back, urging her 
forward. She stumbled on her too-high heels, but his hand 
on her neck kept her upright. “Now move.” 

He shoved her forward again and she took two steps, 
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wove around her armchair, and slowed when she drew even 
with the front door. The living room window opposite her 
overlooked the street where Alexander and Nicholas were 
likely still on their phones. The door? Or the window? Her 
eyes flicked to her coffee table. A small metal bowl held 
her spare mailbox key, a tube of lip gloss, a few safety pins, 
and one of River’s little toys. Would it make an adequate 
weapon? And then she saw it. What she’d missed earlier. 
What had stuck in her mind. Her mouse was on the wrong 
side of the laptop. 

Her assailant tightened his grip. “I’m warning you.”
Safety was too far away. She’d have to get down the 

stairs, four flights. Her shoes. She’d have to kick off her 
shoes. Could she do it? She had to do something. Alexander 
hadn’t come up. If she couldn’t get away from the gloved 
man before he forced her to swallow the pills, she wasn’t 
sure she could get away. 

Elizabeth backed up a step, appearing to falter. The hand 
on her neck squeezed again. “You are walking a dangerous 
line, Miss Bennett. Do not try me.” 

It was now or never. Elizabeth slammed one needle-like 
heel down on her captor’s instep, twisted, and screamed. 
He howled in pain. The hand around her neck loosened 
and Elizabeth dove for the door. Her would-be-killer 
grabbed her hair and spun her around, throwing her into 
her coffee table. Her head hit the edge of the ancient wood. 
The table splintered and cracked, spilling her laptop, 
mouse, and the bowl onto the floor. She landed with a 
bone-jarring thud on her left shoulder. Blood spurted from 
her forehead. She floated in a sea of pain.

The man lunged for her, grabbed her ankles, and 
pulled her back towards him. Her cheek scraped against 
rough wood remnants. She screamed with all she had. 
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“Help me!” Her body slid on the well-worn hardwood 
floor. Desperate fingers clutched for anything to hold 
onto—anything she could throw at him. The bowl. Heavy 
silver. One of the only heirlooms she’d taken from her 
parents. One chance. One. She swung for her captor’s 
head. The bowl connected solidly with his skull and he 
cursed and roared out an oath. 

“You’ll pay for that, bitch.” 
Her head throbbed. She could see him now, through the 

haze of dizziness that settled over her. He had brown eyes. 
The rest of his face was covered with black cloth. A black 
sweater, black pants, black boots, and black gloves hid his 
body. She scrambled back, swinging the bowl in front of 
her. “Help!” she screamed again, kicking wildly. Her heel 
caught her assailant in the arm and he ripped the shoe 
off her foot. His gloved hand closed around her calf and 
yanked hard. Her head hit the floor. He was on top of her, 
laughing thinly. His thumb pressed between two ribs along 
her side and she saw stars. Her body bucked of its own vo-
lition. The pain shot through her in unending spikes, like 
she was being stabbed repeatedly in the same spot with a 
hot poker. 

Elizabeth screamed again, but it barely came out as a 
choked moan. The bowl was almost too heavy to lift. She 
looked back at the window. Alexander was down there. 
She had to reach him. Elizabeth wriggled enough that her 
assailant’s thumb shifted slightly. With all of her remain-
ing strength, she hurtled the metal bowl at the glass. It hit 
solidly and cracked the window, but it didn’t shatter. Her 
hopes fell in a heartbeat. 

“Please,” she moaned as he jammed the spot on her torso 
again, harder. The world went white, and then darkness 
tinged the edges. Darker and darker. Her body surrendered 
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to the pain. Tears mixed with the blood flowing from her 
head. “Please.” 

A loud commotion caused her captor to release the pres-
sure point. Dizzy, disoriented, she noted only an inhuman 
roar as her front door came half off its hinges and a blurry 
Alexander flew towards her. The massive weight on top of 
her lifted and a crash came to her right. 

Her attacker fled towards her bedroom, where a shower 
of breaking glass heralded his climb down the fire escape.

The room spun around her. She couldn’t hang onto 
consciousness much longer. “Alexander,” she called 
weakly. “Help.”

Footsteps thudded and Alexander was at her side. 
“Elizabeth, can you hear me?” She watched his lips move, 
heard his words, but they sounded like they were reaching 
her through several feet of water. “Elizabeth. Answer me.” 

She managed a groan, and passed out. 

mn

Alexander could not remember ever being so angry and 
frightened at the same time. Her first scream hadn’t regis-
tered as a human scream. It sounded like the whine of a car 
engine or a wounded animal. He flicked his eyes up to the 
row of windows on the fourth floor. Only Elizabeth’s was 
lit up. But two breaths later, the flats on either side of hers 
illuminated. Then the flat above. Two flats below. It was at 
that point that he’d known. Something was very wrong. 

“Nicholas, call the police,” he shouted, springing for the 
secured door of Elizabeth’s building. His brother com-
plied, but also raced after him. 

Alexander was between the second and the third floor 
when she screamed again. Nicholas was nearly a floor behind, 
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hindered by his shorter legs, formal wear, and conver-
sation with the emergency operators. “Forty Hollander 
Street. Alexander, which flat?” 

“Four-oh-six!”
“Number four-oh-six. My brother’s girlfriend. I don’t 

know what’s wrong. We were downstairs. She screamed.”
Alexander hit Elizabeth’s front door with barely a touch 

to the knob. The door splintered and crashed open. A man 
dressed all in black was on top of her, and was pressing a 
gloved hand to Elizabeth’s side. She writhed in pain on 
the ground, blood streaming from her head. Alexander 
couldn’t move fast enough. He latched onto the man’s 
arm and flung him half across the room. Despite crash-
ing into Elizabeth’s small kitchen table and breaking one 
of the legs, the assailant fled, limping, into her bedroom. 
Alexander offered Elizabeth a lingering glance, but 
chased after the attacker. The man leapt over a skewed 
floorboard and hit the window with his entire body. It 
shattered and he fell out onto the fire escape. Alexander 
had a leg out of the window when Elizabeth called his 
name. He looked down. The intruder was too far away and 
his Elizabeth needed him. 

On his way back to her, he frowned at the floorboard. 
Bloody hell? He reached Elizabeth’s side again and called 
her name when his brother appeared the door, wheezing 
from exertion. 

“Shite,” Nicholas gasped into the phone. “She’s hurt. 
Make sure there’s an ambulance coming.”

A deep cut marred her forehead and dark bruises were 
forming on her left shoulder and arm. The last word she’d 
tried to say before slipping into unconsciousness had 
been too muffled and slurred for Alexander to understand. 
He should have gone up with her. Damn Carter. Nicholas 
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hovered. He called their personal physician, Terrance 
Dalton. Terrance worked at Mass General and fortunately, 
he lived only a few minutes away. He’d meet the ambulance 
and take care of Elizabeth personally.  

Alexander couldn’t look away from Elizabeth, but he 
barked orders at his brother. “Go into the bedroom. There’s 
a floorboard that’s been pulled up and I highly doubt it was 
Elizabeth’s doing. Her attacker jumped over it. He knew 
it was there. I want to know what’s underneath. He was 
wearing gloves, so I doubt there are prints, but be careful 
of what you touch. I’m sure the police will not be happy 
with us disturbing the scene, but this smacks of a paid hit.” 

Dress shoes slapped on the hardwood floor. Alexander 
shifted close to Elizabeth and caressed her pale cheek. 
The head wound had almost stopped bleeding but would 
certainly need stitches. He feared she had a concussion. 
Her heartbeat was close to normal—weak, but nothing 
life threatening. It didn’t matter. He was close to a panic. 
“Come back to me, Elizabeth. I promise I will never let 
anyone hurt you again.” 

In the next room, Nicholas cursed. He strode back to the 
living room and dropped a stack of papers on the couch. 
“Alex.”

“What?” 
“These are our tax returns. Both the originals and the 

doctored ones that we received. There are notes attached. 
From Elizabeth to Carter. They appear to confirm her in-
volvement in defrauding us and at least a dozen others.” 

Alexander stiffened. He refused to believe that 
Elizabeth had anything to do with the tax fraud. “Nicholas, 
I will stake my—”

Nicholas held up his hand. “Relax. I don’t believe it for 
a second. Not after Carter verbally attacked her tonight 
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and a man in her flat doing God-knows what. But what I do 
believe is that someone at CPH will do about anything to 
avoid going to jail. I’m going to call Ben again and get him 
over here.”  

Alexander’s entire world lay unconscious in front of 
him. Shite, he needed her to wake up and speak to him. He 
swept his gaze around the flat. Splintered wood, her laptop 
on the floor, inches from the pool of blood that spread out 
behind her head, and River, peering out at him from under 
the couch. 

“I’ll take care of her,” he told the cat. River crept forward 
a few inches and mrrped. “I swear to you. No one will hurt 
her again.” 

Nicholas paced in front of the open flat door, talking in 
hushed tones on his cell phone. He conveyed the limited 
information he and Alexander knew. “He’s on his way,” 
he said when he’d disconnected the call. “Along with the 
Federal prosecutor’s chief investigator. He wants Elizabeth 
protected and doesn’t want her to say anything to the 
police about the lawsuit. No specifics.” 

“Oh, she’ll be protected all right,” Alexander snapped. 
He rubbed her wrist, caressed her cheek, and prayed. He’d 
taken a field medicine course during his time with the 
British Royal Army. The greatest dangers to her now were 
a spinal injury and bleeding of the brain. He’d taken care 
not to move her head at all and the ache that ate him alive 
at not being able to hold her grew by the second. The flat 
neared frigid temperatures because of the broken window 
and door and she was only wearing her formal gown. He 
grabbed a blanket from the back of the couch and covered 
her. He was going to make sure that she wasn’t out of his 
considerable protection until Carter, Pastack, and Hayes 
were well and truly sorted. 
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“Mmmm-hmm,” Elizabeth moaned. “My head.” Her 
azure eyes fluttered open, peering around the flat in con-
fusion. “What . . . Alexander?” She shifted restlessly, trying 
to raise her head. 

“Elizabeth, do not move. You have been injured and my 
physician and an ambulance are on the way. As are the 
police. The man who hurt you fled.” He kept his tone as 
light as he could, though he wanted to bark orders at her 
and have them obeyed immediately, for her own protection. 
He rested his hands on her shoulders, holding her still. 

“He was going to . . . ” She struggled to think, her hand 
reached up to rub her head but Alexander captured her 
wrist and held it lightly between his hands. 

“No, chérie. You have a decent gash on that lovely head 
of yours.” 

“Hurts.” She pulled her hand away and tucked it to 
her chest.

“I know. You may have a concussion. Tell me now, quick-
ly, before the police get here. What did the bastard want?”

“He was going . . . to kill me. Pills.” She fumbled for his 
knee and gripped it weakly. “Computer.” Tears gathered 
in her eyes. “Not right. River. Here. Tried . . . window . . .   
couldn’t get away.” She grew more agitated with each 
slurred word. Her chest rose and fell quickly, shallowly, 
and her eyes glazed over. She was edging towards another 
panic attack. “Help,” she wheezed. 

“Elizabeth, breathe.” As he had done earlier that evening, 
he pressed her hand to his neck. “Feel my heartbeat. Look 
at me. In. Out. In. Out.” She stared up at him with watery, 
bloodshot eyes, fighting for each breath. Nicholas used his 
foot to slide her broken coffee table out of the way and 
kneel on her other side. He’d dealt with subs who’d pan-
icked before and took her other hand. He rubbed the inside 
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of her wrist in a slow and rhythmic pattern, calming her 
heart rate. It took several long minutes for her breathing 
to steady. 

A bit of color returned to her cheeks and Alexander’s 
relief prickled the hair on the back of his neck. “Try again, 
chérie. What’s this about your computer?” 

She turned her blue eyes to Nicholas and then back to 
Alexander. She struggled with each word. “On the wrong 
side. River doesn’t bite. He was here. Check the computer.” 
Her eyes fluttered closed. 

Alexander frowned and looked over at his brother. “If 
he planted information in her bedroom, he might have left 
some on her computer as well.” 

Nicholas nodded. “Setting her up to take the fall. 
Wankers.” 

Elizabeth stirred. “River. Where’s River?”
“Watching us from under the couch. She’s fine.” Alexander 

interlaced their fingers. The diamond bracelet glinted. He 
should probably tell her that those jewels weren’t going 
back to Dorfman’s. He traced the line of it against her skin. 
The color was perfect for her. “Elizabeth, listen to me very 
carefully.” Alexander waited until she opened her eyes 
again and focused on him. “We think someone at CPH is 
trying to frame you. When the police come, will you trust 
me to explain what’s going on? The lawsuit? Ben is coming, 
but it’s likely the police will be here first.”

Her face twisted in pain for so long that he wondered if 
she’d heard him at all. He watched her intently, guilt stab-
bing at his gut. 

“Okay,” she said. “Can’t focus anyway. Hurts.”
Alexander blew out the breath he didn’t even know he’d 

been holding. He bent down and kissed her lips gently. Two 
sets of heavy footsteps approached the door. 
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“Police!” came a strong female voice. 
“Come in,” Alexander replied. Two uniformed officers 

entered, a man and a woman. The woman took in the scene 
and rested her hand on her gun. Alexander and Nicholas 
raised their hands. Two men surrounding an injured 
woman seemed to make the cop nervous. Alexander gave 
her his most disarming smile. “My name is Alexander 
Fairhaven. This is my brother, Nicholas. He was the one to 
call you. Elizabeth is my girlfriend. She’s been hurt and I 
am not leaving her side.”

The female officer approached warily. “Ma’am, can you 
speak to me? I need to know you’re okay and that these 
men didn’t hurt you.” 

“I’m okay,” Elizabeth said weakly. 
“Are you okay with Mr. Fairhaven sitting next to you?” 
Elizabeth reached out and fumbled for Alexander’s 

hand. “Yes. He’s . . . we’re dating. He wouldn’t hurt me. 
Don’t make him go.” 

The fierce wave of possessiveness that washed over 
him at her words nearly had him pulling her into his arms. 
Instead, he squeezed her hand. Nicholas stood behind them 
and crossed his arms.

“I’m Officer Taylor. What happened here?” the offi-
cer asked. She crouched down so Elizabeth could see her 
better. Her partner, a tall, lanky boy of no more than 
twenty-five, moved through the flat. Alexander hadn’t 
spent much time looking around, both because he 
didn’t want to leave Elizabeth’s side and because he didn’t 
want to disturb the crime scene. The young officer hovered 
in the door between the bedroom and the living room. 

Elizabeth’s fingers tightened on Alexander’s. Her words, 
when they came, were slow and unsteady. “There was a 
man here when I came home. He grabbed me. Held his hand 
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over my mouth.” She licked her lips and grimaced. “He told 
me not to scream. Held me down. He was going to kill me.”

“Where were the two gentlemen?” Officer Taylor asked 
Elizabeth. 

 “Downstairs. We were here to pick up a change of clothes 
for her,” Alexander supplied. “As well as her cat. I should 
have walked her inside, but my brother and I are dealing 
with a sensitive legal issue with our company. I should 
warn you that the federal prosecutor and our lawyer are 
on their way. Elizabeth is a witness to a crime. The man in 
her flat was here to hurt her because of this.” He brushed 
his knuckles over her unmarked cheek. “Go on, chérie.” 

“He held me down. Wait. I told you that already. Shit. I 
can’t think straight.” 

Officer Taylor nodded. “That’s a nasty head wound. Don’t 
worry about it. Take it slow.”

Elizabeth tried to smile. “I couldn’t fight him. He wanted 
me to—” She stopped and looked up at Alexander. “He 
wanted me in the kitchen. He let me up. I screamed and 
slammed my foot down on him. I tried to get away, to 
the door. He grabbed my hair, threw me down. I know I 
screamed again, but the rest is fuzzy. I hit him with a 
bowl, I think. Alexander came in. I don’t remember any-
thing after that.” 

Alexander relaxed slightly. Despite her agreeing to trust 
him and their lawyer, he hadn’t been certain until that 
moment that she did. Or even that she’d remember what 
he said. Her head wound was swelling rapidly. 

“Sir?” 
Alexander snapped his head up to see Officer Taylor 

staring at him expectantly. He explained what had hap-
pened when he’d arrived, informed her about his dual 
citizenship with the United Kingdom, how his fingerprints 
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were on file with Interpol and the US Government because 
of his low-level security clearance, and exactly what he and 
Nicholas had touched since arriving. He gave her his card, 
in case she had follow-up questions later. Talking gave him 
something to do and kept his mind off Elizabeth’s bloodied 
state, and the vengeful thoughts towards Carter seeping 
into his consciousness.

Officer Taylor nodded and scribbled more down in her 
notebook. “Tell me about this legal case.”

“My attorney will be here shortly. Suffice it to say, 
Elizabeth is a witness in support of our lawsuit and the 
guilty party blames her for their predicament. It is likely 
that someone associated with the defendants is responsi-
ble for this attack.” 

“Who are the defendants?”
“That is a question I am not prepared to answer. The 

lawsuit has not been filed, though that should be remedied 
quite quickly now.” 

The elevator dinged and light footsteps approached. 
“Alex?” 

Doctor Terrance Dalton was built like a linebacker and 
hurried into the flat with his black medical bag. His skin 
was the color of rich leather, his concerned eyes an amaz-
ing light blue from his mother, and his hair close-cropped 
and wiry. “Officers, the ambulance is downstairs and the 
EMTs are gathering their gear. May I examine my patient 
now?”

The police officer shook her head. “It’s a goddammed 
party here.” 

Alexander’s relief at seeing his closest friend and 
doctor was a weight lifting from his shoulders. “My 
physician, Officer Taylor. Is there anything else you need 
from me, Nicholas, or Elizabeth presently?” 
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“A description.” She looked to Elizabeth.
“I didn’t see much of him. He was behind me, then when 

he threw me into the table, I couldn’t really see anything 
clearly. I still can’t. He was tall. Bigger than Alexander,” 
Elizabeth replied. Her hand closed around Alexander’s fin-
gers again and she held on tightly. 

“Six-foot-four, at least two-ten,” Alexander filled in. 
“Black turtleneck and pants, black shoes. He wore a full 
balaclava. I was too far away to see his eyes.”

“Brown,” Elizabeth said. “They were brown.”
“Thank you. I’m going to call the crime scene tech on 

the roster for this evening and report in.” The petite officer 
nodded to the doctor. “Don’t touch anything you don’t have 
to and keep a record of everything you do touch.” The radio 
at her hip squawked, but she ignored it.

He nodded. “Of course. I only plan on touching the young 
lady there. I’ll warn the EMTs when they arrive.” 

Elizabeth’s lovely face was already several shades of 
blue, purple, and red, and a pool of blood stained the 
floor under her tousled locks. He leaned down and whis-
pered in her ear. “I will be close, chérie. But Terrance will 
take care of you.” 

Terrance smiled down at her. He dropped his medical 
bag on the floor and knelt beside Elizabeth. 

“I’m pleased to meet you, my dear. But I confess, Alex 
hasn’t ever told me your name.” Terrance said, shining 
a light into her eyes. His drawl, a gift from his Southern 
mother, calmed patients regularly.

“Elizabeth. Bennett.”
“What’s the date today, Elizabeth?”
“December eleventh. Or, no. It’s after midnight. Right?” 

She looked for Alexander, her eyes unfocused. 
“Yes, Elizabeth. It’s been a long night,” he confirmed. 
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“Good enough,” Terrance replied. “A few more ques-
tions.” He palpated around her head wound and she 
winced, but she responded to his every query. She knew 
the president’s name, the year, and her address. She re-
membered what they’d dined on that evening and correctly 
informed him that he was holding up two fingers and a 
thumb, which made Alexander chuckle softly. She still had 
her sense of humor, even though her right eye was swell-
ing and her lower lip was bruised. But her eyelids drooped 
when Terrance checked her shoulder and left arm and he 
was not pleased with the dilation of her pupils. 

“I need to take her to the hospital, Alex. It’s probably 
shock, but she needs an x-ray and a CT scan to rule out 
any internal bleeding. It’ll take us about ten minutes to 
load her up. Get anything she needs. I’m assuming you’re 
coming with her.” Terrance stood and stepped back to let 
the two EMTs wheel over the gurney. 

“Yes.” 
“I’m okay,” Elizabeth protested. “I want to sleep a while.” 

Her voice was weaker than it had been a few minutes ago 
and her eyes closed. 

“Look at me, Elizabeth,” Alexander ordered. “Now.” 
She complied. 
“Do not close your eyes again.” He used his best Dom 

voice, the one she’d responded to time and time again that 
evening. “Where is your cat carrier?” 

“In the bedroom closet,” she murmured.
Terrance returned to her side and waved the EMTs over. 

“Go on. Get what she needs. We’ve got her.” 
Alexander caught his brother’s eye. Nicholas stood 

sentry over Elizabeth’s computer, arguing with Officer 
Taylor. “In a few minutes, Elizabeth’s lawyer should be 
here. Until then, no one touches this laptop.” 
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Alexander strode back to the bedroom where the young 
police officer was taking photos of the scene. “I need the 
cat carrier,” he said sharply, gesturing towards the closet. 
“Your partner has my card. I am accompanying Miss Bennett 
to the hospital. If she is released tonight, she will be at my 
home. Otherwise you can find us both at Mass General.” 

“I can’t let you touch anything, sir,” the young officer 
said. “Not without gloves. I’ll get the carrier.” He dug in 
the closet and emerged with a plastic carrier sporting a 
wire door.

Alexander pulled out his phone and made a call to his 
head of security. “William. Listen closely.” He gave the man 
Elizabeth’s address and instructed him to send one of his 
men to watch Elizabeth’s flat and work with her super to 
replace the door and window at his expense. Then he called 
out to the cat. 

“River, come here. Come. Good kitty.” The orange tabby 
slunk over to him and cowered behind his legs, clearly un-
happy at the intruders in her space. He scooped her up 
and deposited her in the carrier. She howled twice at his 
betrayal, but then settled down to clean herself. When 
he returned to the main room, Elizabeth had been loaded 
on the gurney and strapped down under a thick blanket. 
She wore a white stabilization collar to protect her spine. 
Her eyes were closed again and Alexander stifled his 
growl. Terrance gave him a quick look. Whatever he saw 
in Alexander’s eyes worried him, and he held up his hand. 
“She’s going to be fine, Alex.” 

Elizabeth opened her eyes. “Alex? He’s not an Alex. Alex 
is a computer programmer, not a sexy British billionaire.” 

His heart skipped a beat. She was still with them. 
Thank God. 

With the cat carrier in hand, he followed the gurney to 
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the ambulance. Thomas approached him as he was waiting 
for Elizabeth to be loaded inside. 

“Sir? I didn’t want to be in the way. Is Miss Elizabeth all 
right?”

Alexander passed his driver the cat carrier. “She will 
be. Take the cat home and set her up with whatever a cat 
needs. A litter box. Food. Elizabeth will need something to 
wear home from the hospital and for visitors tomorrow. I 
am certain the police will wish to speak to her again, not 
to mention the Feds. You can try to see if the police will 
let you in her flat with Ben, but if not, have something de-
livered to Mass General. She should be a size six but call 
Philippa. She’ll have a record of Elizabeth’s exchanges with 
Marjorie. All of her size details should be there. And expect 
William to pay a visit with men. We are increasing security 
around the house. I’ll call you when I know what time she’s 
going to be discharged.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
Alexander was about to climb into the ambulance when 

a sleek black sedan pulled up to the curb. Ben Hetherington 
unfolded his tall frame from the driver’s seat and rushed 
over. “Alexander. Is she all right?” He tried to peer around 
Alexander.  

“She should be fine,” Alexander replied. He prayed she 
would be. “We told the police the attack had something to 
do with the lawsuit, but we did not elaborate. They’re ex-
pecting you and Nicholas is still upstairs. He will fill you 
in. I need to go with Elizabeth, but I’ll have my phone 
on me. Call me any time.” He got into the back of the am-
bulance and sat at the foot of the gurney. The blanket was 
tucked tightly around Elizabeth, but he rested his hand on 
the slight bump created by her feet. She would be protected. 
He would make sure of it.



Twelve
The lights of the ambulance hurt her eyes, but every time 
she tried to close them, someone snapped at her to stay 
awake. Talking hurt. Her jaw was sore and the vibrations 
of her vocal cords jarred her from the inside out. Potholes 
were excruciating. The plastic collar around her neck was 
hot and suffocating. She didn’t have a spinal injury and told 
the EMTs that, but they refused to remove the collar until 
they got her to the hospital.

Alexander never took his eyes off of her. His hand rested 
on her ankle, possessive and reassuring. He was on his 
phone most of the time, talking in hushed, clipped tones. 
She caught words like security, evidence, lawsuit, and 
armed, but she was too dizzy and tired to put all of the 
words together into sentences. 

The handsome doctor and the young EMT kept her talk-
ing, despite the pain. The IV in her arm throbbed and she 
wanted to move, but she was held securely by the blankets 
and the straps. It was almost comforting. Like Alexander’s 
silks. She let her mind wander—when they let her—back 
to the night’s play. His arms around her. His breath on her 
neck, her breasts, her lips. 

Her entire body ached but her head pounded with an in-
cessant dizzying beat that left her nauseous and frightened 
and pulled her from the happy memories. She was tired of 
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talking. Tired of fighting to stay awake. Tired of reciting 
baseball stats, talking about the weather, and seeing the 
fear in Alexander’s eyes. “I’m gonna be okay,” she slurred 
to him when he hung up a call and demanded Terrance do 
something for her. Her face was apparently too pale for 
his liking. 

“Yes, you will be,” he replied. “But you need to keep talk-
ing to me. Which of the incarnations of the Doctor is your 
favorite? I’m partial to Ten, but Four and Eleven are also in 
the running.” 

“Eleven,” she replied, forcing her eyes open. She tried to 
focus on his face, but it kept fading in and out as her vision 
wavered. “But I love Sarah Jane Smith, so Tom Baker 
was always my second favorite. It’s been years since I re-
watched those episodes.”

“As I do not intend to let you out of my sight for a while, 
perhaps we can watch them together?” His phone buzzed 
and he glanced at it, but he waited for her answer. 

At that moment, the EMT swabbed her head wound with 
alcohol. Her hair was matted with blood. The scent of it 
wasn’t helping her relax. She hissed out a breath. 

“Elizabeth?”
“Yes. Okay.” The entire ambulance shimmered in her 

vision and she couldn’t help the moan of pain that escaped 
her lips. She looked from the EMT to Terrance. “Everything 
hurts. Can you make the ambulance stop spinning?” 

Alexander’s head snapped towards Terrance. But the 
doctor chuckled. “A few minutes more, Elizabeth. Once we 
get to the hospital and get your medical history, we can 
give you something for the pain.” 

It wasn’t minutes. An hour later, after a dizzying journey 
through the ER and into a blindingly bright private room, 
endless questions about her medical history, and a battery 
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of tests to verify her current mental state, the collar was 
removed and she was allowed a single Percocet. She float-
ed then, not quite awake, but not allowed to sleep either. 
Somewhere deep in her mind, she knew she shouldn’t say 
anything silly in Alexander’s presence. Not when she was 
as loopy as she was, but he kept up a constant stream of in-
nocuous conversation, trying to keep her lucid. 

“You’re so pretty,” she told Alexander. “Pretty and rich. 
Why are you here? I’m not rich. I shouldn’t be here.” 

Alexander hushed her and lifted her hand to his lips. 
They were warm and firm, kissable. She couldn’t kiss them. 
She couldn’t even lift her head. 

“Will you kiss me? I like it when you kiss me.” 
He laughed and leaned close. “Where do you want me 

to kiss you?” He skimmed a hand down the rough hospital 
gown. They’d taken her dress at some point. The diamonds 
too. She couldn’t remember when. 

Her mind wandered. He’d asked her a question. He was 
leaning over her with a strained look on his face. 

“Elizabeth? Come back to me now. Tell me what you 
want. Anything at all.” His lips brushed hers. Oh, that was 
right. Kissing. This handsome billionaire liked kissing her. 
She liked kissing him too. She liked everything about him. 

“I want you to hold me. I want to go back to your big, 
comfy bed and go to sleep. I don’t like it here. It’s too 
bright. I can’t move. The IV’s cold. I hate hospitals. Take me 
out of here.”

A low strangled sound in his throat accompanied his 
tightening fingers. “I can’t. Not yet. But as soon as you’re 
discharged, yes. I’m taking you home. With me.” 

He’d been in full protective mode ever since he’d broken 
down her door. Even through the fog of the Percocet, she 
knew she’d likely be dead if it hadn’t been for him. Her 
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former employers would stop at nothing to prevent her 
from revealing their secrets. “Don’t want you to get hurt,” 
she murmured, and let her eyes close again. “They’re going 
to try to kill me again, aren’t they?”

“Elizabeth, look at me.” 
“You don’t ever stop, do you?” she said, grimacing. 
He smiled. He was so handsome when he smiled. Or 

frowned. Or did nothing at all. “There are two former Navy 
SEALs outside this door. When Terrance discharges you, 
I’ll have a six-man detail waiting for us at home, includ-
ing a retired member of the Special Air Service. I’m not 
letting them get to you again.” 

“Too much. I can’t repay you for this.”
“You don’t have to. I protect what’s mine.” 
Alexander had taken care of everything at Mass 

General, handing his card to one of the staff who hurried 
away with a “Yes, Mr. Fairhaven” and a “Right away, Mr. 
Fairhaven.” He stayed within her sight, every second.   

She was in a private room, with a personal nurse named 
Betsy. She had an x-ray and a CT scan, and giggled when 
Alexander swore a blue streak at the x-ray tech who in-
sisted that the billionaire wait outside the room while her 
scans took place. Now, hours later,  he still  hadn’t left 
her side. He had to be nearly as exhausted as she was, but 
he never even closed his eyes. 

“What time is it?” she asked. They refused to let her 
sleep until at least four hours after her attack. She wanted 
to count the minutes, but there were no clocks in her 
room and she couldn’t keep track of time anyway after 
the Percocet. 

Alexander looked up from his phone. “Five-fifteen, 
chérie. Less than ten minutes since the last time you 
asked me that question. Do you have somewhere to be?” 
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He smiled at her and again she was struck by how deliri-
ously handsome he was. Or perhaps that was because she 
was delirious. 

“I wanna sleep,” she slurred. “Can I sleep?”
“Not yet. Terrance is waiting for your scan results. Are 

you tired of me already? I am boring you?” 
“I dunno. Too tired. I like looking at you.” Elizabeth 

rubbed her head, but as soon as her hand encountered 
the bandage that covered the dozen stitches in her 
temple, she winced and closed her eyes again. 

“You really do not do well on Percocet, do you?” 
Terrance knocked, saving her the effort of answering. 

“Good news, Elizabeth. All of your tests came back with no 
anomalies. You’re nearly four hours post-injury, so you’ve 
officially passed the first milestone after a loss of con-
sciousness. Which means . . . you can sleep. But stay with 
me a couple of minutes longer, okay?”

“Uh-huh.” 
“Normally, we’d keep you in the hospital for at least 

twenty-four hours, but you’re not going to get any sort of 
decent sleep here. As long as Alexander agrees to wake you 
every two hours for the next eighteen and make sure you’re 
not too dizzy, disoriented, or lethargic, you don’t have to stay.” 

“I will do all of that. I do not want her here any longer than 
necessary. Too many people. Too many exits.” Alexander 
pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. 
Whatever he saw, he was pleased with, for he nodded and 
looked back at Terrance. “You’ll come to the house tomor-
row afternoon?”

“Yes. She’ll need to have her stitches checked anyway.” 
Terrance took Elizabeth’s hand. “It was a pleasure to meet 
you, my dear. When I see you next, I expect you’ll remem-
ber it better. Alex will take good care of you.” 
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Elizabeth grimaced as Betsy removed the IV and 
pressed a bandage to her arm. She patted Elizabeth’s hand. 
“Let’s get you dressed, shall we?” 

“Someone took my clothes,” Elizabeth said. 
Alexander leaned over her and kissed her tenderly. 

“That would be the police, chérie. There was blood on 
your shoes and the hem of the dress that did not appear 
to be yours. You did some damage to the bastard. They’re 
testing it. If they can get a DNA match, it will help them 
catch the arsehole.” 

“When did they come?” she asked. Her eyes weren’t 
focusing properly and Alexander’s face swam in front of 
her. She didn’t like this feeling. Nothing made sense, she 
couldn’t concentrate, and her head still  hurt ,  despite 
the Percocet. A single tear rolled down her cheek. 

“Shhh, Elizabeth. It’s all been sorted. Do not fret.” He 
opened a bag she hadn’t known was sitting next to her bed 
and withdrew a set of silk pajamas, a pair of slippers, and a 
robe, all in a green the color of his eyes. He handed them to 
Betsy. “I’d love to help with those, but I need to make sure 
our security is ready to go.” 

Elizabeth protested. “These aren’t mine.” 
“They are now,” Alexander said firmly as he strode from 

the room. 
Nurse Betsy pulled back the thin blanket. “All righty, 

then. Let’s get you out of that gown.” 
Elizabeth’s head throbbed with every movement, but it 

felt so good to have the IV out and be able to move her arm. 
The left side of her body was bruised from her fall  and 
now that she was moving around, she felt every ache 
and pain. At least the pajamas were soft and warm. 
Betsy belted the robe snugly around Elizabeth’s waist. 
“There we go. You’re a lucky woman, you know. That man 
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looks at you like you’re the most important person in 
the world.”

“He’s going to take me home. I want to sleep in that big 
bed. Every night.”

“Of course you do, dearie.” Betsy patted her forearm and 
winked at her. “You’ll sleep tonight. I wouldn’t lay odds on 
tomorrow or the next day.”

Elizabeth’s limbs felt heavy and sluggish and she was 
exhausted. She had a dozen stitches in her forehead, could 
barely see out of her right eye, and her lip was hot and 
tight. When Betsy slid an arm around her waist and helped 
her to her feet, the room spun slightly. 

“Into the wheelchair with you.” 
“Don’t you need my insurance card or something? I don’t 

even know where my wallet is.” Elizabeth said. All she 
wanted to do was sleep.

Betsy chuckled. “Of course not. Mr. Fairhaven took care 
of everything. You were probably too out of it when you 
came in, but you’re in the Fairhaven wing of Mass General.”

 
mn

“You’re outside?” Alexander asked Thomas. 
“Yes, sir.  Milos is with me. His men say everything 

is clear.” 
Alexander hung up the phone and turned as the door to 

Elizabeth’s room opened. Betsy started to wheel Elizabeth 
into the hall, but Alexander intercepted them. “I will take 
her.” He leaned down and kissed the top of Elizabeth’s head 

Two large men immediately flanked them and 
Elizabeth tipped her head back to stare up at Alexander. 
“Who are they?” 

“Security.” He didn’t look at her. His eyes darted back 
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and forth as they traversed the hall and maneuvered out 
the hospital’s rear doors. Despite Carl and Viktor’s pres-
ence and the guns strapped to their hips, Alexander was 
nervous. His limousine waited at the curb and Thomas 
opened the door. Milos, a massive Greek with olive skin and 
hair as dark as night stood watch. 

“Hold onto me, chérie,” Alexander said, sliding his arm 
under her knees. He lifted her easily and tucked her against 
his chest. Moments later, he had her inside the limo. A 
blanket was draped over them. “Thank you, Thomas. Home 
please. As fast as you can safely manage, but ensure no one 
follows us.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“Elizabeth, you can sleep now. We are safe.” 
“You smell nice,” she told him. Elizabeth laid her head on 

his shoulder. “Are we going back to your big bed?” 
“Yes. Hush now.” 
Elizabeth fell asleep in his arms within seconds. Her 

warm breath tickled his neck. He kissed her forehead, 
smelling the dried blood in her hair and wrinkling his nose. 

“I will protect you, Elizabeth,” he said quietly. 
She didn’t wake up when the limo pulled up to his 

house. Her body was limp in his arms when he laid her in 
the king-sized bed in his suite and removed the robe. He 
left her in Samuel’s  capable hands for only ten minutes 
while he changed into a pair of black silk pajamas, brushed 
his teeth, locked the laptop Ben had delivered in his safe, 
and checked on the cat. Alexander was exhausted too. He 
dimmed the lights, set alarms on his phone, and got into 
bed next to her. He kept his distance, not wanting to risk 
hurting her by rolling over or worse, being unable to stop 
himself from pulling her close in the middle of the night. 
He intended to watch her, but only seconds after he laid 
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down, the first alarm went off. He’d slept two hours in the 
blink of an eye. 

Elizabeth was still sleeping. The goose egg on her 
head was nearly the size of a baby’s fist, and her temple 
was a brilliant purple. River curled up against her side. 
“Elizabeth, you must wake up for me now.” Alexander took 
her hand and massaged it. 

“Noooo,” she whimpered. “Sleep.” 
“In a minute. Who was the Red Sox outfielder who signed 

with the Yankees this year?” 
“Els.” She blinked slowly, looking around the room. Her 

body tensed and River raised her head with a little mewl. 
“How did I get here?”

Alexander’s heart skipped a beat. Disorientation was 
not a positive sign. “You don’t remember what happened 
to you?”

“Of course I do,” she muttered. “But the hospital. I . . . did 
I fall asleep in the car?”

He chuckled and relaxed. “Yes. I don’t even think you 
made it two minutes.” 

She scowled at him. Her fingers spread over the satin 
bedspread and brushed the cat’s soft fur. “River. Oh 
God. You brought River.” The cat meowed and kneaded 
Elizabeth’s hip. Elizabeth pulled River to her chest. River 
extracted herself and curled up next to Elizabeth’s side. 

“Thank you,” she said weakly as her eyes fluttered closed. 
A barely audible sigh escaped her lips when Alexander 
leaned over and kissed the tip of her nose. 

“Back to sleep with you now. Unless the headache is 
too bad?” Alexander stroked her unblemished cheek. “A 
Percocet?”

“No. No more drugs.” Her reply was barely a whisper and 
she slipped into sleep again.
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“Very well.” Alexander laid his hand over hers and let 
himself sleep. 

At ten, Elizabeth cursed him. At noon, she rolled over 
onto her side away from him. But she answered his ques-
tions without fail. As her wit sharpened and her replies bit 
harder, he felt confident enough to leave her alone while 
she slept for an hour to dress, make some phone calls, and 
speak to his chef about a meal for both of them. 

Samuel found him on his way out of the kitchen. “Sir, 
Miss Elizabeth’s phone has been ringing constantly.”

Alexander rubbed his eyes. He was exhausted. “Where 
is it?”

“In your study. I heard it ringing and plugged it in to 
charge. I haven’t answered it, but she’s received three calls 
from a ‘Kelsey’ and five from someone named Toni.” 

“Antonia,” Alexander corrected. 
Samuel’s brow twitched in a vague display of relief. 

“There is something else you should know.”
“I do not like your tone,” Alexander said. 
Samuel gestured for Alexander to follow him into 

the study. Alexander’s tablet was sitting on his desk and 
Samuel turned it on and showed it to him. He cursed as 
he read the Beantown Babbler’s story from this morning. 
Boston Billionaire’s Night Turns Violent. The article bor-
dered on libelous. Though they didn’t come right out and 
accuse Alexander of beating Elizabeth, they quoted one of 
her neighbors. He broke down the door to get to her and I 
heard screaming. A blurry photo showed Alexander stand-
ing over Elizabeth’s hospital bed. An anonymous hospital 
source listed her injuries and implied that Alexander’s hov-
ering was not due to concern, but rather fear she’d speak 
out against him. He wouldn’t let the police interview her. No 
one but her nurse and doctor was allowed into the room.
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Alexander seethed. The police hadn’t asked to speak to 
her. Ben was going to have a rousing good time with 
this.  He’d shut the gossip site down if it  was the last 
thing he did. 

“Have you notified Philippa?” Alexander asked. 
“Of course, sir. She’s working her magic. She can’t 

get the story retracted but she’s working to set up an 
interview for you and Miss Elizabeth as soon as she’s 
able. She feels that this is the best course of action. 
Otherwise, the Beantown Babbler is going to continue 
to harp on this and other, more reputable sites, could 
pick up the story as well.” 

“Bugger and blast it,” he muttered. When he was upset, 
little colloquialisms from his mother bubbled up to the 
surface. “I need to call Ben and I’ll speak to Elizabeth 
when she wakes up. You took care of what she needs for 
the next few days?”

“Yes. I filled the closet an hour ago.” 
A dry chuckle escaped Alexander’s lips. “Lovely.” 
“You didn’t lock the door, sir.”
“That I did not.” The phone rang and buzzed in his hand. 

The screen read Toni. Alexander wasn’t even thinking. He 
had a phone in his hand, it rang, so he answered it. 

“Hello?”
“Who is this? Where’s Lizzie?” The rough Boston accent 

lent a sultry quality to the woman’s voice—or would have, 
if she hadn’t sounded so annoyed. He could practically hear 
the clenched fists and grimace she likely wore. 

“Elizabeth is resting, Antonia . . . ? Antonia what? I don’t 
know your last name.”

“Grimaldi. Who the hell is this and why are you answer-
ing her phone?”

“Miss Grimaldi, Elizabeth has spoken of you. She is quite 
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fond of you and I have to believe that you are smart 
enough to infer who I am.” 

“Alexander Fairhaven.”
“Very good. Elizabeth is with me, at my home, recover-

ing. I take it you saw the Beantown Babbler?”
“Yeah. What happened? Is she okay? I want to come see 

her. If you hurt her, you’re going to have to deal with my 
whole Italian family. And I mean that in every stereotypical 
sense of the word. Capite?” 

“I would never harm her, Antonia. She will be fine. A 
man broke into her flat last night and attacked her. She’s 
bruised and banged up, but there will be no lasting damage. 
I’m afraid I can’t speak for her willingness to accept visi-
tors. She needs rest. However, the next time she wakes up, 
I’ll tell her you have been ringing. If she feels up to it, you 
are welcome in my home. Are you also friends with Kelsey? 
I’m afraid I don’t know her last name either.”

“Doyle. Yeah. We’ve both been calling.” 
“I can see that from all the missed calls on her phone. 

You’ll pass along my words to Miss Doyle?” 
“Yeah. Thanks. Lizzie’s just on her own, ya know? She’s 

never had anyone to take care of her and she doesn’t even 
let us do it very often. We worry.” 

“She has someone now. I intend to take care of her for a 
very long time,” he said with a smile. Every time he thought 
of her, touched her, or saw her face, he wanted more. He 
couldn’t let her go now if he tried. 

“Make sure she calls us. If she doesn’t, I’m bringing my 
family over. You don’t want that. Get her to call. Soon.” 

“I will. Goodbye, Miss Grimaldi. I look forward to 
meeting you.” 

Alexander called Ben next. The lawyer wanted to bring 
the federal prosecutor to the house around four. Nicholas 
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had left five messages and Alexander sent him a text to 
tell him to show up a little after three so they could talk 
privately.

When Alexander returned to the dimly lit suite, 
Elizabeth was nowhere to be found. River had settled in 
the discarded blankets and was cleaning herself. He was 
about to call out for Elizabeth when she emerged from 
the suite’s bathroom. She limped and moved so gingerly 
he thought she might shatter with each step. Alexander 
was at her side in a breath and gently wrapped his arm 
around her waist. 

“I’m capable of walking on my own,” she said, recoiling. 
“That you might be, but you were doing a piss-poor 

job of it.” Alexander pulled back the blankets, much to 
River’s ire. She huffed at him and gave him an icy stare 
as she stretched and padded to the foot of the bed where 
she plopped down, tucked her paws under her, and went 
back to sleep. Elizabeth twisted out of his arms and leaned 
against the bed. Her shoulders slumped unevenly and she 
looked the worse for wear. Alexander barely stopped him-
self from picking her up and forcefully laying her down.  

“Get back into bed.” 
“Alexander.”
“Now,” he commanded, raising his brow. This was his 

bedroom and if he had to, he’d use that fact against her. 
“Please,” he added when she bristled. She deflated a little 
and obeyed. He helped arrange the pillows behind her so 
she could recline. “How do you feel?”  

“Hungover. No more Percocet. Ever.” 
“Elizabeth, we need to talk.” He sat at her hip, his hands 

on his thighs, smiling. I’m in love with you. And I will do 
anything to keep you safe. There was so much he wanted to 
say to her.
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“Oh God. Did I make a fool of myself last night? I don’t 
react well to drugs. What did I say?” She covered her face 
with her hands until Alexander gently pulled them away. 

“No, nothing like that. You and Nurse Betsy did have a 
rather racy chat at one point about what you would like 
to do with Benedict Cumberbatch. Nurse Betsy is . . . ad-
venturous. You simply wanted to have a proper snog.” He 
grinned at her. 

The parts of her face not purple and blue flushed bright 
red as she looked away. “Kill me now.” 

“I found your drug-addled burble quite endearing.” 
Alexander walked over to the dark blue draperies. “May I?” 

She waved her hand in acceptance. He parted the drapes 
to reveal the dramatic view of the Charles River Esplanade, 
decorated for the holidays. The second floor of his home 
was hidden behind privacy glass so he didn’t worry about 
anyone seeing in. 

Elizabeth squinted in the bright winter’s light. “What 
time is it?”

“A little before one. Donatella is making us lunch, which 
I expect quite soon.” 

“I have to go home. You broke down my door. I won’t 
have anything left. And my computer. He was on my com-
puter.” Elizabeth swung her legs over the side of the bed, 
but Alexander shook his head. 

“The computer is in my safe. Your door and window 
will be repaired as soon as the police release the crime 
scene and your new keys will be delivered here later today. 
There’s someone stationed in your hall to make sure no 
one enters the unit without permission. Until we’ve locat-
ed who was sent to hurt you, you’re staying here.”

“I can’t—” 
He cut her off with a glare. “If there is anything you need 
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from your flat, I will send for it or go myself. I took the 
liberty of having a few pieces of clothing purchased for you 
and you’ll find them in my closet. Anything you don’t like 
we can return. I am not trying to tell you how to dress.” He 
never wanted her to compare him to that wanker Darren. 
“I only wanted to make sure you had something to wear for 
visitors today.”  

“Oh. Thank you.” Elizabeth lay back against the pillows 
again. “Wait, visitors?”

“Nicholas is coming at three. Ben and the federal pros-
ecutor are coming at four. We should also speak to the 
press.” 

“Why?”
Alexander pinched the bridge of his nose. “Someone 

snapped a photo of us—of me standing over your bed—at 
the hospital.” 

“Oh shit.” 
“Yes, that was my reaction as well. We will need to do 

a bit of preemptive damage control.” Alexander held out 
her phone. “Unfortunately your mates saw the article on 
Beantown Babbler. They’ve been calling incessantly. I’m 
afraid I accidentally answered just a bit ago.” 

Elizabeth snatched the phone out of his hand. 
“Accidentally?” She tried to raise her brows but the pain 
from her head wound had her hissing instead. 

“Yes.” He held up his hands in the universal gesture of 
surrender. “I’m knackered, chérie. I wasn’t thinking. I had 
a ringing phone in my hand and I answered it and had a 
lovely discussion with Miss Grimaldi. I told her that you’d 
call her as soon as you felt up to it.”

Elizabeth groaned. “If I call her now, she’s going to insist 
on coming over.” 

“She is welcome here. Consider this your home—at 
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least temporarily,” he said. Or permanently. The thought 
shocked him, despite his growing love for her. He tried, 
unsuccessfully, to hide his grin. He’d never entertained the 
notion of settling down. Not until her. Now it was the only 
thing he wanted.

Elizabeth scrolled through a few of the messages, grow-
ing more agitated with each one.  “Nine calls? Two dozen 
texts? What’s this about you hurting me?” 

He shook his head. “The Babbler does not like my family. 
Their article suggested that your injuries were the result 
of a domestic. A row. Between us.”

“Oh hell no.” She slammed her hand down on the bed. 
“Elizabeth? Relax. I think I provided some reassur-

ance to Antonia and she promised to communicate with 
Kelsey. Ring them. I am certain they wish to hear your 
voice.” Alexander sat at the foot of the bed and rested a 
hand on her leg. 

Her cheeks flushed. “Sorry. I don’t know if I can deal 
with them right now. They’ll go all Mother Hen on me and 
one overbearing control freak is enough for me today.”

Alexander chuckled and leaned in so his lips were 
only inches from hers. “Very well, but I am not a freak, 
chérie. We are in the bedroom and in here, I am in control. 
Remember?”

She made a low, appreciative sound. “I remember.”
His cock awakened. If only she wasn’t injured, he’d take 

her right now. Her stomach growled and he drew back and 
patted her knee. “Would you like lunch in bed or do you 
feel well enough to traverse the stairs to the dining room?” 

“I want to get up.” 
Alexander lifted her robe from the foot of the bed and 

held it open for her. Elizabeth allowed him to dress her in 
the heavy silk and he tied the belt snugly around her waist. 
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She refused his arm and limped out of the room under her 
own power. He hovered near her, and she glared at him, but 
when her knees buckled on the fourth step, he caught her 
easily and held her against him.  

Elizabeth strained against his arms, but too weak to do 
more than wriggle, she gave up and laid her cheek against 
his shoulder. 

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “I’m a little dizzy.”
“Clearly. Your body has been through a significant 

trauma, Elizabeth. You need more rest and I am going to 
ensure you get it.” He supported some of her weight and 
helped her to an adjacent room—one of four rooms on the 
second floor. There was a love seat, a chair, and two occa-
sional tables set next to a bay window. He deposited her on 
the love seat and retrieved a blanket from a cedar chest in 
the corner. 

River padded into the room, her inquisitive green eyes 
investigating the space, and meowed. “You’ll forgive me for 
all this turmoil once I ply you with tuna.” The cat met his 
stare. He wouldn’t look away. He was the master in this 
house, not her. Eventually, the cat looked down at her paws 
and started to purr. “Good girl,” he said, scratching her 
behind the ears. 

Alexander rose and tucked the blanket around Elizabeth’s 
body. Her eyes were bloodshot and her fingers shook as 
she fiddled with the blanket. 

“I wish you’d take another Percocet,” he said. He stood 
over her and caressed her unblemished cheek with the 
backs of his fingers. “I can see the pain on your face.” 

She pulled away. “No. I have to be lucid today.” 
“Tylenol then.” He went into his bath, found the pills, 

and filled a glass from the tap. While they’d slept, Samuel 
had come in with a complete toiletry kit for her, the 
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medications—one for nausea and the Percocet—and some 
decidedly female bath products. 

When he returned, she was slumped against the back 
of the loveseat, but she struggled to sit up straighter. He 
dropped the pills into her palm, waited for her to tip them 
into her mouth, and then held the glass to her lips. She 
swallowed obediently. He set the glass down and took a 
seat next to her. I need her in my arms, he thought, but the 
way he felt right now, he’d crush her and she was too bat-
tered for that.

Chef Donatella’s quick entrance saved him from embar-
rassing himself with declarations of love or control-freak 
behavior like carrying her right back to bed and making 
her stay there. The woman was dressed in a pair of loose 
black pants and a black chef ’s jacket. Her raven hair was 
pulled back in a tight bun to reveal round cheeks and a 
pointed chin. Her almond-shaped eyes looked them both 
up and down.

“Lunch will be ready in a few minutes, sir. I thought you 
and Miss Elizabeth could use coffee.” The chef set a silver 
tray with a French Press pot of coffee and two china cups 
on the table in front of them. 

“Elizabeth, this is Donatella. If you are ever hungry and 
I am not around, she can fix you anything you want. She 
gets angry when I raid the pantry, but for you, I suspect she 
would make an exception.” 

Elizabeth held out her hand and Donatella shook it 
firmly. “I only chide Mr. Fairhaven because he has an an-
noying habit of putting empty cracker boxes and chip bags 
back where he found them. Avoid that and you and I will 
get along fine. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ll be back in a few 
minutes with your meal.” 

Alexander poured Elizabeth a cup of coffee and draped 
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his arm around her shoulders, urging her against his body. 
She fit against him so easily, almost as if she’d been made 
for him. He tipped the cup to her lips and she made a feeble 
attempt to bat him away. “Elizabeth,” he warned, “you are 
trembling too severely to hold a cup. Let me help you.” 

She looked up at him with so much uncertainty that his 
heart threatened to break, but took a sip of the coffee. When 
he set the cup down, she reached for his hand. “They’re 
going to kill me. They owe Fairhaven alone at least a hun-
dred million, probably more. The Red Sox, at least twenty 
million. They have seven hundred and six clients. They could 
owe more than a billion all told. You can’t possibly protect 
me against that much greed.”

“I will protect you against anything,” he said. 
“You can’t,” she said with a shudder. “I’ll testify, but it’s 

likely they’re going to keep coming after me until the case 
is decided. That could be a year. More. They can’t sue me, 
but they can kill me. The only solution I see is to ask the 
Feds to put me in witness protection. And if I do that—” 
She stifled a sob. “You can’t come. Dammit. Why did I have 
to meet you now?” 

The urge to crush something was overwhelming. As the 
only thing within reach was this bruised and frightened 
woman, Alexander shoved his anger away and tried to 
keep his voice gentle. “I care deeply for you, Elizabeth. And 
I protect those I care about. I don’t see witness protection 
as the only option. The easiest, perhaps, but not one I’m 
prepared to live with. Do you want to leave?”

“No,” she said with so much fervor that he smiled. He 
threaded his fingers through her hair at the base of her 
neck. Gently, with as much care as one would give an orchid, 
he tipped her head back. His lips found hers, nipping the 
side of her mouth, and with a quick dart of his tongue, he 
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tasted the coffee he’d given her. She was pliant in his arms. 
If she wasn’t so fragile, he’d have her underneath him in a 
heartbeat. But right now, all he could do was keep plunder-
ing that delicious mouth. 

He pulled away when Donatella came back in with two 
bowls of creamy tomato soup and grilled cheese sand-
wiches. Alexander kept his arm around Elizabeth’s 
shoulders and cleared his throat, hoping his voice wouldn’t 
betray him. His cock strained against the denim of his 
jeans. He was going to have a hard time remaining close to 
her without being able to ravage her, but he couldn’t pos-
sibly move away. 

“You don’t seem like a man who eats grilled cheese sand-
wiches,” Elizabeth said. 

“On the contrary. One of my very favorite American cus-
toms and the only meal I desire when I’m ill. I thought it 
might comfort you.” 

Elizabeth almost smiled. “A little.” She devoured the 
soup, sandwich and two cups of coffee. By the time she’d 
finished, her hands had steadied. She still looked exhaust-
ed, but there was a stronger set to her shoulders and she 
wasn’t leaning against him anymore. Alexander tried not to 
be disappointed at the loss of her touch. 

“Back to bed with you, I think,” he said.
“No. You said you had my computer?”
“I do. Wait here.” He left her reluctantly. It didn’t matter 

that he was only going as far as the downstairs study. He 
had to enter the combination to his safe three times before 
he got it right. He wasn’t a man who typically slept in, but 
five hours of fitful sleep after a night in a hard hospital 
chair was not enough for him. Not with the worry he’d car-
ried over Elizabeth’s health and safety. 

Elizabeth’s eyes were closed and her head rested 
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against the back of the love seat when he returned. But at 
Alexander’s quiet footfalls, she stirred. “Not sleeping.” 

“You’re allowed to sleep, Elizabeth. Encouraged even. 
You have several hours before anyone will be here. We do 
not need to do this now.” 

“No. I want to. Give me the laptop.” She scooted forward 
on the love seat. Alexander opened the laptop and set it in 
front of her. Their thighs touched, denim against silk. She 
logged in and ran a search for recently modified files. 
There were dozens. At least half of them were modified 
during the time Elizabeth had been restrained in his silks. 
She took a screen-shot and opened the file titled FHE. A 
password prompt came up. 

“This isn’t my file. Not my password.” She pressed escape 
and tried another. RSX brought up another password 
prompt. Another, MCA, also failed. “These are all CPH cli-
ents. I’m guessing all clients they cheated. The guy . . . ” Her 
voice broke a little, but she clenched her hands in her lap 
and cleared her throat. “He had pills. He was going to make 
me take them. He wanted my death to look like a suicide.” 

Alexander slid his arm around her waist. She looked 
frightened again. “They want to make me the scapegoat. 
We need to figure out what’s in these files.” 

With a firm hand, he shut the lid on the laptop. 
“Alexander, didn’t you hear me?” 
“I did.” He walked over to the windows. A few cars made 

their way slowly down the snowy street. A black sedan 
rolled to a stop in front of his house and Terrance Dalton 
alighted. He carried his black medical bag. One of Alexander’s 
security team greeted him at the bottom of the porch steps 
and frisked him. Alexander shook his head. He’d hear about 
that for sure. He and Terrance had been friends for nearly 
ten years and attended many of the same BDSM clubs. He 



252 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

turned back to Elizabeth. She hadn’t moved. “There is 
something I haven’t told you yet about last night. There 
was a loose floorboard in your bedroom. Underneath 
it, Nicholas found a stack of papers. Copies of Fairhaven 
Exports’ tax returns for the past three years. The doctored 
versions and the originals. All with Carter’s signature on 
them. And notes with your signature confirming the fraud 
and your discussions with Carter over it all.” 

Tears gathered in Elizabeth’s eyes. “I didn’t. Alexander, 
you have to believe me. I never worked on your returns. 
I didn’t have anything to do with the fraud. Oh God. I 
wouldn’t lie to you. I’ve never . . . ” She got unsteadily to 
her feet and took a single step towards him, but then ap-
parently thought better of it and halted. 

Alexander pulled her against him. “I know, Elizabeth. 
I know. As does Nicholas. It was too obvious. Someone 
breaks into your home, tries to kill you, and then we find 
evidence that links you to the fraud? I have no doubt that 
you are smart enough to pull this off if you so desired. If 
there was a dishonest bone in your body, that is.” He cupped 
the back of her neck. “Which is why I know you wouldn’t be 
so daft as to leave an open floorboard easily seen in your 
bedroom. Not when we had planned to spend the night 
together. I never suspected you for a moment. Neither 
did my brother.” 

She wrapped her arms around him and buried her head 
against his sweater. Her words were muffled. “Thank God. 
I . . . you saved my life.” She tried to burrow closer. “I didn’t 
want this relationship. But you wouldn’t leave me alone 
and now I don’t want to let you go.” 

“Then I am a fortunate man.” He was completely serious. 
“Now the Feds will be here in a few hours and Terrance 
has arrived. Let’s get you back in bed. He can examine you 
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there and then I want you have a kip. A nap. Will you do 
that for me?” 

“Yes, okay.” She didn’t fight him, and allowed him to 
carry her back to his bed and tuck the blankets around her 
body. She closed her eyes as he kissed her once more. She 
reached out and clutched his arm. “It’s important that you 
believe me.” She worried her lip between her teeth for a 
moment. “I want you to know that you matter to me.” 

“I meant what I said last night when we were in my bed, 
Elizabeth. I do not regret it. Now, do you want me to stay 
here with you?”

“Depends. Are you going to take off your clothes?” She 
raised her brows, winced, and then grimaced.

Alexander laughed. “No. Not until you’ve healed more. 
I don’t think a shag the day after a head wound is a good 
idea, no matter how much I want you in my silks again.” 

Elizabeth stuck her tongue out at him. “Spoilsport.”
“We will ask Terrance. Fair enough?” 
“Fair enough.” 
 



Thirteen
Alexander left her to get Terrance and Elizabeth closed 
her eyes. I think I’m falling in love with you. The recollection 
of his words brought a smile to her face. Last night they’d 
frightened her, but today, they were comforting. Intense 
situations like she’d experienced at the hands of her as-
sailant were said to bring about clarity. Fearing for her life, 
fearing for Alexander’s life, and seeing how he cared for 
her had her heading towards the l emotion herself. At the 
very least she was edging towards the precipice, looking 
down at the fall.

“Well, how’s my newest patient this afternoon?” Terrance 
strode into the room and smiled at Elizabeth. Alexander 
followed and leaned against the wall by the door. 

“Exhausted and sore.” 
“That’s to be expected. Appetite?” 
“She ate,” Alexander said. 
“Good. Dizziness?” 
“I—” Alexander interrupted her. “She was unable to nav-

igate the stairs.”
Elizabeth glared at him. “I’m quite able to speak for 

myself. We might be in your bedroom, but we’re not . . . ” 
She quieted. It was not her place to discuss Alexander’s 
sexual preferences in front of his doctor.

Terrance chuckled. “It’s all right, Elizabeth. I’m quite 
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aware that Alexander is a bit dominant. Some dizziness, 
then?”

She sputtered out her confirmation and her cheeks 
flushed a bright red. Terrance shone a light into each of 
her eyes and moved his finger left, right, up, and down. She 
followed it easily, though exhaustion was pressing down 
on her once more. She let the pillows support her weight. 
Terrance peeled off the bandage that covered her stitches. 

“This looks good. I’m going to swab around it and then 
add some butterfly bandages. If you’re careful, you can 
shower—even wash your hair.”

Elizabeth grinned. She ached for a shower. She could 
smell the dried blood in her hair, a hint of sweat, iodine 
from the hospital, and the foul smell of her assailant . 
The primary scent in the room was Alexander, but she 
wanted only him, the combined scent of their arousals. 
She wanted to be in his silks again. 

“Elizabeth?” Terrance smiled at her. “You were some-
where else for a moment.” 

“I really want a shower. And, um . . . ” She flushed. There 
was a glint in Alexander’s eyes and he gave her an encour-
aging nod. “When can I . . . I want . . . dammit. Okay, screw it. 
If I feel up to it . . . can I have sex?”

Terrance laughed. No, he bellowed. “I should have 
known. Alexander has that effect on women. But never has 
a woman had such an effect on him.” Terrance leaned closer 
for a moment and dropped his voice to a whisper. “He loves 
you, I think. I’ve never seen him so taken with someone 
and I’ve known him for ten years.” 

Elizabeth blushed again. They’d talked about her. About 
his feeling for her. She wished she had something witty to 
say in response, but all that came out was a shy little laugh.

The doctor looked over at Alexander. “Nothing too 
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intense. Nothing that binds her arms for at least a day. Not 
with that shoulder strain. No wrist restraints, Alex. Ankles 
are fine, and thighs, but take care the blindfold doesn’t pull 
at her stitches and I’d limit the play to your gentler tech-
niques. Orgasms will raise her blood pressure. Elizabeth, 
you will safeword at the first indication of a headache. Do 
you understand?” His voice had that same deep and com-
manding tone that Alexander’s took on in the bedroom. 

Elizabeth stared from Terrance to Alexander in disbe-
lief. “You . . . know?”

Alexander cleared his throat. “My sweet Elizabeth, 
Terrance is quite aware of my . . . preferences in the bed-
room. He and I used to spend time at one of the local BDSM 
clubs together before my face was well known in this city. 
He’s often helped me by testing out my whips, floggers, and 
crops on me or letting me test them on him.” 

“W-what?” The blood drained out of her face so quickly 
she felt it hit her gut. “The two of you?”

Laughing, Terrance pressed the first of eight little ban-
dages to her temple. “I’ll let Alexander explain. I think 
that would be best. But you never responded to me, 
Elizabeth. You will safeword if the headaches return. Do 
you understand?”

“Y-yes.” 
When he was done applying the bandages, he palpated 

her shoulder, her upper arm, and her ribs. She was bruised, 
but none of the injuries were serious. Every time she 
winced or made a sound, Alexander clenched his fists and 
averted his gaze. After a tear formed in the corner of her 
eye, his patience ran out. “Dammit, Terrance, can’t you give 
her something for the pain?”

He shook his head. “She’s fine, Alex. Nothing a few days’ 
rest won’t cure. I did bring her some Vicodin.” He focused 
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on Elizabeth. “It won’t make you anywhere near as loopy 
as the Percocet. If nothing else, take one along with the 
Zofran before bed tonight. It’ll help you sleep, and now that 
we’re no longer worried about a concussion, sleep is the 
best medicine.”

“I don’t like drugs,” Elizabeth protested. 
“Chérie.” Alexander strutted over and took the bottle 

of pills from Terrance. “When we go to sleep tonight, you 
will take one of these. Do you understand?” His voice had 
changed. Gone was the understanding, kind boyfriend 
she’d been with all day. In his place was her Dom and she 
knew it instinctively. 

“I understand,” she said. 
Alexander set the bottle of pills on the nightstand and 

clapped Terrance on the shoulder. “Thank you, mate. I real-
ize house calls are not typical, but I don’t want Elizabeth 
exposed right now.” 

“For you, I make an exception.” Terrance stood and 
snapped his bag shut. “We’re done here and Elizabeth looks 
like she needs some rest. Walk me out?”

Alexander leaned down to brush his lips against 
Elizabeth’s forehead. “Will you sleep a bit?” 

She nodded. She’d been upright for less than an hour 
and it was all she had in her. Between the pain, the stress 
of knowing her former employers were trying to kill her, 
and the Percocet hangover, she was a mess and she knew it. 
She let Alexander pull up the blankets and closed her eyes. 
The men shuffled out quietly and the door shut with a soft 
click. The bed smelled like Alexander. Elizabeth reached 
for his pillow and hugged it tightly to her chest. It sup-
ported her sore left arm though it was a poor substitute for 
his body. The satin sheets against her cheek reminded her 
of Alexander’s blindfold. Everything was so simple in his 
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silks. She wasn’t hunted there. She was cherished. Cared 
for. Perhaps even loved. 

She had to figure out how to get CPH to leave her alone. 
Or find evidence that they’d been responsible for her 
attack. Despite her exhaustion, she pushed herself upright. 
She stumbled over to the door and opened it an inch. She 
didn’t hear Alexander or Terrance talking. Hopefully they 
were downstairs or Alexander was going to march her 
straight back to bed. Her laptop was where they’d left it 
after lunch. She tucked it under her arm and limped slowly 
back into the bedroom. The short trek across the upper 
level of his home couldn’t have been more than a hundred 
feet, but she was winded and near tears by the time she 
made it back to bed. 

She had passable tech skills. In her former life, she’d once 
dated a senior programmer at Microsoft and she’d picked up 
a few things, including how to crack simple passwords. 
She took screenshots, making notes of the creation times 
of all the files for the federal investigators. And then she 
went to work. One after another, she cracked the files. 
She made notes of all of the passwords, rubbing her eyes 
every few minutes as the exhaustion pounded down on 
her. After half an hour, she stumbled upon the one file 
that held the most incriminating information. It was a 
saved email thread. 

I’ve completed the Fairhaven files. Eight percent, as we 
agreed. -Elizabeth

Excellent work, Miss Bennett. The bonus will be in your 
account by morning. -HC

The amount that Fairhaven was overcharged in 2012 
was exactly eight percent. And HC had to be Harry Carter. 
But was he involved? He hadn’t sent those emails. His name 
on the file and on the papers under her floorboard didn’t 
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make any sense. Were they both being framed? Elizabeth 
had never received even a dollar in bonuses from CPH. 
They had to have set up an account for her somewhere she 
didn’t know about. 

She closed the laptop and lay back against the pillows. 
She had to find Alexander and tell him about the bank ac-
count. She was so tired. A quick rest wouldn’t hurt. Five 
minutes. She rolled onto her right side and hugged his 
pillow. Five minutes. 

mn

After he left Elizabeth and thanked Terrance for coming, 
Alexander spent nearly an hour in his home gym. He had 
to burn off the frustration building inside him. Elizabeth 
wasn’t going into witness protection. Not if he had any-
thing to do with it. He’d pay for twenty-four-seven protec-
tion for her if he had to. What good was being rich if you 
couldn’t protect those you—?

He dropped the weights he’d been curling. One landed 
an inch from his toes. The realization hit him in the gut. 
He wasn’t falling for her any more. He’d fallen. He sunk 
down on the weight bench and rested his head in his 
hands. It had been a piss-poor workout anyway. He was 
too exhausted, but he didn’t think he could sleep. 

He filled and drained his water bottle and toweled off 
the sweat that covered his bare torso. On his way back up-
stairs, he ran into one of his security officers, a hulking 
Greek man named Milos. 

“Sir, there’s a reporter at the door from WGBH. He’s 
asking to speak to you about an article on the Beantown 
Babbler and the report of Miss Elizabeth’s hospitalization.”

“Send him away. Inform him that I am not receiving 
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visitors right now.” Alexander started up the winding 
staircase but stopped after three steps. “No, wait. I’ll 
deal with him.” 

Milos was about to open the door, but took a step back. 
“Yes, sir.” 

Alexander tugged on his shirt .  He took a deep breath 
to center himself and yanked open the door. “May I 
help you?”

A blond-haired young man with a round face and freck-
les stood on the short porch. He had a voice recorder in 
his hand. “Mr. Fairhaven, Mark Joont with WGBH. The 
Beantown Babbler ran two scathing articles this morning: 
one that implied you beat your date to Governor Patrick’s 
Fire and Ice Ball and the other that accused you and your 
brother of defamation of character, unfair business prac-
tices, and sexual harassment. Do you have a comment?”

“Certainly. I will give you a statement that covers every-
thing that happens at my company and to me personally. 
We have legal departments available to take inquiries 
seven days a week. Every one of our employees undergoes 
sensitivity training and we have a zero-tolerance policy 
for domestic violence and sexual harassment.” He hadn’t 
read the sexual harassment article yet, but he knew 
Nicholas would have and he expected his brother soon. 
Every large company had the occasional brush with ha-
rassment claims, but Nicholas ran a tight ship. At the first 
whiff of impropriety, he’d deal harshly with the offend-
ing employee. The last incident had been more than three 
years ago and he’d not only fired the manager in question, 
but had paid for counseling for the victim and given her 
a choice of three new positions within the company. The 
woman had been so touched by his care that she and every 
member of her very large Italian family had sent Nicholas 
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Christmas cookies that year. “Now, ask the question you 
really wanted to ask.” 

The blond reporter fixed Alexander with a piercing 
stare. “What happened to Elizabeth Bennett last night? You 
were at the hospital with her for several hours.”

“She was injured. Try again.” He was losing patience, but 
this was a dance. He had to find out what the press knew. 

Mark shifted his voice recorder to his other hand and 
withdrew his notebook. He glanced down at it for a brief 
second. “You had a run-in with Harry Carter at last night’s 
Fire and Ice Ball. My sources report that Miss Bennett 
was fired from Carter, Pastack, and Hayes a few weeks ago. 
Carter spent a few hours in jail. There was no physical al-
tercation, not even raised voices, but threats were made, 
by Carter, towards you and your brother. Then later Miss 
Bennett ends up in the hospital. It doesn’t take a genius to 
realize those incidents are related. Care to explain what’s 
going on?”

“Much better, Mr. Joont. Unfortunately, you will still have 
to direct all of your questions to my lawyer, but at least I 
know that you’re a competent reporter. Elizabeth is resting 
and I need to return to her. Though I would stay close to 
your phone. I suspect you might receive an important call 
sometime this afternoon. Good day.” 

He closed the door firmly in the reporter’s face. Milos 
stood at attention in the foyer. “Sir? Why didn’t you send 
him directly to your lawyer?”

“Sometimes it is best to simply grab the bull by the 
horns, Milos. We need to make a statement to the press be-
cause of that sodding photograph of me in the hospital last 
night and the implication that I hit Elizabeth. Knowing that 
Mr. Joont is competent is reassuring. He will be one of the 
first calls I have Philippa make. He didn’t push too hard on 
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the sexual harassment claim. That’s the sexy story. The one 
that could bring down a billion-dollar company. He knew 
it wasn’t true. He never entertained the possibility that I 
harmed Elizabeth. Or if he did, he abandoned it quickly. 
He dug. He found the true story.” Alexander headed for the 
stairs again. He needed a shower and Elizabeth in his 
arms. “My brother, Benjamin Hetherington, and the federal 
prosecutor are on their way. When you’ve cleared them, 
have Samuel set them up in the living room.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
Elizabeth was asleep. She was curled on her side, his 

pillow clutched in her arms. His eyes narrowed. Her laptop 
was on the bed by her hip. She’d snuck out to get it. Bugger 
it, she should have been sleeping the whole time. Dark cir-
cles braced her eyes. Her face was wan. 

He brushed the knuckle of his index finger along her jaw 
and she sighed and snuggled the pillow tighter. He didn’t 
want to wake her. Instead, he stripped, tossed his clothes 
into the laundry chute, and started the shower. He leaned 
his arms against the river rock wall and let the hot water 
sluice down his back. 

Nothing could have prepared him for these past few 
weeks. Love was an emotion he’d written off as folly. But 
now . . . he smiled to himself as the vision of her in his bed 
played in his mind. She looked like she belonged there. 
Bruised, battered, but completely relaxed. She slept easily, 
as if she knew she was safe here. She was. As safe as he 
could possibly make her. Before long, he intended to con-
fess his love for her. 

Maine. He had to take her to Maine. He knew the per-
fect place. He hoped he wouldn’t frighten her off. He’d 
been alone for years, never willing to share his bed for 
more than a single night with any one woman. But now he 
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couldn’t think of any other woman besides her. She was 
strong, feisty, and independent. She was a fighter—she’d 
proven that last night. She wouldn’t give up on what they 
could one day have and go into witness protection. He had 
to believe that.

Alexander’s thoughts wandered back to the Fire and 
Ice ball. Elizabeth had looked so beautiful in the golden 
sheath of sparkling material, diamonds at her throat, 
dangling from—

He groaned as his cock sprang to life under warm fin-
gers and a luscious body pressed to his back. 

He spun around. Elizabeth was in his shower, naked, 
the entire left side of her torso bruised, hair mussed, face 
swollen, but with a glint to her eyes that he recognized. 

“Elizabeth, no.” He shut off the water, took her hands, 
and stepped towards the rear of the shower, keeping her 
close. “You’re injured.” 

“I need you. You make me feel safe,” she said. Her voice 
was barely a whisper. “Terrance cleared me. You’ll be 
gentle. Please.” 

“I can’t be gentle,” he said, his voice rough. “I want you, 
Elizabeth and seeing you like this . . . I could not be gentle.” 
He pushed her back against the wall. She sucked in a 
breath. He nibbled her earlobe and she pressed her hips to 
his. “Do not move.” 

Alexander circled her wrists and held them still at her sides. 
He nipped down her right shoulder, towards her breast, 
and fastened his mouth firmly over her nipple. Her back 
arched, but she quickly got her movements under con-
trol. She was learning. Her body trembled in his hands. He 
couldn’t get enough of her. She tasted like almonds. He knelt 
to lave his tongue over her bare lower lips, and when he 
parted them, a moan of desire escaped his throat. She was 
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wet for him, and occasional mewls flew from her mouth 
as he explored her body. 

Despite his protestations, he was gentle, kissing the 
juncture between hip and thigh, over to her navel, and back 
down again. Elizabeth’s eyes closed and her head rested 
against the wall. Her lips parted. Her breasts were flushed, 
the nipples a dark reddish brown and hard. “Open your 
eyes, chérie. Look at me.” 

She obeyed. He released her hands and spilled a small 
bit of soap into his own. He palmed both of her breasts 
and massaged firmly. “How do you like to be touched, 
Elizabeth?” 

Elizabeth’s hips rocked forward to press against his 
cheek. “That’s two, Elizabeth. One for failing to answer me 
and two for moving. How do you like to be touched?”

She forced her hips back. “I don’t know.” 
Alexander grinned. Oh yes, you do. “Show me.” He guided 

her hands to her breasts and pressed them firmly to the 
small, luscious mounds. He gripped her hips. “You will play 
with your breasts while I play with your delicious pussy. 
You will not stop until you come and you will not come 
until I say. Do you understand?”

“Y-yes,” she stammered. 
“Good. You may begin.” 
She bit her lip and looked down at him. But she started 

massaging her breasts hesitantly. He nodded at her. Her 
fingers feathered over the taught nipples, her short nails 
raking against flesh, and a tiny quake in her belly belied 
her frown. 

“More, Elizabeth. Pinch them. Tug on them. Show me 
what you want me to do to them when I can get you back 
in my silks.” 

She immediately pinched both nipples between her 
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thumbs and forefingers. This brought about another 
quake and slick heat against Alexander’s tongue. The 
woodsy scent of his soap perfumed the air. She would smell 
like him now and he found the idea incredibly arousing. 
His lips branded her, sucking a bit of flesh into his mouth 
hard enough to leave a crescent of red on her hip. He licked 
her clit and traced patterns against the sensitive bundle 
of nerves. Elizabeth gasped and tugged harder on her 
breasts. His cock jutted up painfully and a bit of pre-cum 
ran down the head, adding to the heady fragrance that 
surrounded them. 

Her hips ground against the pressure of his hands, but 
she was new to this and he wouldn’t punish her. Not now. 
She hadn’t broken eye contact with him, hadn’t moved 
her legs, and was playing with herself in earnest. Ragged 
breaths escaped her lips. Her chest heaved with each des-
perate gasp of air.

“Please.” 
“Not yet,” he growled against her pussy. He sucked her 

clit, feeling it come alive under his lips, tongue, and teeth. 
She made a keening moan and her eyelids fluttered. He 
shifted, laying an arm across her belly to hold her still 
so he could get a finger inside her throbbing channel. He 
wanted to prolong this—for both of them—but if he did, 
he feared her battered body might not be able to take it. 

“Come now, Elizabeth,” he ordered, simultaneously 
swirling his finger against her G-spot and pressing his 
tongue against her clit. “Now,” he said with a final nip of 
the throbbing flesh.  

“Alexander!” she choked out. Her entire body shud-
dered and she bore down with such a guttural scream that 
his cock immediately made its desires known. The scent 
of her essence was home to him now, sweet and rich and 
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delicious. It coated his tongue, sating him. He ached to 
take her right then, but they’d not talked about medical 
screenings and birth control. He got to his feet and pulled 
her against him. She reached down, still breathing rag-
gedly, and grasped his cock in her fingers. 

“I am going to have to start keeping condoms in here.” 
Alexander eased her down onto the corner seat of the 
shower. “Wait here and go back to playing with yourself.” 
He grinned at her and she flushed. Her hands returned 
to her breasts. “If I come back and you’ve stopped, I will 
punish you.” She almost smiled at that and teased her 
nipples with the tips of her fingers. Her body trem-
bled and quaked with every touch. He thanked his lucky 
stars that the nightstand was close. The sight of her, his 
woman—well-loved and enjoying his commands—had him 
racing back to the bath, nearly skidding on the wet floor. 
He had the condom rolled over the firm length of his cock 
before he stepped back into the shower. Elizabeth was still 
toying with her swollen nipples, head thrown back and her 
hair tumbling over her shoulders. The scent of her mixed 
with his soap filled the shower. Her little red-tipped toes 
scrunched and curled on the gray river-rock floor. Small 
lines of strain marred the corners of her eyes and her left 
shoulder slumped. It staggered him. 

Indecision stayed his steps. He was ready for her, and 
her body was so responsive to his that it would likely be 
only moments before they’d each found release. But at 
what cost? She got to her feet and limped towards him. Her 
hands fondled her breasts, and her eyes were on him. “What 
do you want?” Her voice was husky from her screams. 

“You. Turn around.” 
There was no pause, no argument. She immediately 

presented her back to Alexander and waited for his next 
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command. He tried not to look at the sharp angles of the 
purple bruises that darkened her left shoulder, her side, 
and her hip. Instead, he took her hands from her breasts and 
pressed them against the corner seat so she was half bent 
over. With an arm around her waist, he nudged against her 
channel and entered her with a groan. She was tight and 
ready for him. But at his first thrust, she whimpered. It 
wasn’t pleasure. Her left shoulder jerked. 

“Zucch—” Elizabeth didn’t even have to complete the 
word. Alexander pulled out in a heartbeat and helped her 
stand. She sagged against him. “I’m sorry,” she murmured. 
Her voice was weak. She’d pleased him so much, but he 
kicked himself for allowing her to tempt him when he knew 
she was too injured to play. 

“Shhh. There is no need to apologize. Head or shoulder?” 
He looked into her eyes. Despite the throbbing in his cock, 
he was proud of her. She’d safeworded at the first hint of 
real pain and trusted him to do what he’d promised. Stop 
immediately. 

“Both. I can’t believe I did that. I wanted . . . I didn’t want 
to ruin things.” 

“No. You will not second-guess yourself or try to take it 
back. You ruined nothing.”

Alexander punched the buttons on the wall that called 
forth hot water from four different shower heads. He angled 
her body so none of the jets hit her head. Only then did he 
roll the condom off his softening cock and toss it in the 
trash. “There will be time for sex later, Elizabeth. Tonight, 
tomorrow, next week, next month. Now let me care for you.” 
He sealed his promise with a tender kiss. “Can you stand?” 

“I’m okay. Shaky, but okay.” A lopsided smile melted his 
heart. “Help me wash my hair?” 

“Gladly, chérie.” 
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He did more than that. He washed every inch of her 
with a thick, velvety washcloth and soap that smelled like 
cedar, cloves, and sandalwood. She would wear his scent. 
He massaged her scalp, supported her as her head lolled 
backwards so he could rinse her hair without getting her 
stitches wet. When he tried to swipe a slick soap-covered 
hand through her bare sex, she groaned and chided him. 
“Don’t tempt me.” 

He chuckled. “You are the one tempting me, Elizabeth.” 
When they were both clean and dry, he led her to the 

walk-in closet and showed her the clothing he had 
purchased for her. There were three sets of matching 
black lace bras and panties, a pair of jeans, a pair of 
slim black wool pants, two scoop neck sweaters—emerald 
green and magenta—and a silk tank with a matching car-
digan. A pair of Keds and several pairs of thick socks rested 
on the closet floor. 

She scowled slightly. “I’d be mad at you, but these are 
all things I’d buy. Well, more expensive versions of them 
anyway. I have a feeling this sweater cost more than my 
monthly grocery bill.” 

“It was easier. The police did not want Thomas going 
through your flat. I had your sizes. We’ll have my security 
team escort us to your place tomorrow and you can re-
trieve anything else you want.” 

“I’m not sure I would have wanted Thomas going 
through my underwear drawer,” she said, tugging on the 
panties and socks. Alexander helped her on with the bra 
so she didn’t need to strain her shoulder. She chose the 
jeans, the aubergine silk tank, and the matching cardigan. 
Alexander donned jeans and a black V-neck sweater. 

“We need to make a statement to the press soon.” 
Alexander retrieved his phone from the valet and scrolled 
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through a few messages. He cursed under his breath. “Do 
you think you’ll feel up to that tonight? We can do it from 
here. The Babbler’s speculation that I was rough with you 
is starting to gain traction.”

“Oh my God. Yes, of course. Shit. Even if I wasn’t, I would 
be,” she replied. “Should we do it now? Before the Feds get 
here?” She rolled her head on her shoulders and stifled a 
wince of pain. 

She’s not ready for this. Shite, she’s barely ready for visi-
tors at all. He mentally berated himself for even bringing it 
up. “No, we’ll put it off. I’m not risking your health.” 

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” she muttered and straightened. “I 
realize I look like death and I can’t stay awake very long 
right now, but I can spend a few minutes disabusing the 
press of that idiocy.” 

Alexander took a step back. “You don’t look like death. 
But you challenge me, Elizabeth. Your independence, your 
spirit. I fear you’ll hurt yourself and then what would I do? 
I need you in my life.”

“If you want me to stay in your life, you can’t treat me 
like I’m made of glass. Even if I am right now. I love that 
you’ve taken care of me today. Last night. Hell, you’ve 
been taking care of me ever since we met. But I’m going 
to be okay. I can do this. If I don’t have to . .   .  ” She turned 
away and dropped her voice. “If I can stay, I mean, if my 
life is still mine after the Feds leave, then I have to do 
this for us.”

Alexander ran his hands up and down her arms. His 
entire world stood in front of him in a bruised, five-foot-
six-inch package. Her golden hair was his sun, her blue 
eyes his sky, and her delectable body his earth. The ten-
sion melted out of her as she leaned against him. “Your life 
is always going to be yours. You’re not going into witness 
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protection. And despite my control freak tendencies, I 
never want you to feel as if you are somehow not my 
partner.” Her skin burned under his kisses. He turned her 
and wrapped his arms around her waist. “Are you certain?”

“Just trust me,” she said, tipping her head up to meet his 
eyes. “I mostly know what I can handle and I’ll try not to 
push myself too hard just to prove I’m not a total mess. But 
I can only promise that if you trust me. Otherwise . . . I can’t 
help but get a little defensive.” 

He chuckled. “Fair enough. Nicholas should be here 
soon. I’m going to help you down the stairs and then you’re 
going to tell me why you were working on something 
when you were meant to be sleeping.” 

“I needed to know what they’d done,” she said, looking 
down at her feet. “I wasn’t trying to make you worry.” 

“I know. But now we’ll  work together.” He nudged 
her chin up. “You’ll  let me help you? Not fight me like 
you did earlier?”

“I will. I’m sorry for that.”
Alexander tightened his arm around her waist. “Then 

let’s go get you settled in the parlor and see if Donatella 
has fresh coffee prepared. We’re both too knackered, I 
think, to function well without it.” 

mn

Elizabeth fidgeted with the hem of the new sweater. It 
was cashmere, softer than River’s fur, and warm. A fire 
crackled in the hearth a few feet away and the cat stretched 
out on the warm bricks. Alexander stooped to rub the fe-
line’s plump belly. 

“She’s getting spoiled,” Elizabeth said. “This big house 
to explore, and what? Tuna and chicken for dinner? You 
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know she eats kibble, right? Or used to. She’s not going to 
want to go back to that swill after this.”

“She doesn’t have to,” Alexander replied under his 
breath. He didn’t turn to look at her. She didn’t really want 
to know what he meant by that. He moved to the bricks 
a few feet away and nudged aside the fireplace tools to 
reveal a hidden electrical outlet and plugged her laptop in. 
It emitted a single beep as it booted up. 

Money buys many things, she thought. Including a home 
design that hid those necessary but less-than-aesthetic 
touches such as outlets and switches. She admired his ass 
as he stood and smiled in secret behind her mug of coffee. 
Of everything in this house, he was the most aesthetically 
pleasing. I could look at him all day.

The Tylenol he’d insisted she take dulled the headache 
behind her eyes. She’d purposely avoided looking at her-
self in the mirror after their shower. A single glimpse 
earlier had confirmed her fears. Despite Alexander’s pro-
testations, she did look like death. Half of her face was 
purple and blue. Her left shoulder slumped lower than 
the right. There was a bruise under her arm that throbbed 
with each breath—the pressure point her assailant used to 
subdue her. 

Alexander left the room for a moment and returned 
with a cream-colored wool blanket that he wrapped 
around her body. 

“I don’t really want to meet the Feds looking like an in-
valid,” she protested. 

“You can remove it before they arrive, then,” Alexander 
replied frostily. “But for now you will be warm.” He took a 
seat next to her and refreshed her coffee from an insulated 
carafe. “Nicholas will be here in twenty minutes or so. I’ve 
scheduled the press conference for six-thirty. We will make 
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a short statement, take a few questions from one or two 
reporters who are fair and not prone to jumping to conclu-
sions, and be done with it.” 

“I wish I had some makeup.” Elizabeth touched her 
swollen temple. 

“Perhaps you should call your mates? I’m certain they’d 
be willing to bring you some. We could have dinner if you 
think you’d be up for it.” 

Elizabeth gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut. 
“I suppose. It would be better to get it over with. You real-
ize they’re not going to go easy on you, right?” 

Alexander ghosted his knuckles over her cheek. “I would 
expect nothing less.” 

mn

It wasn’t easy to alleviate Toni’s fears of Alexander 
being an abusive man. Wild speculation seemed to domi-
nate the news. However, Elizabeth managed to convince 
her to bring makeup for the press conference and stay for 
dinner, with Kelsey.

Just as Elizabeth ended her call, the doorbell rang and 
Alexander strode back into the room. “It’s Nicholas, I’d 
wager. You invited them?”

“You mean you weren’t eavesdropping?”
He mimed an arrow to the heart and staggered back a 

few steps. “You think me that shallow?”
“I think you’re that possessive.” 
He sank down onto the sofa next to her. “Perhaps I am 

where you are concerned. But no. I was not listening. I read 
through some of the news reports that we’ll need to refute 
tonight and spoke with my press secretary. She’s bringing 
over talking points. Everything is set up for six-thirty.”
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“Goddammit . I ’m his bloody brother!” Nicholas 
snapped at someone in the foyer. “If you think I ’m 
the problem, then Alex has clearly made a mistake in 
hiring you.”

Alexander grumbled as Nicholas burst into the 
room, followed by a large man who looked to be the size 
of a mountain. “You couldn’t have shown them a photo?” 
Nicholas asked. 

“I’ve been a bit preoccupied,” Alexander said. “Or did 
you forget that I spent the entire night at the hospital with 
Elizabeth? We did not get home until well after six.”

Nicholas unbuttoned his dark blue suit jacket. His 
white Oxford shirt was open at the neck. He looked well 
rested, with his blond hair combed back and bright blue 
eyes sharp and alert. “Apologies. How are you feeling?” 
Nicholas asked her. 

Nervous I’m falling in love. Terrified they’re going to 
kill me. Exhausted. She settled on the safe answer. “I’ve 
been better.”

“Shite, Alex. Aren’t you taking care of her?”
Alexander clenched his fists on his thighs. “Nicholas . . . ” 
Elizabeth squeezed his arm to calm him. “He’s taking 

care of me fine. Maybe a little too well.” 
“Oh?” Nicholas poured himself a cup of coffee. “What is 

that supposed to mean?”
She blushed. “Nothing. He’s just a little overprotective.” 
“I believe the term she used was control freak,” Alexander 

said derisively. 
Nicholas nearly choked on his coffee. “She is good for 

you, Alex. You’ve seen the Babbler’s coverage?”
“Yes. Philippa set up a small press conference here 

for six-thirty. We’ll address my supposed domestic vio-
lence. The second article that accused us of being proper 
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tossers in every way, we’ll ignore for now. Let the lawyers 
handle it. Will you stay?”

Nicholas nodded. “A united front.”
“This whole thing has gone pear-shaped in a hurry,” 

Alexander muttered. “I met with a reporter from WGBH 
a bit ago. He came to the house demanding answers. He’s 
smart. He’ll give us fair coverage.”

“Good,” Nicholas replied. “I knew you’d take care of 
it. The tax fraud is my only concern now. Foyle’s on his 
way. He’s turned over copies of all of our tax returns to 
the Feds—both the copies we got from CPH and the ones 
our own accountants went through. The past three years 
were incorrect. We overpaid a grand total of forty-two 
point one million.” 

“Shite.” Alexander pinched the bridge of his nose. “No 
wonder they tried to eliminate Elizabeth.” 

“She should be safe now,” Nicholas said. “The lawsuit 
has been filed with her listed as the primary witness. 
Their lawyers should have all of the paperwork. From 
what Foyle told me, Carter’s getting served in less than an 
hour. Hayes got served at one. Pastack wasn’t home and 
his assistant said he was vacationing at a medical spa in 
Switzerland. Something about a miracle cure for his pros-
tate cancer. Nothing they can do now will keep them out of 
prison and Elizabeth is protected by whistle-blower laws. 
The suit against her should be dropped by midweek. Maybe 
even earlier.” 

Elizabeth fidgeted with her sweater. “They can still 
try to blame me for it all,” she said quietly. “That’s what 
they were trying to do last night. Plant evidence that I was 
responsible, make my death look like a suicide, and they 
stay out of jail. Sure, they have to pay the money back, but 
their reputation is intact. I’d bet they’ve invested it all, 
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made millions more. If I’m found guilty, something they’d 
have a really hard time engineering if I’m still alive, no 
one would look for accounts in anyone else’s name. Only 
mine. They were on my computer planting evidence and I’d 
bet . . . money I don’t have . . . that there’s an account some-
where with my name on it that’s got a shit-ton of money in 
it that can be traced back to CPH clients.”

“How did you know?” Alexander asked her. “About your 
computer. You were not making much sense last night. You 
worried me.” He brushed his knuckles along her jaw. It was 
such a tender, intimate gesture and she leaned her body 
closer to his. 

“Sorry. My mouse was on the right side of my laptop and 
the laptop was closed. When I left with you, the lid was 
open and I use the mouse with my left hand.” 

“But you’re right-handed,” Alexander said, his brow 
furrowed. 

Elizabeth smiled. “That I am, Mr. Observant. But a lot 
of full-time accountants mouse left-handed. At work, I 
had an external number pad on the right side of my key-
board. The guy must have moved my mouse when he was 
putting the files on my laptop and then he shut the lid 
when he was done.” 

“And River?” 
“She doesn’t bite. She never bites. I think the guy was 

there when Mrs. McGillis was feeding her. That old spit-
fire doesn’t get home until well after eleven on Friday 
nights. She plays bingo down at the senior center. When 
I came in, River ran under the couch and growled at me. I 
should have known something was wrong then. I should 
have called you.”   

“You’re safe now, that’s all that matters. What did you 
find on your laptop?” Alexander asked. 



276 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

“Excel files for dozens of different clients. PDFs of the 
tax forms we sent them as well as originals. Copies, basi-
cally. By themselves, they likely wouldn’t mean much. But 
this file damns me.” She leaned forward and opened the 
email thread. Alexander grimaced and turned the laptop 
towards Nicholas. 

“Well, shite.” 
“She did not send that email, Nicholas,” Alexander said 

sharply.
Nicholas cocked his head. “I know that, Alex. If I thought 

she had anything to do with this, I wouldn’t be here. I’d have 
sent my lawyer. Bloody hell, you can be over-protective.” 

“I protect those I love, Nicholas. You should know that 
by now.” 

Elizabeth’s heart skipped a beat. And then another. Her 
mouth gaped. 

The shock of Alexander’s public declaration of love 
was interrupted by the distant sound of the doorbell and 
Donatella’s entrance. She bore a fresh pot of coffee and more 
mugs. “Dinner will be at seven, Mr. Fairhaven. How many 
will there be?”

“Nicholas? Do you want to stay?” Alexander asked. 
He waved his hand. “No. Candy will be waiting for me by 

then. If I don’t feed her, she gets whiny.” 
“Elizabeth has two mates joining us. We will be four,” he 

said, giving Elizabeth’s hand a squeeze. 
“Any allergies?” The chef raised her dark brows. 
“No,” Elizabeth said. “I’m sorry for the trouble.”
“It is no trouble, Miss Elizabeth. It is my job to cook 

for this house’s occupants. This now includes you.” 
Donatella nodded at Alexander. “And the extra staff ? 
They will  be staying?” 

“For now. I know this is extra work for you and I am sorry 
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for that. You have three weeks coming to you in January. 
Have Samuel book you an extra week, anywhere you want 
to go. You and your daughter.” 

Donatella beamed. “Thank you, sir. Teresa has always 
wanted to go to Cancun.” 

The chef left as a large man with ruddy skin and closely 
shorn black hair led Ben Hetherington, Paul Foyle, and a 
woman and another man Elizabeth didn’t know into the 
room. 

Ben smiled when he saw Elizabeth. “You worried us, my 
dear. I’m glad you’re all right.” 

Paul Foyle nodded curtly in greeting, took a seat next 
to Nicholas, and withdrew his tablet. “I’m here only as an 
observer,” he said. “You’re going to be a material witness 
to our case against CPH and Nicholas has asked me here to 
ensure that we don’t get blindsided by anything in court.” 

The unknown woman’s pale blond hair was pulled back 
tightly into a bun at the nape of her neck. She wore a ma-
genta power suit and an open, bright white shirt revealed 
a slice of lace. Limpid blue eyes flicked from Nicholas to 
Elizabeth and then settled on Alexander. She smiled warmly 
and extended her hand. “Carola Roy, US Attorney for the 
State of Massachusetts. I’ll be handling the case against 
Carter, Pastack, and Hayes. It’s a pleasure, Alexander. Miss 
Bennett.” Her smile faded as she gestured to the unintroduced 
man in the room. “My chief investigator, Tyler McGilvery.”

Tyler was tall and ruggedly handsome with graying 
patches at his temples. His brown hair was shorn in a buzz 
cut. He carried himself with an air of a former military of-
ficer, proud and respectful. “It’s good to meet you, Miss 
Bennett. I’ll apologize now for going through your apart-
ment with a fine-toothed comb this morning. I did my best 
not to leave it a mess.” 
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Elizabeth’s cheeks burned. “Lovely. Since you’ve likely 
seen my underwear, medical records, and recent reading 
material, I think you can call me Elizabeth.” 

“It’s my job, Elizabeth. I don’t judge. Regardless of what 
I find and you have nothing to be ashamed of.” Tyler took 
a seat next to Carola. He wore a pair of black jeans and a 
button-down blue shirt that bulged over his upper arms. 
His hands were the size of dinner plates and a ribbon of 
black ink peeked out from his right sleeve. His dark hazel 
eyes flicked to her laptop. “Ben told me last night that you’d 
taken this with you. May I?”

“I’d prefer to show you what I’ve found,” Elizabeth said. 
She turned the machine so Carola and Tyler could see the 
screen and summarized her findings. 

Ben took detailed notes and handed her a flash drive for 
copies of all of the altered files. Carola wanted to take the 
laptop as evidence and reluctantly, Elizabeth agreed. She 
was tired. Exhausted even, and she still had to deal with 
the press this evening. That and her friends. 

Her mind wandered. Alexander was talking. What was 
he saying? She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment until 
his voice solidified in her ears. 

“What is the likelihood they’ll come after her again?”
Carola cleared her throat. “It won’t do them any good. At 

least it won’t after tomorrow.” 
“Tomorrow?” Elizabeth asked. 
The attorney spared her a brief gaze before turning her 

smile back to Alexander. “Two things are happening tomor-
row. First, we’re raiding CPH’s offices at 8 a.m. We wanted 
to do it today, but they’re going crazy with the appeals 
right now. The FBI has secured the building. No one’s going 
in today—not even Carter himself. But we can’t get in there 
until tomorrow. Second, we’ll take Elizabeth’s deposition 
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tomorrow at our offices. Tonight, we’ll put her in protec-
tive custody. Someone at that firm was willing to hire a 
professional to eliminate her. We can’t guarantee that they 
won’t try something again. We will protect her until the 
case is resolved and after that, if we think there’s still 
any sort of threat, the witness protection program is cer-
tainly an option.” 

Elizabeth’s stomach flipped. This was what she’d feared. 
Her fingers tightened on Alexander’s thigh. She couldn’t 
look at him. She hoped her death grip on his leg conveyed 
everything she couldn’t say. 

Alexander covered her hand with his. “No.” 
“No?” Carola leaned forward. Her perfectly groomed 

blond brows arched. “It’s the safest place for her, Alex.” 
“Ms. Roy, my name is Alexander. Not Alex. But I think 

I’d prefer you call me Mr. Fairhaven. Also, that gentle-
man who frisked you on your way in was a major in the 
Special Projects division of the SAS. That stands for Special 
Air Service. They are like your SEAL team. Speaking of the 
SEALS, there are two former members of SEAL Team Three 
patrolling the neighborhood. Downstairs, off-shift, I have 
a member of the 1st Raider Brigade from Greece, a former 
Secret Service agent, and another SEAL team member. 
Elizabeth is as safe here as anywhere. What would you do 
for her? Stick her in a small hotel room with a single officer 
as a babysitter? Only let her leave for court dates? Ben tells 
me that the case will likely not be tried until the first of 
the year. I will not let her spend Christmas alone, nor will I 
stand for being forcefully parted from her.”

Carola sputtered. “There w-would be two of th-them.” 
Alexander glared at Carola. “I have six and I can get a 

dozen more if need be. You cannot possibly believe you can 
protect her better than I can. You simply don’t have the 
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resources. I  do. I  will  bring her to your offices tomor-
row and then after that ,  she and I will  take some time 
out of Boston.”

“You can’t,” Carola said. “What if we need access to her?” 
“My admin can reach us anytime you need. We won’t be 

on the moon, Ms. Roy. We’ll be in New England. I can have 
Elizabeth back in a few hours if there’s a legitimate reason.” 

“Miss Bennett, this is irresponsible,” Carola said. “By our 
estimates, CPH defrauded their customers out of at close to 
four hundred million over the past three years.” 

Elizabeth’s head pounded. The Tylenol wasn’t doing a 
damn thing and she was tired of Carola’s attitude. “Oh, so 
now you’re willing to acknowledge that I’m sitting right 
here? I’m not blind, Ms. Roy. Nor am I stupid or irrespon-
sible. What I am is exhausted and frightened and your 
constant dismissal of me is getting on my nerves. Will 
you excuse me for a minute?” She pushed to her feet. 

Alexander rushed after her. She realized almost as soon 
as she left the room that she didn’t have any idea where she 
was going. The downstairs of Alexander’s house was still 
largely unknown to her. She found herself in the formal 
dining room and didn’t know where to go next. 

“Elizabeth?” Alexander came up behind her. “You should 
have seen her face. This is why I lo—care for you. This 
strength.” He made her face him and his smile faded at the 
sight of the tears lining her eyes. “What’s wrong?”

“I just need a minute. A bathroom. You have one down 
here, don’t you?” 

“Of course.” Alexander tucked her against him and 
walked her through the kitchen and into a small home gym. 
A top of the line treadmill, rack of free weights, a yoga mat, 
and a television graced the room. There was a half bath 
along the far wall. He didn’t release her at the bathroom 



IN HIS Silks | 281 

door, but laid his hands on her shoulders. “If you ever ask 
me to let you go, I will. But until that day, you’re mine and I 
protect what’s mine. We’ll get this sorted. Together.” 

Her head throbbed and a wave of nausea brought a 
sheen of sweat to her upper lip. She swiped her mouth. “I 
know. I still need a minute though. If I didn’t get away from 
that woman, I was going to say something I regretted. I can 
find my way back.” 

When she was alone, she sat down on the closed lid of 
the toilet and slumped back against the tank. Carola had 
looked at her like Elizabeth had stolen a puppy. He’s 
mine, bitch. 

She couldn’t go into protective custody and witness pro-
tection was out of the question. If she did either of those, 
she wouldn’t get a chance to find out how far this thing 
between her and Alexander could go. She suspected it was 
actually love and if it was, it could change her life. Forever. 
He’d as much as admitted it. She just wasn’t sure how far 
she’d fallen. 

Elizabeth ran some cold water and splashed it on her 
cheeks. “I’m not letting them get to me. Push through it, 
Lizzie. Elizabeth. Tell them what you want.” With that little 
pep talk complete, she dried her face and limped back to-
wards the parlor. She paused in the formal dining room 
when the raised voices met her ears. 

“This is foolish, Mr. Fairhaven. The police haven’t found 
any sign of the man who attacked her. He’s still out there 
somewhere,” Carola snapped. 

Alexander swore. China rattled. “So find him.”
“We’re working on it,” Tyler assured him. “There was 

enough blood on the heel of Elizabeth’s shoe and her dress 
to run DNA. Unfortunately, it wasn’t a match to anyone in 
the system. Whoever he is, he hasn’t been arrested before. 



282 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

And without a detailed description, we’re going to have a 
hard time searching for him.” 

“Which is why we need her to agree to protective custo-
dy. I don’t care how many former SEAL team members you 
have,” Carola said. “I won’t be responsible for her safety if 
she doesn’t agree to come with us this evening.”

“No.” Elizabeth stepped through the doorway into the 
parlor and every head turned towards her. “Once I give my 
deposition, nothing they do matters, right? They could kill 
me and it won’t hurt the case against them?”

No one in the room said a word for several tense breaths. 
It was Carola who broke the silence. “Correct. You don’t 
even have to give a deposition for them to be found guilty. 
We’ve got them dead to rights. But we want you to testi-
fy so that there’s no issue with you being protected from 
prosecution. If you don’t—if we only rely on Fairhaven’s 
records and testimony—they could still sue you. Once you 
give your statement, under oath, the only legal challenge 
they could possibly have goes away. And now that we know 
that they tried to frame you, that bird won’t fly. You’re not 
the case. Fairhaven Exports is the case. The Red Sox have a 
strong case. We’ve got some kick-ass forensic accountants 
working for us. They’ll find the bank account that CPH 
probably set up in your name. They’ll prove it wasn’t yours. 
And once that happens, you’re basically out of it.” 

“They’re not stupid,” Elizabeth said. She limped back to 
Alexander and sank down on to the leather sofa. His arm 
curled around her in a casual gesture that protected and 
soothed, giving her the strength she needed to stand up 
for herself. “I don’t think they’ll come after me again. If 
anything happens to me now, they’d be the prime suspects. 
And they’ve taken too much already. They took my job. It 
wasn’t a job I loved, but it was mine and I was good at it. They 
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broke into my home. I don’t even know that I’m going to be 
able to sleep there again without thinking about the ass-
hole who tried to kill me. I don’t want to lose anything else 
to those bastards.” Especially not Alexander. 

Alexander’s shoulders melted away from his ears and he 
blew out a breath in relief. Elizabeth stared defiantly at 
Carola. “I’ll come in for the deposition tomorrow and I’ll 
testify whenever you need me to, but other than that, I’m 
done. You have my computer and you can request copies 
of my bank records, tax returns, and any other personal 
data you need to prove that I had nothing to do with the 
tax fraud. I don’t have anything to hide. I’d like to see the 
papers you found under my floorboards. You said there 
were notes on them?”

Tyler withdrew a stack of papers sealed in plastic and 
passed them to her. On the top sheet, a Post-it contained a 
hastily scrawled note. “We’ve tested it for fingerprints, but 
it’s clean.”

Per our agreement. This is the last remaining copy of the 
original return. -E. Bennett

“It’s close, but it’s not mine,” Elizabeth said. “Ask anyone 
in the office. I don’t use blue pens. Ever. I don’t own any. 
Red and black only. And at CPH, I went by Lizzie. If I was 
going to put my name to something it’d be L. Bennett.” 

Tyler pulled out a legal pad and a blue pen. “Will you 
submit a handwriting sample?”

“Of course.” Elizabeth copied the text verbatim. There 
were subtle differences in the curve of her l’s, the serif on 
her t’s and the slant of her n’s. Tyler sealed the sample in 
another clear plastic bag and signed his name across the 
flap. “Is there anything else?” 

Ben leaned forward. “Elizabeth, your deposition is at 
eleven tomorrow. Plan on three hours. It’ll be me and one 
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of CPH’s lawyers. Ms. Roy and Mr. McGilvery will also be 
there. Nicholas gave his deposition this morning. Alexander 
won’t be deposed at this time. Since he doesn’t manage the 
financials for Fairhaven Exports directly, we won’t need 
him. He’ll come in next week to testify about your relation-
ship and your attack.” 

“Can he stay with me during my deposition?” 
“No, I’m sorry. But I won’t leave your side. You’ll be fine.” 
“Okay.”
“I have a list of questions,” Carola said, withdrawing two 

printed sheets of paper from her black leather briefcase. 
“I’d like to go over them now.” 

For the next two hours, the prosecutor peppered 
Elizabeth with questions. By the time they were done, 
darkness had fallen beyond the large picture windows. 
Goodbyes were exchanged, and Carola, Tyler, and Paul 
Foyle left together. Ben and Nicholas remained behind for 
the press conference. 

Alexander turned to Elizabeth and tucked a lock of hair 
behind her ear. “Your mates will be here shortly. How are 
you holding up?” 

“I feel a little better. Knowing—deciding—that I’m not 
going to have to give up any more of my life helped.” Her 
stomach growled. The scents of rosemary, chicken, and 
butter wafted through the house. “And I really want to get 
the next hour over with.”

“The press conference or dealing with your mates?” 
Alexander asked. 

“Both,” she muttered. 

mn

By the time the doorbell rang half an hour later, 
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Elizabeth’s stomach was in knots. She and Alexander re-
hearsed their statements with Ben and Nicholas, but her 
temple throbbed and she wasn’t sure she felt strong enough 
to stand on her own. What she wouldn’t give for a nap. 

“Miss Elizabeth is in the parlor,” Samuel said, leading 
Elizabeth’s two best friends into the room. 

“Shit. Lizzie!” 
Antonia, a ruddy brunette with short curly hair and 

dark brown eyes rushed forward and launched herself 
into Elizabeth’s arms. “What the hell? Miss Elizabeth?” she 
whispered. “Who the hell talks like that?”

At her side, Alexander stifled a chuckle. Elizabeth extri-
cated herself from Antonia’s embrace and smiled at Kelsey 
over Toni’s shoulder. “Um, this is Alexander, his brother 
Nicholas, and Ben Hetherington, Alexander’s lawyer.” 

“Our lawyer,” Alexander said quickly. The men stood and 
offered their hands to each of the women. “A pleasure,” 
Alexander said with one of his signature playboy smiles. 
Elizabeth groaned inwardly. She should have warned him 
that her friends wouldn’t fall for that. 

Kelsey gawked, but Toni fixed Alexander with a hard 
stare. “I don’t care how much money you have. If you 
hurt her . . . ”

“Toni!” 
“Lizzie, you look like you’ve been run over by a train. 

And I don’t just mean the bruises all over your face. I love 
you, sweetie, but you don’t answer your phone for hours 
and when you finally do, you ask us to come with makeup 
to cover what looks like the results of being beaten to a 
pulp. You’re hidden behind big burly bodyguards and sur-
rounded by three men Kelsey and I have never met before. 
I don’t like it.” Toni crossed her arms. She wore a sparkling 
silver sweater and jeans over black high-heeled boots. Her 
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olive skin was unadorned except for permanent eyeliner—
a mistake she’d made in college. 

Alexander motioned for Nicholas and Ben to give them 
some space and the two men headed for Alexander’s office 
behind the stairs. 

“Miss Grimaldi, I do not hurt women, and I care deeply 
for Elizabeth, but I realize you have no reason to believe 
me. I am certain you want some time alone with her to 
ensure she can speak freely.” Alexander leaned down and 
covered Elizabeth’s lips with his. His tongue swept a lazy 
trail over her teeth. His hands trapped her on the sofa until 
he was done staking his claim on her. She couldn’t help the 
smile that tugged at her mouth when he pulled away. “I’ll 
leave you three until five minutes before we’re expected 
outside. All right?”

“Where will you be?” If I need you, she thought. She loved 
her friends, but the way she felt right now, she wasn’t sure 
she could handle them on her own. 

“In my office with Nicholas and Ben. Down the hall and 
to the right of the stairs.” 

With one last lingering brush of his thumb over her lips, 
he left them alone. 

“Makeup. Now,” Elizabeth insisted. She pushed her hair 
back to gasps from her friends. “I know it looks bad. After the 
party last night, Alexander brought me home so I could get 
River.” The cat heard her name and sat up with a little mrow. 

When Toni saw the cat, she stared at Elizabeth in horror. 
“Did he move you in here? Gawd, Lizzie. That’s it. We’re 
leaving. Come on. Kelsey, get the cat.”

Toni grabbed Elizabeth’s arm but Elizabeth wrenched it 
away and winced in pain. “He didn’t move me in. I’m staying 
here, with River, until we know it’s safe. Now shut up so I 
can explain and stop jumping to conclusions.” 
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The two women frowned. Toni sank back down next 
to Elizabeth and Kelsey took a seat on one of the leather 
chairs next to the sofa. 

“I went upstairs while Alexander took a call. There was 
a man in my apartment. He was hired to kill me and he 
nearly succeeded. Carter, Pastack, and Hayes have been 
embezzling money from their clients for years and I found 
out about it. We think they planned to kill me and then 
blame me for everything. Alexander saved my life. If he 
hadn’t been there, you’d both be reading about my sup-
posed suicide today.”

“Shit,” Kelsey breathed. She opened her bag and pulled 
out a plastic case. “Move over, Toni. Let me get to work.” 

“Stay away from the stitches, but everything else is fair 
game,” Elizabeth warned her. 

“Gotcha.”
By the time Kelsey was done with her face and hair, Toni 

had calmed down. “He really said he was falling in love 
with you?”

“He did.” Heat flooded Elizabeth’s cheeks. “I don’t un-
derstand why. We never should have met. But he wouldn’t 
stop bugging me until I agreed to dinner last week.” 

“You’re beautiful, smart, and sexy. Why shouldn’t he 
want to date you?” Toni asked. She rested her hands gently 
on Elizabeth’s shoulders. “Stop selling yourself short. If I 
had the chance to date someone like that, I’d go for it.” 

Elizabeth glanced at the mirror that Kelsey held up. 
She still looked the worse for wear, but there was a 
glow to her cheeks now and Kelsey had created a small 
miracle with the bags under her eyes. “It’s not that. I’m 
not so insecure that I think I’m not worth . . . someone who 
loves me. I just don’t know how the two of us can expect 
to make things work. He buys container ships for a living. 
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I don’t even shop at the Container Store because it’s too 
expensive.”

“People have overcome less. Hell, my father didn’t even 
speak English when my mother met him. They’ve been to-
gether forty years,” Toni replied. 

Elizabeth looked up and her mouth formed a little o as 
Alexander loomed at the entrance to the room. How long 
had he been standing there? Had he heard her protesting 
his wealth? She suspected he had. 

“I thought we were past this,” he said. “I care for you. 
Why is that not enough?”

“I want it to be.” It didn’t seem like a big deal for her 
to talk about their financial differences when the two of 
them were alone together. Alexander refused to allow her 
to dwell on it. But with her friends, doubts crept in.

The air in the room was stifling. Elizabeth’s cheeks 
burned with embarrassment. 

“It’s time for the press conference.” Alexander’s frosty 
tone sent a shiver down her spine. “Ladies, we will be back 
in a few minutes, but you can follow Samuel into the media 
room and watch on the telly.”

“Lizzie?” Toni reached out and took her hand. “Are you 
okay?”

Elizabeth tore her gaze away from Alexander. Her 
friends pressed together, a united front ready to protect 
her or fight for her if she asked them to. “Go with Samuel,” 
she said quietly. “Alexander and I will be a few minutes and 
then we’ll have dinner.”

The household manager appeared at Alexander’s side. 
“Miss Elizabeth, I have a coat for you. It’s frigid outside.” 

Alexander snatched the leather jacket from Samuel’s hands 
and strode over to the sofa. Elizabeth’s friends ducked out of 
the room, sparing her lingering glances filled with worry. 



IN HIS Silks | 289 

 “You can’t tell me you haven’t thought it,” she said to 
him. Her heartbeat quickened and throbbed at her temple. 
Her next breath wheezed. Panic set in. She grabbed for his 
hand, needing the connection between them to keep her off 
the edge. He didn’t pull away, but he didn’t make a move to 
comfort her either.

“I haven’t. Not once. Because it doesn’t matter.” 
“Alex,” Nicholas appeared in the doorway and growled a 

warning. “Whatever this is, we don’t have time for it now.”
“Shut it, Nicholas. This does not concern you. The press 

will wait.” Alexander sat down next to Elizabeth and 
threaded his fingers through her hair. “Do not give up on 
us, Elizabeth. Promise me this. Whatever difficulties we 
encounter, real or imagined, do not give up.”

“The press is going to jump all over me. Maybe not to-
night, but soon. I’m unemployed. They’ll dig up all the crap 
with my parents. My bank account, credit rating. All of it. 
Aren’t you worried about that?”

“No.” He released her hair and the absence of his 
possessive grip ripped at her soul. She wanted to be 
his. Whatever happened: bad press, CPH, even his stupid 
stuffy parties, high heels, and vapid conversation with 
his brother’s slave. He seethed next to her, anger pulsing 
along with a muscle in his jaw. 

“Don’t let me give up,” she said, tentatively touching 
his knee. “I can’t promise you that I won’t freak out. I’m 
not used to this. But I don’t want to give up. I don’t want to 
lose you.” 

He gathered her into his arms. Words weren’t neces-
sary. In these moments of stolen closeness, even amid the 
chaos of a gaggle of press outside the house, she believed 
they could make it work. If only her inner voice would shut 
the hell up.
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“Alex.” Nicholas cleared his throat. “Come on, mate. Help 
your bird with her coat and let’s get this over with.”

”Bird?” Elizabeth asked with a nervous laugh. 
“One of our mum’s little sayings. The proper British 

English way of referring to one’s girlfriend,” Nicholas 
supplied. “Now are we quite done with the carrying on? 
The longer we make them wait, the more rabid they’re 
going to be.”

Every movement was painful, but Elizabeth shrugged 
into Alexander’s leather jacket. Her steps were uneven 
and she leaned against him heavily on the way to the front 
door. A breath before the door opened, he cupped her 
cheek and broke his silence. “You look lovely.” 

Bright lights blinded her and she raised a hand to shield 
her eyes as they stepped out onto the porch. Camera flashes 
went off in her face. Alexander kept his arm around her 
shoulders. Philippa, a tall brunette in her forties, stood at 
a small podium that had been erected on the porch. A large 
central microphone was surrounded by a dozen digital 
recorders. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Fairhaven and Ms. Bennett 
will make a brief statement and take a few questions. 
Please do not interrupt.” Philippa stepped aside to allow 
Elizabeth to approach the microphone. 

Oh God. Don’t give up. Don’t run. You can do this. She 
gripped the thin wood sides of the podium with white 
knuckled fingers.

“Last night, a man broke into my apartment and tried to 
kill me.” A titter went through the crowd and another few 
flashes had her raising a hand to her eyes briefly. “Alexander 
and I went to my apartment after the governor’s ball so I 
could pack a small bag for the weekend and check on my 
cat. I went up ahead of him while he handled some business. 
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The assailant was already inside when I entered. He threw 
me into a table where I sustained a minor concussion. 
Alexander heard my scream and probably saved my life. He 
stayed by my side all night in the hospital. The notion that 
he could have done this to me—as the Beantown Babbler 
reported—is ridiculous and patently false and a topic I will 
not dignify with further discussion.” Elizabeth looked back 
to Philippa. Alexander’s publicist and administrative assis-
tant nodded approvingly and joined her at the microphone. 

“You’ve heard from Ms. Bennett in her own words. She 
and Mr. Fairhaven will take a few questions. Mr. Joont, I see 
your hand.” 

Alexander stepped to Elizabeth’s side and pulled her 
against him. His arm around her waist anchored her. 

 “Mr. Fairhaven, Ms. Bennett. Mark Joont, WGBH. Can 
you confirm that this has something to do with the lawsuit 
you’ve filed against Carter, Pastack, and Hayes?” 

Ben cleared his throat. “I’m representing Miss Bennett. 
This isn’t a question we’re prepared to comment on at 
this time. However, I will confirm that she is a material 
witness in the tax fraud case and that Harry Carter threat-
ened both of them last night at the governor’s ball. You can 
draw your own conclusions.” 

“Was the concussion the only injury when you were at-
tacked?” Mark refused to yield and the other reporters 
stared daggers into him. 

“The only serious one,” Elizabeth replied.
Philippa pointed to another reporter—a woman with 

flaming red hair and lips to match. “Hilary Wasser, BBC, do 
you have a question?”

“Is Fairhaven Charities bringing its own lawsuit? What 
about you and your brother?”

“Fairhaven Charities employs independent accountants. 
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As Nicholas and me personally, we have no plans to sure 
the company. I will not speculate on whether our lawyers 
will bring suits against the Babbler for their false and hurt-
ful claims.” 

“What is the status of your relationship?” A woman 
called out from the crowd. 

Alexander started to reply, but Elizabeth squeezed his 
hand. “Let me.” Her eyes found the blond woman who 
asked the question. “Alexander is probably used to all this 
attention, but I’m not. No one reports on my relationships. 
At least not until now. How would you feel if a stranger on 
the T came up to you and asked you how your sex life was? 
Whether you’d made plans for Christmas? Or whether you 
were in love?”

“I’m not news,” the blond woman replied. 
“Clearly.” Next to her, Alexander stifled a chuckle. “I’m 

not going to comment on the intimate details of our rela-
tionship other than to say that Alexander has been nothing 
but kind and caring this weekend. There’s nowhere else 
in the world I’d rather be right now. Well, except inside, 
warm, and away from all of you people.” 

Half of the reporters laughed and the others glared at 
her. She couldn’t tell if she’d just made a terrible mistake 
or a brilliant show of bravery. 

“That’s all for tonight, ladies and gentlemen. It’s close 
to freezing and Elizabeth needs rest. I’ll thank you for a bit 
of privacy in the next few days. Any other questions you 
have can be directed to our attorney, Fairhaven Exports’ 
legal department, or my press secretary.” Alexander led 
Elizabeth back inside, a chorus of camera shutters follow-
ing them. 



Fourteen
Elizabeth sank into the luxurious leather of the limo. Her 
headache was back and her eyes gritty and tired. She’d 
spent almost four hours at Ben’s office being grilled by 
Oliver Forrester, CPH’s attorney. He was a handsome man 
with wind-swept brown hair and a kind face. At least until 
the questioning started. Less than five minutes into her 
prepared statement, his face twisted into an ugly scowl. 
He’d gone so far as to call her a gold-digger and a two-bit 
hussy for her relationship with Alexander. She’d held her 
own, though more than once she felt the edges of panic set-
ting in. Knowing Alexander was only a few feet away, even 
if he wasn’t in the room, helped, and when she’d finished, 
she’d walked out into his embrace. 

After the press conference the previous night, they’d en-
joyed dinner with Kelsey and Toni. Her friends warmed up 
to him by the end of the evening, though when Elizabeth 
walked them out, they both told her that if Alexander did 
so much as raise his voice to her, she was to call them im-
mediately. They’d helped her pick up the pieces of her life 
after Darren. Toni had been the one to insist that Elizabeth 
go to counseling. 

Her memories of the rest of the evening were fuzzy. 
They’d relaxed in the upstairs study with tea and she 
thought she remembered watching Doctor Who, but she’d 
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woken this morning with no recollection of getting into a 
black silk gown or falling asleep in Alexander’s arms. The 
Vicodin had done its job. Her bruises and the goose egg on 
her head had faded slightly and she’d felt almost human 
until the exhaustion set in halfway through the deposition.

“What is on your mind, chérie?” Alexander’s deep 
timbre drew her out of her thoughts.

“I don’t want to go back there,” she said, wringing her 
hands in her lap. They were on their way to Elizabeth’s 
apartment to retrieve a few of her things. All she could 
think about was the man who’d attacked her. 

“We do not have to. I can call Marjorie.” He framed 
her face with his hands and she looked up into his eyes. 
Understanding reflected in his gaze. The cognac colored 
flecks in his irises seemed richer and brighter today. 

“No. I need to do this. It won’t get any easier the longer 
I wait. I’m glad you’re with me.” 

“I do not plan on being anywhere else but by your 
side for some time.” His lips brushed hers. He tasted like 
coffee—rich and strong and dark as night. Fear, worry, and 
pain faded away with his kiss. There was only Alexander. 

Two of Alexander’s security detail flanked them while 
they climbed the stairs. The crime scene tape was gone 
and Alexander handed Elizabeth a new key for her re-
paired front door. 

Her apartment smelled clean. Orange wood soap, disin-
fectant, and a hint of fresh wood stain. Her broken coffee 
table was gone, her kitchen table too. The blood she knew 
had covered the floor had been cleaned up. The back 
window was whole—no longer cracked. The silver bowl 
rested on her counter, full of River’s cat toys. She’d ex-
pected fingerprint dust everywhere, but the entire 
apartment was spotless. 
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“You did this,” she said, turning to Alexander. 
“Well, not me personally, but yes. As I was the one to 

damage your door, I thought I should have it fixed. Your 
building’s super was quite happy to let me take care of all 
of the work. The police released the scene last night after 
dinner. Were you attached to that coffee table?”

The security detail cleared the apartment and nodded to 
Alexander as they stood sentry by the front door. 

“God, no. It was a Goodwill find.” 
“Brilliant. Now let’s get a bag packed for you. I want to 

get to York Beach before dark if possible and we still have 
to pick up the car.” 

Alexander followed into her bedroom. The floorboard 
was back in place and her window was unblemished. 

Keep quiet. If you don’t, I’ll make your last few minutes 
very painful. The attacker’s words echoed in her ears. She 
cast a nervous glance towards the closet where he’d been 
hiding when she came into the room. Several of her shirts 
had been knocked off the hangers. Her shoes were in dis-
array. Her heart rate spiked. She pressed her hand to her 
chest and forced a deep breath. She wasn’t going to have a 
panic attack. Not in her own home. Not today. Alexander 
came up behind her and brushed the hair off her neck. She 
pulled away with a shrug and knelt to rearrange her shoes. 
Forcing some order back into her personal space was the 
only thing that was going to keep her calm. 

“Elizabeth?” 
Tears burned her eyes. She picked up the shirts and 

clutched them to her chest. They smelled wrong. Like 
sweat and greasy hair. She turned and tossed them into 
the hamper in the corner. “I need a couple of minutes,” 
she said hoarsely.

“You’re upset.” 
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Alexander tried to reach for her, but she sidestepped 
him, slipped out of the room, and closed herself in the 
bathroom. She wouldn’t let the tears fall. She was stronger 
than this. She stared into the mirror and forced a few deep 
breaths in through her nose and out through her mouth. 
She could manage. 

Elizabeth drummed her fingers gently against her eye-
brows. The rhythmic, light massage brought her heart rate 
down. Her left eyebrow was still tender, but she didn’t care. 
I don’t know that I’m ever going to be able to sleep in this 
apartment again, she thought with a shiver. 

Alexander knocked on the door. 
“I said I need a couple of minutes. Go buy another con-

tainer ship or something.”
The bathroom door opened and Alexander filled the 

doorway. “There aren’t any more ships for sale today,” he 
said. “And you are trying not to cry. You can’t very well 
expect me to leave you alone in that state. Come sit with 
me and tell me what’s wrong.” He guided her back to the 
bed and sat with his arm around her shoulders. Even his 
warmth couldn’t quite calm her here. I’m warning you. The 
rough voice that was only in her memories made her flinch. 

“Don’t let go,” she whispered. She wanted to go back 
to self-soothing, but she couldn’t extract herself from 
Alexander’s embrace. Instead, she focused on his steady 
breathing next to her. 

“I couldn’t let you go if I tried.” He pressed her hand to 
his heart and waited patiently for her to speak again, trac-
ing patterns on her skin. 

“I don’t know if I can stay here again,” she said. “He was 
in here when I came in. The bedroom. River was under the 
couch. I came in here to get the cat carrier and my duffel 
and he grabbed me. He dragged me back out to the living 
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room and held me down. I couldn’t breathe.” She turned 
her head into his neck and breathed in his scent. “This 
place wasn’t much, but it was mine. I always felt safe here.”

Alexander threaded his fingers through her hair and 
held her securely against his body. His lips brushed her 
ear. “This isn’t a decision you have to make now, Elizabeth. 
You’re not staying anywhere alone until the tosser who 
hurt you is arrested.”

“The police can’t find him. He was a professional. 
A . . . hitman.” She started to hyperventilate and Alexander 
guided her head down towards her knees. His hand rested 
on the back of her neck and she cried out and jerked away. 
“Don’t. Don’t touch me there.” 

Alexander held up his hands. “What is it? What did I do?”
“He grabbed me there. There’s a spot . . . he said there 

was a spot he could use to render me unconscious if I 
fought him. I don’t want to keep feeling his hands on me.” 
She drummed her fingers against her temples rhythmically. 
The motion calmed her enough to look up at him. Anger 
twisted his mouth into a snarl. He leapt up and went to 
her window. Elizabeth used the tense minutes to get her 
breathing under control. 

“Come here,” she murmured. 
“Not if it’s going to frighten you,” he replied.
She went to him instead. She took his hand and re-

turned it to her neck. She couldn’t look away from his eyes. 
If she did, she’d panic. The scent of him, the warmth of 
his hand, and the steady beat of his heart grounded 
her. Eventually,  she shifted and laid her head against his 
shoulder. “I don’t want to be so scared.” 

“Fear is natural, Elizabeth. I close my eyes and I hear 
you screaming. I see him hurting you. I do not want you 
here any more than you do. Not for any length of time. But 
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whenever you do want or need to be here, I will be with 
you. I am not leaving you alone here again.” 

“You can’t—”
Alexander stopped her words with a kiss. Warmth 

spread through her body and she curled her toes in the 
new Keds. He smelled so good. Home, safety, love. She’d 
never associated scents with those thoughts before. Her 
heart pounded. She melted into his embrace and wound 
her arms around his waist. His shaving soap filled her 
nose. The flat of his hand slid up her back under the emer-
ald sweater. Another hand cupped her breast. 

She wasn’t thinking of anything but him now. 
Too soon he released her and tucked a lock of her hair 

behind her ear. “If we didn’t have somewhere to be . . . and 
an audience in your living room, I’d replace those bad 
memories right now. The rest of this discussion is for later. 
Once we’ve had some more time together.” There was an 
odd glint in his eyes. Elizabeth didn’t want to press him 
on what he meant. She was too worried he was going 
come right out and tell her he loved her and she wouldn’t 
know how to respond. She feared she did love him, but she 
couldn’t admit it after the past two days. She’d gone from 
a boring but stable life to being hunted down and nearly 
killed—from a love life that had withered away com-
pletely to discovering a side of her she never knew existed 
and now couldn’t deny. 

“You were somewhere else,” he murmured. 
“Yeah. Sorry.” She rummaged in her closet and came out 

with a small duffel bag. In it went two pairs of jeans, two 
sweaters, a flannel shirt, several pairs of her nicest pant-
ies, and socks. 

“Snow attire?” Alexander asked. 
She huffed and dug in the back of her closet for her snow 
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pants and boots. “We’re not sledding, are we? I really 
don’t like sledding.” 

“No,” he chuckled. “But there’s a storm headed for the 
coast that should hit tomorrow afternoon. We might end 
up walking to dinner tomorrow, or skiing, if the roads 
are too slick. It’s a small town. We could be stranded for a 
few days.”  

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
“It wouldn’t upset me.” 
Elizabeth grabbed her Kindle from the side of the bed. 

“All right. I’m set. River’s okay at your house?” 
“Of course. Donatella and Samuel will make sure she’s 

fed and happy.” 

mn

Thomas drove them to Alexander’s office. They pulled 
even with a small gray SUV. “Take the next few days off, 
Thomas. Elizabeth and I will be back on Thursday or Friday.” 

“Yes, sir.”
Their security detail, Milos and Carl, got into a black 

sedan nearby and followed them out of the parking garage. 
Elizabeth stole glances at Alexander as he drove them out 
of the city and onto the highway. 

“How often do you drive?” she asked. He seemed com-
fortable behind the wheel. The satellite radio was tuned 
to BBC and he hadn’t bothered to adjust the seat when 
he got in. But though they’d been technically dating for a 
couple of weeks now, he’d never mentioned owning a car 
beyond the limo. 

“Not often. Are you nervous with me behind the wheel?” 
he asked with a smile. He reached over and squeezed her 
thigh. “I don’t ask Thomas to take me to Maine. The house 
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is small and he’s dating a young woman who lives in 
Burlington. I thought they could use some time to them-
selves. William—my head of security—finagled the house 
next door as a rental for the week for Milos and Carl. We 
were lucky it was vacant.”

Elizabeth twisted her hands in her lap. “You think they’re 
going to come after me again?”

“No. Not truly. And definitely not here. If we were being 
followed, Milos would let me know. The house isn’t in my 
name, but one of my lesser known subsidiaries. I go there 
when I need to escape the city. York Beach is a resort 
town. It’s bustling all summer long, but in the winter, it’s 
quiet. I’ve never been recognized to my knowledge. There 
are a few who know me, but they’re discreet.” 

“Have you ever brought anyone there?” 
They turned onto Interstate 95. Snow danced outside 

the windows, tiny flakes that had no direction or desti-
nation. Alexander flicked on the wipers. “No. You are the 
only one who’s ever seen this house. I’m not even certain 
Nicholas knows about it.” 

“Oh.” 
“You’re very special, Elizabeth. You have to know this by 

now. I want to share everything with you. Including parts 
of me I never share with anyone else.”

They drove for almost two hours. The snow piled up 
along the interstate. By the time they entered Maine, it was 
practically a white-out. Alexander’s knuckles paled and 
he hunched forward in the driver’s seat .  Through the 
white curtain outside her window, Elizabeth caught sight 
of the sea. It was largely calm and only fifty feet from the 
road. She’d lived in Boston for five years and had never 
made the drive up to Maine. Kelsey came up here every 
summer, but Elizabeth had always been working. 
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Alexander pulled off the main road and up a small hill. 
But even the snow tires couldn’t keep up with the ice and 
snow packed on the winding road. They skidded a bit, 
righted, and skidded some more. When they pulled into the 
driveway of a small, single-story home, Alexander stopped 
the car and blew out a breath. “Bloody hell. That was the 
worst sodding drive I’ve had in years.” 

The black sedan pulled in to the driveway next door. 
Milos walked up to their car and Carl checked all around 
the house. 

“No footprints around the house, sir, and the alarm 
hasn’t been activated. Do you want us to check inside?” 
Carl asked when he returned.

“No. We will be fine. The caretaker stocked the fridges 
here and at the cottage next door this morning. I have the 
panic button.” He held up a small pager. “Go relax. If we 
need you, you’ll know. We’re not leaving the house until 
lunchtime tomorrow.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
Alexander hefted their luggage and his laptop, despite 

Elizabeth’s protests. “You can get the keys, chérie,” he said 
with a grin.

From the gleam in his eye, she had a pretty good idea 
where those keys were. She stepped close enough to feel 
his warmth through her down jacket. The front pocket of 
his jeans was tight and his cock stirred against her fin-
gers. The keys sat high in the pocket, but she dug deep and 
scraped her short nails against his thigh. 

“Careful now,” he said. “Or I’ll strip you naked and make 
you sit quietly on the couch while I build a fire and warm 
up the house.”

“You wouldn’t!” Elizabeth gasped, withdrawing the keys 
and unlocking the door as quickly as she could. 
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“I would. You’ve been lucky not to earn a punishment 
from me yet, Elizabeth, but that time is coming.” Despite 
his ominous words, he smiled at her. 

She shivered, but it wasn’t from the cold. She didn’t 
want to disappoint him, but she had a feeling that his 
punishment wouldn’t be all bad. She followed him into the 
darkened house. It smelled vaguely like him, but also over-
whelmingly like the sea—refreshing, salty, and clean. 

Alexander flipped light switches as he walked. The fur-
niture was tasteful and a bit homey. A light blue sofa and 
two chairs surrounded a brick fireplace. A flat-screen TV 
was mounted over the mantle. Floor-to-ceiling windows 
looked out over the snow-covered backyard. Inky black-
ness beyond the fence confused her for a moment. 

“Wait. Is that the ocean?”
“It is.” Alexander dropped the bags and wrapped his 

arms around her waist from behind and pointed off to the 
left at a forty-five degree angle. “Watch.”

A brilliant red light winked on and off, followed by a 
bright white light. “That is Nubble Light. It’s been standing 
since 1879. It’s automated now, but there’s a small care-
taker’s home next to the lighthouse that was staffed for 
over a hundred years. The whole little nub of land—that’s 
how it got its name—is really only accessible by bucket. 
It’s like a tram, but it’s not motorized. No one visits now 
other than for maintenance. I discovered this place after I 
ended things with Serena. I wanted to get away and I came 
up here for a fortnight. I’d booked the first hotel I found 
and drove around trying to find a place for dinner. When 
the phone rang, I pulled into a parking lot at the top of 
a hill. It was Serena, asking about retrieving her things. I 
was . . . upset to say the least. I hung up and when I raised 
my eyes, I saw the lighthouse and I was mesmerized. I sat 
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in the parking lot for an hour watching the waves and the 
light at sunset. It calmed me. I bought this place the very 
next week after looking at all of the available properties on 
this little bit of coast. Since then, I’ve come up here every 
other month for a few days. This is the only place I can go 
and be completely myself.” He nuzzled the back of her neck 
and feathered kisses along her earlobe. 

“So you haven’t been completely yourself with me until 
now?” she asked. 

Alexander bit her ear and she yelped and jumped in his 
arms. “You bring out the real me, Elizabeth. I’ve not needed 
this place since I met you. The only reason we’re here now 
is that I want to share it with you.”

“Oh.” She twisted and looked up into his dark green eyes. 
“Thank you for that.”

He kissed her tenderly and sucked her lower lip be-
tween his teeth before releasing her. He showed her the 
bedroom, the study, and the luxurious bath complete with 
jetted tub. When they’d stowed their bags in the closet, he 
sat her down on the sofa in front of the hearth and draped 
a blanket over her legs. “Relax while I build a fire and fix 
us some dinner.” 

“I can cook.” 
“You can have a rest.” 
Elizabeth scowled. “You’re the one who drove more than 

two hours in a raging snowstorm to get us here. You’ve 
slept less than I have the past two days. Let me cook some-
thing for us. Please.”

“Elizabeth, you are still injured and you need rest.” He 
brushed a finger at the edge of the bruise on her temple. 
She pulled away. 

“I’m not planning on running a marathon. I’m going to 
cook dinner. You can unpack our bags if it makes you feel 
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better. Even do the dishes.” She jabbed his shoulder softly 
and threw the blanket at him. She’d about escaped the 
couch when he grabbed her around the waist and pulled 
her against him. 

“Someone is feeling feisty,” he said roughly. His brows 
furrowed and his entire body was tense against her curves. 

“You’re the one who told me not to give up who I 
was . . . my strength . . . in the rest of our relationship. If 
you want a future with me, you can’t expect me to do what 
you say all the time. I won’t be your doormat.” She tried to 
wriggle out of his grasp, but he held her tightly. 

Alexander’s eyes softened. “I did not mean to imply that 
I did not like your strength. Or that I expect you to simply 
obey me . . . outside of the bedroom. I worry about you. I 
cannot look at you right now without seeing you uncon-
scious and bloodied on the floor of your flat or seeing that 
wanker’s hands on you, causing you pain. I am going to 
be a bit overprotective for a while. It is my nature and 
that is something I will not apologize for. I lo—I care for 
you. Very much.”  

There was that word again. Or almost. He’d started to 
say that he loved her. His declaration to Nicholas that he 
protected those he loved wasn’t the same as him saying I 
love you. Close, but not the same. Elizabeth’s heart thud-
ded against her chest. She wasn’t sure how much longer 
he’d hold himself back or what she’d do when he didn’t.

“We’re going to have to figure out how to make this 
work,” she said. “Some sort of balance. You’re . . . intense.”

He laughed. “I am. That is part of the reason we’re here. 
Time alone. Time to learn about each other. Find that bal-
ance. You must help me with this. I am used to getting what 
I want in my life. It’s why I am where I am today. But the one 
thing I have never found—the one thing that has eluded 
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me—is love. This is new territory for me. I am . . . out of 
my element and when that happens, I try to control every-
thing. Perhaps too much.” Alexander released her with one 
last kiss and helped her to her feet. “I’ve fallen for you, 
Elizabeth Bennett. There’s not much I would not do to 
ensure you one day feel the same about me.”

Elizabeth watched him slip out the glass doors to the 
backyard, presumably to get wood for the fire. “I’m pretty 
sure I’m already there,” she muttered. 

She rummaged through the subzero refrigerator. The 
cottage might have looked casual, but everything was top 
of the line. She pulled out two New York steaks, a few pota-
toes, and a bunch of kale. The caretaker had done a stellar 
job of stocking the place. A bottle of champagne chilled on 
the bottom shelf of the fridge. Elizabeth shook her head 
and grumbled. 

“What did you say?” Alexander asked, dropping a pile of 
logs in a metal bin next to the hearth. 

“Champagne should never be stored in the refrigerator 
for more than a few hours, you know.” Elizabeth withdrew 
the bottle, waved it at him, and set it on the counter. 

“Shite. I do know. Apparently my caretaker does not.” 
Alexander stacked the logs and arranged the kindling 
while Elizabeth chopped potatoes. Mischief glinted in his 
eyes. “We could drink it.” 

“Not tonight. Steaks.” She pointed to the package of 
meat. “There’s a bottle of Bordeaux that’s appropriate for 
what I’m making.”

“Where did you learn about wine?” he asked, striking 
the match and lighting the kindling. 

“Parents. Any daughter of theirs had to be able to host 
a dinner party appropriately.” The potatoes went into a 
hot pan with some olive oil, paprika, crushed red pepper, 
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and garlic. They sizzled to her satisfaction and Elizabeth 
went on to season the steaks. A liberal application of salt, a 
dash of pepper, and a touch of brown sugar for carameliza-
tion. “We traveled to Paris, London, and Rome every year. 
Family holiday. Darren came the last three years before 
they disowned me. Every trip included cooking classes for 
my mother and me. Dad and Darren got to spend the time 
drinking or gambling. I hated every minute of those classes, 
but suffering through them netted me at least a few days 
on my own in every city. Granted, once Darren was in the 
picture, we had to do what he wanted to do on those days, 
but before that, I got to see the Louvre, the Vatican, and 
the Royal Collection. Or spend a few nights in the clubs.” 
Elizabeth chuckled and started chopping the kale. 

Alexander wandered over and gave the potatoes a stir. 
“You’re much more at ease than I am in the kitchen.” 

“Well, that’s what comes from not having a chef. I 
haven’t cooked a meal with good ingredients in ages,” she 
replied. “It’s simple with steaks this expensive.”

“Easier, perhaps. But not easy. I have a few dishes in 
my repertoire, but good steaks are not one of them. I fall 
a little more for you every minute.” He opened the wine to 
allow it to breathe. 

You’re late. Dinner was supposed to be ready when I got 
home. Darren chided her in her memories. Elizabeth bit 
her lip. “I—” Her voice cracked. Darren had always insisted 
that she cook when they ate at home. It was her place in 
their relationship and once he’d established that fact, she 
hadn’t been strong enough to say otherwise.  “I’m not—” 

He cut her off with a kiss that left her breathless. “I am 
not Darren, chérie.” His eyes flared with emotion. “I see the 
fear in your eyes. Do not ever compare me to that bastard 
or think that I’ll treat you like he did.”
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“I’m sorry.” Elizabeth’s cheeks flushed with embar-
rassment and she pulled away to start heating up the 
cast-iron pan for the steaks. “He screwed me up. In a lot 
of ways. I stopped doing all these things I enjoyed because 
he expected me to do them. I used to like to cook until he 
insisted that I do it every night we spent in and have the 
meal ready when he came home. He never raised a hand 
to me or even yelled, but . . . ” 

Alexander tenderly stroked her cheek with the back of 
his hand. “He mistreated you. Even if he never laid a hand 
on you. And one of these days, I plan on boxing the tosser 
about the ears and telling him so.” 

“The part of me that’s an adult says you should be the 
bigger man and let it go.” She shot him a quick smile. 
“The part of me that thinks he’s a vile, petty, childish 
prick wants to watch.” 

Alexander bellowed out a laugh. “Then the next time you 
go to Seattle, I will go with you. Now, can I help you at all 
with this?” 

“No. It’s really not a complicated meal.  Go unpack. 
You’ve got ten minutes before I could use an extra set 
of hands.” 

Alexander left her with a quick kiss and a promise to not 
only unpack, but to build a fire in the bedroom for later. 
Elizabeth watched him walk away. Yeah. I’m definitely fall-
ing in love with you too.

mn

Over the prime steaks drenched in shallot butter, roasted 
potatoes, and sautéed kale, they shared stories of their 
youth. Alexander’s exploits on the rugby field, Elizabeth’s 
brief stint in the drama club, and then they moved into 
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stories of their parents—Alexander’s parents anyway. 
Elizabeth disliked speaking of the people who’d disowned 
her, but Alexander had endless childhood stories. They 
finished the wine and curled up in front of the fire where 
Alexander became melancholy. 

“Father was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer on 
February first,” he said quietly. “He died on April twenti-
eth. I suppose the swift progression of the disease was a 
boon of sorts. He did not suffer long.” 

“How old were you?”
“Twenty-four.”
“I’m sorry.”
He leaned his head against her shoulder and they sat 

in silence until the fire diminished to mere embers. After 
that, neither of them was in the mood for play. When he 
led her into the bedroom, the silks were spread out on 
the bed along with some lacy black lingerie she knew he’d 
bought for her. 

“I’d hoped to have you tonight, Elizabeth. Bound, 
screaming my name. But all I want now is to hold you. 
Will you let me?” 

Elizabeth guided him to the bed, swept the silks aside, 
and tugged off his sweater. She ran her hands over the 
sprinkling of black hair that covered his chest and in-
haled his clean, smoky, spicy scent. “Whatever else is 
happening between us, I’m yours in the bedroom. You 
don’t have to ask.”

He framed her face with his hands. “I want your submis-
sion, Elizabeth. I make no secret of that. But this is not a 
question from your Dom. It is one from the man who—who 
needs you. Please let me hold you. All night.”

A single tear fell from his eye. Elizabeth kissed it away. 
“Shhh. You have me. Get into bed. I’ll be right there.”
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She walked out of the bathroom a few moments later 
to find Alexander folding his trousers and boxers on the 
chair. His skin glowed in the flickering light from the wood 
stove. He took her breath away. 

“I don’t suppose you found my nightgown when you 
were unpacking?” she asked. 

He turned. Damn, he’s perfect. The sight of his body 
did things to her she couldn’t ignore. She’d only seen him 
naked three times now, but he graced her dreams every 
time she’d slept. She wanted that body pressed against her. 
She wanted him buried to the hilt inside of her. He tried to 
smile at her, but it didn’t reach his eyes. 

“I did. But I’d much rather you were naked against 
me. I do not like the idea of anything between us tonight. 
Please.”

She’d do anything in her power to wipe the sadness from 
his face. She didn’t need words to reply. She pulled off her 
sweater and threw it at him. 

mn

A warm weight draped over her torso. A warmer, firm 
length pressed between the globes of her ass. Was he al-
ready awake? Did he want her as much as she wanted him? 
She blinked slowly, the sunlight streaming in through the 
gauzy curtains so brightly it was blinding. The remnants of 
last night’s fire smoldered in the wood stove. Beyond her 
reach, on the nightstand, a pile of Alexander’s silks rested. 
Elizabeth ached for him. They hadn’t been intimate since 
she’d safeworded in the shower two days ago. 

For the first time ever she’d fallen asleep naked and 
was held by a man who loved her for who she was. The 
enormity of that fact nearly brought her to tears. He’d 
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avoided saying those three simple words outright, but 
he’d repeatedly told her he was falling in love with 
her. He’d stopped himself before saying he loved her 
last night, but she didn’t think he’d stop himself much 
longer. Not that she wanted him to. She was with Darren 
for years and not once did she tell him that she loved 
him. He’d said it to her, often at first, and then less and 
less frequently, and she’d always replied with “ditto.” God. 
Why did I stay with him for so long? 

Because your parents expected it and you were always 
the good daughter. Never did anything to make them mad. 
If they could only see you now. She stifled a laugh and 
Alexander’s arm tightened around her body. 

“Something funny?” he asked hoarsely. He cleared his 
throat of sleep and snuggled closer to her. 

“Thinking how different my life is now from what it was 
last month this time.” She rolled over so she could face 
him. His jaw was covered with dark, rough stubble. His 
green eyes were bright and clear. A shock of hair tumbled 
over his forehead. She twined her legs with his and rested 
a hand on his chest. His heart beat thumped reassuringly 
under her fingers. 

“Is it better now?” He quirked a brow at her. 
“Well, my head still kind of hurts. I’d rather I wasn’t un-

employed two weeks before Christmas. I’d prefer not to 
need bodyguards. Even with those things . . . it’s better.”

“I’m glad.” Alexander brushed her hair away from her 
stitches. “I’ll change those bandages today. Terrance said 
the stitches will dissolve on their own in a week. I hate that 
I did not go up with you that night.” 

“Enough with the guilt. I’m fine. Scars are sexy, re-
member?” She grinned and stroked the thick line of 
scar tissue below his collarbone. “Besides, I probably 
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wouldn’t have been willing to run away to Maine with 
you otherwise. I would have fought you.”

Alexander’s stomach rumbled. “May I cook you 
breakfast?”

“Only if there’s coffee.”



Fifteen
They spent the morning wrapped in blankets and robes, 
warming themselves with coffee. Alexander cooked 
eggs, bacon, and managed to narrowly avoid burning 
the toast .  Elizabeth squeezed some fresh orange juice.

“For a vacation home, this is surprisingly well stocked,” 
she mused. “Your caretaker buy out the whole grocery 
store? Did we really need an entire bag of oranges?”

“When I come here, I often try to detox from the rest of 
my life. Fresh juice in the mornings, time in the sauna, 
yoga, long runs on the beach, a good book or two, and 
sleep. No one needs anything from me while I am here.” 

“Sauna? You have a sauna here?”
“In the backyard. I take it you’d like a session?” He raised 

his brow. 
“Hell yes.” She rolled her head on her shoulders and 

tried to stifle the tightness around her mouth and eyes. She 
was in pain and Alexander kicked himself for not seeing 
it yesterday. 

“Finish your breakfast then. I wanted to take you some-
where special for lunch, but I think perhaps the two-mile 
walk would be too taxing today. We’ll use the sauna and 
then you’ll have a rest.”

Elizabeth touched his arm. “I’m not fragile.” 
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“You’re hurting.”
“I was thrown into a table. I’m going to hurt for a few 

more days. That doesn’t mean I need to be coddled. I’m 
perfectly capable of walking. When we get back, show me 
the sauna. It’ll feel good after the exercise. If it makes you 
feel better, you can give me a back rub,” she said, a know-
ing glint to her eyes. “My shoulders need attention. Among 
other parts of my body.”

“You need—” He snapped his mouth shut. She wouldn’t 
appreciate what he wanted to say. He shook his head. “I’m 
not going to win this row, am I?”

“Nope.” She polished off the last of her toast and slid off 
the bar stool. She started loading the dishwasher. 

Well, he had told her not to let him dominate her every-
where. But now it was time to make up for the previous 
night and her impertinence. 

“Elizabeth.” 
Her breath caught in her throat. She knew his tone. 

“Yes?” 
“Strip and follow me.”
She wasn’t wearing much—only a long silk robe, but 

it hit the floor a few seconds after he’d turned around. 
Her bare feet made soft slapping noises on the hardwood 
floors. Her breathing was erratic and he smiled to himself. 
His cock throbbed under his own robe. He whirled around 
to catch her naked body in his arms. Her eyes were on his, 
wide and the darkest of blues. Oh yes. She wanted him too. 

He thrust a finger inside of her bare folds to find her 
already slick for him. She whimpered and shifted her hips 
against his hand. “Please,” she whispered. 

“Oh you’ll be begging before long, chérie. This I promise 
you. Now get on the bed and spread your legs for me. You 
will give me audible answers now. Do you understand?”



314 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

“Yes.” 
She obeyed his command immediately, reclining against 

the pillows and spreading her long legs to expose her glis-
tening sex. The scent of her maddened him. How the hell 
was he supposed to control himself long enough to give her 
the release she deserved? Alexander grabbed the blind-
fold from the bedside table and knelt between her legs. He 
positioned it carefully over her eyes, barely avoiding her 
stitches. He dipped his head and brushed a soft kiss across 
her lips. She tasted of orange, coffee, and butter. A small 
sound emanated from her throat. She grabbed his biceps 
and tried to hold him close, but he broke off the kiss with a 
satisfied grin. “Oh no, Elizabeth. This is about what I want, 
remember?” 

“Sorry. What do you want?” She moved her head, trying 
to sense him. But he’d slid off the bed and had several of 
his silks draped over his arm. 

“I want your left wrist.” 
She obediently held it out in the direction of his voice 

and he fastened the cuff securely. The right one followed 
without a word and then he used a clamp to lock the two 
cuffs together. He lifted her bound hands over her head and 
watched her face for signs of pain. 

“Can you stand this? Is it too much on your shoulder?” 
“I’m okay.”
“If you hurt at all, say yellow. But otherwise, do not move 

unless I give you permission. Do you understand?”
“Yes.”
He hooked the clamp to a part of the wrought-iron head-

board. He’d never planned to bring women here. He’d not 
thought to equip the bedroom with places to hook his re-
straints. He’d have to remedy that soon. Next he caressed 
one leg and then the other and attached the ankle cuffs. 
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Gooseflesh covered her thighs. Alexander kissed the 
inside of her knee and she keened softly. The clamp hold-
ing her wrists rattled against the headboard. He kept her 
guessing. Her right knee, the top of her left foot, her navel, 
the curve of her jaw, and her right ear. With each touch 
her hips ground into the mattress, but she didn’t speak 
or move any further. 

He loved the sights, smells, sounds, and tastes of the 
woman bound to his bed. He ached to see her fully re-
strained and taking his cock. 

“Spread your legs wide.” 
She complied and he bound each slender ankle with a 

long braid of silk. He grabbed her hips and slid her body 
down so she was flat on her back. Her arms extended long 
over her head. “Still all right, chérie?”

“Uh-huh.” Her voice was roughened with need and he 
purred his satisfaction. The silk braids slid through his ca-
pable fingers and he tied each with his quick-release knot 
to the supports at the foot of the bed. Her legs were long 
and taught, her position had her presented like a banquet 
before him. The left nipple clamp slid on with a gentle pop 
and she cried out and bucked her hips. 

“One. If we get to five, I will punish you.” 
“Five?” she squeaked. “God.” 
“Yes, five. You know my rules now. You no longer need 

ten. Breathe. The next clamp is going on.” The second clamp 
elicited another yelp. She tried to hold still, but her entire 
body jerked. 

“Two.”
“Hurts.”
“It’s supposed to.” He tugged the silk that connected the 

clamps as he bent his head and laved his tongue over her 
clit. She moaned and thrashed her head about. 
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“You taste like honey.” Every gasp and quake was a gift. 
She was made for him. He returned his attention to her 
clit and swept a single finger deep inside of her. When he 
hit the nerve endings that he knew she loved, she yanked 
against the ankle restraints and drove her hips up. “Three. 
I am going to enjoy punishing you.” 

“I can’t . . . please let me come. It’ll be easier then,” she 
panted.

“No. You will not come until I say. My rules, Elizabeth. In 
here, you are mine.” He toyed with the sensitive nub, rub-
bing it between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it softly 
and enjoying her helpless mewls. Her thighs quivered. She 
was close. 

“Can’t . . . ”
He bit her inner thigh hard, sucking the creamy flesh 

between his teeth while simultaneously yanking on the 
chain between her breasts. The pain should have stopped 
her orgasm cold, but instead, she screamed out his name 
and she shuddered and undulated on the mattress. Every 
muscle in her body seized for a moment and she clamped 
her thighs against his head as much she could with her 
legs restrained. 

It was useless. She was too far gone. Alexander lapped up 
the essence that flooded from her channel, licking, sucking, 
and biting long after her quaking had ceased. Each time his 
tongue touched her, it set off another mini-spasm.   

“I couldn’t,” she sobbed. Tears soaked her cheeks and 
her head was bowed so her chin almost rested on her chest. 

“Shhh. You will learn. I will teach you how to control your 
body, Elizabeth. But in a few minutes, I will punish you.”

“I was . . . at three.” She tried to raise her head, but too 
spent and unable to move more than a few inches, she gave 
up and fell back against the pillows. 
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“Yes. Four for coming without permission and five be-
cause you thrash about quite a lot when you come. Now 
hush. We are not done. Not by a long shot.” He grinned and 
slid up to cover her body with his. A contented sigh escaped 
her lips at the contact between them. His cock jutted firmly 
against her hip and he rubbed her arms in tender circles. 

“I am going to punish you in a moment, but while I have 
you in such a lovely position, I have a question. Answer me 
honestly. Have you ever had a man’s cock in your mouth?”

She sucked in a breath. “Once. It . . . did not go well.” She 
swallowed hard.

“You gagged?” He kissed her chin and fondled her left 
breast.

Her pale cheeks flushed bright red. “Yes.”
“I want you to take my cock. If you trust me and obey my 

every command, you will be fine. Will you do this? Before 
you answer, know that this is not something I will insist on 
and this is not your punishment. You can refuse. With no 
consequences.”

Elizabeth’s head swiveled. “Please. Can I see your face?” 
“No. You have to trust me, Elizabeth.” He brushed his lips 

against her ear. “I am right here with you. Answer me.” 
“I want to try.”
“My cock?”
“Yes.”
He kissed her neck and she angled her head to give him 

better access. “Thank you. You honor me with your trust. 
Now I am going to redden that gorgeous arse of yours.” 

Alexander slid his body from hers and tugged lightly on 
the silk between her breasts. She gasped and quaked, but 
otherwise remained still. He unclipped her wrists from the 
headboard and laid them over her belly. One ankle, then 
the other was released and he massaged her legs before 
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locking her ankles together. Next, he wound a length 
of silk around her thighs, binding them to one another 
firmly. He helped her up to a sitting position and re-
leased her wrists. 

“Bring your arms behind your back.” 
She obeyed, but she winced at the movement. 
“If this is too much, you have to tell me.” 
“I’m okay.” 
“Elizabeth.” The single word was a powerful warning, 

but she shook her head. 
“My shoulder is fine.” 
He bound her wrists to one another behind her. He 

wouldn’t pull on her arms at all. This position thrust her 
breasts forward and the silk braid that connected the 
nipple clamps swung freely. He’d have to remove the clamps 
soon, but not before he’d come. He slid an arm under her 
knees and another behind her back and set her on her feet 
next to the bed. She gasped. Fear twisted her lips. She could 
barely move her legs at all. She panicked and swayed.

“Alexander!”
“I won’t let you fall. Don’t make me start counting again.” 
She whimpered but forced a deep breath. He draped her 

over his thighs. Her hair tickled his bare feet. Her bound 
legs hung heavy and her arse beckoned him. One hand 
held her wrists firmly at the small of her back and the 
other massaged the creamy expanse of flesh. It wouldn’t do 
to spank her without warming the skin. This was a punish-
ment, but he suspected it would also be highly erotic for 
both of them. His sub liked a bit of pain. Every new thing he 
discovered about her made him love her even more. 

“Count for me, Elizabeth. Twenty strikes. Then you will 
take my cock and after that, I will let you come again.”

Thwap. The crack of his hand against her bare flesh 
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made her yelp, but she didn’t move beyond a quick flinch. 
“One,” she whispered. 

Crack. “T-two.”
He alternated cheeks, smiling at the reddening flesh. She 

dripped with need and the pain seemed to arouse her even 
further. By the time he reached ten, she was quivering. At 
fourteen, she begged him to fuck her. At eighteen, she tried 
to wriggle her hips against his thighs, but he reached down 
and tugged on the silk between her breasts. This time she 
got herself under control. 

“I suspect you might be able to come from spanking 
alone, chérie. One day we will test this. But not today.” He 
finished off the last two strikes quickly and flipped her 
around so she sat up against him. Her arse had to be on 
fire, but she collapsed into his chest. Was she even still 
with him? “Elizabeth?”

“Uh-huh?”
“I needed to hear your voice. You are a treasure. I am 

going to help you down now. On your knees.” 
Alexander tossed a pillow on the floor and she sank 

down before him until her arse hit her heels, then shot up 
with a hiss. “Damn.”

“The pain is part of your submission and your punish-
ment, Elizabeth. I promise you that it will only enhance the 
pleasure later. Will you take it for me?”

She turned her face up to his, despite the blindfold. 
“Okay. Yes. I’m . . . scared.”

“I will  not let anything happen to you. Trust me.” 
He reached for the nightstand and opened the drawer. He 
withdrew a small bell and pressed it into her fingers. 
“You will not be able to safeword with my cock in your 
mouth. If you need to say yellow or zucchini, drop the bell 
and I will withdraw immediately so you can speak. Yes?”
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“Okay.” 
Alexander brushed her hair away from her face. His cock 

throbbed for her. “Lick your lips.”
When her tongue darted out, he brought his cock a 

breath away. She took a deep breath, sensing his warmth 
and the scent of him. 

“Part them slightly. Breathe through your nose. Press 
your tongue down, relax, and accept me. Let me control the 
depth and the movement. All you have to do is listen to me 
and not bite me and you will be fine.”

mn

Elizabeth’s heart pounded. Her ass throbbed. She 
wanted to shift her hips or lift her butt off of her heels, but 
Alexander repeatedly warned her not to move. She couldn’t 
think. The only time she’d ever tried oral sex with Darren, 
he’d forced himself so far down her throat, she’d gagged 
and ended up choking for what felt like an eternity before 
he’d given up in disgust. 

Alexander’s arousal perfumed the air: salty, rich, and 
sweet. The smooth head of his cock pressed against her 
moistened lips. “Taste me, Elizabeth.” 

Her tongue reached out swirled around the thick flesh. 
He tasted like he smelled and she almost smiled. His voice 
was firm but gentle as he commanded her. The tip slid past 
her lips and she instinctively formed her mouth into an O. 
Alexander held her head still by tightening a hand in her 
locks. “A bit deeper now. Breathe.”

He slid in further. When he approached the back of her 
throat, she tensed but he immediately stopped. “Press your 
tongue against me, chérie. As far forward as you can. It will 
help you take me deeper. You won’t choke.” 
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Amazingly, it worked. When her lower lip brushed 
against the smooth skin of his balls, she was shocked. 
He’d filled her completely, but she could still breathe. He 
coached her through licking, sucking, and tasting him. 
He was sweet, musky, and velvety. Firmly, she thrust her 
tongue against the thick vein on the underside of his length 
and he groaned. “Blast it, Elizabeth, you are brilliant.”

Darkness surrounded her, but Alexander’s ragged voice, 
his hands in her hair, the scent, and the taste of him round-
ed out her senses. She was doing this. What’s more, she 
liked it. Loved it even. Her own arousal dripped onto her 
heels. Unable to move beyond her lips and her tongue, 
there was nowhere else in the world she’d rather be.  

“Elizabeth, I cannot deny myself much longer. If you 
can’t take my seed, drop the bell now.”

She wanted this. She wasn’t sure what would happen 
when he came in her mouth, but she wasn’t going to safe-
word. This was her Dom and he loved her. There wasn’t 
much she wouldn’t try for him. She could do this. She made 
a low sound in the back of her throat, hoping he’d like it. 

“Oh shite, Elizabeth. I love your mouth.” His words dis-
solved into hoarse grunts and he thrust twice more before 
he jerked against her lips and his seed shot to the back of 
her throat. It was hot, incredibly salty, and thick. She pan-
icked for a second. “Swallow, Elizabeth. Now.” 

She couldn’t think straight, but she could obey his com-
mands. When his cock stilled and he withdrew it from 
her lips, she wanted to collapse on the floor, but he still 
had a hold of her hair. He dropped down next to her. She 
couldn’t be sure, but she thought his back was against the 
bed. She rested her head against his bare chest. His heart 
thudded under her ear. She wanted to see him, but she felt 
secure and too spent to move. Until he removed the clamp 
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from her left nipple. She whimpered quietly, shuddering, 
while he sucked the abused nipple into his mouth and 
soothed the throbbing ache. The right followed. Tears 
streamed down her face, but she didn’t care. The pain 
was intense, but held in his arms, she felt more at peace 
than she’d ever been.

She didn’t even notice when her thighs were released 
and her wrists were freed. She floated in his arms until he 
laid her down on the bed again and unbound her ankles. 
Before she could stretch her legs, he’d affixed her ankles to 
her thighs, sending her knees up and her feet flat against 
the mattress. 

“I want your hands on me, Elizabeth,” he murmured. 
“And I want to look into your eyes when you come.” The 
blindfold fell away and she blinked against the brightness 
of the daylight that streamed in from floor-to-ceiling win-
dows along the far wall. It was pure white between the 
house and the deep blue of the sea. But what she saw re-
flected in Alexander’s gaze brought tears to her eyes. There 
was no mistaking the love there. “Kiss me.” 

She draped her arms around his neck. He tasted of her 
and she of him. His tongue swept against hers and danced 
over her teeth. She could die happy kissing him. Her body 
was ready. He dipped his hand between her legs and toyed 
with the swollen flesh slick with arousal. She fought against 
the urge to thrust her hips against his hand. Her ass still 
burned and she didn’t want to earn another punishment. 
Not yet. Tomorrow perhaps, but not now. She stifled a 
laugh under his insistent lips. 

“What is so humorous, my lovely sub?” he asked with a 
smirk. His fingers dipped inside her and she mewled softly 
when he touched her G-spot and pressed against the sensi-
tive nerves. 
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She shook her head. “I don’t want to say. Yet.”
“Secrets?” He nipped at her thighs. “No secrets between 

us. Not now. Tell me.” 
“My ass hurts. And . . . I . . . ”
“It excites you?” He reached under her ass with his free 

hand and gave one abused cheek a squeeze, while playing 
with her clit. 

“Oh God. Yes.” Elizabeth tried not to move, but she 
couldn’t help it. She pressed into his hand and earned 
her nipple a painful tweak. But just as quickly, he 
sucked the bruised and tender flesh into his mouth and 
scraped his teeth against the nub. 

“Please.”
Alexander laughed and rose up on his knees. “My fa-

vorite word out of your lovely mouth.” He was hard and 
ready for  her. She snatched the condom from him 
and tore through the foi l .  He raised his  brow as  she 
rol led it over his length. She thought she saw a glint of 
amusement in his eyes. 

He grabbed her hands and wrapped them around his 
hips. Their eyes locked as he entered her. “You are every-
thing I wanted but never knew I needed, Elizabeth.” 

The tears she’d held back escaped her eyes. With every 
thrust, he swiped his capable fingers over her folds. Her 
toes curled against the sheets. This man loved her. He’d 
saved her life and shown her a part of herself she’d feared 
but now couldn’t live without. 

“You’re mine, Elizabeth. And I want you to come. Now. 
Come with me.” 

Her body reacted immediately. The orgasm that had 
been building for what felt like hours rushed towards her. 
It started deep in her belly, reaching for her toes, her fin-
gers, and the top of her head. Alexander’s eyes darkened 
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and unfocused with his groans of pleasure and when he 
rammed into her with a great shout, she screamed out 
his name. 

When she next managed a coherent thought, she found 
herself in his arms. They were covered by blankets and he 
tipped a bottle of water to her lips. They traded sips, not 
speaking. She wasn’t sure she had a voice any longer. 

Alexander broke the silence. “Will you take my cock 
again? Not now, but sometime in the future?”

She nodded her head and hoped he wouldn’t make her 
give him an audible answer. He understood. They didn’t 
move again until his phone buzzed on the bedside table. 
He growled his displeasure but she wriggled away to grab 
it and handed it to him. 

“Yes?” He listened for a minute and shook his head. 
“We’ll be walking to lunch in an hour.” He hung up and 
tossed the phone back onto the bed. “I’m glad their timing 
wasn’t any worse.” 

She chuckled and wrapped her arms around his waist. 
“I wouldn’t have noticed. I don’t even remember you un-
binding me.”

“You are good for my ego, chérie. A Dom enjoys hearing 
that from his sub.”

His sub. Those two little words thrilled her down to her 
toes. Never in her life would she have imagined that being 
anyone’s anything could make her so happy. Snuggling 
closer to him, she closed her eyes. Her mind wandered, 
bringing her to the top of a tall cliff, staring down at the 
sea. Her bare toes curled over the edge, sending rocks skit-
tering towards the water. She smiled and let herself fall.

mn
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“Ouch!” Elizabeth glared at him, grasping the edges of 
the sink tightly to keep herself from slapping his hands 
away from her temple.

“Hold still.” Alexander changed the little butterfly ban-
dages that covered her stitches. They bundled up in snow 
pants, thermals, and flannel and Alexander helped her into 
her down jacket.

“Where are we going? Besides ‘out’?” she asked. 
“A proper lobster shack right along the water. Lobster 

rolls and fried clams appeal to you?” He zipped up his 
jacket and tugged on gloves. 

“Always.”
Outside their private retreat the snow drifts were two 

feet high. Someone—the caretaker, most likely—had shov-
eled the walk this morning, but the roads were barely pass-
able. Even the sidewalks looked too overwhelmed with 
snow to traverse. 

“How do you feel about skiing?” Alexander asked. 
“I think it’s the only way we’re getting anywhere with-

out a snowplow,” she replied. 
He trudged out to the garage and came back with two 

pairs of cross-country skis, two sets of poles, and two pairs 
of ski boots. She raised a brow. “You happened to have 
my size?”

“No, but the ski shop in town did and it’s only two shops 
down from the market. Sydney, the caretaker, delivered 
them before we arrived.”

“Lead the way. I can keep up.” 
Truthfully, she wasn’t sure about that statement. Her 

ass still burned, despite Alexander’s liberal applica-
tion of aloe after their shower, and her thighs weren’t 
pleased with her. But she wouldn’t admit defeat after 
she’d insisted that she wasn’t fragile. Plus, it had been 
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years since she’d skied and she missed it. Darren had 
hated the snow.

Their security detail flanked them, one ahead and one 
behind. It was so quiet here after the storm. The waves 
crashed against the shore to their right. They followed 
the coastal road up a slight hill, back down, and up again. 
Elizabeth kept pace with Alexander the whole way. When 
they reached Fox’s Lobster House, Alexander stopped. She 
tipped her head up, but he wasn’t looking at her. He was 
looking at the parking lot in front of them. It rose in a steep 
hill and she couldn’t see the top. 

“What is it?” she asked breathlessly. 
“I want to show you something.”
“We’re not eating?” 
He reached under her jacket and scraped his fingers 

along her ribs. She giggled and batted his hands away, 
lost her balance, and fell over into a large snowdrift. 
“Kidding! Geez!”

Alexander used his poles to unclip his boots, then hers, 
and pulled her to her feet. “Close your eyes.”

She obeyed and allowed him to lead her up a set of snow-
covered steps at the edge of the lot. He took one of her hands 
and placed it against a railing. “Use this to guide you.”

She didn’t want the railing, she wanted him. “I don’t 
trust myself. Blind. In the snow. I trust you.” Elizabeth let 
go of the railing and waited for him to take her hand again. 

“I won’t let you fall.”
They continued up a steep hill. His arm around her 

waist held her steady. At least the sidewalk here seemed 
to be cleared. She felt the sun at her back, though it was 
barely warmer than freezing. Her cheeks prickled in the 
cool breeze. They stopped and Alexander turned her and 
removed her sunglasses. “Open your eyes.”
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“Oh, Alexander.” 
They stood high on a bluff with rocks and the blue of 

the sea below them. Directly across the water, perhaps two 
hundred feet away, stood Nubble Light. It was decorated 
and lit up for the holidays. Snow covered the rocky ground 
in a soft blanket. Clear lights twinkled around the caretaker’s 
building, the fence, and the lighthouse itself. It was utterly 
silent except for the lapping of gentle waves against the 
rocks and Alexander’s breath against her ear. 

“I don’t want you to say anything, Elizabeth. Just listen.” 
He tightened his arms around her waist. “I love you. I 
wanted to bring you here to tell you for the first time. This 
place is special to me. Nearly as special as you are.” 

He’d half uttered those words a dozen times over the 
past two days but despite that, hearing them now was like a 
piece of her life falling into place. A puzzle piece she never 
knew was missing. A breeze ruffled a tendril of hair, car-
rying the scent of him. She twisted in his arms and looked 
into his eyes. “I want—”

His voice was rough and low. “Not now. If you love me, 
you’ll tell me when you feel it’s right. And if you don’t . . . I 
don’t think I could bear knowing right now. I wanted to 
share this moment with you. Not elicit a reaction or re-
sponse you weren’t prepared for.”

“I don’t understand how you’re so . . . perfect.”
A hoarse laugh escaped his lips. “I’m not. Believe me, I 

want you to tell me you love me. I’m desperate to hear it. 
But we’re both too old for games. Serena used to tell me 
she loved me five times a day just to get a reaction out of 
me. I’ll never do that to you. Now let’s see about a bite.” 

They walked back down to the restaurant in silence. 
Elizabeth stole glances at Alexander. When his emotions 
ran high, his British accent intensified. Elizabeth chewed 
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on her lower lip. That was some declaration, she thought. 
The look on his face when he’d silenced her had been so 
uncertain. He didn’t know. How could he not know? She 
knew. Didn’t she? She’d given herself to him completely. 
He’d seen parts of her she’d never shared before. No man 
had ever been able to calm her after a panic attack. Not 
until Alexander. Half the time with Darren she’d ended up 
passing out. Elizabeth released her lip before she drew 
blood. The feelings she had for Alexander were stronger 
than those she’d had for anyone before. Love? Yes, she 
thought. I’m almost positive I’m in love. For the first time 
in my life. Was this what it felt like? What if it wasn’t? The 
sun disappeared behind a dark cloud. It was going to snow 
again soon.

Alexander opened the door for her and pressed his hand 
to the small of her back.

“Mr. Fairhaven, it’s good to see you back. You’re wicked 
lucky, you know. Three more days and we’d be down in 
Florida for the winter.” An older woman with cropped 
white hair and a kindly smile greeted them at the door of 
Fox’s. “Come in.” 

Alexander urged Elizabeth forward. “This is Elizabeth.” 
“Anna Paulson. I own Fox’s.” 
Elizabeth shook her hand. “Nice to meet you. Did you 

open this place for us?”
“It wasn’t any trouble. I live down the road. My husband, 

Zack, is the cook. One last customer for the year is quite 
welcome. I’m glad we could get the lobsters in with the 
storm yesterday. We’ve got some clams too and a few scal-
lops. You want a platter and a couple of lobster rolls?” Her 
accent was all New England—not a hard r to be heard. 

“Please,” Alexander said. “Do you have enough for our 
security team as well?” 
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“Of course.” Anna nodded to the two men who followed 
Alexander and Elizabeth inside. “You expecting trouble? I 
read a little about that legal battle your company’s in online 
this morning. That bruise on your lady friend’s head looks 
like trouble. And you’ve never brought a security team in 
here before. Not very unobtrusive, are they?” 

“We had some trouble back in Boston, but no one knows 
we’re up here. Still, Elizabeth is very important to me. I 
won’t take any chances with her safety.” 

“Well, then Zach best get to cooking. Trouble burns 
calories.” Anna winked at them both and hurried off into 
the kitchen. 

“You did this for us,” Elizabeth said when they’d slid into 
one of the booths with a couple of sodas. Milos and Carl sat 
next to the door. 

“We’re a bit late in the season. Most places are shuttered. 
There was never anywhere else I wanted to bring you to 
tell you. It had to be here. And since we were here . . . Fox’s 
has the best seafood in town.”

“But they know who you are. I thought . . . ”
“Anna and Zach recognized me the first time I came 

in for a bite. I asked them not to spread it around that I 
came here to relax and to my knowledge, they’ve never 
told a soul. They’re jolly good folks. I hope you enjoy the 
food. It might be our last restaurant meal for a few days. 
If the roads were clear, we’d head into Kittery, but based 
on the weather reports, we’re not getting there until late 
Wednesday or Thursday. There’s another storm headed in 
tonight. We’re going to be snowed in.”

A flush spread up her neck and into her cheeks. Snowed 
in with Alexander had definite possibilities. “Whatever 
will we do?”

He returned her grin. “Oh, I’ve a few ideas.”
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The lobster rolls arrived with half a pound of lobster 
stuffed into a buttery toasted hot dog bun with a bit of 
fresh lettuce. A steaming pile of fries sprinkled liberally 
with salt rested next to each roll. A smaller plate held a 
generous cup of fried clam strips and a dozen fried scal-
lops with tartar and cocktail sauce. 

The sweet lobster meat was dressed in a light coating 
of mayonnaise. The roll crunched as Elizabeth bit into it 
and chunks of lobster fell back onto the plate. “Oh God,” 
she managed, over a mouthful of lobster. “Now that’s a 
lobstah roll.”

“You’re from Seattle. Where did you get that accent?” 
Alexander asked her. 

“I left Seattle. I’m a New Englander now.” She grinned 
and shoved another bite of food into her mouth. Between 
the sex, the skiing, and several very stressful days, she was 
famished. “No self-respecting New Englander says lob-ster. 
You get a pass because everyone loves a British accent.”

“Everyone?”
“Oh come on, do you think Benedict Cumberbatch 

would be anywhere near as popular if he grew up in 
Tennessee? I mean, he’s cute and quirky, but it’s the accent 
that seals the deal. And how do you explain Daniel Craig?”

The food disappeared quickly between the casual and 
lighthearted conversation. Elizabeth kept thinking about 
Alexander’s declaration of love. When he left the table to 
pay the bill, she stared out over the darkening sky and 
the churning surf. The ocean mirrored her emotions. She 
did think she loved him. She wished she could stop wor-
rying about CPH long enough to bask in the knowledge that 
she’d found someone who felt the same way about her as she 
felt about him. 
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Elizabeth skied away with Carl. She’d planted a buttery 
kiss on Alexander’s cheek and challenged him to a race 
back to the house. With a terse nod, Carl let Alexander know 
that he wouldn’t let Elizabeth out of his sight. Alexander 
admired her form fade away in the gradually worsening 
snow storm. “Try to keep up, Milos.” 

“I was an alternate for the Greek Olympic biathlon team, 
sir. I do not think this will be a problem.” 

Alexander took off after the woman he loved. He 
longed to hear those words from her lips, but not in 
response. He would not have a repeat of his relation-
ship with Serena. Half a mile passed, a mile, and soon they 
were within ten minutes of the house. The snow whipped 
around them. This was not going to be a mild storm. At least 
there was plenty of wood for the stove and the fireplace. He 
had a few ideas of how to keep his woman occupied and 
all involved her luscious body without any clothes on. 

“Elizabeth! I am a piss poor loser!” he yelled. “Get that 
lovely arse of yours back here.”

“Make me,” she sassed back. 
Oh no. She is not getting away with that. She was only 

two hundred feet in front of him. She crested the top of 
the hill and tucked her body to gain some momentum. 
He pushed his legs harder. She and Carl waited at the 
cusp of a curve. The tall bodyguard laughed at something 
Elizabeth said. Dark blue seas lapped at the rocks down 
an embankment.

A car engine rumbled from behind him. Alexander piv-
oted. A black SUV with tinted windows skidded on the 
snow-slicked streets. It fishtailed back and forth too fast 
for the conditions. In his periphery, Alexander saw Carl 
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urge Elizabeth further off the road. Good. Alexander took 
off with Milos behind him. The car passed him, roared 
louder, squealed the tires, and turned, making a beeline for 
Elizabeth and Carl. 

Alexander found himself skiing through what seemed 
like molasses. Carl shoved Elizabeth towards the shore 
with a roar. He threw out his hands and tried to absorb the 
impact of the car’s hood, but his body flew four feet into 
the air and crumpled into a heap six feet away. His skis 
bent and popped off. Elizabeth slid down the embankment 
and disappeared with a scream that stabbed Alexander 
through the heart. The car gunned its engine and peeled 
out of the snow bank. Seconds later, it was gone. 



Sixteen
His heart might have stopped beating. For several sec-
onds, he couldn’t even breathe. Carl struggled to get up, 
failed, and curled into a ball in the snow. Alexander didn’t 
see Elizabeth anywhere. Milos took off down the hill, 
breaking fear’s hold. By the time Alexander reached the 
curve, Carl managed to get to his hands and knees. Milos 
rushed over to the embankment where Elizabeth had dis-
appeared. He dropped down and reached over the slope. 
“Miss Elizabeth!”

Roughened coughing and gasping simultaneously tore 
him apart and gave him hope. A bead of sweat rolled 
into his eyes and he swiped it away, along with a dusting 
of snow.

“Give me your hand!” Milos called. 
“Can’t,” the choked cry responded. 
A splash of water, another cough, and Milos kicked off 

his skis. Alexander rushed to his side. The sight that 
greeted him nearly had him falling back on his arse. 
Waves buffeted Elizabeth against the rocks. The water was 
at least six feet deep here, the rocks another four feet. His 
heartbeat thrashed in his ears, louder than the sound of the 
ocean. She tried to claw herself up out of the Atlantic, but 
every time she reached for a handhold, her gloved fingers 
slipped and she fell back into the water. The panic in her 
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eyes spurred him on. He jabbed his skis with the poles 
and freed his feet. 

“Grab my legs,” he shouted to Milos, diving forward. 
The big Greek man fastened his hands to Alexander’s 
calves and lowered him down over the embankment. 
The frigid rocks dug into his ribs. He secured his hands 
under Elizabeth’s arms and tugged. 

“M-my sk-sk-ski is caught-t,” she gasped. 
Through the murky water, the long, red fiberglass ski 

was wedged under a rock. “Pull, chérie. Please, for the love 
of God, pull.” 

A guttural scream escaped her lips and her boot 
popped off the bindings. In the next breath, Alexander had 
her out of the water. Milos pulled them both back up the 
embankment. Alexander rolled over with Elizabeth on top 
of him and crushed her against his body. 

“Shite. Elizabeth.” Images of her floating dead in the 
water, her skin blue, emerged in his mind. He pressed his 
lips to the icy skin of her neck where her heartbeat was 
weak, but thankfully steady.

The woman he loved clung to him. She was drenched 
from head to toe. Her hat was gone. The icy water 
seeped into Alexander’s jacket and pants, but he barely 
noticed. To their left, Carl staggered upright and grunted 
in pain. Elizabeth shook uncontrollably, but didn’t appear 
to have any serious injuries. 

“Bloody hell,” he managed, patting her down. “Are you 
hurt? Where? Should I call an ambulance?” I can’t lose her. 
Where the fuck did that car come from?

“F-f-fine,” she stammered. “J-just c-c-cold. C-Carl?”
“I’ll live, miss,” he said, clutching his sides. “You learn 

how to take a fall and self-assess in my line of work. 
Bruises. A cracked rib. Two at most.” 
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“We need to get back to the house,” Milos said. “I got 
the license number. I’ll call the police and let William 
know what happened.”

“I couldn’t see anything through the windshield,” Carl 
replied. “But the car didn’t change direction when I shoved 
Miss Elizabeth. It could very well have been an accident.” 

“Bollocks,” Alexander spat. He climbed to his feet with 
Elizabeth tucked against him. Her entire body trembled. 
The snow fell so steadily that he could barely see the 
road. He should never have brought her to Nubble. Not 
with the storm coming. He thought he’d have more time. 
“No one in their proper mind would be driving in this. But 
you’re right that we need to get back. Elizabeth is going to 
freeze to death otherwise.” 

He barely let her feet touch the ground. Her teeth chat-
tered incessantly. After a dozen steps, she gave up trying 
to walk and let him support all of her weight. Milos carried 
his skis and Alexander’s. Elizabeth’s and Carl’s were too 
damaged to bother with. 

Carl limped along next to them with the poles in his 
arms. With every step, Elizabeth’s skin chilled further. He 
could feel it—she pulled the heat from his own body. “C-
cold,” she stammered. “C-can’t feel m-m-my lips.” Her lips 
were blue, as was the tip of her nose.

“Can you keep talking to me? I need you to stay with me.” 
 She nodded. 
“Feel l-like I’m gon-na throw up.”
“That’s your body sending the blood to your heart and 

lungs to keep you upright. That and a big meal. Breathe 
slowly.” 

Alexander held Elizabeth close and they trudged 
around the last curve and down the short hill to Alexander’s 
home. Carl and Milos started to peel off, heading to their 
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cottage next door, but Alexander grabbed Carl’s arm. 
“If they were after Elizabeth, I’d rather you come inside 
with us.” 

Milos shook his head. “Our spare weapons are in our 
rental. We’ll be over shortly.”

They left with his blessing and Alexander brought 
Elizabeth inside, directly to the bathroom. “Strip. Now.”

He turned on the water in the tub. Elizabeth tried to get 
her coat off, but her fingers couldn’t manage the zipper 
and buttons. “Help,” she whispered.

He practically ripped the coat from her body and tossed 
it into the hallway. Her thermal shirt was next, then her 
bra, her boots, her pants, her socks, and her underwear. 
The blue tinge to her skin worried him. He was bloody glad 
Carl had thought to push her out of the way, but did the 
man have to push her into the ocean? Quickly, he scooped 
her up in his arms and set her feet in the tepid water. She 
winced and tried to pull her feet up, but he stopped her. 

“M-my t-toes hurt.”
“Your fingers will too. We need to gradually warm the 

water. You are approaching hypothermic. I am going to 
lower you down now. Don’t fight me. Stay down.” 

Her face twisted in discomfort. There were only two 
inches of water in the tub so far, but it was enough to make 
her toes pink. Alexander nudged the knob to a warmer 
temperature. “Hands in the water now.”

“Goddammit,” she hissed. She tried to pull her hands up, 
but Alexander held them down. 

“No. You need this.”
“It hurts.” She shook her head defiantly and squirmed in 

the water. “Whole body hurts.”
“Elizabeth.” His tone stopped her struggles. Tears lined 

her eyes. “I know, chérie. But you have to do this. Lay down. 
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I am going to start a kettle for tea. Do not take your hands 
or feet out of the water. We may not be in the bedroom, but 
I expect you to listen to me.” 

“Not trying . .  .  to fight you.” She shuddered. “But it 
hurts. Burns.”

“I know, chérie. I’m sorry.” 
When he returned, the water was nearly up to her 

breasts. She shivered violently, but her color was much 
better. He dipped his hand into the water. Still tepid. He 
turned the knob further and met her eyes. “Almost there. 
Does it still hurt?”

“A l-little. Can’t s-stop shaking.” 
“That’s your body warming itself up again. Perfectly 

normal. A spot of tea will help.”
“K-k-kay. Kinda scared.” The uncertainty in her voice had 

him shifting closer. He smoothed a hand over her wet hair. 
“You’re sorted. There will be no lasting damage.”
“No. They c-came after me. Here.” Her hand lifted, but at 

his frown she lowered it back down. “Sorry.”
Alexander dropped his hand into the water and stroked 

her arm. Her lovely breasts were pink again, the nipples 
tight dark buds. The fine golden hairs on her forearm tick-
led his fingers. He leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Perhaps 
it was an accident.”

“You don’t believe that.” 
“I don’t know what to believe. We were not followed. No 

one could have known that we were going to Nubble.”
“Anna and Zach knew.” 
He snatched his hand back. “No. They are not responsible 

for this. I’ve known them for years and you’re grasping at 
straws. If they wanted to run us through, they could have 
poisoned the four of us in one go.”

Elizabeth dropped her head down onto her knees. All 
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the fight left her. “I didn’t mean . . . so much has happened 
in the past few days. What are we going to do?”

“We’re going to be bloody careful.” Alexander threaded 
his fingers through her half-frozen, wet hair. He slid his 
hand down and around the back of her neck. “Dunk your 
head, chérie. Under the hot water.” 

A low moan escaped her lips when the now-warm 
water washed over her. “God, that feels good. Why don’t 
you join me?” 

He forced a chuckle. Though her words had been play-
ful, the desperation in her tone staggered him. “Nothing 
would make me happier, but there’s no time for it now.” 

A knock rattled the front door and Elizabeth flinched 
and grabbed his arm. “It’s Milos and Carl. Let some of 
the cool water out and replace it with hot .  I  won’t 
leave you long.” He reached into the water and opened 
the drain, drawing his finger up her leg and to her hip. 
She shivered, but this time it wasn’t from the cold. “I’ll 
bring you tea.” 

“I’d rather have you.” 
The kettle whistled and he left her with a laugh as he 

hurried for the kitchen. A key slid into the front door lock, 
turned, and Milos entered with his gun drawn. 

“Sir?”
“In the kitchen.”
Milos holstered his gun and leaned against the counter. 

“Is Miss Elizabeth all right?”
“Yes, thankfully. A bit chilled still. But I’m taking care of 

that.” He spooned the tea that she loved into the basket of 
the large teapot and filled it with water. The scent spread 
through the kitchen and calmed his nerves.

“I’ve checked all around the house. No footprints.” 
“Good. Carl?”
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“Resting. He has several bruised ribs and a sprained 
wrist. He’ll be quite sore tomorrow, but he’s otherwise un-
harmed. Still, it will be better for him if he does not tax 
himself for the rest of the day.”

“Right.” Splashing water drew Alexander’s attention. 
“I’ll be a moment.”

Elizabeth, wrapped in a fluffy brown towel, stood in 
front of the bathroom mirror braiding her hair. 

“Chérie, you should have stayed in the water.” 
“I’m pruning. And I’m not cold any longer. I’m fine. 

Really. Tired, but fine.” To prove it, she laid a warm hand 
on his cheek.

“Very well. Milos is here and I need to tend to the tea. 
Come out when you’ve dressed.” 

A fierce wave of emotion swamped him when he 
turned away from her. His legs trembled under the effort 
of holding himself upright. He had to hold her—to con-
sume her—to brand her with his kiss, his flogger, and his 
silks. For now, he settled for drawing her against him in 
a gentle embrace. “I cannot tell you how I feared when I 
saw you fall.” 

“Probably almost as much as I did. All of a sudden I was 
sliding down towards the water. Shit. That was a shock.” 
She tried to laugh it off, but a shiver went through her. 
With a tiny flutter of her eyelids, she sagged against him. “I 
wish . . . I wanted . . . never mind. Let me go. I need clothes.”

Alexander’s arms wouldn’t obey her request. It was only 
Elizabeth’s lips on his that broke his hold. She was fine. 
Warm and wet and snogging him. He needed her naked but 
with Milos in the house, he settled for ravaging her mouth. 
He backed her up against the bathroom door and caged her 
body with his forearms pressed to the wood. The urgen-
cy of her hips against his thigh elicited a groan low in his 
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throat. He nudged her legs apart and narrowed his eyes 
at her. “Tonight your Dom wants you naked and begging. 
Screaming his name. You’re my sub, Elizabeth. Mine. And I 
do not plan on letting you go.”

With a hoarse moan, her knees buckled. He smirked 
and nibbled a trail up her neck to her ear. “You liked that, 
did you?”

“Uh-huh. I’m yours. Your sub. Take me into the bedroom 
and tell me what you want from me.” She was panting. 
Her eyelashes feathered against her cheeks and a low 
keening sound reached his ears. Never before had such a 
simple sound caused his cock to stiffen to the point of pain.  

“Later,” he promised. “When we’re alone.” He took an 
awkward step back to give her some air, but kept a hand on 
her elbow so she wouldn’t fall.  

“Yeah. Okay.” Her mouth curved into a shy little grin. 
Alexander watched her slip out of the room, unable to be-
lieve how lucky he was to have her in his life. He intended 
to do everything he could to ensure she remained there for 
quite some time. 

Elizabeth joined him and Milos in the living room a 
few minutes later wearing a pair of slim black pants and 
a heavy green sweatshirt. Alexander poured her some tea 
and draped a blanket over her lap. She nodded apprecia-
tively and snuggled against him. “So?” she asked. “What did 
the police say?”

“They are looking into the matter. With the snow, it 
is difficult to search for the SUV,” Milos responded. “But 
William—my supervisor—ran the license number. The SUV 
belongs to a seventy-three-year-old woman who owns a 
home up the road. She lives in Portland, Maine and vaca-
tions up here. The Portland Police Bureau have been noti-
fied and we are waiting for them to investigate.” 
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“So either someone nicked the SUV or it really was an 
accident,” Alexander mused. “Let us hope for the latter.” 

“I agree. You and Miss Elizabeth should remain indoors 
until the roads are safe to return to Boston. If you wish, one 
of us will stay with you in this house or we can give you 
privacy. If that is the case, we will have regular contact.”

He nodded. “We will be fine here alone. Check in every 
four hours. Text is fine. When you hear from William, let 
me know.” 

“Of course, sir. Your code word?”
“If I end a text with Alex, you’ll know we’re in trouble.” 
The Greek bodyguard rose and nodded to both of them. 

“Lock the door after me.”
By the time Alexander returned from walking Milos out 

and locking the door, Elizabeth was stretched out on the 
couch covered in the blanket. She didn’t have a pillow, but 
she curled onto her side with her hands clutched to her 
chest. Her eyes were closed, and the dark circles had re-
turned. God, he loved her. He could barely breathe with 
the weight of it. The scent of her skin, the pout of her 
lips, the curve of her breast: she was in the very blood that 
flowed through his veins. 

She smiled when he slid a hip onto the cushion next to 
her waist. “Sleepy.”

“I know. It might have only been a few minutes in the 
water, but your body worked quite hard to warm you 
back up.”

“You have some experience with hypothermia?” she asked, 
forcing her lids up. She shifted to give him more room. 

“Some. We had a training mission go pear-shaped once. 
My platoon ended up in the Atlantic in February. In the 
water. Eight of us. I nearly passed out from the pain of 
the warming bath. We lost a man to the sea that day. Liam 
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Brath was his name. I considered him a mate. One of the 
worst days of my life, second only to when I got this,” he 
said, laying his hand over the scar on his chest. “Four died 
that day.”

“I’m sorry,” she murmured and closed her eyes again. 
Her fingers twisted around his and held on tightly. “You 
think about them often?” 

“Not so much anymore. But always on the anniversary 
of their deaths. May seventeenth. I am not a religious 
man, Elizabeth, but I go to church on that day and pray 
for their souls. I was their captain. It was my job to pro-
tect them.”

Elizabeth pulled him closer. She smelled like a summer 
rain and her curves molded to his lean lines. With a subtle 
shake of her head, she opened her eyes. “Tell me about it.”

“You need to sleep.”
“I’ll sleep when you’re done telling me what happened.” 
His fingers brushed against her temple below the 

bruises. So subtly he doubted she realized it, she leaned 
her head into his touch. “We were providing protection for 
a convoy of American generals. It was a joint mission be-
tween our two countries. That area of Afghanistan was not 
a hot zone. There had been some limited fighting in the 
region, but nothing terrible of late. The Americans were 
in one vehicle and my team manned two others, including 
the one carrying the generals. We were in the lead. A herd 
of goats blocked the road. It was a frequently used tactic 
to ambush convoys and we knew it, but there was little we 
could do but try to go around them. The insurgents were 
prepared for that eventuality and had littered the side of 
the road with land mines. One went off as our lead vehicle 
veered off the road. The truck was destroyed immediately. 
Three men died. We stopped and tried to reverse, but a 
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grenade landed on the hood of the Humvee. The detonation 
tore through some of the lighter armor. My driver, Charles, 
bled out in seconds. A piece of shrapnel pierced his carotid. 
I was in the passenger seat.” 

His shoulder throbbed with the memory of the wound 
that had nearly taken his arm. He flexed his bicep to will 
away the phantom pain. Elizabeth stroked his neck and 
over his chest. The comfort of her touch brought a hint of a 
smile to his lips, despite the sadness that weighed on him. 
“I had to shove him out of the vehicle. I took the wheel, 
turned us around, and got us out of there while Phillip, 
my gunner, provided us cover. The Americans managed to 
take out the insurgents and we called for aid. I did not 
even know I’d been hit until the chopper arrived.” He’d 
only told one other person that story in his entire life. 
Nicholas. And only when Nicholas threatened to beat it out 
of him in the hospital when he’d been sent home to re-
cover. “It took six months before I was ready for duty. They 
gave me the option of discharge, but I needed to see my 
mates again. Know that I could still fight if I had to.”

“Falling off a horse and getting back on again.” 
“Yes. I suppose. Something of the sort. And I had to repay 

Charles, Conroy, Fitz, and Brandon. Honor their sacrifice. 
But I’ve indulged you too much. Rest a while. I’ll see what I 
can throw together for dinner in a bit. I’m going to get my 
laptop and do some work in case we lose power.” 

“Uh-huh. Okay. Don’t go far.”
Alexander pressed his lips to her cheek. “I won’t.”

mn

Elizabeth smelled the tantalizing aroma of bacon. She 
stretched and forced her scratchy eyes open. Her vision 
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was blurry, but she made out Alexander’s tall form moving 
about in the kitchen. Sizzling came from a skillet and he 
swirled a glass of wine in his hand. Another had been left 
on the table next to her. Outside, snow fell steadily, il-
luminated by floodlights. At least four inches of it had 
accumulated since she’d closed her eyes earlier. The power 
was still on, but the wind whipped around the house, oc-
casionally rattling the windows. 

She sat up and rubbed her eyes. Her fingers brushed the 
still-healing gash on her head and she stifled a hiss. At 
least it wasn’t swollen any longer. Alexander was oblivi-
ous to her movements, so she took the opportunity to 
watch him. His hair was tousled and he wore a fitted blue 
sweater and pair of jeans that molded to his ass. A pot of 
water steamed on the stove next to the skillet. 

When she’d flown down the embankment and into 
the Atlantic, intense memories had snapped and flared 
before her mind’s eye like a photographer’s camera flash: 
Alexander’s powerful gaze over that first cup of tea; his joy 
as they skated around the rink; the relief she’d felt when 
he’d picked her up from the airport. She’d clung to the 
memory of his eyes when he’d told her he loved her until 
his face had appeared over the rocks to pluck her from the 
water’s icy grip.

She rose with her wine and padded into the kitchen. He 
turned, startled, and cursed loudly. “Shite, Elizabeth. You 
scared me.”

“We’re the only two people here. Who did you expect it 
to be?”

“I expected no one.” He eased the glass from her fingers 
and set it on the counter. His arms circled her waist. “How 
do you feel?”

“Hungry.” She didn’t have to tell him that her answer 
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had a dual meaning. One touch of her hips to his and he 
pressed her harder into the counter at her back. 

“Later,” he promised. “You will beg for it.”
“Make me.” She grinned. 
His next word was a forgone conclusion. “One.”
“We’re not playing. Remember?” She wriggled out of 

his grasp and darted a few steps away. “You don’t get to 
punish me outside of the bedroom. And your bacon is 
about to burn.”

Alexander cursed again and returned his focus to the 
pans. He turned off the burners, drained the pasta, tossed 
it with bacon, caramelized onions, and an egg, and then 
topped it with Parmesan cheese. Elizabeth’s mouth wa-
tered. She snagged plates and forks and followed him to 
the couch. 

“Carbonara. One of the few meals I can make in my sleep. 
I lived off of it after I got out of the army,” he explained. 

“Smells great.” 
They ate in companionable silence, casually leaning 

forward over the coffee table in the living room. It was 
such a normal thing to do. “This is nice,” she said.

“Merely nice? It’s a bloody good thing I have Donatella 
then.” He mocked a wound to his heart and chuckled. 

She elbowed his arm. “You know that’s not what I 
meant! I mean this. Eating in front of the fire, no one 
else around. I get the sense you don’t often find yourself 
truly alone.” 

A sip of white wine washed down the creamy pasta.
“Physically? No. Only here.” His implication was clear, as 

was the rough edge to his voice. He’d felt alone for quite 
some time. She wanted to ease that ache. He’d done it 
for her. 

After they were through, Alexander cleared away the 
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dishes, set them in the dishwasher, and returned to her 
side. She snuggled against him. “Alexander?”

He looked down and met her gaze. “Yes?”
“I wanted to tell you . . . ” She bit her lip and chewed on 

it for a moment. “I—” 
Alexander’s phone rang. He cursed and answered it. 

“This had better be a sodding emergency.”
A few seconds later, he put the phone on speaker. 
“ . . . Alice Coptown. Her nephew, Hugh, was staying at 

the house with three of his friends. They’re all twenty-two 
or twenty-three-years-old. The sheriff went out there with 
his snowmobile and there are dozens of beer bottles lit-
tering the house. No sign of the SUV yet, but if they were 
partying and got behind the wheel, there’s every possibil-
ity that it was an accident.” 

Elizabeth’s shoulders slumped. She didn’t realize she’d 
been so tense, but the sudden relief that flooded her was 
palpable. “Oh thank God.” She reached for her wine and 
drained the last bit of it.

“Have the Portland Police Bureau spoken to Alice then?” 
Alexander asked. 

“Yes. She’s apparently a sweet old woman who rarely 
leaves Portland these days. She broke her hip last year. 
Hugh is still in school at Boston College,” Milos said. 

“Well, that’s a spot of good news. Let me know if you 
hear anything else. Based on this, we will check in tomor-
row morning around eight. I am not overly worried about 
our safety tonight,” Alexander said, smiling at Elizabeth. If 
he wasn’t worried, she was going to try not to fear. 

“Yes, sir. I will do a loop around the house around two. 
Do not be alarmed if you see me at that time.” 

“Good. Thank you. Is Carl well enough?”
“Yes. Bruises. That’s all. He was lucky. Good night, sir.” 
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Alexander hung up and wrapped his arms around her. 
“Bloody hell, that’s a relief. Now what did you want to talk 
about?”

The moment was gone. She’d been prepared to tell him 
that she might be falling in love with him, but it didn’t 
feel right to say that now. Her only thought was that she 
was safe with him and they could relax. “It was nothing. I 
wanted to thank you for taking care of me today.”

He tucked a stray few hairs behind her ear. “I will always 
take care of you, chérie. Fancy a bit of Doctor Who and an-
other glass of wine?” 

“Sure.” 
They stayed up past midnight enjoying the exploits of 

a young Sarah Jane Smith and Tom Baker’s Doctor. They 
laughed until their sides hurt and finished the bottle of 
wine. More than once, Elizabeth nibbled on his ear or slid 
a hand up his thigh towards his cock, but he captured her 
hand and held it or brought it to his lips. “I want you, chérie. 
But I want this more. Sitting here with you, relaxing.”

When her eyes started to water and the fire died down, 
he scooped her up in his arms and set her on her feet. “I 
kept you up too late.”

“Not your fault. I liked this too. Being together doing 
normal things. I didn’t think you did normal. You’re kind 
of legendary, you know,” she said as he steered her into the 
bedroom. 

“Oh?” He cocked a brow with a weary grin and released 
her next to the bed. 

She ticked off her statements on her fingers. “All you 
want is sex. You don’t ever show yourself. No one knows 
who you are. You’re unapproachable. Nothing sticks to you. 
Should I go on?” She dropped her hands and grabbed him 
by the belt, pulling him into the bathroom with her. 



348 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

She picked up her toothbrush but before she could 
stick it in her mouth, he pressed his body against her back. 
Her head tucked under his and they stared at their reflec-
tions in the mirror. “No one ever cared to know me beyond 
my wallet. Or possibly my bedroom exploits. There have 
been rumors from time to time . . . of my proclivities. That 
trilogy that all the women read—Fifty Shades? That led to 
some spectacularly awful sessions. Women who had no idea 
what being a submissive truly was. After the fourth one in 
a row, I decided to stop dating for a while. You’re the first 
woman I’ve slept with in almost two years.”

“I’ve never read it.” She twisted in his arms and leaned 
against the sink. This wasn’t a conversation to be had in 
the mirror. “The writing was terrible.” 

He laughed. “Another reason why you intrigue me so. You 
are stunningly beautiful, but I want to know you. I wanted 
to know you from our first chat. Not have you in my silks. 
Well—not just have you in my silks. I loved tonight. I’ve 
never found anyone I can be myself with and relax. Watch 
television. Share stories. It’s easy with you.” 

Alexander kissed her forehead and released her. When 
they slipped into bed that night, he curved his body around 
hers. She wanted to tell him that she was falling in love 
with him, but his warmth and the thick sheets were too 
much for her tired body. It would wait. 

mn

The snow drifts were a foot high along the French 
doors of the bedroom when they woke. The roads were 
impassible for all but the most rugged SUVs, and it was 
dreadfully cold. The power had failed sometime overnight. 
Alexander planted a kiss on her lips and told her to stay 
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in bed while he built the fires in the bedroom and living 
room. She was only too happy to agree. 

They spent the day alternating play with food, naps, 
and conversation. The sun kissed the horizon when he 
bound her to his bed for the second time. A sheen of 
sweat covered her skin. His velvet tongue brought her 
up to the highest peaks over and over again. He’d kept 
her on edge for what felt like hours, never allowing her 
to come. 

“I can’t hold on,” she sobbed, breathless. She pulled at 
her restraints. The silk along her ankles sent gooseflesh 
racing up her thighs. She feared she’d pass out from the 
storm of sensations buffeting her.

“No?” he asked from between her legs. His stubble tick-
led the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs and she nearly 
lost the battle for control right then.

“God. Alexander. Please.” 
“Who am I, Elizabeth?”
“Wh-what?” Her head thrashed from side to side, and 

she sucked in a few thought-clearing breaths. 
“Who am I to you? What am I?”
Oh God. “My Dom.”
His lips were suddenly next to her ear. “What do you 

want your Dom to do to you?” 
“Control my pleasure,” she gasped. 
“Very good.” His tongue swirled around her earlobe and 

trailed down to her jaw. “I am going to push you, chérie. If 
you need me to stop, you know how.”

A quick flash of fear chilled her skin. Her ass was still 
sore from the last time he’d pushed her. And punished her. 
Ankles and wrists freed, she let him gather her to his bare 
chest. The room tilted behind her blindfold as he stood her 
on her feet and bent her over the bed. “You are so luscious, 
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chérie. Curvy and soft here.” He nibbled her right ass 
cheek. “Firm and toned here.” A breathy kiss to the back 
of her thigh. 

The rough scrape of wood marked the drawer of the 
nightstand opening. He’d warned her the first day not to 
open the drawer. His surprises, he’d said. A click, a tiny 
thud of something landing on the bed, and his hands were 
on her ass again. Fingers dug into the muscles, warming 
and loosening. He grabbed her hair and tilted her head 
back. “Open for me.”

Elizabeth widened her stance and rocked her hips 
back to afford him the access he demanded. When the 
foil crinkled, she stopped breathing. The press of his 
heated flesh to her channel had her arching her back and 
crying out with pleasure. 

A cool,  wet finger brushed over the rosebud of her 
ass. Elizabeth yelped and squirmed, earning her a quick 
slap. “No moving.”

“What are . . . you doing?” Tears escaped the blindfold 
and dampened the sheets. 

“Taking you deeper. Pushing you.” Again the finger drew 
over her ass and her legs trembled. 

“Yellow.”
“I love the feel of you, Elizabeth,” Alexander said. “I want 

to feel you come around me and I want to play with your 
ass while I do so. Will you let me?” 

Oh God, she thought. Oh God, oh God, oh God. 
“Answer me, Elizabeth.”
“Uhh . . . scared.”
He rocked in and out of her and the sensations that 

electrified her channel had her grinding her hips back 
into him. “Breathe,” he ordered. Cooling lube spilled 
above his cock. He circled her hole with his thumb, a wide 
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motion that almost calmed her. “The next time you panic, 
say zucchini and I’ll stop.”

“’Kay.”
His circling spiraled and he thrust hard, eliciting a gasp 

and a lance of pleasure to her pussy and clit. When he slid 
out of her, she moaned in disappointment until his cock 
pressed against the sensitive rosebud. He didn’t push, 
didn’t try to enter her, but allowed her feel him while his 
hands slid underneath her torso and pinched the hard 
points of her nipples. Her body was on fire. Every nerve 
ending seemed to be exploding at once. 

“Please,” she begged. “More.”
He slid back into her and she sighed. He’d let her come 

now. He had to know she couldn’t take much more. The 
tiny tremors deep inside of her heralded the approaching 
storm. Another hard pinch of her nipples and she threw 
back her head and wailed with desire. 

A firm pressure against her ass rocked her to her toes. 
“Bear down,” he commanded her, and mindless with need, 
she obeyed. Something small and hard popped so sud-
denly into her that she gasped and nearly shot up, but he 
pressed her down with a firm hand to her back. “Stay still. 
Trust me. I will never hurt you.”

Oh God. There’s something in my ass. “Z—” Her tongue 
barely formed the first letter of her safeword when a 
click sent the most delicious and overwhelming sensations 
throughout her body and the word died immediately. A 
vibrator? 

Alexander thrust into her, and the tiny vibrator in her 
ass made her curl her toes. She fisted her hands in the cool 
sheets. Her nipples scraped against the cotton, and her 
breath escaped in hoarse gulps. 

“Hold. On,” he ordered. 
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Her body knew his commands now and understood 
them almost instinctively. Only clenching her belly and 
sucking in great lungfuls of air would stop her orgasm, 
and that’s what she did. She couldn’t disappoint him—or 
herself. 

“You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen,” he 
growled, thrusting harder and faster with every word. 

The buzz of the vibrator quickened and stuttered in a 
deliciously random pattern. Every second she thought she 
knew what was coming and every second she was wrong. 
Her arms strained to hold herself still, but her legs shook 
so badly her toes came off the floor. “Alexander!” she 
screamed. 

“Oh God, Elizabeth, that’s it. Come for me.” He groaned 
and grabbed her hips, driving himself deeper than she 
thought possible. Her body reacted unbidden. Pressure 
gathered in her core and when the dam burst, Alexander 
went over with her. 

mn

Sometime later, she realized she was prone, under the 
blankets, held in his arms. She didn’t remember the blind-
fold coming off, or whatever had happened to cleanse her 
body. She smelled like fresh vanilla and rosewood. So did 
he. “What happened?” she asked. 

“Elizabeth? Are you back with me now? I did not expect 
you to go under so far from such a mild anal experience.”

“Under? Mild? You put something in my ass,” she said 
and wriggled in his arms so she could see his face. 

“I did. And you loved it.” His knowing grin caused her 
cheeks to burn. “Sometimes, the experience of losing one-
self in a submissive role can take you into something called 
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subspace. I’ve seen it before and I suspected you could 
reach such a state, but I did not expect it to happen from 
what I did to you today. Flogging, perhaps, but not a tiny 
vibrating butt plug.” He nodded towards the nightstand. 
A curved piece of rubber no larger than Elizabeth’s pinky 
finger rested next to the lamp. 

“That was in my ass.” The very idea of it still frightened 
her, but she couldn’t deny that she had, indeed, loved the 
sensation.

Alexander brushed a few tendrils of hair back away from 
her face. “Do you regret what we did? What I did to you?”

“No?” She chewed on her lip a moment. “I feel like every 
time we play there’s something new. Something that makes 
me say ‘yellow’ or even think about safewording. Will it 
always be like this?”

“I can’t say. I love you, Elizabeth. Your body and its 
delicious responses spur me on. I’ve not spent a lot of 
time on anal play as it takes a willing and trusting part-
ner and I’ve had very few of those. I’d like you to one day 
take my cock.” 

“Oh shit. I can’t! You’re . . . too big.” Elizabeth scooted 
back against the headboard. Her knees drew up to her 
chest and she watched Alexander with a wary eye.

“Calm down, chérie. I’ll only enter you there if you beg 
for it.” His eyes sparkled. “You will beg for it. I can pur-
chase more plugs—larger ones—that will slowly accustom 
you to my size.” 

Elizabeth stared at the butt plug on the nightstand. 
“Can I . . . ?”

“Yes. You can touch it. It’s clean and ready for next time. 
I let you have a kip after I cared for you.” 

She nearly dropped the tiny toy twice. The butt plug was 
made of soft silicon. It had a wider base and a tapered tip. 
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She depressed a button on the base and the toy came alive 
in her hands. A gasp escaped her lips. Alexander covered 
her hand and turned off the vibrator. “Nothing to fear, my 
sweet sub. Nothing at all.”

 



Seventeen
Alexander gave Elizabeth the news after she’d beaten 
him handily at chess. He hung up the phone and leaned 
against the counter, every breath painful. Outside, the sun 
burst out of the clouds and illuminated Elizabeth’s golden 
hair through the window. 

“It was an accident,” he managed. “They found the 
boys—dead. Hugh Coptown and one of his friends weren’t 
wearing their seat belts and they sailed through the wind-
shield, breaking necks, backs, and in Hugh’s case, his skull. 
They were pissed drunk and stupid. But not targeting you.” 

The queen slipped from her grasp and clattered to the 
floor. She dropped her head into her hands. “I shouldn’t 
be glad for the death of a child. I’m not. Not really. But I’m 
relieved that it wasn’t CPH coming after me.”

Alexander stooped to rescue the polished wood figu-
rine. He’d had the same thought. He tapped the phone’s 
screen a few times. “Philippa? Reach out to Alice Coptown. 
William has her information. Arrange for any funeral ex-
penses for her nephew.” There was a pause and then 
Alexander nodded. “Of course. Thank you.” 

He poured them both a shot of Scotch. The weight of the 
glass reassured him, as did the smooth burn of the alcohol. 
“I wish we could go back to Nubble and start the past two 
days over.”



356 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

“I learned a long time ago not to focus on regrets,” 
Elizabeth said quietly. “What happened . .  .  happened. 
And unless we could stop the boys from getting in that 
car, there isn’t much else to be done. I’m okay. Carl is 
okay. I wouldn’t change most of it. This has been . . . nice. 
Being here with you.”

Despite her serenity, Alexander still heard her panicked 
scream frequently when he closed his eyes. The memory of 
her in the water—skin blue, frightened—would stay with 
him for some time. Many shades of yellow and purple still 
dominated her forehead and though the stitches would dis-
solve soon, the scar would remain. There were too many 
unhappy memories in the past few days for his liking. “We 
should head back home tomorrow, but if it’s not pouring 
down rain, we’ll stop by Nubble on the way out of town.” 

Elizabeth stared at him for several silent moments 
before he realized what he’d said. Home. He kicked him-
self. He hadn’t properly asked her to move in with him yet. 
He wanted to. The look she wore on her face was one of 
complete uncertainty. “Elizabeth? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I’m fine. Really. I don’t want to go back to re-
ality. I suppose we have to eventually. But I love it here.” 
She blushed and toyed with the chess piece in her hands. 
“Everything’s simpler here.” 

“We will come back.” He drained his Scotch. “We will 
have many trips here in our future. Perhaps after we return 
to Boston, I’ll dig up one of the photographs of Nubble I 
took a few years ago in summer for you so you always have 
a part of this place. Even when we’re home.” 

mn

 
By Wednesday night, the rains started in earnest. 
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Alexander and Elizabeth soaked in the huge tub after an 
afternoon of chess, broken up by play of another sort. They 
faced each other, her legs draped over his in the steaming 
water. Alexander traced the pale reddish lines from the 
small flogger he’d packed along the tops of her thighs. 
She liked a bit of pain and her cries and pleas for more had 
quickly become his favorite sound in the world. 

He cleared his throat. “I want to ask you something, but 
I’m afraid you won’t want to answer.” 

She furrowed her brow. “You saw me come three times 
tonight and had me begging for your cock in my mouth,” 
she retorted. “I’m not certain there are many topics of dis-
cussion that are off limits between us anymore.” 

“Touché.” He opened his arms and invited her to lay her 
back against him with his legs around her body. Their close 
contact had his cock hardening again, but he couldn’t let 
it distract him. There was one obstacle left between them. 
One subject she’d never been willing to discuss. He needed 
to know whether she trusted him completely before he 
asked her to move in with him . . . or more . . . asked her to 
be his forever. “Tell me about your parents. Not the falling 
out. I want to know what your family was like before that.” 

“Why?” she asked, her voice a whisper. “What does it 
matter? They’re not a part of my life anymore.” 

“They made you. And I do not mean in the biblical sense. 
Who you are now is, in part, because of their influence in 
your life.” 

She stiffened in his embrace. “No. Who I am now is due 
to the decisions I made when they cut me out of their lives.” 

He feathered kisses along her neck—not to arouse, but 
to comfort. “Every single experience in our life shapes us, 
chérie. Yes, you made yourself into a strong woman after 
they abandoned you. I love that woman and I wouldn’t want 
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her to change for anything or anyone. But even now, even 
after how hard you’ve worked to overcome what they did, 
there are parts of them both—and what happened—within 
you. I want to know every part of you. Even the parts you 
hide from everyone else. You should never hide from me. 
Not anything. That is what true trust is.” 

Elizabeth deflated against him. Every few breaths she’d 
tremble, trying to fight off tears. She angled her head, re-
vealing her lip trapped beneath her teeth. She was silent 
for so long, he worried. When she spoke, he barely heard 
her. “I send them cards on their birthdays.” 

“Even now?”
“Every single year. I don’t write anything. Only . . . Lizzie. 

But I keep hoping that one day, they’ll reach out. You can’t 
stop loving your parents. No matter how hard you try. Or 
how much you want to.”

“They divorced, you said?” He stroked his hands up and 
down her arms, trying to ease her pain. 

“Yes. Eight years ago. Dad had one too many affairs and 
Mom got fed up. But they made a good team in business so 
they still work together. He gave up controlling interest in 
Bennett Pharmaceuticals to Mom, but stayed on as presi-
dent of the company. I miss him. He was a terrible husband, 
but he used to take me to Ivar’s every Wednesday—it’s a 
local Seattle chain—a father/daughter treat. He taught me 
how to poach eggs. To swing a golf club. To change a tire. 
He used to sing while he drove. Probably still does. He was 
strong and quiet and he had these bear hands that would 
lift me up and swing me around when I was a kid. ”

Her voice had filled with joy and love, but her tone froze 
and hardened again just as quickly. “Mom didn’t want me. 
She told a friend once that she didn’t want to get pregnant. 
The condom broke. I was seven and eavesdropping. Serves 
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me right I guess. She wasn’t a bad mother—just  .   .   .   in-
different. She was strict. She kept me safe as a kid, made 
sure I did my homework, cleaned my room. She’s the one 
who taught me how to play chess. But she was never 
warm. We never had mother-daughter chats. Never went 
shopping together. Never went to the theater, or even the 
movies together.” 

Alexander kept quiet. Now was not the time for sooth-
ing words. She didn’t need or want them. She needed to 
keep talking. 

“Dad tried to stick up for me when Mom found out that 
I’d gone to the press about them. She invited me over to 
their house. Only me. Not Darren. I remember thinking that 
it was odd and was hoping it was going to be a nice family 
meal for the three of us. But we didn’t even have a drink. 
Mom had one of the company’s lawyers there with termi-
nation paperwork and a copy of their new will. The one 
without me in it.” 

“Why did you sign it? The termination? Why not fight 
it?” Alexander asked. 

“Why bother? I hated what the company was doing. It 
was why I went to the Times in the first place. They didn’t 
ask me to sell back my stock, so there was really nothing 
to fight for. I wasn’t happy and I figured we could live off 
of the dividend checks and Darren’s salary for a short time 
while I looked for another job.” She shook her head. “My 
mother never even raised her voice. She told me I was a 
pitiful excuse for a daughter and she was sorry she hadn’t 
seen it sooner. Dad begged me to recant my story. He said 
my mother would forgive me if I did that, but she snapped 
at him to shut up and told me it was too late. I signed the 
paperwork, told my father that I loved him, and left. 

“Darren was operating that night and didn’t come home 
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until I was asleep. He got into bed with me, settled, but 
before I could turn over and tell him what happened, 
his phone rang. My mother called him. Apparently she 
knew his work schedule better than I did. He listened for 
a few minutes. I couldn’t hear everything but I know she 
said something about how he should come stay with them. 
He got up, dressed, and when I asked him where he was 
going, he said he couldn’t stay with someone who didn’t 
value loyalty.”

The water had cooled. Elizabeth pulled away and 
climbed out of the tub. She had a towel around her body 
before Alexander could even stand up. She looked beaten. 
Her bruised shoulder slumped and the bags under her 
eyes seemed larger than they’d been a few minutes ear-
lier. “I’m tired,” she said. “I’m going to go to bed.”

“Wait.” 
She threw up her hands and backed away a few steps. 

“I told you what you wanted to know. And you’re right. I 
needed to. But if I dwell on it too long, it goes from a dull 
ache to a burning pain and I can’t let that happen. It’s done. 
I don’t have a mother any more. I don’t know if I have a 
father, but since I’ve never heard anything from five years 
of birthday cards, I’d guess not.”

Alexander got out and slung a towel around his hips. 
He slid his arms up her back and pulled her against his 
bare chest. “But you do have me. You will always have 
me. Don’t go to bed upset. Come sit with me by the fire. 
Let’s have a nightcap. Perhaps we’ll find a happier subject 
to discuss.” 

He could see the indecision on her face. She didn’t want 
to be comforted. But whether it was his offer of a drink or 
his hands on her towel-covered arse, she gave in. “Fine. But 
no more talk of the past. Not tonight.” 
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When they were snuggled under a blanket on the 
couch, she laid her head on his shoulder. He held her for an 
hour while they chatted about everything from the weather, 
to his work, to River’s fondness for bacon. The conversation 
wasn’t anything important or serious, but it was every-
thing he knew she needed. They shared a bit of Scotch and 
watched the flames die down in the hearth. 

“I’m glad I told you,” she whispered, closing her eyes. 
He kissed her forehead. “So am I.”

mn

The next afternoon, they started the drive back to Boston 
with Milos and Carl following close behind. Elizabeth 
ached to tell Alexander that she loved him. She was certain 
now. He’d been so tender and caring and he’d been right. 
Opening up to him had brought them closer together. 

“Can I .  .   .  take you somewhere tonight?” she asked. 
“For dinner?”

He spared her a quick glance before returning his eyes 
to the road. “Of course. But I hope you are not entertaining 
the notion of paying.” 

“Yes, I am. I may not have a job, but I can pick up tax 
gigs starting in January. I need to find an office to work 
out of. I cashed in five thousand in stock when I went to 
Seattle for legal fees, but you took care of that,” she grum-
bled. “I can use that money for a desk in one of those 
touchdown office spaces. That and first and last on a new 
apartment.”

“Elizabeth.” He groaned in frustration. “This is not a dis-
cussion to have while driving.” 

“We’re talking about dinner,” she said, baffled. “It’s not 
supposed to be difficult. I want to take you somewhere 
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special to me. It’s not L’Espalier. It’s this corner pizza 
spot in the North End. Toni’s family’s place. Nonno 
Guiseppe can make us dinner. You’ll never have better 
pizza or calzone.”

“That was not what I was speaking of. But the short 
answer is yes. You can take me anywhere you wish tonight.” 

“Good.” She yawned and laid her head back against the 
headrest. She always nodded off in the car. She closed her 
eyes and let the motion of the vehicle lull her to sleep. 

mn

Elizabeth slept all the way back to Boston. Alexander 
woke her with a brush of his fingers against her cheek. 
“We’re home, chérie.”

A yawn split her lips and she hid behind a hand over her 
mouth. “Can’t stay awake in the car to save my life unless 
I’m driving.” She reached for the door handle.

“Wait for Milos,” he ordered. He kept the car idling.  
“It’s the middle of the day in front of your house. Do 

you really think there’s a danger?” Elizabeth looked up and 
down the street. “There’s no one around.” 

Alexander only had a moment to scowl at her before 
Milos appeared at her door. The Greek bodyguard opened 
the door and waited for Elizabeth to exit. Thomas came 
around to the driver’s side and slid behind the wheel when 
Alexander got out. 

“We’ll be having dinner in the North End tonight, 
Thomas.” 

“Of course, sir. Ring me when you are ready to leave.” 
Elizabeth let Alexander walk her up the steps and open 

the door for her. “I need to make a couple of calls. In pri-
vate,” she said with a grin. 
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“Secrets, Elizabeth?” He hefted their duffel over his 
shoulder and smirked at her. “I thought we agreed there 
would be no more secrets between us.”

“Consider it a surprise as opposed to a secret.” 
He chuckled. “I have never been overly fond of surprises, 

but you could change my mind. I’ll be in my office. I have 
some calls of my own to make. Work.” 

“Where should I, um, go?” This wasn’t her house. 
Would Samuel or Donatella be upset if she hung out in 
the kitchen or parked herself in the upstairs study? Would 
they even care?

“Anywhere you want.” 
River padded up to the both of them mrrping the whole 

way. She wound around their legs until Elizabeth picked 
her up and nuzzled her orange-striped fur. “Hello, sweetie.” 
River purred and butted her head against Elizabeth’s chin. 
“Miss me?”

“She slept on your bed,” Samuel said from the parlor. His 
hands were clasped behind his back. “On Miss Elizabeth’s 
pillow. Welcome home, sir. Miss.”

Alexander handed the duffel to Samuel. “Did you take 
care of that task?”

“Yes, sir. The appointment is set for Saturday afternoon 
at two.”

“What are you two talking about?” Elizabeth asked. 
River squirmed and jumped out of her arms so she could 
rub against Alexander’s legs. 

“Come with me,” Alexander said with a wink at Samuel. 
He led her upstairs and into his bedroom. River fol-

lowed, jumped up onto the bed, and kneaded the pillow 
Elizabeth had used before they’d left. 

“Now who’s the one with secrets?” she asked him. 
“You’re up to something. The last time I saw that look in 



364 | PATRICIA D . EDDY

your eye a necklace worth more than my entire apartment 
building showed up at my door.” 

“It looked stunning on you. I have no regrets. Best 
money I ever spent.” The deep timbre in his voice caused 
her belly to clench. He was too damn sexy. She wasn’t sure 
she could refuse him anything when his voice lowered like 
that and his green eyes sparkled. When he took her hand 
and drew her towards the closet, she followed without a 
second thought. 

“Oh my God.” 
Alexander pressed to her back and wrapped his arms 

around her waist. His closet had been completely rear-
ranged. Four days ago, his clothing took up the entire 
length. Suits, dress shirts, jeans, and sweaters. Now nearly 
half the closet was empty. Even his shoes had been rear-
ranged. She spun in his arms. 

“Move in with me,” he said in that same mesmerizing 
and commanding tone. “I don’t want you going back to 
that flat while the tosser who hurt you is out there and 
after the past few days, I find I do not want you sleeping 
anywhere but in a bed we share. Every night.” 

A storm of emotion raged through Elizabeth. Elation, 
relief, fear, and uncertainty all warred within her. He 
wanted her. Not only for sex. He loved her. Despite his 
fervor at the lighthouse, she’d had doubts. Tears 
burned the corners of her eyes. Was she ready for this? 
She loved him too, but this was . . . a step they couldn’t take 
back. “What if you find out I snore?”

“You do snore. It’s a soft sighing and one of my new fa-
vorite sounds for it means you’re safe and next to me.” 

“What if I’m a slob?”
“Then we’ll have a housekeeper come in more often. I’ve 

seen your flat. I’m not concerned.” 
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She pursed her lips for a moment, pondering. She 
couldn’t ask the next question. What if you decide one day 
you don’t love me?

“Chérie, I do not like that look on your face. This wasn’t 
meant to be a difficult question. I need you in my life. I 
need to come home to you at night or have you come home 
to me. I need to wake up with you and share coffee. I want to 
start the New Year living with the woman I love.”

“And the appointment at two on Saturday?”
“Movers. If you agree, anything you want from your flat 

can be packed up and we’ll find a spot for it.”
“You have a whole home already filled,” she protested. 

“None of my stuff will fit here.”
“Any of your things—even that abysmally out-of-date 

furniture, will find a home here.” 
“I can’t give up my couch.”
“The upstairs study then.” 
Alexander looked so intense that she couldn’t hold it in 

any longer. Laughter bubbled up within her and escaped 
in a half-sob, half-snort. She wriggled out of his grasp and 
leaned against the closet door. “That old thing is a piece 
of crap. I think half the springs are broken and it’s always 
smelled vaguely of fried rice.” 

“You are sending me up,” he said with a growl. “And en-
joying it.” He grabbed her around the waist and tossed her 
lightly over his shoulder. She shrieked with laughter and 
pounded on his back.  

“Let me down, you cretin!” 
“Oh, you’ll go down all right.” She landed with a soft 

thump on the bed, eliciting an angry meow from River, 
who disappeared into the hall like an orange bolt of 
lightning. 

Alexander jumped up on the bed and caged her with his 
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arms and legs .  She looked up into his  eyes .  “ I  had 
you going.”

“You did. And you’ll pay for that later. But you never 
answered my question. Will you move in with me?” 

“Yes.”

mn

Alexander excused himself to tend to some work mat-
ters and Elizabeth kicked off her shoes—this was oddly 
her home now—and sat cross-legged on the massive bed. 
She stroked River’s back and dialed Toni. 

“Lizzie! Are you feeling okay?”
“I’m fine. I might be better than fine actually.” 
“Oh?” Toni laughed, low and throaty. “Your man?”
“I need a favor.” 
“More makeup? Got another press conference? Your last 

one went over well.” 
Elizabeth twirled a lock of hair around her finger. “It 

did. I can’t believe the Babbler printed a retraction.”
“Those fucking idiots should be strung up by their balls.” 
“Toni!” Elizabeth giggled to herself. She didn’t dis-

agree. Not really. But it was one thing to think it and 
another to say it. 

“I know, I know. I’m sorry. So what do you need?”
“I need a table at Guiseppe’s for tonight. Preferably 

before it gets all crowded.”
“We’re closed tonight, sweetheart. It’s Thursday. Family 

meal and cleaning.” 
“Oh shit. I forgot. Dammit.” Now what was she going 

to do? “I needed somewhere special to tell him . .  .  that I 
love him.” 

The squeal that came through the speaker nearly 
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deafened her. “Come at seven. Family meal doesn’t start 
until eight. It’ll be Pops and me before then. I’m making 
calzones and he’s doing linguine alle vongole.” 

“Really?”
“Sweetheart, I love you. I’m so happy you’re happy and 

have a man who treats you right—he does treat you right, 
doesn’t he?”

“He does. He’s overbearing and arrogant, but he respects 
me, something Darren never did. He listens to me.” 

“Well, I know the signs, Lizzie. I remember how you 
withdrew—how the jerk cut you off from everything. I 
don’t care how much money Alexander has. If he tries 
to do that to you, I’m stepping in. Butting in, more 
appropriately.”

“I’m counting on it. That counseling you and Kelsey 
made me go through was painful, but I needed it. I won’t 
let anyone screw up my life again like Darren did. But 
Alexander isn’t going to do that. I won’t let him. He can 
have his control in the bedroom, but not out of it.” 

“Then we’ll see you at seven. And we need to have a girls’ 
night damn soon.” 

“Next Monday? The twenty-third? Oh shit. Toni, it’s 
Christmas next week. What the hell am I supposed to 
do? He’s got more money than God and I need to get him 
something.” 

Toni’s laughter rang out over the speaker. “Oh sweetie, 
I think a visit with Kelsey and some stilettos would do 
him fine.” 

mn

Elizabeth headed downstairs and ran into Samuel. “Can 
I help you, miss?”
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“I need some things from my apartment and if I tell 
Alexander, he’s going to insist on going with me.”

“I can retrieve what you need. Do you have a list?”
“It’s . . . personal.” She didn’t want Samuel going through 

her underwear.
“Miss Elizabeth, you live here now. I will be doing your 

laundry. And though I work for both of you, if I facilitate 
you going anywhere on your own right now, he will have 
my head.” Samuel clasped his hands behind his back and 
stood at parade rest. 

And I suppose you probably know all about what hap-
pens in his bedroom. She rubbed the back of her neck and 
forced a deep breath through her lungs. “Do you have a 
pen and paper?”

“Follow me, miss.” 
“Elizabeth.”
“Apologies, miss, but that’s not going to happen.” 

Samuel chuckled, turned, and headed into the kitchen with 
Elizabeth at his back. 

Once a pen and a piece of paper was retrieved, she wrote:
My pillow
The photograph of me, Toni, and Kelsey at Fenway Park 

from my dresser
The blindfold and vibrator in my nightstand (it’s clean)
She handed over the note and stared down at her 

feet .  Samuel folded the paper and put it into his pocket. 
“All right, miss. I’ll be back in an hour.” His tone was 
vaguely amused. 

“I need one more thing that’s not at my apartment.” 
“Yes?”
“A small box that’ll fit the blindfold and vibrator. And a 

bow or ribbon.” 
Samuel smiled. “I understand, miss. And it isn’t my 
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place, but I’m going to say it anyway. You are a good match 
for him.” 

mn

At six-thirty, Elizabeth tucked the wrapped box into her 
purse along with a little handwritten note. She’d agonized 
for an hour over it, finally settling on two simple lines: 

I don’t need these any more. You are my Dom and you con-
trol my pleasure. 

Alexander walked out of the closet buttoning his cuffs. 
The royal blue shirt was open at the neck. His tight jeans 
showcased slim hips and strong thighs. A shadow of stub-
ble darkened his jaw. “More secrets?” he said as she fas-
tened the clasp of her bag. 

“Not exactly. You’ll find out soon.” 

mn

When they slid into the limo, Alexander tucked an arm 
around her shoulders and kept her close. “My deposition is 
scheduled for next Monday.” 

“Oh! I told Toni we could have a girls’ night next week. 
Monday actually. Do you want me to reschedule it?” 

“Of course not. But you’ll take Milos and Carl with you. 
The man who hurt you is still out there somewhere. They 
know how to be unobtrusive.”

“Our girls’ nights usually involve a movie and a bottle or 
two of wine at someone’s apartment.”

“Then they will wait outside.” 
“Control freak,” she muttered, but secretly she was re-

lieved. “You really don’t want me to be . . . err . . . home after 
your deposition?”
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“Well, I want you to come home eventually. But no. You 
should resume your life—with some small alterations, that 
is. You’ll have security when you leave the house. You’ll 
need to go shopping with Marjorie for some enhancements 
to your wardrobe for parties and any business events you 
choose to accompany me to, and you’ll need to forgive me 
occasionally for being—as you are so fond of saying—a 
control freak.” 

She laughed against him. “Maybe this won’t be so 
bad. Though it’ll be better once I get some clients and 
can pay for my own clothing. I don’t want to keep taking 
your charity.” 

“It’s not charity, chérie. I love you. You’re not asking me 
to buy you a bridge. You’re not asking me to buy you any-
thing. I’m the one who is offering. And the first thing you 
need is a better coat.”

“Why? Yours works fine,” she teased. She wriggled 
deeper into Alexander’s leather jacket. It smelled like him. 
She could live in this coat and be perfectly happy.

“It does look lovely on you.” 
Guiseppe’s was lit up with candles and dim, romantic 

lights when they arrived. After Milos circled the building 
and walked through the kitchen and the dining room, they 
were allowed to leave the limo. 

Toni greeted them at the door and showed them to the 
only set table in the entire restaurant, complete with a 
bottle of Chianti breathing in the center. 

“Are we the only customers?” Alexander asked. 
“We’re technically closed tonight,” Toni admitted. “But 

Pop was cooking anyway for our family meal and Lizzie 
called in a favor. Trust me. This is not a problem.” She 
winked at Elizabeth.

Elizabeth blushed and hung her purse on the back 
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of the chair. She didn’t know why she was so nervous. 
Alexander loved her. She loved him. Still, her hands shook 
and her heart pounded. 

“Miss Grimaldi knows something I do not,” Alexander 
said, holding her chair.

“She’s one of my best friends. I think you can call her 
Toni. And she’s trying to make trouble.” 

Elizabeth accepted the glass of wine he poured her and 
lifted it to return his toast. “To the rain,” he said. 

“The rain? Why?”
“Because if it were not for the rain, I never would have 

met you and that would have been a tragedy. I can’t imag-
ine my life without you, Elizabeth. I . . . there is so much I 
want to say to you.” 

There’s so much I want to say to you too. “That sounds 
ominous,” she said quietly. 

“Not at all. But it’s not the time yet. Tonight, I’m content 
to enjoy a meal with you.” 

“I hope you’re hungry. Papa Grimaldi is the best. Nonno 
Guiseppe started this place. Papa’s father. Toni manages it 
now but Papa still cooks every night.” 

“I’m hungry for a lot of things,” he said with a sly grin. 
“But dinner is definitely one of them.” 

Toni rushed out with a plate of sliced meats, a small 
basket of bread, and a bowl of herbed olive oil for dip-
ping. “Your dinners will be up in about fifteen minutes, 
but my pop yelled at me that he wants five minutes with 
Lizzie first.” 

Elizabeth groaned. “Probably wants to interrogate me 
over you,” she told Alexander. 

Toni chuckled. “I’d say that’s likely.” She took a few min-
utes to explain what the different meats were and tell them 
about the various herbs in the olive oil. “I’ll go check on 
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your clams. Don’t keep him waiting long or he’s going to 
yell at me again.” She winked at Elizabeth as she rushed off.

Alexander rose and offered Elizabeth his hand to help 
her up. “Don’t be long.” 

“Do you want to meet Papa Grimaldi?” 
“He asked for you. The implication was you alone,” 

Alexander said with a small shake of his head. “After the 
meal, I’ll pop back.” He leaned close so his lips brushed her 
ear. “I don’t ever want to crowd you, Elizabeth. Or take time 
away from your friends. I may want your submission in the 
bedroom, but outside of it, I want us to find a balance. Your 
friends, my friends, your hobbies, mine.” 

“You have hobbies besides sex?” she asked. 
“In the summer, I sail. I’d love to teach you.”
“I’d like that,” she replied. With one last lingering look, 

Elizabeth slipped behind the swinging door to the kitchen. 
She’d spent many nights here with Toni and Kelsey and 
knew that the kitchen would be quiet. The restaurant was 
small—only a half dozen tables, and the elder Grimaldi did 
all of the cooking. On weekends he hired a prep cook for a 
few hours, but tonight, it would be him and Toni. 

Latin American guitar tones accompanied the whoosh 
of the professional dishwasher. “Papa Grimaldi?” Elizabeth 
called. He wasn’t at the stove. “Toni?”

The hairs on the back of her neck prickled a second 
before something hard jabbed into her ribs. “Don’t make a 
sound or I kill them.” 

Her chest constricted painfully. That voice haunted her 
dreams. Her attacker had returned. Toni and her father 
were seated on the floor against the industrial fridge. Duct 
tape covered their mouths. Their hands and feet were 
bound. Papa Grimaldi had a bruise on his cheek and a bit of 
blood dotted the floor. Toni’s eyes were teary. 
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“We’re headed out the back door and you’re going to 
keep quiet and do as I say,” the low voice in her ear ordered. 
The man who’d attacked her in her apartment shoved her 
forward. Fear burned through her, icy and overwhelming. 

“You can kill me,” she whispered, “but it won’t make a 
difference. The lawsuit’s been filed.” 

“Doesn’t matter. He wants you to pay. So you’ll pay. 
Open the door.” 

Elizabeth tried to pull her arm away, but the gun 
barrel jabbed harder into her ribs and her knees threat-
ened to buckle. 

“I’ve really had enough of you, bitch.” He threw her 
against the wall, pressed a gloved hand to her neck, and 
her world started to shimmer. He wore the same full bala-
clava—only his eyes showing.

“Nooooo,” she moaned weakly. A dull roar filled her 
ears. The burnt orange walls of the hallway blurred. She 
was falling. She had to call out, scream, do something, but 
her arms and legs wouldn’t obey her commands. She could 
only watch helplessly as her assailant hefted her on his 
shoulder. Her arms hung long down his back. He held her 
legs tightly as they escaped into the alley. 

The biting cold and her position made it hard to 
breathe. She had to get away. “Help,” she tried to cry, but 
it came out as barely a whimper. They rounded the side 
of the building, heading away from Milos and Carl. Soon it 
would be too late. She balled her hands into fists and drew 
them as high behind her as she could. With a grunt, she 
slammed them into her captor’s back, over and over again. 
She must have hit a sensitive spot with one of her blows, 
for he stumbled enough to throw her off balance. 

She twisted her body as much as she could and flew to-
wards the snow-covered ground. The bone-jarring impact 
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drove the air from her lungs. She tried to get her arms and 
legs to move, but her body refused to listen to her in its 
desperate attempt to breathe again. 

“Fucking bitch!” the brown-eyed hitman growled. He 
stooped to grab her arm. 

“Get the hell away from her!” Carl’s voice echoed down 
the alley. He came at the man at full speed and knocked him 
to the ground. 

Elizabeth finally managed to suck in a feeble breath. 
“Help!” 

Carl and the man grappled with each other. Carl landed 
a punch to the man’s gut and was about to send one large 
fist to the man’s jaw when a deafening crack filled the alley. 
A burnt, sweet smell wafted over Elizabeth. Carl fell for-
ward next to the man, with a small, dark hole in the center 
of his forehead. 

“No!” Elizabeth scrambled back and tried to get up, but 
the assassin sprang for her and had his hand around her 
arm before she could find her footing. 

He glanced down the alley towards a black van idling with 
its back door open. “We’ve got to move!” he called loudly. 
“Security!” They were only fifty feet away and the man was 
lugging her closer to the van with every passing second. 

Forty. 
If he got her into that van, she was dead. 
Thirty.
“Elizabeth!” The single word held so much emotion. 

Terror. Panic. Love. 
Alexander raced towards them with a look of pure hatred 

in his eyes. Elizabeth’s captor raised the gun.
She clawed at the man’s hand, trying to get the weapon 

away from him, but he shoved her down and she landed on 
her hands and knees. “Gun!” 
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It’s not like it is in the movies, she thought, dimly. A 
dozen feet away, Alexander staggered against the wall of 
the building. There was no momentum knocking him back-
wards, no sound at all other than the crack of the shot and 
a soft exhalation of air from Alexander’s lips. His eyes flut-
tered, the dark lashes dramatic against his rapidly paling 
cheeks. He sank to his knees in slow motion and pressed his 
hand to his side. His royal blue shirt was already drenched 
with blood below where she thought his heart should be. 

Her attacker grabbed her arm again and tried to pull her 
the last twenty-five feet towards the van. 

No! With more strength than she thought she possessed, 
she ripped her arm from his grip. Shocked by the sudden-
ness of her move, he let her go. She pulled her right arm 
back and drove the heel of her hand into his nose. Blood 
spurted from his nostrils and he snarled at her. 

“I’ve had enough of you.” He brought the gun up, but 
she flew at him. Another shot echoed and her outer thigh 
burned, but she barely registered it as pain. She grabbed 
him by the shoulders and rammed her knee into his groin. 
He staggered again, but didn’t go down. 

The gun slid upwards to point at her head. 
“Elizabeth.” 
Alexander’s gasping call seemed to startle both of them 

for her assailant’s eyes flicked away from her for a fraction 
of a second. She flinched at the sound of the gun firing. This 
was it. She was going to die. 



Eighteen
Strong arms locked around her and dragged Elizabeth 
back. The hitman crumpled to the ground with his 
hands pressed to his abdomen. Blood gushed from be-
tween his gloved fingers. A black-shoed foot kicked the 
hitman’s gun away.

“I’ve got you. Come on now. He needs you.” 
Thomas. He shifted his grip so that his arm was around 

her waist and rushed her back to Alexander’s side. Milos 
passed them both at a run, headed for the hitman. 

Time seemed to stand still. Alexander was on his back, 
his legs bent awkwardly underneath him. His chest stut-
tered in little gasping breaths. His eyes were closed. 
Elizabeth dropped to her knees next to him. “No. Look at 
me. You are not allowed to die on me!”

Behind her, Thomas barked into a phone. “We’re in the 
north end. Just off Hanover Street .  He’s been shot in 
the chest. He’s breathing, but it’s a struggle. Left side.” 

Thomas pressed his hands to the wound and muttered 
into the phone tucked between his shoulder and ear. 
Alexander groaned in pain and his eyelids fluttered. 

“Open!” she ordered him. Two could play at this 
game. “Now.”

He struggled to obey her and when he focused on her 
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face, he smiled almost serenely. “Love. You.” A little gasp 
punctuated each word. He coughed and blood trickled 
from the corner of his mouth. 

“Shhh, it’s okay. You’re going to be okay.” 
“Can’t. Breathe.” He fought for each word, each tiny 

movement of his chest. Thomas relayed his words to the 
911 operator. 

“The EMTs are only four blocks away. Hold on, sir.”
Milos shouted at someone down the alley, but Elizabeth 

kept her focus on Alexander. She held his hand tightly and 
brought her lips to his. The scent of his blood sickened her. 
“Stay with me, stud. You’re not getting out of us living to-
gether that easily.” 

He shuddered and his eyes rolled back in his head.
“Look at me, dammit. Now! I have something to say to 

you and I’m not going to tell you if you die on me.” 
He coughed again and swallowed, but he looked at her. 

His mouth opened and closed, but all that came out was 
another cough. His next breath rattled in his chest. 

The sirens blared down the street and brakes squealed. 
“Down here!” Thomas called. 
The EMTs raced for them and ordered Thomas and 

Elizabeth out of the way. She didn’t want to go, but Thomas 
took her arm. “They have to work on him, miss.” 

When her hand slipped from his, Alexander gasped for 
breath and struggled to raise his head. “Elizabeth.” 

“I’m right here,” she called from behind the EMTs. “I 
won’t leave you.”

But he couldn’t see her. His eyes fluttered closed, taking 
with them her very sanity. She couldn’t think—couldn’t be-
lieve this was actually happening. 

The EMTs worked quickly, loading him onto a gurney 
and pressing an oxygen mask to his mouth. “We need to 
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take him now,” one of them said to her. She ran after 
them, but they wouldn’t let her in the ambulance. “We’re 
going to Mass General. He’s critical. We need the room to 
work.” The door shut in her face. 

Her cheeks flushed hot and shivers wracked her body. 
She was soaked with sweat and with the snow from her 
fall in the alley. Her hands went numb. Then her lips. She 
couldn’t breathe. 

“Miss Elizabeth, come with me.” 
The voice was familiar but she couldn’t place it. All she 

could do was stare at the ambulance pulling away with her 
heart, her very soul trapped inside. 

“Elizabeth!” Thomas snapped out her name. Her breath 
wheezed in and out and the buildings and cars around 
her spun. Hands forced her down to the ground and 
guided her head between her knees. “Breathe. In and out. 
Slow now. You have to calm down so I can take you to him.” 

He rubbed her back. “Get her coat,” he said to someone 
behind her. Moments later, Alexander’s leather jacket was 
wrapped around her shoulders. The comforting spicy 
scent calmed her. The first easy breath had her body shud-
dering. The second staved off the dizziness. The third 
strengthened her enough to raise her head and look into 
the driver’s earnest hazel eyes. 

“Better?” he asked.
She nodded. 
“I’m going to take you to the hospital now. You’ve got 

some injuries yourself and he would want you looked after. 
And he’d want you close when he wakes up.” 

The driver took her elbow and helped her to her feet. 
Three uniformed police officers stood in front of the res-
taurant talking to the two Grimaldis. Toni ran over and 
wrapped her arms around Elizabeth. 
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“Gawd, Lizzie, I’m so sorry. When I got back to the kitch-
en, Pop was already tied up and the man had a gun to his 
head. I should have screamed or something. Anything. As 
soon as he left with you, I started banging on the fridge. 
Alexander heard me. Is he going to be okay?” 

Elizabeth shook in Toni’s arms. “My fault,” she whis-
pered. “He was after me. I need to go. I can’t . . . I have to be 
there. The hospital. Pray. Please pray.”

Toni released her. “Of course. Go. They’re going to take 
us there in a bit. Pop’s kind of dizzy. I’ll find you.” 

Milos appeared at Elizabeth’s elbow. “Miss Elizabeth, I 
have to stay here with the police. I killed the man who hurt 
you. But Patrick will meet you at the hospital. You met him 
at the house before you left. Do you remember him?”

She nodded. She didn’t trust herself to speak. 
“Don’t go anywhere alone. Do you understand?”
“I won’t let her. Don’t worry,” Thomas replied. “Come on.” 
“Wait!” One of the uniformed officers held up his hand. 

“We need to ask her some questions.” 
“Miss Elizabeth needs to go to the hospital, which is 

where I’m taking her,” Thomas replied sharply. “Unless 
you think the bullet wound to her thigh should go 
untreated?”

“What?” Elizabeth asked. 
“It’s a graze, miss. But between that and your wrist, you 

need to be seen,” Thomas replied. He spread the ripped 
material of her jeans slightly. There was a deep gash in her 
thigh. It oozed blood, but she didn’t even register the pain. 
“You can talk to her at the hospital.” 

Thomas led her two blocks down to the limo. By the 
time he held her door open, her wrist started to protest 
and her thigh burned. “You’ll ride up front so I can keep 
an eye on you.” He waited for her to get in, and then shut 
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the door firmly. When he took his own seat, he turned 
and grinned at her. “Buckle up. I used to be a stunt driver.” 

mn

Six hours later, Elizabeth sported a wrist brace and a 
thick bandage on her thigh. Samuel brought her a change 
of clothes and she wore black wool pants and a rose-col-
ored cashmere sweater she was certain hadn’t been in 
Alexander’s closet when they’d left the house.

She’d managed to get most of the blood off of her hands 
in the private hospital room’s huge bathroom. Alexander 
lay in the sterile bed, a heart rate monitor beeping regu-
larly. His chest was bare, and the thin sheet and blanket 
covered his naked body up to his waist. His face was pale 
and stubble covered his jaw. 

The bullet had pierced his lung and caused a small ac-
cumulation of blood. A tube inserted between his ribs at 
his side served to drain the blood. The doctor, a calm, older 
gentleman named Leonard Orion, assured Elizabeth and 
Nicholas that Alexander would make a full recovery. His 
heart rate had dropped dangerously low during surgery, 
but they’d been able to stabilize him quickly. 

Elizabeth sat next to the hospital bed and stroked her 
fingers lightly over the back of Alexander’s right hand. She 
traced each of the blue veins along his skin, memorizing 
the feel of him, remembering the strength of his grip, the 
velvet of his lips, and his commanding voice. The nurses 
hadn’t wanted her in his room and the doctor hadn’t origi-
nally wanted to talk to her. She wasn’t family. But when 
Nicholas had shown up, he’d threatened to call the hospi-
tal administrator and she’d been allowed to stay and given 
every courtesy. 
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Nicholas was back and forth talking to the federal pros-
ecutor and the police, buying her time. They wanted to 
question her, but she wouldn’t leave Alexander’s side and 
the nurses wouldn’t let them in his room. 

“How’s our patient?” Terrance entered quickly and 
rested his hand on Elizabeth’s shoulder. 

“The same.” 
“It’s early still, Elizabeth. But he’s strong and he was 

very lucky. An inch higher or to the right and we’d be 
having a different conversation.” 

She shuddered and tightened her grip on Alexander’s 
hand. “Were Toni and her father okay?”

“Yes. Cesario had a few bruises. That’s all. Antonia said 
she would call you tomorrow.”

“Good.”
“You should get some rest .  I  know you want to stay, 

but you’ve been through a lot these past few days too. 
I  can take over and Thomas can take you home for a 
few hours.”

“I’m not leaving him,” she protested. She looked up over 
Alexander’s prone form. Terrance’s pale blue eyes were 
full of concern. 

“It’s two in the morning. He’s stable. There’s nothing 
else you can do right now.”

“She stays.” The whisper from the bed startled them 
both. Elizabeth gasped. Alexander’s eyelids twitched and 
his lips parted. He groaned softly. 

“Alexander, look at me,” she begged, leaning closer and 
bringing his hand to her lips. 

A muscle in his jaw flexed. He tried to take a deeper 
breath, but pain flitted across his face. When his green eyes 
opened, they were bloodshot and tired, but they focused 
on her and he managed a small smile. 
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“Hey there,” she said, unable to stop the grin from tug-
ging at her lips. 

“Stay.” The single word was all he managed before his 
eyes closed again. 

“I’m not going anywhere. They’ll have to drag me out 
with a team of wild dogs.” 

“Dogs aren’t . . . allowed.” 
“Well, then a team of rabid Candy Stripers. Do they even 

still have Candy Stripers anymore?” she asked Terrance, 
who was checking Alexander’s vitals on the various machines. 

Alexander’s body flinched and Elizabeth looked to the 
doctor, but it was Alexander who reassured her. 

“Don’t joke. Hurts.” He’d tried to laugh. It had been a 
poor joke—barely even one—but he always laughed at her 
feeble attempts at humor. If he had the presence of mind to 
do so now, he was going to be okay. 

Elizabeth stroked his bare arm. “You’re a fool, you know.” 
He opened his eyes again. “Excuse me?” His words were 

getting stronger and he raised a brow at her. 
“Running after me. Running after a man with a gun. You 

could have gotten yourself killed and then what would I 
do? I love you, dammit. I don’t want to lose you.” She hadn’t 
meant to say it. Not yet. Not when he could barely keep his 
eyes open, but it was out there now and she couldn’t take 
it back. Didn’t want to.

He pulled on her hand with tears in his eyes. “Come here.”
“I’d hurt you.” She eyed the amount of space left along-

side his body. She couldn’t get into his bed.
“Don’t care.” He gave her hand a tug. “Need you against 

me. Come. Here. Now,” he ordered. His voice was weak and 
hoarse. They’d had a tube down his throat in surgery. But 
there was no mistaking the edge to his words. 

“I’m afraid I have to countermand that order, Alex. 
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You’ve got a tube in your chest. Until it comes out, no 
sharing a bed.” Terrance nodded towards Alexander’s 
left side. 

“And how long will that be?” Alexander asked. 
“Twenty-four to thirty-six hours. Assuming you follow 

your surgeon’s orders to the letter. I’m going to go get him.” 
The door to the room shut with a soft click as Terrance 

slipped out.
“Don’t expect me to ever give you up,” he whispered. 

“Especially not to a man with a gun. I will always come 
for you.” 

“Well then don’t get shot next time, all right?”
“It’s bloody inconvenient. I had plans for tonight that 

involved you. Naked.” 
“At least I got to keep my plans,” Elizabeth murmured. 

She raised her head and looked into his eyes. “I love you. 
I wanted to tell you over dinner. I had it all planned out. I 
even had a little gift for you.” 

He smiled and closed his eyes. She laid her head against 
his upper arm. He smelled like antiseptic and blood, but 
there was still a hint of scent of the man she loved. Male 
strength, a bit of sandalwood, cloves. He’d be okay. His 
heart was strong. His breathing was still shallow, but it was 
steady. Most comforting of all was the knowledge that they 
were together.



Epilogue
The soothing patter of rain lulled him halfway to sleep. 
No, not rain. The shower.  Alexander forced his  eyes 
open.  The dim light of the bedside lamp cast a warm 
glow over the black Egyptian cotton sheets and down 
comforter. 

Alexander couldn’t remember much about leaving the 
hospital. Terrance had arranged for a private ambulance 
to return him home and he knew Elizabeth had been at his 
side, but beyond that, it was a painful blur. All except for 
the twenty-two steps he had to climb with Roger—his per-
sonal nurse—to get to his bed. He remembered every one 
of those steps. The pain had nearly convinced him to go 
back to the hospital. But the thought of Elizabeth in the 
king-sized bed with him at night kept him from complain-
ing. For two days she’d slept in the thin reclining chair 
in his hospital room. Once he’d gotten his chest tube out, 
she’d slept balanced on the edge of the narrow hospital 
bed for another night. The bags under her eyes had wors-
ened by the hour.

As the last drops of water fell, he closed his eyes. The 
next thing he knew, the scent of vanilla,  gardenia, 
and white ginger surrounded him. He reached for her and 
winced at the lightning bolt of pain that ripped through 
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him. Any lascivious thoughts he’d entertained disap-
peared in an instant. 

“Alexander? You need Roger? Another pain pill?” 
Elizabeth rubbed her eyes and sat up, turning on the bed-
side lamp. Black silk draped over her breasts. Her golden 
hair tumbled loose around her shoulders. Her eyes were 
rimmed with red. She’d been crying. 

“No. I wanted to touch you.” The lower half of her body 
was hidden under the blankets, but he knew every inch of 
it now. He knew those curving hips, the long legs, and the 
narrow feet. He knew she’d nibble a little on her lower 
lip if she was worried about something, and when the 
plump flesh was tucked under her teeth, he reached up—
slowly—and brushed it with his thumb. “What’s wrong?”

“I’m fine.” 
“You’re not. Turn the light off and come here. We haven’t 

been truly alone at all these past few days. I need you.” 
She scoffed. “No sex. No silks. Not for at least another 

week. Doctor’s orders, remember?” 
“While we will see about that, sex wasn’t what I intended. 

Not tonight anyway. I need to hold you. I need you to talk to 
me. And I need”—he traced the line of her eyebrow—“you 
to tell me why you’ve been crying.”

Her lips quirked. She turned off the light and snuggled 
against his bare chest. “I wasn’t crying. I had a panic attack. 
It wasn’t too bad,” she hurried to add. “In the shower.” She 
draped her arm over his body, carefully avoiding the 
bandages tightly wrapped around his upper torso. He had 
a two-inch incision just under his left pectoral muscle 
and a small sutured area on his side where the chest tube 
had been inserted. Breathing was still painful, but at 
least he’d managed to wean himself off the Percocet. 

“You have nothing to panic about now, chérie. We’re 
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home. I’m going to be fine. You’re safe now. Pastack and 
Hayes are in jail. The arsehole who tried to kill you and ran 
me through is dead.” 

Milos had killed the assassin and discovered Pastack 
wheezing in the back of the van. The oldest CPH partner 
had apparently masterminded the whole thing, spending 
his cut of the embezzlement funds on experimental cancer 
treatments overseas. Hayes had chosen the clients and fal-
sified the tax forms. Carter, for all of his vitriol towards 
Elizabeth, had been innocent of everything other than 
being a thoroughly unpleasant wanker.

“Then why are there still men around the house?” 
“Milos is a permanent addition to the staff. Patrick will 

be with us for another month or two, until Milos completes 
his defensive driving courses so he can drive you whenever 
Thomas is busy. We had this conversation.” 

“I think you had that conversation with the Percocet. Or 
maybe only with Milos. Because it certainly wasn’t with 
me,” she replied. 

“Shite. I’m sorry about that. I can’t say I remember much 
about the past few days.” 

She slid closer. Her arms encircled his waist and she 
brought her lips within half an inch of his. “You should be.” 
She kissed him so long and so thoroughly that he was close 
to forgetting his own name. 

“Now lay down, chérie, and open your legs for me. The 
doctor said I could not orgasm for several more days. He 
said nothing about you. Care to see what I can do to you 
with only my fingers?”

mn

On Christmas morning, a light snow fell outside the 
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floor-to-ceiling windows in their bedroom. Alexander 
dressed carefully. Lateral movement was still painful, but 
his doctor had cleared him to resume most of his normal 
activities, including sex. 

The past few days, though painful and frustrating be-
cause of his physical limitations, had brought him a peace 
of mind he’d not felt in ages. Elizabeth applied for her 
business license and would be renting an office in his build-
ing—for a greatly reduced rate of course—to start her own 
private accounting practice. Larry Luccino, one of the 
owners of the Boston Red Sox, found out about the plot to 
kill her. He was so upset that the audit of his team had put 
her in danger that he offered to become her first client. 
Those fees alone would cover her rent for a year. Harry 
Carter had been exonerated and had recommended her for 
several high profile accounts. She was thrilled. Alexander 
loved the idea of having her close. They could have the 
occasional lunch together and Thomas could drive them 
both. He was looking forward to returning to work—with 
her—after the first of the year.

Alexander brushed some of River’s orange fur off of his 
black sweater. He chuckled. The cat wound her way around 
his legs and mrpped happily. “Don’t go begging me for tuna,” 
he said to the feline. “I know for a fact Donatella feeds you.” 

The cat butted her head against his leg in response. 
“Really? She didn’t?” Alexander gingerly reached down 

and scratched the cat behind the ears. 
“She lies,” Elizabeth said from the doorway.  
“She is looking a little round these days.” He straight-

ened with a wince and grinned at the woman he loved. She 
wore a red long-sleeved wrap dress that swished loosely 
around her knees. Rubies winked at her ears. She’d pro-
tested the jewels, but he’d insisted. “One of the few things 
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I will ask of you outside of the bedroom. You must let me 
give you the occasional gift,” he’d told her.

She fingered the teardrop-shaped jewel hanging from 
her left ear. “Are you ready? Toni and Papa Grimaidi just 
got here. Kelsey is currently trying to chat up Nicholas. 
Samuel said your mother’s driver called and she’s ten min-
utes away. I don’t want to have to face her alone.” 

Two steps and he had her in his arms. “She will love 
you. But yes, I am almost ready. I only have one thing to do. 
Sit with me for a moment?”

Her brows drew down and she scowled. “I don’t 
trust you.” 

“You trust me completely. That is why we are sitting 
here.” He dipped into his pocket and pulled out a diamond 
bracelet with a platinum heart-shaped clasp. 

“No more jewels!” she protested immediately and tried 
to scoot back on the bed. “I told you—” 

Her words died in her throat when he held up his hand. 
“This is no ordinary bracelet. Do you remember the photo 
of Candy and me that bothered you so much before we 
started dating?”

“Of course. I’m glad Nicholas found her a new Master.”
“Nicholas wants and needs a slave in his life. A woman 

who will give up her control of everything to him. What she 
eats, what she wears, even when she’s allowed to sleep or 
speak in his presence. He’s found happiness in those rela-
tionships for years.”

“I still don’t really understand that dynamic,” she 
murmured. 

“If he finds another . . . more intelligent slave, perhaps 
we’ll be able to socialize with them. I think chatting with 
a slave would help you understand. But that’s not impor-
tant right now. You need to know that I do not want such a 
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relationship. I only want your submission in the bedroom. 
But over the past few days, I have realized that you are 
very much mine, Elizabeth. My sub. The only woman I have 
ever loved. I hope that within the next year, you will con-
sent to be my wife.” 

Her breath hitched. “It’s too soon.” 
“Yes, it is. For you anyway. I know what—who—I want. 

But I also know that you need more time and I will give it 
to you. This, however, would be an interim step. I had this 
made for you. It is not dissimilar to the slave collar that 
Nicholas uses, the one that Candy wore in that photo, but 
this bracelet is for your wrist, obviously. You are not my 
slave. You never will be. But you are mine and I would like 
to ask if you would wear this as a symbol of your submis-
sion to me. The clasp locks. I hold the key. If you someday 
decide that I am not who you want, you have only to ask me 
to unlock it and I will do so. But unless that day comes, you 
will wear it. Always. Will you do this for me?”

“If I say no, is that like using my safeword on our 
relationship?”

Alexander didn’t know how to answer that question. 
He needed Elizabeth to wear a symbol of their commit-
ment. He hadn’t known until that moment how much he 
needed this. In the past, it had always been the women 
who’d wanted more. He tried to put himself in her posi-
tion but utterly failed. He needed her. He settled on a single 
word in answer. “No.” He wasn’t proud of how strained his 
voice was. 

“You’ll still love me without it.”
“Yes.” This was easier. “Nothing could change my feelings 

for you, Elizabeth. For you, I would do anything. I would 
even try to be happy without being your Dom. I fear that 
experiment would end poorly. You are a born submissive 
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and denying it now would leave both of us unfulfilled. But 
I would try.”

Alexander clutched the bracelet in his hand. The dia-
monds dug into his flesh. This was not going well at all. 
Why did he decide to do this on Christmas? He was so lost in 
his own regrets and fears that he’d not noticed Elizabeth’s 
slender wrist upturned in front of him until she laid her 
other hand on his thigh.

“Yes?” Hope surged. 
“Of course.” Elizabeth smiled shyly at him. “I only wanted 

to know that I had a choice in the matter. It’s . . . important 
to me. Knowing I don’t have to lose who I am to submit to 
you. I love being your sub. And I love you.”

Alexander draped the diamonds over her wrist and 
locked the bracelet in place. The key went into his pocket. 
“You are mine, Elizabeth. And tonight, I intend to have you.”
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Nicholas Fairhaven cursed silently. He peeked at his cards 
again. Two pair. Tens and Sixes. A trio of chips rested in 
front of him. Six hundred dollars. He’d started with twen-
ty-thousand. The night had certainly gone pear-shaped in 
a hurry. He cracked his knuckles and gave a piercing stare 
to the only other player still at the table. 

Matteo Fate glared back at him. “I call,” he said, his 
Italian accent thick. 

Nicholas threw his cards down across the piles of chips. 
He knew he’d lost. Matteo never called unless he had trip-
aces. Sure enough, he did. 

“Bugger it,” Nicholas muttered. When he was upset, his 
accent got thicker and the slang from his mother country 
slipped out. He’d been in the United States for more than 
twenty years, but he could still sound like a proper Brit 
when he was angry. 

“You’re out,” Matteo growled. “And as you owe mio padre 
for your buy-in tonight and last week, I suggest you quit 
while you still have all of your fingers.”

“I’m good for it,” Nicholas spat. “Have you forgotten 
who I am?” As CEO of Fairhaven Exports, Nicholas had, 
as his brother’s fiancé termed it, more money than God. 
Unfortunately, most of that money was tied up in his com-
pany. He was lucky he owned his flat and his Mercedes 
outright. 



“Not at all, amico. But your company isn’t going to bail 
you out much longer. Nor will your brother. You’ve got a 
week to pay us what you owe. Get out of here. Now.” 

Nicholas snatched up his remaining six hundred in chips, 
drained his Scotch, and stalked out of the dimly lit room. 
He’d show them. He had enough left to hit the track for a 
couple of bets in the morning and win it all back. 

 mn
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Nubble’s Light
1 ounce of cranberry liqueur
1 ounce of pepper infused vodka
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