
  
    
      
    
  


  
    Forbidden Passion


    Bend To My Will: Book 1


    


    


    By


    Emily Jane Trent

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 1


    The woman’s scent lingered, drawing Jacob to her. The notes of lilac and rose intoxicated him, the urge to move closer nearly irresistible. Her innocence was luscious fruit tempting him, unmercifully.


    Then she walked away, talking to another guest, making Jacob want to go after her. Forcing himself away, he spun around, heading for the kitchen. His nonchalance was pretense, because his attention didn’t waver from the enigmatic woman.


    From behind the high counter, Jacob sipped bourbon, watching her chat with other partiers out in the other room. When the tantalizing blonde laughed, she tossed her hair over her shoulder, a bit nervously. The black cocktail dress she wore didn’t suit her.


    Her ample breasts were hidden under a dress that was slightly too big for her, making Jacob wonder if she’d borrowed it, or if she lacked taste in clothing. That would be a shame. At least her shapely legs weren’t covered up. The hem of her dress hit mid-thigh, giving him a good view.


    Jacob marveled that she stood out from the crowd of well-dressed partiers. She seemed ill at ease, failing at her attempt to fit in. She was gentle, almost bashful, balancing on one foot then the other. The thought of giving her guidance stirred urges that were best left for another time.


    It had been a while since Jacob’s last regular submissive, a little too long. But he hadn’t found a woman who excited him, not enough to take her as his. This woman, unaware of his presence, did something to him. An image of her kneeling before him came to mind.


    Yet Jacob didn’t know her, a circumstance he needed to remedy. The birthday boy, Trace Farrington, strode into the kitchen laughing. He was a key player at the company, a technical genius, plus a good friend. He cut a handsome figure with his good build, light blue eyes, and dark, wavy hair, making him popular with women.


    “Ah, there you are,” Trace said. “You’re missing the fun out there.” Leaning against the counter, he gulped his drink.


    Jacob waved his glass toward the dining room. “Who is she?”


    Trace turned to look. “Who?”


    “The blonde, next to the woman in the red dress.” Jacob wished he could go to her, to sweep her away and find out all about her. It was uncharacteristic for him.


    “The one in the red is something, isn’t she?” Jacob seemed distracted. “I’ve been taking her out for about a week or so. Her name’s Lana.”


    The woman in the red dress was pretty. Her brown hair flowed to her shoulders and the red bandage dress hugged her slender figure to good advantage.


    “That’s great.” Jacob didn’t place too much significance on Trace dating a woman for a whole week. That wasn’t uncommon. But whether Lana would make it past that early stage remained to be seen. “But the woman in black, next to her, do you know her?”


    “I should. It’s my party,” Trace said, with a grin. “She’s Lana’s roommate.”


    Lana disengaged from the group and headed for the kitchen, likely in search of her date. Jacob focused on her lovely roommate, still engaged in conversation.


    Entering the kitchen, Lana spotted Trace. “Where’d you go?”


    “I’m talking to my boss.” Trace put his arm around her waist. “This is Jacob Rinaldi,” he said, looking down at his date. “Jacob, this is Lana Nichols.” He squeezed her to him.


    Turning, Jacob nodded at Lana. “Nice to meet you.” She was one more girlfriend in an ongoing parade of beauties that caught Trace’s eye. So there was no sense getting to know her too well. Her roommate was a different proposition.


    “What’s your roommate’s name again?” Trace said, releasing Lana from his embrace but still holding her hand.


    “Vivienne Lake. I introduced you, remember?” Lana said. “You already forgot?”


    Her teasing look made Trace smile. “Yeah, well, I only have eyes for you.”


    Jacob ignored their sweet nothings. “Her name is Vivienne Lake like the film star?”


    Lana wrinkled her nose. “No, silly. You’re thinking of Veronica Lake, the movie star in the forties.” She giggled. “She’ll get a kick out of that. No, it’s Vivienne Lake.”


    Still, there was a resemblance. Maybe that was part of the attraction. Vivienne. She was a natural beauty, with definite charm. But the only performance Jacob cared about was a private one he had in mind. Yet even as he thought it, Jacob wondered whether Vivienne would be agreeable.


    Lana waved her arm to catch Vivienne’s attention, then motioned for her to come to the kitchen. While Jacob watched, the gorgeous woman backed away from the group. Then, to his dismay, she threaded her arm into a guy’s, who had to be her date.


    This wasn’t good. Jacob squinted toward the couple. He didn’t detect much affection, and was relieved that the guy didn’t put his arm around Vivienne. Even considering such a thing pissed him off, as he didn’t like the idea of another man touching her. Taking a breath and squaring his shoulders, Jacob regained his composure.


    He needed to get it together. Vivienne had whetted his appetite, all without saying a word, or even acknowledging Jacob’s presence. It wasn’t like him to be smitten without knowing if the woman was even available. When they entered the kitchen, Jacob downed the last of his drink.


    Lana swept across the floor to her friend. “Vivie, this gorgeous man thinks you look like Veronica Lake.”


    As if Jacob wasn’t already attracted to her enough, Vivie flushed and glanced down in reaction to her friend’s statement. Her unassuming behavior, and what appeared to be embarrassment, turned him on. Jacob wanted to order her to cast her eyes down and keep them there, until he told her otherwise.


    Oh, what he could do then. But that would have to wait. As things stood, the beauty was with another man, a guy who annoyed him for no real reason. Except that he was at the party with Vivienne, the woman Jacob had his eye on.


    “That’s very flattering,” Vivienne said, glancing at Jacob without allowing her eyes to meet his. She appeared nervous, as though flustered under his gaze, which he quite liked. “But she was a movie star.”


    That simple comment told Jacob a lot. Her attitude was unassuming, just how he liked his women. Vivienne had a way of radiating loveliness while being unaware she was doing so. If she had any idea of the effect she had on the male species, she would have worn a cocktail dress that revealed her curves, and high heels that made the most of her long legs.


    In a perverse way, Jacob was glad she hadn’t. He didn’t want to share her just yet, harboring the insane notion that he was the only one who witnessed her true beauty. The beauty Vivienne disguised with her inappropriate dress.


    Vivienne’s date stood by, sipping his drink, seemingly uninterested. If Jacob didn’t know better, he’d say the man was bored. That seemed unfathomable, considering he was lucky enough to be her escort for the evening, a privilege Jacob decided the man didn’t deserve.


    Lana broke the silence. “Vivie, this is Jacob Rinaldi. He owns Rinaldi Imports, where Trace works.” She smiled at Jacob. “And this is Vivienne Lake, and her friend Adam Langston.”


    Jacob didn’t miss the fact that Lana had directed the introduction mostly toward her roommate. If his luck held, that meant Adam wasn’t hot and heavy with Vivienne. He was possibly just an escort. He could only hope. Lana had called him friend, and not boyfriend, a fact that wasn’t lost on Jacob.


    Stepping forward, Jacob offered his hand. Adam shook it firmly and said, “Nice to meet you.”


    The scent of lilac and rose wafted over Jacob like a drug. He looked into Vivienne’s green eyes, willing his desire under control. “And nice to meet you too, Vivienne.” She took his hand. The feel of her soft skin against his inspired him, and Jacob bowed to kiss her knuckles.


    The gesture was a little foolish. He was no knight in shining armor. Vivienne squeezed his hand and looked into his eyes. This woman was really getting to him. With her so close, Jacob sensed a note of challenge in her expression.


    Jacob had taken care not to reveal emotion, and didn’t see how Vivienne could know what he felt. Yet there was an instant connection. The look in her eyes teased him, dared him to go further, if he was brave enough.


    That was unexpected. Vivienne may not be the type to fall at his feet and do as he commanded. But it didn’t dissuade Jacob. For some inexplicable reason, he wanted her even more. He needed to get a grip if he had any hope of maintaining control.


    Before Jacob could decide on his next move, Lana grabbed Vivienne’s hand. “I need to find the bathroom. Come with me.” She pulled her into the hall, and the women disappeared. Without Vivienne, the kitchen felt uncomfortably empty.


    A server strolled past the counter, offering drink refills to them. Trace allowed his guests to get a drink before taking one himself. “So, Adam, how did you meet Vivienne?”


    It was good that Trace had asked the question. He did it so casually, an attitude Jacob found difficult to exude. He tended to be intense, if anything. Waiting for Adam’s reply, Jacob took a sip of his bourbon.


    “I’m one of the trainers at the gym where she and Lana work out,” Adam said, as if that explained everything.


    Another question came to Jacob’s mind. “How long have you been dating?” His tone was sharp, accusatory, and he regretted it as soon as the words were uttered.


    Yet Adam didn’t miss a beat. “This is only our second date,” he said matter-of-factly.


    And it will be your last. Jacob restrained from saying what he was thinking. This guy wasn’t for Vivienne. He was all wrong. But was Jacob right for her? That remained to be seen, but it was the direction Jacob was headed. Despite his better judgment.


    Jacob’s palm still tingled from Vivienne’s touch. And the scent of lilacs filled his nostrils. She was not a woman he could walk away from, nor did he want to. There was no convincing argument that Jacob was good for her, but he was used to getting what he wanted.


    And right now, Jacob wanted her.


    *****


    In the bathroom, Vivienne dabbed at her makeup. “Trace seems like a nice guy,” she said, refusing to bring up the fact that Jacob was a heartthrob. Her roommate knew her, and would easily see the effect he’d had on her.


    “Trace is yummy.” Lana brushed out her long hair. “And what about Jacob? He is a hunk, isn’t he?”


    Vivienne blushed, hoping her friend didn’t notice. “Sure.”


    “That’s all you can say? Sure.” Lana stared at her. “The guy is drop-dead gorgeous. Hey, I’d go after him, but I’m sweet on Trace at the moment.”


    Vivienne tried to ignore her.


    “I know why you’re so quiet,” Lana said with a sly grin. “It’s because you like him, isn’t it?”


    “What makes you say that?” Vivienne managed to give her a shocked look. “I’m here with Adam, you know.”


    “Adam, Shmadam.” Lana hopped up on the countertop, clearly intent on pursuing the subject. “He’s not your type. Yeah, he’s got a good body. I’ll give you that. But he’s sort of…um.”


    Vivienne laughed. “Dull?”


    “You said it, not me.” Lana leaned against the mirror. “Did you see how Jacob looked at you?”


    “What do you mean?” Vivienne said it with all the innocence she could muster, but she had seen how Jacob looked at her. His blue eyes were impossible to look away from. She wanted to drown in his gaze.


    “He thinks you look like a movie star,” Lana said. “That’s a good start.”


    “I do not look like a movie star,” Vivienne said. “He just got the names confused. You’re making more out of it than it is.”


    “I’m going to have to disagree with you on that,” Lana said. “One thing I know is men. And Jacob is hot for you.”


    “You’re getting carried away.” Vivienne closed her purse. “First of all, he’s a billionaire. Jacob Rinaldi can have his pick of women. And second of all…I’m not his type.”


    Lana looked shocked. “What makes you say that?”


    Vivienne wrapped her arms over her chest, as if for protection. From what, she wasn’t certain. “I say that because I had to borrow a dress from you to attend this high-class birthday party at this luxury bachelor pad in Tribeca. This is all way out of my league. I’m just…too ordinary…for someone like Jacob.”


    Lana grinned at her.


    “Will you stop that?” Vivienne said. “Let’s get back out there before our dates start searching for us.”


    The party was in full swing. Music that had served as background before was now very loud. Lana shouted in her ear, “The band has arrived. Let’s go outside and see.”


    Vivienne followed her to the terrace. Heat lamps warmed the outdoor air, making it comfortable for the guests. And New York’s heat wave had brought warmer April temperatures with it. The outdoors was a faux-nightclub setting, with a wooden deck over the swimming pool serving as a stage for the band.


    There was a buffet of crab cakes and steak, plus any drink one could want. The partygoers sat on couches with big fluffy pillows. Lana grabbed a glass of wine, handed it to Vivienne, then got another for herself. She leaned against the stucco wall behind her and took a sip.


    Vivienne looked around for Adam, spotting him out at the edge of the terrace, talking to some guy she didn’t know. Actually, she hardly knew anyone at the party, except Trace and Lana. By the looks of his townhome, Trace was wealthy, if not a billionaire like Jacob.


    It wasn’t a setting Vivienne was used to, so she was glad she’d invited Adam. She didn’t feel so lost. Then she saw Jacob walking toward her, and her heart skipped a beat. Surely he was headed toward someone else, and she only imagined his attention was on her.


    But when he made eye contact, Vivienne realized he was coming over to talk to her. Jacob took her breath away. He wore light gray slacks with a sheen to them that drew attention to his well-developed thighs. The dark jacket over a white shirt fit him like a glove.


    The guy was buff, no stranger to the gym. The top few buttons of the white shirt were undone, and Vivienne had the urge to reach inside to see if his chest was as toned as it looked. Jacob gave her a charming smile, making her teeter on her heels.


    Leaning against the wall next to Lana, she tried to appear calmer than she felt. Her hand trembled as she took a drink of wine. “Jacob,” she said, looking up at him. He didn’t say anything, just looked at her.


    Vivienne melted under his sexy stare. He really was looking at her. Lana was right. And his look unnerved her. His dark hair was short, just-out-of-bed messy, and his blue eyes were stark in the dim terrace lighting. His expression conveyed a message she couldn’t quite make out. Yet she felt undressed, and shifted from one foot to the other.


    But there was no denying the electricity between them. Vivienne leaned against the wall for support. Then with a nod of his head, Jacob motioned toward the house. When he started walking to the door, she followed, as though her feet had a mind of their own. Good sense told her not to go. But on the chance Jacob was the least bit interested in her, Vivienne went ahead.


    Glancing back, Vivienne saw Lana wink at her. Turning to look at Jacob from behind, she took in the sight of his broad shoulders, and his firm ass pressing against his jacket with each step. She didn’t know what he wanted to talk about, or why he guided her away from the others. Vivienne couldn’t imagine that Jacob was making a play for her. God have mercy if he was, because there was no chance she’d say no to whatever it was he wanted.


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 2


    Jacob couldn’t allow Vivienne to return to her unimpressive date. Noticing she was alone, he seized the opportunity. Due to the loud music on the terrace, there was no chance of being heard. It was a good sign that Vivienne followed him indoors, and it had only required a nod in that direction.


    Vivienne might be just right for him. The band ramped up the volume as the lead singer belted out “Raise Your Glass,” a tune that Pink had performed much better. Grabbing the sliding door, he yanked it open, only then wondering what he would say.


    Behind him, Vivienne’s heels clicked on the hardwood floor. The room was lit with recessed lighting in bookcases that lined one wall. When Jacob turned, his physical response to the lovely woman stunned him.


    In the low amber lighting, Vivienne’s complexion was softly flushed, as though she was post-orgasmic. But Jacob hadn’t touched her. Golden waves framed her face, making his fingers twitch for want of digging his palm into her hair.


    Her green eyes reflected emotion, or maybe it was curiosity. Surely Vivienne was surprised that he’d ushered her into a private room without explanation. Along one wall was a white velvet sofa, one that Vivienne would look alluring stretched out on.


    Flames flickered inside the white stone fireplace, throwing shadows on the hearth. Jacob nearly asked Vivienne to strip and get on her knees. A vision of her naked on the rug in front of the fire made his mouth a little dry. Jacob wasn’t exactly sure how to approach this, which was something new.


    Inviting a woman to be his sub had not been an issue before. Jacob struggled to recall why it had been so easy. It seemed the women had come to him, or if not, they waited in line for him to ask. But it had not been difficult.


    Now he felt like a teenager on a first date. Jacob was nervous, and that just couldn’t be. He commanded women and they did his bidding, saw to his pleasure. So what was it about this one? He feared he’d lose her. And he didn’t even have her yet.


    “I think I’ll sit down,” Vivienne said. Her voice wavered. It seemed she was also nervous, unless Jacob read her wrong. But then, why wouldn’t she be? He was standing over her as if he was about to pounce on her.


    Not that he wouldn’t like to. But this was an encounter that required manners. Jacob didn’t want to scare her. That might be the case, anyway, but he’d delay that for now.


    “Certainly, please sit,” he said, and sat in a chair opposite Vivienne.


    Twisting the stem of her glass between her fingertips, Vivienne stared at her wine. Then as if just thinking of it, she took a sip. “What are you drinking?” she said, looking up.


    “Bourbon.” Jacob was relieved she’d started the conversation. He was good at taking control, usually. But not as good at the idle chitchat required in social situations.


    Vivienne smiled coyly, and Jacob knew then that he wanted to see that smile again. He wanted to see it many times. Right then, he wasn’t sure what she found to smile about.


    “Aren’t you in the wine importing business?” Vivienne said. Without waiting for a reply, she continued, “So I just thought you’d be drinking wine, that’s all.” She fidgeted in her seat and glanced away.


    “I’m glad I met you,” Jacob said, disbelieving that he’d uttered such a sentimental statement.


    The flush of her skin was telltale. Vivienne was attracted to him. At least he hoped so. She seemed reserved, though, and Jacob wasn’t sure why. Used to women falling all over him, Jacob had to shift gears. This woman might expect him to woo her.


    “Did you want to talk to me about something?” Vivienne said, avoiding the subject at hand.


    Yes, I want you to agree to be my submissive. I want to know if you are familiar with the lifestyle, and if we can discuss the possibility. But Jacob only tensed. “It was so loud outside,” he said. “We barely said hello in the kitchen, so I thought we could talk someplace quiet.”


    Looking at him with big eyes, Vivienne said, “Of course. About what?”


    She was direct; he’d give her that. Which was more than Jacob could say at that moment. He was unable to fathom what had gotten into him. Take charge, man. Tell her what you want.


    “I thought we could get to know each other better,” Jacob said, inwardly chastising himself for being less than forthcoming.


    There was that flush of her skin again. It took internal fortitude to stay in his seat. Jacob had the urge to pull her into his arms, give in to his need. But what about her need? He knew nothing about her.


    “I’d like that,” Vivienne said, heating his blood with her words. I’d like that. If Jacob had his way, she’d be saying that about more than just talking. And soon.


    “What do you do for a living?” Jacob asked, suddenly consumed with wanting to know all about her.


    “That’s a bit of a story, really,” Vivienne said, rolling her shoulder as if inviting him to kiss her creamy skin. “I wanted to star in a Broadway play. It’s the reason I came to New York.”


    “You can sing and dance?” Jacob could easily see her on stage. With those long legs and beautiful features, she’d have the audience in the palm of her hand. He hadn’t heard her sing, but her voice had the right timbre for it.


    “Yes, I sing and dance,” Vivienne said. “I don’t know how good I am at it. But it was a dream I had.”


    “Had?”


    “Well, I didn’t get many parts,” Vivienne said. “I still audition, when I can. But it’s not my career, really.”


    “What is?”


    “I sell perfume.” Vivienne’s expression brightened. “I’m a wholesaler, and have my own shop on Broadway. I’ve always loved perfume, and used to make my own blends when I was young. Of course, they weren’t quite right. But I’m learning.”


    It was the most she’d said at once, and Jacob encouraged her to continue.


    “So I am on Broadway, just not in the theater industry.” Vivienne seemed to relax. “But you never know. I may still get into a show. If I don’t, it’s okay. I’m doing well with perfumes, and I meet a lot of people in my line of work.”


    “I’m intrigued,” Jacob said. “What’s the name of your shop?”


    “Vee’s Scents.”


    “Nice. Vee for Vivienne?”


    “Yes, not that clever, I suppose. But my customers do adore the scents, which is what matters.” Vivienne took the last sip of her wine, then set the glass on the coffee table. She clasped her hands together as if waiting for what was next.


    Oh, if only Jacob could tell her. He’d be glad to instruct her, because she seemed to want it. This might be easier than he thought.


    Jacob leaned back in his chair and crossed one ankle over his thigh. Confidence surged. “You seem so…nice…if I might say.”


    Vivienne furrowed her brow. “You barely know me.”


    “What are your sexual preferences, Vivienne?” Jacob said, realizing too late that he’d voiced his thought. Tact wasn’t one of his strengths.


    Vivienne’s back went rigid. “What?”


    Backpedaling, Jacob tried again. “I assume you’ve had sex before?”


    So far, he was doing a poor job of judging Vivienne. Her retort threw him off: “Are you always so blunt with women you meet?”


    She was miffed. Even Jacob could see that. “I am fairly direct.”


    “Direct?” Vivienne stood and paced in front of the sofa. “That’s what you call it?” She glared at him. “And how do your dates normally react to your…prying questions?”


    “I don’t date.” Jacob thought she should know that. But announcing it only irritated her more.


    “I can see why.” Vivienne appeared ready to bolt for the door.


    This wasn’t going well at all.


    “No, that’s not why,” Jacob said. “I’m just not into romance or the usual dating protocol.”


    Plopping back down on the sofa, Vivienne threw up her hands. “Well, that’s probably a good thing. From what I can tell, you’d be lousy at it.”


    This conversation was going downhill. Fast.


    “Let’s back up here,” Jacob said. “I just want to know about you.”


    Vivienne lifted her chin defiantly. “Am I being interviewed?”


    Yes, I am interviewing you. But that would surely send her running. “It’s not that. I’m…interested.”


    “In my sexual habits?”


    “In how you prefer it?” Jacob said, noting that each question he asked only made her more disagreeable. He needed to turn this around.


    Vivienne huffed. “That’s rude.”


    Jacob raised his eyebrows. “Asking about it?”


    “Yes.” The high pitch of her voice set off a mental alarm. Jacob had annoyed her. “Asking about such things, when you don’t even know a person, is rude.” She leapt to her feet. “You are the rudest man I’ve ever met.”


    As if on cue, the door opened and Adam stepped inside. He nodded toward Jacob, then smiled at Vivienne. “I didn’t know where you were.”


    Jacob was pissed. He’d blown it, not something he was used to. Well, what did he expect? His approach needed polishing. It worked a lot better when a woman begged to be his submissive. Somehow he couldn’t see Vivienne doing that.


    If Vivienne was this much of a pain after a few minutes of conversation, then Jacob had no delusions about training her to be his submissive. Her kind, gentle nature evaporated with very little prodding. And he certainly had no intention of training a rebellious woman.


    “I’m keeping you from your date,” Jacob said, and stood up.


    It was impossible to tell whether Vivienne wanted to leave or not. She didn’t make a move to go, but his abrupt statement had an effect. She bit her lower lip and her eyes grew moist. When she glanced down at the floor, Jacob knew he’d humiliated her.


    But wasn’t that what she wanted? To go back to her date, and escape his badgering? Vivienne didn’t want to talk about her preferences. And if she needed to be courted, then he wasn’t the man for her. It was better to let her go. Although the thought of Adam taking her back to his place, for God-knows-what, disgusted him.


    Vivienne deserved better. She was a treasure. Even in his ire, Jacob could see that. He wanted to have her, protect her, and show her…so many things. It was not to be. And Jacob wasn’t one to deprive a beautiful woman. It was best to end things now.


    Adam walked over to Vivienne. “Are you okay?”


    She nodded and took his arm. Adam guided her toward the door.


    Jacob’s heart wrenched. She was leaving. This was it. “Vivienne?”


    She turned to look at him, her green eyes piercing straight to his soul. “Is there something else?” she said.


    Jacob’s throat locked up. Looking at her hurt expression, seeing her vulnerability, made him feel like a real asshole. That sounds about right. “It was nice to meet you,” he said.


    Vivienne gave him a disapproving look. “Thank you,” she said. “I wish I could say the same.” But her words didn’t match the regret he heard in her voice.


    Jacob stared as she exited with Adam. He watched her hips sway with each step that took her farther away from him. Vivienne’s hair flowed in the light breeze. Her long legs, her narrow waist, everything about her called to him. But he stood frozen in place, with no way to undo the damage he’d done.


    Then she was gone.


    Jacob felt like hell. He’d come alone to the party. He normally did. It was too much of a pain to hire an escort for such functions. For high-profile events, he was compelled to, but not for a friend’s birthday. It was a good thing, as he had no one else to consider.


    If he wanted to leave, he’d leave. Trace knew him, and would understand. He headed out, knowing his driver waited. Jacob considered turning back, to tell Vivienne that he wasn’t what he seemed. But that would be a lie. He was actually worse, a lot worse. What was in his heart, she shouldn’t have to see. And now she wouldn’t.


    Whatever her sexual preferences were, they didn’t include Jacob. And that was probably just as well. He’d find another woman who was willing to fall on her knees for him, or do whatever he asked her to. Yet that prospect wasn’t enticing. Jacob didn’t want another woman. He wanted Vivienne, damn it.


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 3


    When Vivienne went outside, it was quieter. The band was on a break. She tried to push back the tears, not wanting anyone to see her distress. It was annoying that she’d let Jacob get to her. There was no reason to think he was interested, not in dating her, anyway.


    His weird question about her sex life bugged her. Vivienne couldn’t fathom why he’d ask that within minutes of meeting her. She was baffled. And she should be mad about his rudeness. She was. But more than that, she was hurt that he had brushed her off.


    And that was what he had done. I’m keeping you from your date. He might as well have said, “I’m done with you, Vivienne. Move along.” It was demeaning, and she had trouble holding back the tears. The truth was that she was attracted to Jacob.


    That annoyed her even more. It was all wrong. So what if he was gorgeous. Jacob certainly wasn’t charming and didn’t seem to have a romantic bone in his body. Vivienne needed to get over him, and quick. Yet her embarrassment lingered.


    “Would you like another drink?” Adam said.


    Vivienne had nearly forgotten he was still there. “Yes, please,” she said. “Red wine.”


    While her date went to get the drink, which wouldn’t take long, Vivienne scanned the crowd for Lana. She needed moral support. Her friend was on Trace’s arm, talking to a small group of guests. She went around the edge of the pool, past the stage, and caught Lana’s eye.


    Lana whispered something in Trace’s ear, then came over to her. Vivienne brushed away a tear, then put her hand over her eyes.


    “What’s wrong?” Lana said.


    Vivienne looked at her, and shook her head. “I’m a fool, that’s what.”


    “What happened with Jacob?”


    “He’s an asshole, that’s what.” It was good to say so, yet Vivienne was at a loss about how to explain what had transpired, or how she felt about it.


    “That’s disappointing,” Lana said. “He is so good looking. And rich.”


    “Well, it doesn’t make up for his manners.” Vivienne spotted Adam heading their way. “I’ll tell you more when we have time to talk. I don’t want Adam to hear. But the amazing part is that I actually thought there was a chance Jacob was going to ask me out.”


    Lana gave her an inquisitive look.


    “Let’s just say that you won’t believe what he did instead.” Vivienne smiled at Adam, not wanting him to know anything was going on.


    “I’m dying of curiosity,” Lana said. “He didn’t attack you or anything, did he?” Now she looked concerned.


    Vivienne shook her head. “No, nothing like that.” She glanced up at Adam, accepting the glass of wine. “Thank you,” she said to her date, then looked at Lana. “We’ll catch up later.”


    The evening didn’t progress any better than it started. Jacob had disappeared, much to Vivienne’s dismay. She didn’t know why she wanted to see him after what happened earlier, but she did.


    The frustrating man had a certain appeal, although Vivienne was hard-pressed to say what it was. When she stood near him, her heart beat faster. Alone in the room with Jacob, and excited that he might make a pass at her, Vivienne had been overwhelmed. He was so far out of her league, or so she had thought.


    She’d sat on the sofa, anticipating what such a gorgeous man wanted to say to her. Many things came to mind. She’d have swooned, even at a question as simple as: “Would you have a drink with me sometime?”


    Vivienne took a couple of sips of wine, while Adam chatted with a friend. Thankfully, his attention was diverted. She needed to regain her composure if she planned to get through the evening. But Jacob’s absence had a potent effect on her.


    Lana waved her hands and called out, “Come inside. Trace is opening gifts now.”


    Vivienne was pretty sure Trace would like the gift she got him. With Lana’s assistance, she had chosen the Red Hot Chili Peppers’ I’m With You album. She didn’t know Trace very well, since her roommate had just started dating him. But they’d seemed to hit it off, and she hoped the relationship lasted.


    The partiers continued to drink and talk, while the birthday boy opened gifts. There was a lot of hollering when Trace held up each gift as he opened it. If he noticed that his boss was absent, he didn’t let on. But Jacob wasn’t around.


    The party wasn’t fun anymore. Sitting next to Adam was awkward. Vivienne had no interest in him, and even less since meeting Jacob. Her attention was on the one man who was wrong for her. He’d behaved badly, and was arrogant enough to disappear from his friend’s birthday party without a word.


    Vivienne really wanted to see him again, even if from across the room. It wasn’t going to happen, nor should it. She’d endure the rest of the party, before telling Adam they shouldn’t see each other again. Then she could bury her face in her pillow, in the privacy of her bedroom, and try to forget Jacob Rinaldi. It wasn’t how she thought her evening would go.


    *****


    I want to fuck you, Vivienne. He should have said that. It would probably have been less insulting. Jacob didn’t know what had gotten into him. He wasn’t desperate for a woman, so had no need to appear so. Yet in his impatience to take the next step with Vivienne, he had botched his chances.


    Alone in his penthouse, Jacob had ample time to chastise himself. Nursing another bourbon, he thought of Vivienne’s comment about his choice of drink. He did need to drink more wine. It was just that sometimes the harder stuff did a better job of killing the emotional pain.


    And that was all the more reason Jacob should have been more convincing with Vivienne. A good sub was a distraction from his internal torment, an escape. In the playroom, he was in control, which was how it should be. No other feeling matched that of sexual domination. And he hadn’t deprived himself, nor did he intend to.


    Alone in the quite of his home, depression settled over him. It wasn’t something he was proud of, the darkness he held inside. But it was a part of him, and Jacob dealt with it. Without a release, though, it would become unbearable. It was important to take on a new sub.


    Yet now he had a bigger issue. Vivienne had captured his imagination, her scent of lilac and rose luring him. The image of her in the amber-lit room was burned in his memory. Her golden hair and flawless skin begged for his touch. Jacob’s cock tightened, just as it had in her presence.


    Domination required that he continue to push boundaries, in order to get the same kick, the same release. Or possibly he hadn’t found the right woman. Jacob thought of Vivienne, bared to him, wanting his instruction, and awaiting his command.


    Her mere presence was enough, and Jacob had no compulsion to press for more dramatic scenes. Any potential scene with her excited him. It took so little to push him to the brink: the idea of undressing her, pressing his lips to her skin, even witnessing her shyness, was enough.


    Yet he didn’t want to jerk off to fantasies of Vivienne. That was unsatisfactory. Jacob wanted the real women. He wanted her, so couldn’t accept less than having her tremble in his arms, or seeing complete trust in her eyes when she looked at him. To tie her to his bed, to make her submit, held an attraction Jacob couldn’t put aside.


    Leaning back against the deeply padded chair, Jacob stared up at the high ceiling, watching the light play off the crystals of the huge chandelier. His cock throbbed, and he had the urge to go after Vivienne without further delay. She was possibly still at the party.


    That was unlikely, though, since it was already late. Jacob’s stomach churned at the idea that she might be with Adam. He closed his eyes, but couldn’t put aside the unwelcome thought of Adam touching Vivienne. No other man should touch her. Only Jacob wanted that right.


    Opening his eyes, Jacob sat up. He stared out the windows into the darkness, city lights glimmering in pink, blue, and gold. It seemed ludicrous that he was in such a luxurious setting alone. The place was huge, and seemed to swallow him up.


    Jacob was lost. Yet that morning he hadn’t been. But that was before he had caught Vivienne’s scent as she innocently glided by. Since that moment, the lovely blonde had been his sole focus. Jacob’s determination surged. He usually got what he wanted.


    And he saw no reason that Vivienne should be any different. Why should he suffer and do without? Jacob could introduce her to pleasure that might otherwise escape her for a lifetime. There was a price to pay for such indulgences, but he vowed to take care of her.


    Jacob would make sure it was good for her, educate her. It could be done. What had transpired did not preordain the future. He could change things, approach her differently. Jacob was a realist, and he knew no other woman would satisfy him until he had Vivienne.


    Once he had his fill of her, the spell she’d cast over him would be broken. The infatuation wouldn’t last. A taste might fulfill him, or maybe more. But he’d tire of her like he had the others. Yet he couldn’t go on without savoring her sweetness and beauty.


    He strode to his desk and snatched his phone. It was time to take action. After two rings, his investigator’s voice said: “Stephen Walsh, leave a message and I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.” For Jacob that might be in the middle of the night.


    “Walsh, I need to know everything you can find out about Vivienne Lake. She owns a perfume shop called Vee’s Scents. This is urgent. I need the information on my desk by tomorrow.”


    That would do it. Walsh was an early riser, and would see to Jacob’s request as soon as he heard the message. There wasn’t much Jacob could do at this hour, even if he had Vivienne’s address. To knock on her door in the dead of night, after shocking her with his rudeness, just wouldn’t do.


    The next time Jacob saw her, it would be different. It had to be, because there were only so many chances. He just hoped Vivienne would give him a second one. He wouldn’t blow it this time. He could be charming when he needed to be.


    If that was what it took, then Jacob would do it. But he wanted Vivienne, and patience wasn’t his strength. The gloom that had settled over him began to move away. Maybe he could even sleep a few hours, possibly without the dark dreams. But if he did, it would only be because Vivienne was within reach. Jacob could do this. He had to make things right. Vivienne Lake had bewitched him, and Jacob intended to have her.


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 4


    The next morning Vivienne woke up early, not that she had slept that much anyway. Dreams of Jacob haunted her during the night. He came toward her, but when Vivienne reached for him, he vanished. Then he reappeared, only to rebuff her. She tossed and turned, never quite waking up, yet unable to drift into a peaceful repose.


    Just before dawn, Vivienne opened her eyes and pulled the covers up, hoping she’d fall back asleep. But there was no hope for that. Distress from her dreams lingered, and a somber mood settled over her. She probably wouldn’t see Jacob again, and it was silly that she even cared if she did or not.


    It would be better if Vivienne didn’t run into him again. Although that was unlikely. So what if Lana was dating Trace—it didn’t mean that any other parties were in her future. Plus, if an invitation was offered, she could decline. And there was little chance of her going to the Rinaldi Imports office¸ since she had no business there.


    That settled it. All she had to do was forget about Jacob, although that task was proving difficult. Vivienne got out of bed and sat in a chair by her window to watch the sun come up. The towers where she lived stood in the heart of New York in the shadow of the Empire State Building, offering her a great view.


    The sunrise cast soft light over the buildings, bringing a lovely spring day with it. When they had moved in, Lana insisted they get an apartment on the side of the building with natural light, instead of an interior location. It was a good decision, and the panoramic view was one of the things Vivienne enjoyed most.


    Stretching and yawning, Vivienne tried to wake up. What she needed was a good workout, and the upstairs gym should be quiet this early. After putting on shorts and a tank top, she crept to the kitchen for coffee. That was a must before aerobics.


    Light filled the kitchen, but it was silent. There was no sound from Lana’s room. She’d come home very late, hours after Adam had dropped off Vivienne. She was curious about her friend’s date with Trace, since she hadn’t seen her friend so smitten before.


    Trace Farrington was handsome, so it was easy to imagine falling for him. He was charming and polite, which was more than Vivienne could say about his boss. Annoyed all over again at Jacob’s behavior, she tried to refocus on the task at hand.


    It took two cups of coffee to get Vivienne going. After so little sleep, she needed the caffeine. Once fortified, she took the elevator up to the penthouse level to the entrance to the fitness room. As expected, it was unoccupied. During the week, other tenants frequented the gym before work, but on Sundays it was all hers.


    Vivienne put in her earbuds and turned up Avril Lavigne singing “What the Hell.” She hopped on the treadmill to warm up. The music pepped her up, and soon she was jogging. Yet visions of Jacob clouded her mind, the rock music and blood pumping workout making it worse.


    The beat of the music served as a backdrop for images of Jacob, in varying states of undress. He rocked with her, as his striking blue eyes took in every move she made. His dark hair grew damp with sweat, and his muscles pumped with effort.


    Vivienne was losing it. The thoughts of Jacob were all too real. Snapping back to reality, she clung to the idea that all of this would pass. So she’d met a guy who was a hunk, one that did something to her, but it didn’t mean anything.


    Jacob wasn’t hers, and he wasn’t going to be. He was a wealthy man, probably a player, and not her type. Yet her subconscious remained unconvinced, so her desire overruled good sense. She wanted him. There. Vivienne had admitted it.


    But it was really time to move on, before she drove herself crazy. He’s an asshole, remember? Vivienne wiped the sweat off and gulped some water, before using the fitness machines. She needed to stay in shape, because sometime she would meet the right guy.


    Another tenant entered just as Vivienne was leaving. She nodded hello, then took the stairs down to the twentieth floor. Lana was up, and Vivienne could hear her messing about in the kitchen. The smell of bacon made Vivienne’s mouth water.


    “Good morning,” Lana said cheerily. Her long brown hair was in a high ponytail, and her light brown eyes shone. Likely the evening with Trace had been good.


    “Hey,” Vivienne said. “That smells great. I’m starving.”


    “I made enough for two,” Lana said. “I figured you were at the gym. Let’s eat up on the roof. The weather’s great.”


    “Sure, let me get something else on, and I’ll come back to help.” Vivienne changed into dry clothes and was back within a couple of minutes.


    Laden with bacon, eggs, and juice, she followed Lana to the elevator. Up on the rooftop terrace, they put the food on an iron patio table and plopped into lime-green lounge chairs. “This is the life,” Lana said, grinning.


    “I think you are smiling about more than breakfast,” Vivienne said. “I take it things went well with Trace?”


    “You got that right,” Lana said, scooping a forkful of eggs. “And we’re going out later. He wants to take me to see How to Succeed in Business Without Really Trying, and then go out for a late dinner.”


    “Lucky you,” Vivienne said, “a Broadway play. This must be serious.”


    “He knows I’m an aspiring actress.”


    “Anyway, that’s very romantic.” Vivienne had seen the play with Lana already, but they often saw plays more than once.


    “And…” Lana said. “I believe you have something to tell me?”


    Vivienne shuffled her eggs around the plate. “Yeah…Jacob. Ugh.”


    “What did he do?”


    “I don’t know why I’m even talking about this,” Vivienne said. “I met him. We didn’t hit it off. End of story.”


    “You left out the middle, which is the juicy stuff.” Lana waited, holding her glass in midair.


    “He…um…asked me what my sexual habits are?” It sounded just as odd telling Lana as it had when Jacob had posed the question.


    Lana’s eyes widened. “Seriously?” She put her glass on the table. “What does that even mean? Does he think you like girls or something?”


    Vivienne laughed. “No, I didn’t get that impression. Jacob’s question was completely inappropriate. For Christ’s sake, we’d just been introduced. How do you ask a person something like that within minutes of meeting them?”


    “I think he likes you,” Lana said.


    “Well, he has a funny way of showing it,” Vivienne said. “As soon as Adam came looking for me, Jacob couldn’t get rid of me fast enough.”


    “Right, Adam. I forgot about him. How did he take the news that you didn’t want to date him anymore?”


    Vivienne shrugged. “I’m wondering if women are his thing, because it didn’t affect him that I didn’t want to go out. And on both dates with him, the attraction just…wasn’t there.”


    “Hmm, could be. Maybe he likes guys.” Lana crunched on a bite of bacon. “Oh well, that’s over. Back to Jacob.”


    “There is no back to Jacob. There wasn’t anything between Jacob and me to begin with,” Vivienne said.


    “I’m not so sure,” Lana said. “There had to be some reason he wanted to speak with you privately.”


    “I don’t think I want to know what that reason is.” Vivienne looked out at the city stretched out below. “I’m sure I’d have a worse impression of him than I do now.”


    “Maybe. Maybe not.”


    Vivienne smiled at her. “Well, aren’t you the optimist.”


    “Jacob Rinaldi is swoon-worthy, you have to admit.”


    “Yes, but his personality leaves a lot to be desired,” Vivienne said.


    “You don’t know him that well yet.”


    “And I’m not going to either.” Vivienne stood up and grabbed her dishes. “I’m going to shower. Thanks for breakfast. And for the pep talk.”


    Lana giggled, then picked up her plate to follow Vivienne back to the apartment.


    *****


    The rest of the weekend went by without incident. Jacob didn’t call, not that Vivienne expected him to. The only reason he should call would be to apologize, and that wasn’t going to happen.


    Dressed for work on Monday, Vivienne went down to the lobby. Jason was on duty, so she gave him a friendly greeting. He was one of the doormen she’d gotten to know pretty well, although the ones at her building all seemed to be nice.


    “Have a good day, Vivie,” he said, with a wave.


    The sidewalks were already crowded, even though it was too early for the Macy’s shoppers. The subway station was only steps away from her building, so there were plenty of commuters flowing that way.


    Since it was pleasant outside, Vivienne walked over to Greeley Square, a patch of green that barely qualified as a park. But it was an oasis from the bustle of Midtown, with spring tulips blooming in yellow and red. There was a plethora of food huts, so she grabbed a bite from one of the vendors. All the little tables and chairs were occupied, leaving her to eat the breakfast burrito standing up, watching the pigeons pick for crumbs.


    Vivienne’s shop was a few blocks away, not too far to walk, which relieved her of having to face the crowded subway. When she reached her shop, Michele had already unlocked the door and was setting up. Her assistant had been fresh out of college, and excited to learn the perfume business when she’d hired her a couple of years ago.


    Now Vivienne depended on Michele a lot, and she appreciated her talent with scents. Her assistant had created some blends that sold well. “You’re here early,” Vivienne said.


    “Yes, good morning,” Michele said, hardly looking up from the bottles she was rearranging. “I need to get things in order. Friday was crazy.”


    “While you do that, I’ll start working on that big order.” Vivienne had landed a new account, a company that supplied the perfume counters of a chain of boutiques. It was a good account for Vee’s.


    Walking past the long perfume counter, Vivienne admired the variety of bottles on the shelves. She’d increased her stock recently, and was proud of that. The more she had to offer, the more customers would buy from her. Although most of her clientele bought wholesale, she had some retail business too.


    Placing orders with suppliers and making preparations for the large sale took most of the morning. When Luke came in, she asked him to start packing the order. Michele covered the front, attending to customers, while Luke did the heavier work.


    Lost in her tasks, Vivienne nearly forgot lunch, and wouldn’t have eaten if Michele hadn’t picked up a chicken salad for her. “I knew you’d be hungry,” her assistant said.


    “I am. Thanks. I’ll take a break soon.” With the salad only half eaten, Vivienne ended up experimenting with a new floral blend.


    When Michele and Luke left for the day, Vivienne stayed a while longer to finish up a project. Going home to an empty apartment didn’t sound appealing anyway. Maybe Lana would be around and want to get a drink. But more than likely, Trace would have her occupied.


    Michele had locked the door on her way out, so the buzz at the door startled Vivienne. She wasn’t expecting any late customers, and looked down the hall to see who had rung the bell. No way. Jacob Rinaldi. What is he doing here?


    Jacob stood on the sidewalk, his blue eyes penetrating, even from a distance. Vivienne’s heart skipped a beat. With as much confidence as she could muster, she strode across the showroom floor. Her hand shook as she opened the door.


    He looked so sexy, with his short, dark hair spiking in all directions and his wide shoulders filling out the dress shirt he wore. Vivienne was doomed. She could no more resist this man than fly to the moon. Dumbfounded, she just stared.


    “May I come in?” Jacob’s voice stirred something deep inside her. And he was being polite. What was that all about?


    Unable to utter a word, Vivienne motioned for him to come inside. Jacob strode into the shop like he owned the place. It seemed he hadn’t lost his arrogance, even if he had acquired some manners.


    Vivienne hesitated to shut the door, but decided she was safe with Jacob. He was rude but not dangerous. Then she walked over to where he stood, and leaned against the counter for support. “I didn’t expect to see you,” she said, finally finding her voice.


    Jacob gave her a cordial smile, but his eyes flamed with an emotion much more powerful. Vivienne’s hope surged, then plummeted just as fast when he said, “I could use your assistance in choosing a perfume.”


    Just great. Jacob had come to her shop to buy perfume for one of his women. Could the situation possibly be more degrading? Vivienne swallowed hard, but refused to let him see that he’d hurt her. Again. “Of course,” she said. “What did you have in mind?”


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 5


    Vivienne had let him in, which Jacob took as a good first step. It was going to take a lot more to win her over. Her expression was puzzling. As a perfumer, wouldn’t she want to assist him in choosing a fragrance? But then it was likely she was still angry about the other night.


    “I don’t know perfumes very well,” Jacob said, which was true. If he had given a bottle to a woman before, it wasn’t one he had personally chosen. At best, he had instructed one of his staff to buy something appropriate and send it along.


    For a moment, Vivienne didn’t respond. Jacob studied her as she observed him. Her golden hair was disheveled, giving the impression of a long day at the shop. As opposed to detracting from her beauty, the look added to it.


    Taking the liberty, Jacob let his eyes roam over Vivienne’s curvaceous figure. Under a light sweater, he could see the fullness of her breasts. Gleaming bottles and glass shelves sparkled behind her, as if bowing to her, as Vivienne’s flawless skin and classic beauty overshadowed any of the pretty things that surrounded her.


    Looking directly into her emerald-green eyes, Jacob tried to guess what she was thinking, but came up empty. Vivienne seemed to be at a loss, which he was unable to figure out. He’d stated his purpose very simply, and struggled to see why she found it difficult.


    Jacob waited for her to speak, to give him some sign of the direction to proceed.


    Spinning around with her back to him, Vivienne ran her fingertips over the glass case. “It’s not a matter of knowing perfume,” she said, “It’s about knowing the woman.” Without looking at Jacob, she continued, “What’s she like?”


    Now Jacob was getting somewhere. “That is an excellent question,” he said. “I’d really like to know her better.”


    Vivienne walked down the length of the counter, glancing up at Jacob once, but unwilling to meet his gaze. “So we have little to go on, then,” she said, looking at the bottles of all shapes and sizes. “Maybe we can start with what you prefer. I assume you will be around the woman wearing this perfume?”


    “That is my hope.”


    “Give me an idea of what you like on a woman: something floral, citrusy, musky?” Vivienne looked up at him, giving him a chance to reply. Her eyes were dark, her expression serious, not at all what he hoped for.


    “I haven’t given it much thought.”


    “Yet you think perfume is the right gift for this woman?” If Jacob didn’t know better, he’d say that Vivienne looked disappointed, which wasn’t in step with the mood he wished to create.


    “I thought all women liked perfume,” Jacob said. “Is that not true?”


    At last a smile. Vivienne’s face brightened, and she seemed to relax, as if finding common ground. Jacob focused on her mouth, wanting to touch his fingertips to the perfect cupid’s bow. And to command her to use that sexy mouth for his pleasure.


    “I agree that perfume is an excellent choice for a gift,” Vivienne said. “But each woman is individual. What one may like another may not.”


    The comment had substance, something Jacob understood. If he knew one thing well, it was the variances in women. Although each had much in common, each was unique. That was what intrigued him most, as well as what allowed him to guide a woman, know her desires better than she did.


    “What would you like?” Jacob said. As the words escaped his lips, he thought of more than perfume. It was a question that he intended to ask in more detail. But learning from his limited experience with Vivienne, it was best not to ask too soon.


    Vivienne removed one bottle, then another, from the shelf. Jacob couldn’t tell if she was nervous, or had some ideas for him. “Is the woman about my age?”


    “Yes.”


    “All right, I’ll give you a few selections. Then you can let me know if we’re on track.” Vivienne set a blue bottle next to a clear one etched with a delicate design, then looked up at him. “I don’t mean to be indelicate, but I need to know your price range.”


    The question threw him off. What did price have to do with it? Jacob spoke without hesitation. “Price is no object. I just want the best…I mean whatever it is that the woman will enjoy.” Buying perfume wasn’t as straightforward as he thought.


    Vivienne put the two bottles back. “In that case, I have something else I’d like to show you.” She walked to the back wall and unlocked a glass case. After retrieving three bottles, she set them on the counter.


    Even if Jacob did smell them, he wouldn’t know what to choose. But Vivienne clearly wanted him to be sure about the purchase, so he went along with her.


    “Are these perfumes that you like?” Jacob said.


    Vivienne’s reaction made him wonder if he’d blundered again without realizing it. “Of course I like them. These are some of the most expensive perfumes we carry. It would be a privilege to wear any one of them.”


    That made Jacob smile.


    Vivienne gave him a saucy look. “Why are you smiling?”


    “We’re making progress,” Jacob said.


    “I dare not ask on what.” Vivienne’s eyes sparkled, and Jacob was relieved. For once, he seemed to have said the right thing.


    As she lifted the first bottle, Jacob looked at her hands. Her feminine touch could do more than handle bottles, and his imagination drifted to Vivienne’s hands on him. “Now this first one,” she said, “is an oriental floral fragrance. Its complex ingredients create the smell of mature flowers, freshly cut plants, ripe fruit, and hints of musk.”


    Handing the bottle to Jacob, she asked him to see what he thought. “I can’t tell unless I smell it on you,” he said.


    “Normally, we don’t test the very expensive brands,” Vivienne said.


    “I’ll buy all three bottles, then,” Jacob said, without thinking. “But my requirement is that you spray each on your skin. That’s the only way I’ll know.”


    Vivienne’s eyes widened. “But I haven’t told you the prices,” she said. “When I do, you may want to reconsider.”


    Jacob smiled at her. “There’s no chance of that,” he said. “If you want me to buy the entire shop in order to smell those perfumes on your skin, I’m prepared to do that.”


    Vivienne stared at him. “Very well,” she said, lifting the first bottle. “There’s no need to buy them all. Let’s find the one you prefer.” Jacob watched her spray the perfume on her wrist, and had the urge to run his tongue along her forearm, to taste the sweetness of her skin. Instead, he leaned forward and breathed deeply.


    The aroma was just as Vivienne described. Yet mixed with her feminine scent, it was beyond exquisite. Jacob could certainly imagine her wearing nothing but that perfume. “Nice,” he said, making her blush. If things went well, Vivienne would blush about more than perfume.


    Using the other wrist, Vivienne tested the next perfume, and with his hand on her forearm, Jacob leaned down to inhale. He was more intent on the warmth of Vivienne’s body than the smell of her wrist.


    “This is called Joy,” Vivienne said.


    “An appropriate name.” Jacob held Vivienne’s arm, not anxious to release her.


    “It has become one of the most highly regarded fragrances,” Vivienne said. “The perfumer created it in the late twenties, and it is said that the floral blend was designed to lift people’s spirits during the Great Depression.”


    “I don’t know about that, but it is certainly lifting mine,” Jacob said.


    Vivienne gave him a quizzical look. “The fragrance is so expensive partially because it takes so many jasmine flowers and roses to produce a single ounce.”


    When she reached for the third bottle, Jacob reluctantly let go of Vivienne’s arm. “Now this one,” she said, “by Clive Christian, is rich and exquisite. It comes in this lead crystal bottle with a one-third-carat diamond on the neck.”


    “Please, allow me,” Jacob said, reaching for the bottle. He did as he’d seen Vivienne do, and lifted the crystal applicator. Then he stroked it under Vivienne’s jaw. Her eyes partially closed in response, making him wonder if he had that effect on her. Or if she was overly enamored with the perfume.


    Leaning close with his lips grazing her neck, Jacob breathed in the magnificent scent: the woman he wanted mingled with vanilla and a blend of scents he couldn’t name. Nor did he care to. Vivienne was his only interest.


    With his mouth brushing her skin, Jacob had the urge to kiss the tender spot under her jaw. But he wouldn’t be able to stop there. The first touch of his lips to her silky skin would lead to more. And right then, he didn’t want to risk it. He was supposed to be winning her over, not overstepping his bounds.


    But if he had his way, Jacob would be pressing his lips to every inch of Vivienne’s fabulous body, very soon. He wasn’t accustomed to waiting, or dealing with unrequited need, which he found very uncomfortable. But this situation was different, and he had to go with it.


    “Lovely,” he said, taking in one more whiff of Vivienne before pulling back.


    When Jacob’s gaze locked with hers, he knew he’d made progress. Vivienne was no longer annoyed. She was enthralled, if anything. If she was his, Jacob would take her in the back room right now to enjoy the fragrances as they mixed with the intoxicating scent of Vivienne’s arousal.


    “So what do you think?” Vivienne said, in a throaty voice.


    The burning question was: what did she think?


    “It’s a difficult choice,” Jacob said. “Each is quite nice.” He looked into her eyes, wanting to give her untold pleasure, and frustrated by the delay in getting there.


    Vivienne placed her fingertips under her jaw, where Jacob’s lips had lingered longer than necessary. The flush of her skin caused Jacob’s arousal to surge. This had to go well. It really did. Because Jacob had no intention of leaving without the woman he craved so badly.


    “Tell me, Vivienne,” he said. “If you were to choose, which perfume would you pick?”


    “That is not easy,” Vivienne said. “Although, since you are asking me…”


    Jacob gave her an encouraging nod.


    “I’d have to say Joy de Jean Patou.” Vivienne looked wistfully at the crystal bottle. “Just because I sell perfumes doesn’t mean I can afford the luxury of owning them, not the really expensive ones.”


    Jacob listened intently, sensing that Vivienne was going to tell him something very personal.


    “I’ve always loved that fragrance. Once I saved up, for quite a while, and purchased a bottle.” Vivienne gave him a joyful look, one that Jacob imagined Joy meant. “I only wore it on special occasions. But no bottle lasts forever. Even after I emptied it, I saved the bottle. I still have it on my dresser.”


    Vivienne’s confession touched something inside Jacob. He wanted to care for her, protect her, and see that Vivienne had anything she needed or wanted. If only she would let him.


    “I’ve made my decision,” Jacob said. “I’ll buy the Joy de Jean Patou.”


    The perfume’s significance was more than it seemed right then. But even finding his way with Vivienne, hoping to pave the way for more, Jacob knew something had shifted. Whether the change was with him, or Vivienne, he didn’t know.


    With trembling hands, Vivienne replaced the bottles. She retrieved a bottle of Joy, still in its original box, and wrapped it in tissue paper. Then she slid it into a small gold bag and handed it to Jacob in exchange for his credit card.


    Jacob watched as Vivienne rang up the sale, suddenly anxious that his plan might derail. He didn’t really understand her, not like he had other women. Vivienne was special, in ways he was just beginning to fathom.


    While she was at the register, Jacob drank in her beauty. Her long legs teased him from under her short skirt. He wanted to kiss her ankles and work his way up, over her calves and along her inner thighs. He imagined Vivienne squirming under his ministrations, and his pants tightened over his growing arousal.


    “Here you go,” Vivienne said, her voice laced with regret as she returned his card.


    Jacob grasped her hand, still holding the card. The touch of her soft skin sent heat flooding through his veins. “Vivienne,” he said.


    Neither spoke for a moment.


    Vivienne’s lips parted. She didn’t pull her hand free, but allowed his touch without resistance. This was good. There was hope.


    Sliding his card into his pocket, Jacob lifted the tiny bag. Then he held it out to Vivienne. “This perfume is a gift…for you,” he said, his voice coming from deep in his throat. “It was always for you.”


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 6


    Jacob’s blue eyes conveyed the utmost sincerity. It was true that the perfume was for Vivienne. Yet the gesture made her reel. The gift was the most expensive she’d received, and from a man she barely knew. Plus, she was unable to assess his intentions toward her.


    Each time Vivienne thought she had Jacob figured out, he did something unexpected. She held his gaze, but didn’t reach for the tiny gold bag. “I can’t accept this,” she said. “It’s very…gracious of you…but…”


    When Jacob’s jaw tensed, it made her flinch. “It’s not gracious of me,” he said, his eyes burning into her. “You are a beautiful woman, Vivienne, who deserves beautiful things. I came here intending to buy you the perfume of your choice.”


    Vivienne glanced at the bag he held out to her.


    “Yet I knew I’d meet with resistance, as I am now,” Jacob said. “So I took a different approach.”


    Vivienne melted under the intensity of his gaze.


    “I have bought you a gift because I wanted to,” Jacob said. “It would be rude for you to refuse it.” His eyes crinkled around the edges when he smiled. “And we know you don’t like rude.”


    “But it’s so expensive, Jacob. Something much less pricey would do just as well,” Vivienne said.


    “No. It won’t.” Jacob’s steely expression gave her pause. “You deserve the best.” He took a breath. “Vivienne, accept the perfume. It would please me.”


    Her hand shook when she reached for the bag. The prospect of enjoying the perfume was a thrill. But Jacob’s tone excited her even more. “Thank you, Jacob,” she said, glancing down at the counter.


    “And don’t look down,” Jacob said. His voice was sharp, pulling Vivienne’s attention back to him. “You don’t realize how gorgeous you are…what you are capable of.” He put his fingertips on her cheek. “But I’d like to show you.”


    Pressing against his fingers, Vivienne closed her eyes. His touch was hot and commanding. With nothing more than that, Jacob drew her to him.


    “Turn down the lights, Vivienne. And pull the blinds,” Jacob said.


    Without argument, Vivienne complied. She should have delayed, argued, gotten to know him better. But rationality held no sway against the power in those blue eyes. With the windows covered, and the backlit shelves the only illumination in the room, she was at his mercy.


    Jacob pulled her into his arms, raking his palms over her back, then dipping into the curve of her waist. Vivienne folded into him, wanting his hands everywhere, and willing to go wherever he’d take her.


    “Vivienne.” The soft whisper in her ear made her knees weak. Jacob kissed under her jaw, then licked down her neck. She didn’t want him to stop there.


    Leaning her against the counter, Jacob put his palms on her cheeks, forcing her to look into his eyes. “Slip out of your shoes, Vivienne,” he said, which she did. The cool floor under her feet was sensual, boosting her excitement another level.


    “Lift up your skirt, baby,” Jacob said.


    The way he ordered Vivienne was as though he knew her intimately. The sound of his voice, and the way he said it, made her want nothing more than to comply. She reached for the hem of her skirt and slowly pulled it up over her hips.


    “Nice,” Jacob said, giving her a lusty look. Then he ran one finger over the lace on her panties. “These are pretty,” he said, “but they will have to go.”


    Feeling a little dizzy, Vivienne allowed Jacob to kneel before her and slip the garment off. He put this thumbs under the elastic and, seeming in no hurry, lowered her panties. Holding her by the hips, he said, “Step out of them.”


    Grasping the counter for support, Vivienne gasped when Jacob’s hot mouth grazed her skin. A delicious shudder accompanied the heat that flooded her belly. His tongue raked over her vulva, then he nibbled the fleshy part of her hips.


    The feel of his teeth made her nipples strain against her bra. As if knowing, Jacob reached underneath her sweater, cupped his hands over her breasts, and squeezed. A whimper escaped her lips, and Vivienne tossed her head back.


    Jacob expertly massaged her, then pulled down the lace covering and pinched her nipples. “Do you like that?” he said, his voice like a growl.


    “Yes. Yes.”


    “That’s good, baby,” Jacob said. “I want to give you pleasure. You have no idea.”


    Jacob cupped her sex with his hand. “Let me give you pleasure now,” he said. “Don’t resist me.”


    Vivienne bit her lip and arched her back.


    “Do you understand?” Jacob said. “Tell me you won’t resist me. I want to hear it.”


    “I understand,” Vivienne gasped.


    “Tell me,” Jacob commanded, his voice stern.


    “I won’t…resist you.”


    “That’s better.” Jacob pressed his lips to her sex and Vivienne’s clit tensed. “It’s been too long, hasn’t it, baby,” he said. “Or maybe no man has known how to please you.”


    Panting softly, Vivienne didn’t answer.


    “This first time, I’m going to acquiesce to your desire,” Jacob said. “It may not always be this way.”


    The meaning of his words was lost on Vivienne. She was aware only of Jacob’s heat, of his control of her, and of his masculinity. Wildly, she dug her hands in his short hair, encouraging him. “I’m so…”


    “I know, baby.” Jacob raked his tongue along her slit. Vivienne was so wet, so turned on. She thought if he touched her clit, she’d explode.


    But he didn’t. Taking his time, Jacob kissed along her inner thighs, stroking her abdomen with the palms of his hands. An electrifying tingle shot through her, and her muscles tensed.


    “Mmm, you smell so good,” Jacob said. “And you taste even better. Your skin is so sweet,” he said, kissing her tenderly. “Now let me dip into that cream of yours.”


    Vivienne groaned when he plunged his tongue past her outer lips. “Oh, God.” Then Jacob rolled the tip of his tongue around her clit and let two fingers slip inside her. She instinctively clenched, gripping hard.


    “I can’t wait to get my cock inside that tight pussy of yours,” Jacob said, then twisted his fingers. He was driving her crazy.


    Kissing and licking her sex, Jacob balanced Vivienne on the edge of orgasm. But he wouldn’t release her. Sensation built to the point of agony, but he pulled back each time before she could come. “Jacob…”


    “I know, baby. It’s going to be intense for you,” Jacob said. He stood and turned Vivienne around, bending her over the glass counter with her ass exposed. He squeezed her cheeks, his action rough but erotic.


    “Your fine little ass turns me on, baby,” Jacob said, then rubbed his palm over her bare skin. “From now on when I give you a gift, you’ll accept it,” he said. “Although I would enjoy spanking your bare bottom for a much lesser offense.”


    As if to make his point, Jacob smacked her ass. The sting and the sharp sound made her sex throb. She wanted it. Vivienne imagined him spanking her until she couldn’t sit down, and it turned her on. He gave her another hard spank, then knelt behind her.


    Bent over as she was, Vivienne’s pussy was open to him. Jacob pressed his palms on her ass and rolled his tongue over her sensitive tissues. He sucked, making sexy noises, and Vivienne gripped the counter. She panted and moaned, craving release.


    “You have permission to come, baby,” Jacob said. “As hard as you like. Yell as loud as you want to. I don’t care if anyone hears.”


    His permission spiraled her arousal out of control. Vivienne gyrated her hips, while Jacob suckled at her pussy. Then he fingered her clit, just right. “I want your orgasm, baby,” Jacob said. “Now, Vivienne.”


    Relentlessly, Jacob flicked over her clit with his finger, while lapping at her sex. It was insanely good, and Vivienne cried out. Her muscles clenched and her clit stiffened, tight as iron. Then pleasure swept through her like a tidal wave.


    The sound of her screams echoed against the glass shelves, and the perfume bottles rattled as she writhed against the counter. Vivienne lifted to a high peak, balanced there for delicious seconds, before drifting into relaxation.


    Jacob was there with her. He stood up and leaned over her, with his arms around her waist. With her head nestled under his chin, Vivienne’s breathing began to calm. Reaching down, Jacob lowered her skirt but they stayed bent over the counter.


    Vivienne closed her eyes, absorbing what had happened. In that brief moment, Jacob had captured her, heart and soul. She felt more for him than would be expected, having known him for so short a time.


    But Vivienne knew what she needed to. No man made her feel the way Jacob did. The way he seemed to know her body, aware of her need before she even knew, astounded her. How he commanded her made Vivienne want to please him.


    It was new. All of it.


    Jacob lifted her, and turned Vivienne to face him. “You were wonderful,” he said, making her feel so good. He brushed the pad of his thumb over her lower lip.


    “What about you?” Vivienne said, unable to ignore his arousal, pressed together as they were.


    “One thing at a time,” Jacob said. “You’ll satisfy me.” His eyes gleamed. “I have no doubt of that.”


    Vivienne didn’t want to ask what that meant. She was glad to be with him, and his strong embrace centered her. It was as though she didn’t have to be concerned. Jacob would guide her, and despite any reason not to, she had faith that he would.


    She leaned her head on his shoulder, and Jacob wrapped his arms around her. The quiet of the shop surrounded them, and Vivienne squeezed him tighter. He stroked her hair, as tender as he had been commanding, just moments before.


    Pulling back, Jacob put two fingers under her chin and tipped her face up. She was instantly lost in his clear blue eyes. “I’d like to take you to dinner,” he said. “I assume you don’t have plans.”


    Vivienne smiled. “You are my only plans.”


    “That’s what I like to hear,” Jacob said. “I’ll wait while you get your things.” He released her. Vivienne went to get her purse, taking time to fix her hair and makeup as best she could.


    When she returned, Vivienne found Jacob strolling by the wall of shelves filled with bottles, studying them. As she walked over, he turned toward her. “I’ll have to learn more about what you do,” he said. “I get the impression you’re good at it.”


    “Very,” she said with a grin. Vivienne was impressed that he took an interest in her career. That was a first. Any man she knew was more into talking about what they did, and rarely asked much about her shop. “Where are we going?”


    “How about Eleven Madison Park?”


    “I haven’t been there before, but I’ve heard great things about it,” Vivienne said.


    “It’s more casual than some of the other establishments,” Jacob said. “We won’t need to dress up like we would at other French restaurants.”


    “That’s good, because it looks like I just…” Vivienne’s cheeks warmed. “I was going to say, just came from work.”


    Jacob beamed, catching her meaning. “I must say, you do look lovely after being ravaged.” He put his arm around her to guide her outside. Vivienne locked the door, then turned to see a shiny black car at the curb.


    A man in a white shirt and dark slacks stood on the sidewalk holding the back door open for her. His blondish hair was cut short, and he had a handsome face, if rugged.


    Looking at her, Jacob inclined his head toward the man. “This is Ian.” Then he looked over at the driver. “Ian, meet Vivienne Lake.”


    “It’s a pleasure,” Ian said with a little bow, and stood back so she could slide into the back seat.


    “Thank you, Ian. It’s nice to meet you too,” Vivienne said.


    “Eleven Madison,” Jacob said, then got in next to her before the driver shut the door. The leather interior was luxurious and a retractable partition was lowered partway, but could be raised for privacy. There was a minibar and built-in stereo speakers. As the driver pulled out into traffic, Vivienne turned to Jacob.


    “Do you normally get around New York this way?”


    “Of course,” Jacob said. “You thought I rode the subway?”


    “Not really. I didn’t think about it at all,” Vivienne said. “I just didn’t expect a limo with a driver.”


    “It’s not a limo. It’s an Infiniti,” Jacob said.


    “Not like any I’ve seen before. Especially not the interior.”


    “I had some modifications made,” Jacob said, “to make it more comfortable, and more suited to my needs. Don’t you like it?”


    “I didn’t mean that. It’s very nice.” Vivienne wasn’t used to luxury transportation, nor to dining at five-star restaurants. She glanced at the gold bag beside her, reminded of Jacob’s gift.


    “Are you okay?” Jacob said, taking her hand.


    “I’m better than I can recall in a long time,” Vivienne said. “Or ever.”


    Jacob gave her an admiring look.


    “It’s just that I haven’t known a man like you before. And I certainly haven’t dated anyone like you.”


    “You’ll have to get used to the money,” Jacob said.


    Vivienne smiled. “That’s not it.” Looking at Jacob, she marveled. “You’re just so…in control.”


    “There’s nothing wrong with that,” Jacob said, lifting her hand and kissing her knuckles.


    “No, there’s not.” Vivienne thought it would be easy to get used to. But better not to get carried away. She was only going to dinner with a guy who doesn’t date. Yet it seemed like a date to her. But now wasn’t the time to ask about that.


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 7


    Amidst a procession of gourmet items from the tasting menu, Jacob talked with Vivienne, learning more about her to fill in the gaps. She seemed willing to discuss details about her life since moving to New York, so Jacob encouraged her to share.


    Their table was in the back next to the windows, for privacy, which was limited in the crowded restaurant. Jacob second-guessed taking Vivienne out, having preferred to spend time alone with her. Yet he wasn’t in the habit of taking a woman to his penthouse, until she had agreed to be his submissive.


    Jacob was fairly certain that Vivienne had no other man in her life, no competition for him. She’d already told him that she’d ended it with Adam. And the background check hadn’t shown any evidence of a steady guy since she’d been in the city. But reports didn’t cover everything.


    The delectable encounter at Vivienne’s shop inspired Jacob. She was so responsive, which was encouraging. Vivienne whining and panting under his touch filled Jacob’s thoughts, making him hot for her again. He wished that Vivienne was his, so he could command her. Jacob knew exactly what he would tell her to do.


    Vivienne took a sip of her champagne, expressing pleasure. Since she didn’t have much knowledge about wine, Jacob had chosen a sparkling wine. It was light, a good introduction to quality wine. Besides, he felt like celebrating. If things went well, Vivienne would soon be his to enjoy at will.


    That thought whetted his appetite for the beautiful woman seated across from him. The taste of her on this tongue had been more delicious than the wine he sipped. Vivienne had acquiesced to Jacob’s need, but as good as it was, hadn’t sated his craving for her. Yet if she could bend to his will with so little encouragement, her training might go smoothly indeed.


    Yet Jacob wasn’t that far along in the relationship. Overconfidence could be his undoing, so he slowed it down. It was best to get to know Vivienne better before inviting her into his lifestyle. It was a challenging task to know what she thought. She could change moods quickly, going from anger to melting in his arms faster than he’d expect. Jacob would have to get a grip on that, as he didn’t like being caught off guard.


    Vivienne was correct; Jacob was in control. And he preferred it that way. It was as things should be, and it was a comfort that she didn’t resist him on that. So far. He had no delusion. It wouldn’t be easy to wield his authority over Vivienne. Yet the challenge excited him.


    “How did you and Lana become friends?” Jacob said.


    “Through theater.” Vivienne took another bite of her Lobster Newberg, savoring it. “We first met when we studied dramatic arts. Julliard would have been my pick, but I couldn’t afford it. So I ended up at the academy where I met Lana.”


    “When was that?”


    “Oh, let’s see.” Vivienne glanced up at the ceiling, as if trying to remember. “I graduated three years ago, with my bachelor’s degree. And I met Lana my first year, so I guess we’ve been friends for seven years now. Seems like forever.”


    “But neither of you are performing?”


    Vivienne dabbed at her pouty lips with a napkin. “You make it sound so easy,” she said. “You can’t believe how many auditions I’ve been on. Same with Lana. But it’s very competitive.


    “It would be wonderful to make it on Broadway, but I don’t see it happening,” Vivienne said. “I’m okay with that. I’ve had some roles, and I’ll probably get others. But my other passion supports me.” She looked at him with a tiny smile. “Perfume.”


    Jacob hoped that he was one of her passions, and would make it to the top of the list. He was on solid footing now, and felt certain he’d salvaged Vivienne’s impression of him. The lure of more intimate moments with her was strong motivation to watch his manners. So instead of commandeering the evening, Jacob listened attentively to Vivienne. There was a chance he could understand her, if she continued to open up to him.


    “What about you?” Vivienne said. “You must have a life outside of Rinaldi Imports.”


    Jacob refilled their wine glasses, in no hurry to divulge personal information. And what Vivienne needed to know, she’d find out soon enough.


    “What would you like to know?” Jacob said. It would help Vivienne to trust him if he answered her questions.


    “Do you have family in New York?” Vivienne licked her lips, distracting Jacob from the question. “Trace doesn’t tell Lana much about you or the business, but he did mention you come from a large Italian family.”


    “I have three brothers, and a younger sister,” Jacob said.


    “Are you the oldest?”


    “No, Gianni is a year older than I am, but he started his own company. He has a fashion showroom in New York and other international showrooms. Then, after me, there is Stephano and Micah.”


    Vivienne looked interested. “What do they do?”


    “Stephano travels a lot. He’s a fashion photographer,” Jacob said. “And Micah…” He smiled. “What my younger brother does is anyone’s guess.”


    “You don’t see him often?”


    “Not since he left home,” Jacob said. “Which was right after high school.”


    “That’s too bad.”


    “Yes and no. Our family is close, and Micah stays in touch with our parents. Sort of.” Jacob shrugged. “I know he’s all right. That’s good with me. As long as he’s doing what he wants.”


    Vivienne hadn’t run out of questions yet. “Why didn’t your older brother take over the family business? Isn’t that usually the way it goes?”


    “Gianni had other interests. And I have particular talents that fit with running the business,” Jacob said.


    “Like what?”


    “My father Vico started importing wine before he married my mother,” Jacob said, marveling that he was sharing insight with Vivienne. “And he did well. But then technology took over. Everything was computers, databases, online connections.”


    “That was bad for business?”


    “It’s good for business,” Jacob said. “But my father didn’t grow up in the age of technology. Computers baffled him, and although he figured out how to function with them, he preferred the old methods.”


    “But you don’t?”


    “Technology comes naturally to me,” Jacob said. “In school, I had computers. I would take them apart to see how they worked, then put them back together. Before I graduated from high school I was already helping my father in business.”


    “So you just took over?”


    “Not like that,” Jacob said. “It was gradual. The business went through a rough period, so my father asked me to step in. He knew he was out of his depth. So with his knowledge of wine and importing, plus my talent for business and technology, the company resurged.”


    “I see,” Vivienne said, and Jacob had the impression she understood quite a lot. “Is your father retired now?”


    “Mostly,” Jacob said. “He still comes by, keeps his hand in things, but he has confidence in my ability to guide Rinaldi Imports.” He smiled. “You’re full of questions.”


    “I’m interested,” Vivienne said, batting her lashes. “You’re the first sexy billionaire I’ve known.”


    She thinks I’m sexy. That’s good. “Well, there’s not much more to know. I’m a workaholic, and a control freak.”


    Vivienne gave him a teasing look. “At least you’ve found your manners.”


    “We’ll see,” Jacob said, wondering how she’d acclimate to his method of relaxation. But that was premature. Oh, by the way, when I’m not working, I dominate women would be sharing a bit too much right then. If Vivienne would even know what he was talking about.


    Jacob had the impression that the way she folded into him had more to do with untapped passion than any prior experience she had with submitting. That was a situation he looked forward to remedying.


    The waiter cleared their plates and offered the dessert menu. “Mmm, this sounds yummy: grilled apricot with coconut sorbet.”


    “It’s not to be missed,” Jacob said. “I’ll have an espresso and watch you savor.”


    “We can share,” Vivienne said, looking up at him through thick eyelashes. She was teasing him, but he didn’t have permission yet to show her the error of her ways.


    Jacob looked into her lovely green eyes. “I’d like to.”


    “Why do I think you aren’t referring to dessert?”


    “Dessert is only the start,” Jacob said, enjoying the flush of Vivienne’s cheeks at the implication. When the waiter returned, he placed the orders and handed over the menus, without taking his eyes off Vivienne.


    Jacob enjoyed the effect he created. Clearly, Vivienne was thinking about what they could do together, just as he was. Yet his imaginings didn’t match hers. That he knew. Taking her to dinner at a romantic restaurant set the wrong mood.


    Vivienne might expect certain behavior, such as flowers, candy, and sentimental notes. Jacob would only disappoint her. It was best that she knew early that he wasn’t that type of guy. Yet right after making it known that he didn’t date, they were having dinner with champagne and candlelight. It wasn’t the right message.


    The espresso and Vivienne’s decaf arrived, along with the dessert. She carved a bite and held it out. Jacob liked to see her offering to him. It had the right feel, and her attitude was correct. “That’s okay,” he said. “You enjoy it.”


    While Vivienne ate slivers of grilled apricot, Jacob drank his espresso and watched her. She was a beauty, so delicate and feminine. But he had no doubt she would bend, not break, under his guidance. The thought of Vivienne on her knees for him sent heat coursing through Jacob’s veins.


    “What are you thinking?” Vivienne said. “You’re staring at me.”


    “It’s impossible not to.” Vivienne flushed more deeply than before. “You’ll have to learn to take a compliment,” Jacob said.


    “I enjoy compliments.” Vivienne put her fork down. “It’s that look in your eyes that flusters me.”


    “I like you flustered, Vivienne. I’d like you…” Jacob didn’t finish that sentence. I’d like you bent over for me like you were earlier. “I want to get to know you better.”


    “I’ve told you quite a lot,” Vivienne said. “And…well, what happened at the shop.”


    Jacob reached for her hand. “It meant something to me too, baby.”


    Vivienne glanced down.


    “Don’t look away,” Jacob said. “I want to know all about you. Not just perfume. But how it was for you being on stage in The Lonely Years. I want to know if being an only child was good, or difficult for you. And whether you miss Decatur, or you’re happy in New York.”


    Vivienne stared at him. “How do you know about the play I was in? Did Lana tell Trace?”


    “I don’t know.”


    “What do you mean you don’t know,” Vivienne said. “I’m sure I didn’t tell you. Nor did I say I was an only child. Why would you assume that?”


    “Did I assume?”


    “Then who told you?” Vivienne’s expression clouded. “How do you know such personal things about me? That I’m from Georgia? And…now I wonder what else you know.”


    Jacob took a breath. She shouldn’t react this way. Vivienne needed to learn that he was in charge. But it was not the time to make that point.


    “I’ve only been talking about my perfume shop, my life now.” Vivienne stiffened. “Who told you all that other stuff?”


    “Is all that a secret?” Jacob said. “I didn’t know you considered it so private. You have my word that I won’t share anything about you.”


    “That’s not the point.” When she raised her voice, Jacob knew his position was tenuous. “I want to know how you found out so much about me.”


    There was no other way but to tell her. Jacob always looked into the life and past of a prospective submissive. Vivienne would need to understand that. “I had my investigator find out,” he said.


    “You what?”


    “I have an investigator, Walsh. He’s been with me for years. If I need to look into a competitor or a business opportunity, then I have him research it,” Jacob said.


    “I’m a business opportunity?” Now Vivienne was screeching. She was going to make a scene.


    “Calm down, Vivienne. You are not a business anything,” Jacob said. “Only pleasure.” That should have made her feel better, but it didn’t seem to.


    “I don’t have to calm down,” Vivienne said, leaning forward. “I am not your pleasure. I’m a woman. I have a right to my personal life, and you have no right to investigate me.”


    Jacob floundered for how to regain control. “Is there something you didn’t want me to know?”


    “You missed the point, Jacob.” Tossing her napkin on the table, Vivienne glared at him. “If you want to know something about me, then you ask me. You don’t ask others, or investigate me. It’s degrading.”


    “It is?” Jacob had no idea that finding out about her would elicit such a reaction. Vivienne was clearly sensitive about her personal affairs. That part he understood. Jacob kept much of his life private. But he had his reasons. So far he couldn’t fathom what Vivienne’s reasons were.


    “Yes, Jacob. It is…very degrading.” Vivienne looked downcast. “Those manners you acquired since the first time I met you?”


    Jacob held his tongue.


    “Well, you can forget it,” Vivienne said tersely. “You are every bit as rude as the first time we spoke.”


    This conversation had certainly gone off the rails. Jacob would have to regroup, provided that Vivienne would see him again. By the look in her eyes, he doubted it.


    Vivienne stood up. “Take me home, Jacob. Please…right now.”


    So much for her kneeling at my feet. This woman was rebellious, and one he wasn’t sure he wanted to train. If Vivienne even had such potential. Jacob had plenty of women to choose from. He’d erred in setting his sights on this one.


    But even as he led her back to the car, Jacob couldn’t readily accept that it was over. He’d barely gotten started with Vivienne, and wasn’t inclined to give up. Yet he may have no choice. Jacob’s sexual acts with women were consensual. That was a requirement. No matter how much he wanted Vivienne’s submission, she would have to willingly give it. That didn’t seem likely.

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 8


    By the time Jacob dropped Vivienne at her apartment, her anger had cooled. But she was still miffed. He had no right to pry into her affairs. The man was infuriating.


    At the door, Jacob’s cold blue eyes met hers. “Goodnight, Vivienne.”


    Given no alternative, she went inside and crossed the lobby without looking back. The doorman greeted her, and Vivienne gave him a nod, afraid if she spoke she might cry. Once in the elevator, she covered her face with her hands.


    How could things have gone so wrong? Jacob showed up at Vee’s without warning. Even that was a bit ill-mannered. Yet his intention had been to buy her perfume; Vivienne just hadn’t known it at first. The situation had spiraled out of control. God, I had sex with a man I hardly know.


    Jacob’s admiration and attention to her had dissolved Vivienne’s resistance. And she actually perceived it as the start of something, but it was only her being naïve. How embarrassing. While she was all starry-eyed over him, Jacob had gone behind her back to dig up information about her.


    And to what end? Vivienne just didn’t know. Guys were usually borderline interested in anything to do with her life. Sex was the focus. Not that she didn’t enjoy sex. But her prior sexual experiences paled compared to the hot interlude with Jacob.


    Yet Jacob had remained fully dressed the entire time. Vivienne had melted under his piercing gaze and complied with his direction. She didn’t behave that way, or she hadn’t before. So she couldn’t fathom what had gotten into her.


    The elevator opened and Vivienne went to her apartment, glad to see that Lana wasn’t home. She didn’t want to face anyone right then, until she could get her head around what had happened. Going straight to her bedroom, she kicked off her shoes and fell onto the bed.


    Staring up at the ceiling, Vivienne put her arm across her forehead, feeling a headache coming on. She raked her teeth over her lower lip, worried. This wasn’t right. Jacob hadn’t even kissed her. He had nibbled along her neck, pressed his mouth under her jaw, and touched her in other ways that aroused her.


    Yet his lips had not touched hers. Vivienne didn’t know if that was significant or not. Maybe Jacob preferred not to be intimate. He said he didn’t date, so there must be a reason for that. Clearly, sex was okay. It was evident that he was all for that.


    Vivienne felt used and betrayed. She was overreacting, and knew it. Yet conflicting emotions fought for attention. Groaning, she rubbed her palms over her cheeks. It would all be so easy if she could just walk away. But she couldn’t forget how Jacob’s mouth felt on her skin, how his commands excited her.


    There was no way to block out the images, or the sensation of his hands on her body. Her buttocks tingled when she recalled Jacob’s palm stinging her ass. It was hopeless to try to get him out of her mind.


    Yet Vivienne was annoyed, and she had a right to be. Jacob had some strange ways that were invasive. It wasn’t that she strictly adhered to convention, but he should show some respect. He was the first man to cross the line so early in the relationship.


    And what line was that? Jacob had expertly played her: buying her an expensive gift, softening her up, and then giving her the orgasm of her life. But he was a contradiction. If he was in it for the sex, Jacob would have seen to his own pleasure first.


    It baffled her that Jacob had given her a mind-blowing orgasm, without reciprocation. Vivienne had not met a man like that before. She was used to being pawed and fucked; she even enjoyed it sometimes. But to be caressed, admired, and fondled with such expertise was new.


    There was one burning question. What would she have to put up with to get such attentions?


    Vivienne showered and went to bed. The quiet of her room inspired more thoughts of Jacob, and her body responded in kind. She wanted him, and was ill-equipped to deal with the effect he’d had on her. Jacob was unlike any man she’d known. And she could not forget him, nor would she anytime soon.


    *****


    The next day at the shop, Vivienne was distracted. It got so bad that Michelle finally asked her if anything was wrong. “No, I’m sorry. My mind is on other things. I’m fine.” But Vivienne wasn’t sure that was all there was to it.


    Needing a friend, Vivienne texted Lana, who agreed to meet her at the rooftop bar near Luciana’s Italian Food. The family restaurant was named after Lana’s mother.


    You’re off tonight?


    Yes. Dad can handle it. Will meet you there.


    Lana’s dream was to be a star. She was lucky to be able to waitress at the restaurant to pay her bills, and that her parents supported her in her goal. Vivienne devoted most of her time to her perfumery, so acting had become more of a hobby.


    Vivienne arrived at the bar first and grabbed a free table while waiting for Lana. It was warm enough to be outside on the rooftop, and still early, so Vivienne had a clear view of the Empire State Building. The bar was crowded, as usual, with many people there to wind down after a hectic day at the office. It was a favorite of hers too.


    Vivienne sipped her mojito until she spotted Lana. Waving, her friend headed toward her. “Ah, what a day,” Lana said. “Do I smell like tomato sauce?”


    “I don’t smell anything.”


    “It’s all I can smell after all day serving Italian food.” Lana flagged the server to order, then dumped her purse on the table and made herself comfortable. “I need this drink.”


    “Same here,” Vivienne said. “How did your day go?”


    The mojito arrived quickly, so Lana took a sip before replying. “That’s better.” She leaned back. “It was okay today, very busy. I was hoping for a callback, but…no luck.”


    “It will happen.” Vivienne really believed Lana would make it in acting, because she was so determined.


    Lana took another sip of her drink. “On the good side, Trace called and we’re going out again. He really enjoyed the play the other night, and wants to see me again.”


    “Great.”


    “Yes, he is a hot one,” Lana said. “And he treats me right. I could get seriously attached. But I better keep cool. I don’t want to scare him off.”


    Vivienne laughed. “I doubt that. How long has he been with Rinaldi Imports?”


    “A long time,” Lana said, through a gulp of her drink. “I found out that he knew Jacob before they worked together. They are both kind of techies. So when Jacob took over the business from his father, he recruited Trace to handle the technical division.”


    “So they have known each other for quite a while,” Vivienne said. “What does he say about Jacob?”


    Lana grinned at her. “I knew you were interested, so I asked.”


    “I hope you didn’t say you were asking for me.”


    “No, I was casual about it,” Lana said. “We were just chatting. Guys like to talk about their career, you know.”


    Most guys. Vivienne reflected that Jacob asked more about her than he offered about his company. “What did Trace say?”


    “They’re friends, and very tight, so Trace is biased. But he says that Jacob is brilliant in business, trustworthy. He respects him,” Lana said.


    “What about women?”


    “I’m getting to that.” Lana flagged the waitress for a refill, and Vivienne ordered one too. “It’s not a shocker to hear that Jacob has been seen with many women. Trace said some of the ladies were escorts, for events and such, the kind of thing where you don’t want to show up alone.”


    “But Jacob was alone at the party.”


    “True, but that was informal. Not the same,” Lana said.


    “So I don’t get it,” Vivienne said. “Jacob specifically told me that he doesn’t date. He made a point of that. So what’s with all the women?”


    Lana drained the last sip in her glass, just before the waitress arrived with the fresh mojitos. “I’m not sure what the not dating is all about.” She lifted her glass. “But Jacob didn’t say that he doesn’t have sex, did he?”


    Vivienne felt her cheeks warm. She shared most things with Lana, so it wasn’t like her friend didn’t know she slept with guys. But what she had done with Jacob in her shop was way more than that. “No, he didn’t say he’s opposed to sex.”


    Lana’s eyes widened. “What’s that look on your face?”


    Leaning closer, Vivienne gave her friend the short version of what happened the other night with Jacob, skipping any details that were too private. She filled her in, up to the point where Jacob said Goodnight, which was probably Goodbye.


    Lana took a moment to absorb the story.


    “Don’t you think it’s over the line for Jacob to investigate me?” Vivienne said.


    “Maybe he had a good reason.”


    “Like what?”


    “I have no idea,” Lana said.


    “Exactly.” Vivienne waited for her friend to offer further enlightenment, but Lana just shook her head.


    “Well, so what, Vivie? The guy is a hunk, and hot as sin from what you say.” Lana furrowed her brow. “You don’t have any secrets, do you?”


    “Lana, you’ve known me…like, forever. What do you think?”


    “So what’s the issue? Jacob knows about you.” Lana rolled her shoulder. “Maybe you should be flattered that he’s interested.”


    “Whose side are you on?”


    “Yours. Always.” Lana lowered her voice, conspiratorially. “But Vivie, he may be the guy for you. Jacob is a very eligible bachelor. Any woman would take your place.”


    “That’s a downer, then, because I think I blew it with him.” Vivienne sighed. “I’m just not used to no boundaries.”


    “Give it a chance,” Lana said. “Maybe he will call, once he calms down.”


    “That’s the thing,” Vivienne said. “If he would have yelled at me, or we would have argued.” She pushed her drink away. “Jacob is so controlled. Even when he dropped me off, and he had to be furious, the only sign was the chilly look in his eyes.”


    “I’m just saying…it’s too soon to assume anything,” Lana said. “Keep your options open.”


    Vivienne smiled at her. It helped to talk to Lana, who often had a clearer view of things. She didn’t struggle with her conscience as much as Vivienne did. Her carefree attitude was one of her endearing qualities.


    “Okay. I’ll try. But I’m not expecting anything.” Liar. Vivienne did want to see Jacob again, even though her inner voice screamed that it was not a good idea. She ignored it. “So, you want to go someplace to eat?”


    “Yes, feed me please, before I order another drink,” Lana said. “I’ll go for anything but Italian.”


    “You got it.” They went to the Smokehouse for ribs. The food, drink, and conversation kept Vivienne from thinking about Jacob, but only partially. He was in her thoughts, although she feared she was deluded. There was no future with him. Jacob was too prying, too controlling. But he was also sexy as hell.


    Jacob didn’t call that night, or the next day, or the next night. Vivienne was annoyed with herself that she was keeping track. It didn’t matter. She was over him. The following evening, as she munched on leftovers, staring out her kitchen window into the dark, her phone vibrated.


    It was Jacob. She snatched the phone from the countertop, hesitating only a moment before answering. Her heart raced. “Hello.”


    “Vivienne.”


    The momentary silence closed the distance between them. It was as if Vivienne hadn’t reacted as she had, two days hadn’t gone by, and certainly Jacob wasn’t done with her.


    “I’m calling for a date,” Jacob said, his voice smoothing out her emotional wounds.


    “You are? I thought you didn’t date.” Vivienne blurted out the statement, then regretted it. He was asking. Wasn’t that enough?


    “I’m making an exception,” Jacob said.


    “How do you know I’m not still angry?” Vivienne’s voice had no challenge in it. She was relieved that Jacob called.


    “Are you still angry?”


    Vivienne smiled, although Jacob couldn’t see it. “I might be.”


    “I see,” Jacob said. “We’ll see what we can do about that.”


    That should be interesting.


    “Are you free tomorrow night?”


    Jacob was asking, not ordering, which softened Vivienne toward him. She perceived a quality in him that wasn’t harsh and demanding. It intrigued her. The only way to know if this was going to work out was to try. And there was no way Vivienne could shut him out. Her heart wouldn’t let her.


    “Yes,” Vivienne said. “It’s Friday night, but I haven’t made plans.”


    Jacob’s voice was deep, sexual. “Now…you have.”


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 9


    The next day, Jacob phoned again to tell her that he had tickets to Phantom of the Opera. It was a classic, and she’d seen it many times. But it was one of her favorites. Vivienne left the shop early to get ready. She soaked in the tub for a while but was too excited to relax. The evening was going to be memorable, so she wanted to make the most of it.


    Wrapped in a robe, Vivienne began with her makeup. Her cell phone rang. It was Jason from downstairs. “You have a package, Vivie. I emailed you, but thought I better call. It’s a large box.”


    “Thanks, Jason. Is the box heavy?”


    “No, pretty light.”


    “I can’t imagine what it is,” Vivienne said. “Are you alone, or could you bring it up?”


    “We’re just changing shifts. Tim is here. I’ll run it up to you right now.”


    “Oh, and Jason, I have someone coming to pick me up in an hour. Let Tim know. His name is Jacob Rinaldi.”


    “Sure, we’ll put his name on the list so he can sign in.”


    It wasn’t long before the bell rang. Vivienne opened the door enough to take the package from Jason. “I appreciate you bringing it up. I’m getting ready to go out.”


    “My pleasure,” Jason said. “Have a good evening.”


    Vivienne took the box to the bedroom and placed it on the bed. It was from an expensive shop on Madison. She opened it, the tissue paper rustling. “Oh my…” Lifting it out, she gazed at the lovely dress.


    Then she noticed a small envelope and opened it to remove the card. In bold script, the message said: I’d like for you to wear this tonight. I’d be honored if you would. Jacob.


    Vivienne went to the mirror to hold it in front of her. “Wow.” She couldn’t believe Jacob would send her a designer dress. He expected her to wear it. It would be impolite to refuse. And it was so pretty, there was no way she wasn’t wearing it.


    But she’d tell him it was for one night. Vivienne couldn’t keep it. Where else would she wear it, anyway? And it was too much. For this evening, she’d wear it in the spirit in which it was given. Her other option was her black cocktail dress, but now that seemed like a poor choice.


    With classical music playing in the background, Vivienne labored over her makeup. When she had it just right, she focused on her hair. Leaving it loose, waving over her shoulders was the best look. For a fancier style, she swept up one side into a rhinestone clip.


    Next was the perfume. Vivienne removed the bottle of Joy from the box and set it on the dresser. As she dabbed it on her inner wrists, the base of her throat, and other pulse points, she thought of Jacob kissing her there. The applicator touched between her breasts, behind her knees, and along her inner elbows, and she tingled imagining Jacob’s mouth following the trail of scent.


    Only minutes before Jacob was due to arrive, Vivienne slipped on the lovely dress and looked in the mirror. The black, sleeveless bodice hugged her breasts, then from the waist the dress was loose and flowing. The satin skirt was blue, purple, and deep magenta, with the colors splashed over the material like a watercolor painting. The mesh overlay on top of the skirt was the finishing touch.


    Vivienne brushed her hands over the skirt, admiring the design. It wasn’t often she wore such clothes, and she could tell the difference. The fit, the quality of the material, created a feel of elegance. It draped over her curvy body as if made for her.


    It was possible Jacob guessed the right size, or he knew her size from the information he’d obtained about her. Vivienne decided it didn’t matter. She would move past that. It was done. Jacob knew more about her than any first date had, but she’d live with it.


    Just before the bell rang, Vivienne slipped on her black high heels and picked up her evening purse. Her heart raced as she walked toward the door. And when she opened it, she forgot to breathe. Jacob was absolutely swoon-worthy.


    “You look lovely in that dress,” Jacob said with a smile.


    Vivienne stepped back to let him in. She got a closer look at the tailored charcoal suit that hugged Jacob’s muscles. He wore a light blue shirt with a dark blue tie, the colors accenting his sky-blue eyes. “And you…are beyond handsome.”


    From his side, Jacob lifted a wildflower bouquet and placed it in her arms. “For you.”


    Vivienne smelled the flowers. “They are beautiful.” She looked at him. “You keep surprising me.”


    “Didn’t I get that right? Don’t guys bring flowers when they take a woman out?”


    Looking into Jacob’s blue eyes, she could tell he was serious. “Not any guy I know.” Vivienne could have enlightened him on current dating practices, but why ruin a good thing?


    “That’s unfortunate.”


    “Let me put these in some water,” Vivienne said. “You’re a romantic.” Certainly, the perfume, the dress, and now the flowers were clear signs.


    But Jacob’s blue eyes darkened. “No. I’m really not.”


    He said it with such conviction that it startled Vivienne. She decided to let that go. Jacob had his own ideas of things, but there was no reason to argue the point right then. “And thank you for the dress.”


    “You are very welcome,” Jacob said, brightening up again.


    “It is very classy.” Vivienne touched her palm to the bodice. “And I enjoy wearing it. But these days there is really no dress code at the theater.”


    “At the restaurant there is,” Jacob said. “And I prefer dressing up for Broadway. It just doesn’t feel right, otherwise.”


    “Well, there’s something we agree on.” Vivienne walked over to Jacob. “But after tonight, I’ll return the dress to you.”


    Jacob’s jaw stiffened, his expression stern. “The dress is yours.”


    “Jacob…it’s so expensive. You need to let me give the dress back to you.”


    “I don’t need to do…anything,” Jacob said, then his eyes softened. He put his hand at the base of her spine. “Besides, that dress was made for you. I can’t imagine any other woman wearing it.”


    Vivienne was tempted to tell him that he could return the dress and get his money back. Surely that could be done with a designer dress such as the one she wore. But she didn’t say another word. The way Jacob looked at her, how his palm felt on her back, subdued her. The dress was an issue for later.


    Leaning down, Jacob kissed under her jaw. “You smell wonderful.”


    But all Vivienne could smell was Jacob’s cologne mingled with a male aroma all his own. Her eyes half closed. “So do you.”


    “Shall we?” Jacob opened the door and escorted her out. Vivienne felt like royalty around him. It wasn’t the dress or the expensive perfume. It was more his attitude, how Jacob treated her. She liked it.


    “You’re going to spoil me,” Vivienne said.


    Jacob just smiled. Downstairs, Ian waited with the car. He greeted Vivienne and ushered them into the back seat. Dinner was first. Jacob had chosen a restaurant convenient to the theater. “I’ve only eaten at Le Bernardin once before,” Vivienne said.


    “We’ll have to remedy that,” Jacob said. “You should eat there as often as you like.”


    With his hand on her thigh, Vivienne was thinking of more than dinner. She hesitated to bring it up, but wanted to know. “Why did you get all the information about me, Jacob?”


    At first Jacob didn’t respond. Then he turned toward her. “It’s my way, Vivienne. I have my reasons. You need to understand.”


    His tone was sharp, making it clear that was not a topic to pursue. Vivienne wondered how she could get to know Jacob if he wouldn’t talk about certain things. Maybe the evening together would loosen him up.


    “Okay,” Vivienne said, then smiled at him. “And by the way, my friends call me Vivie.”


    “I prefer Vivienne. It suits you.” And that was all Jacob said.


    It was good that the restaurant wasn’t far, because Vivienne needed a drink. The evening had just begun, but the tension was palpable. When they arrived, Ian dropped them off at the front door. Jacob put his arm around her waist to escort her inside. She sensed a note of possessiveness, which she found unusual.


    But it also felt good. Jacob gave her a sense of security, making her want to be closer to him. The way he behaved aroused feelings Vivienne wasn’t used to, nor could she define. It was as though she wanted to acquiesce to him, to please him. The thought of Jacob taking charge sent a thrill through her.


    Vivienne didn’t feel weak because he was strong. She was very independent and didn’t see that changing. But Jacob’s power didn’t diminish hers. Being around him was different than any man she had been with. And she was drawn to him, as though he was meant for her.


    The restaurant’s rich wood-beamed ceilings gleamed under the amber light, the linen-covered tables set with fine china and crystal. Jacob assisted her with her chair, then sat across from her. If this wasn’t romance, Vivienne didn’t know what was. But she’d failed to make that point earlier, so didn’t bring it up again.


    “Would you like wine?” Jacob said.


    “Yes, please.” Vivienne smiled. “Why don’t you choose?”


    The sommelier came by, and Jacob discussed some options. He settled on a Sauvignon Blanc from Bordeaux, after checking with Vivienne about her dinner choices. “Some of the best wines in the world are white,” Jacob said. “This one will pair well with the lemon in the fish.”


    “One of yours?”


    “No, it’s not imported by Rinaldi. But I’m not a wine snob,” Jacob said. “I drink many good wines, whether my company has anything to do with it or not.”


    The waiter returned with the wine, and with Jacob’s approval, he poured it. He lifted his glass and Vivienne lifted hers. “To first dates,” he said, tapping her glass.


    Vivienne giggled. “If you knew about some I’ve been on, you wouldn’t say that.”


    Jacob’s expression was instantly intense. “I meant our first date,” he said. “I’m not fond of the idea of you with anyone else.”


    That came from nowhere. Vivienne wasn’t sure what to say. “Well, we did have dinner once before,” she said, at a loss for something better.


    “That wasn’t a date.” Jacob sipped his wine. “We just had dinner. A date is when you ask ahead of time, plan it, and make it special.”


    Vivienne tasted her wine. It was luscious. “For a man who doesn’t date, you really seem to have the hang of it.”


    “I know women.” Jacob said it so flatly that Vivienne nearly didn’t take advantage of the opening.


    “So you’ve been with a lot of women?” The look on Jacob’s face made her flinch. “I mean at events and such?”


    “Yes, it’s often better to have an escort.”


    And all the women you’ve been seen with, did any of them mean anything to you? But Vivienne didn’t voice her thought. “Have you been with a woman for any length of time?”


    Jacob continued to sip his wine, seemingly unaffected by her curiosity. “Do you mean have I had a steady girlfriend? Or have I been engaged?” He paused. “No to both. It’s not my style.”


    The mystery of Jacob Rinaldi continued. Vivienne had no idea what his comment was supposed to mean. And worse, she wondered if this first date was to be her only one with him. Steady girlfriends weren’t his thing. So what did that mean for her?


    Throughout the meal, Vivienne was fairly quiet. She wasn’t in the mood to talk about work, and Jacob didn’t offer any topics. Yet the longer she was with him, the more she didn’t want the night to end. It was his presence that affected her.


    There was something about Jacob, a personality trait of some kind that attracted her. Sitting across from him, sipping fine wine and savoring gourmet cuisine, was better than any conversation she’d had on a date. The electricity between them was undeniable.


    And Vivienne knew he felt it too. Jacob enjoyed his food, took time with his wine. Yet, all the while, she felt his eyes on her. His gaze pierced into her even when Jacob was merely looking over to see if she was all right. The way he looked at her made her want to do his bidding, to be naked in his arms and see to his pleasure.


    They finished the meal, including coffee and dessert. Walking to the car, Vivienne was conscious of how wet her panties were. And then, beside Jacob in the darkness of the back seat, she craved his touch. But Jacob hadn’t yet kissed her, nor did he put up the security panel and take what he could have.


    Vivienne had the distinct sense that he made her wait on purpose. That Jacob knew how aroused she was, and intended to lure her into dizzy, overpowering need. If that was true, he was succeeding. By the time Phantom of the Opera was only half over, she was ready to peel Jacob’s clothes off right there in the theater seat, and see if he could resist her then.


    After the performance, Jacob didn’t have the driver take her home, and Vivienne was grateful. Even better, he had reserved the penthouse at the Westin near the theater. The significance of opting for a hotel over his place, or indeed that he had secured one of the most expensive rooms in the city, was lost on her at that moment.


    The only thing Vivienne comprehended was that she was alone with Jacob. In the privacy of the luxury room, she turned to face him. Passion flared in his eyes, making her melt. She would be his. Vivienne wanted to be his. This was the most romantic date of her life, and now, she would be with Jacob. In the soft bed, he would make love to her, a perfect end to an unforgettable date.


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 10


    Jacob drank in the sight of Vivienne, noting her nervousness, and relishing the desire in her eyes. She would make a good submissive. Vivienne wanted to please him; Jacob recognized the signs.


    “I’ve enjoyed this evening, Vivienne.” Stepping closer, Jacob took her hands in his, breathing in the scent of her perfume. “You are a beauty.”


    Vivienne trembled and leaned against him. Wrapping his arms around her, Jacob calmed her. He wanted her excited but not anxious. It wasn’t about that. It was about trust, about pleasure, if tinged with pain. She hugged him close, pressing against his erection.


    It was too soon. Jacob’s release would wait. First, he would take care of the lovely woman in his arms. Through the evening, she had softened toward him. He didn’t miss the fire in her eyes when she looked at him, and Jacob wanted to see more of the same.


    When he loosened his embrace, Vivienne looked up at him, and he traced his fingertip around her full lips. Then he took her hand, taking charge, letting her know he had her. “Don’t be nervous,” Jacob said.


    Her coy smile and glance down at the carpet told Jacob he was right. “This night is for you,” he said. That was true, because his preference was the playroom. Vivienne’s lush form stirred urges not easily ignored.


    Jacob had rented the room, so there would be no chance of stepping over boundaries he shouldn’t. He wasn’t used to a novice, but there was no doubt in his mind that Vivienne had not been under the control of a dominant before.


    Vivienne seemed uncertain, yearning but holding back. She didn’t have faith Jacob would lead the way, that it was all up to him. But she would learn.


    “Let me pour you some champagne,” Jacob said.


    While he popped the cork and filled the glasses, Jacob observed the sexy woman whose submission he craved. Her soft skin, thick blond hair, and lovely green eyes were the makings of an angel. But if she was, Jacob wouldn’t touch her in the ways that he planned to.


    Vivienne was a vixen, but she was no angel. The first encounter had shown him that. Jacob could tell there was so much more simmering under the surface. He handed a glass of champagne to Vivienne, and watched her sip it.


    Those lips would soon be on him. Jacob’s cock surged at the thought. He sipped his drink, his demeanor calm. Vivienne would look to him for assurance. If he were relaxed, then she would be. Yet he was anything but that.


    Inside, desire raged. Jacob wanted her, and fought to take things at a pace Vivienne could handle. He sat on a semicircular sofa and opened his arm. Without further encouragement, she sat on his lap, drinking and watching him.


    “I want you, Vivienne,” he said, noting her pupils dilated and her skin paled. “I’m going to take you.” He stroked along her ribs. “That’s what you want…isn’t it?”


    Vivienne gripped her glass, then nodded.


    Jacob took the glass from her and set it on the table beside his. Vivienne’s eyes widened, and he brushed her hair back over one shoulder. “Stand up, Vivienne.”


    She looked to him for encouragement, and he nodded. Vivienne slipped easily from his lap, her eyes locked with his.


    “Now, undress for me.” Jacob held her gaze, unrelenting, letting her know what to do. He leaned against the cushion behind him and waited.


    First Vivienne slipped off her high heels. He liked that she hadn’t worn stockings. His gaze followed the shapely form of her legs. “Turn around,” Jacob said, and she did. Slowly, he unzipped the dress, giving her a chance to absorb what was happening.


    Gently, with one command then the next, Jacob acclimated her to obeying. The fact that she did was satisfying. “Now the dress, Vivienne.”


    Her silky skin flushed as she lowered the dress and stepped out of it. Vivienne tossed it over a nearby chair and crossed her arms over her belly. “Don’t be embarrassed, love. I’ve seen you before,” Jacob said. “And you are gorgeous. I want you to know that, and to be proud of your feminine form.”


    Vivienne glanced away, and Jacob sensed she was excited. That was good. Yet all of this was new for her. She’d have to get used to it. But she had potential, and he was thrilled at the prospect of training her.


    “Take off the bra,” Jacob said. “I want to see your luscious breasts.”


    Reaching behind, Vivienne unclasped it, but hesitated.


    Jacob’s voice was a little stern. “Slip it off.”


    Timidly, Vivienne let the garment slide down her arms and drop to the floor. Jacob kicked it away. “Fold your arms behind your back,” Jacob said. “I want to look.”


    Vivienne’s shyness was a turn-on. Jacob liked that, as long as it didn’t prohibit her from doing as he asked. “Your breasts are lovely,” he said. And they are going to be all mine. All of you will be mine.


    “Come closer.” Jacob reached out, and Vivienne took a step. He put his hands on her waist, holding her. The sight of her firm breasts and rosy nipples made his cock swell. He’d need to do something about that soon.


    “Arch your back a little,” Jacob said, and when Vivienne did he pressed his cheek to her breasts. They were so soft and warm. Then he kissed underneath them, slow and purposefully. Her nipples stiffened, gratifying his efforts.


    “I like your breasts, Vivienne,” he said. “I’m going to suck on them for my pleasure.” Jacob expected no answer, and allowed her silence. Taking one pert nipple in his mouth, he sucked, gently at first then harder.


    Vivienne tasted so good. Her distended nipple plumped in his mouth as he sucked. Jacob moved to the other nipple, stimulating her more. When both nipples were wet and wanting, he blew on them. Vivienne whimpered.


    “You like that, baby?” When she nodded, Jacob smiled.


    Cupping her breasts and lifting their weight in his hands, Jacob looked up at Vivienne. “Now the panties.” The blush that colored her cheeks was endearing. He took her wrists and pulled her hands free from behind her back.


    Jacob guided her fingers to the elastic. “Pull down your panties, Vivienne.” The command turned him on, and he was sure Vivienne felt the same. The one time he had bared her ass and smacked her bare bottom, she liked it. There would be much more of the same.


    The way Vivienne had defied him, questioning his right to learn about her, balking at the gift of perfume, and even saying she’d return the dress he’d given her, was reason for punishment. When she was his, those incidents wouldn’t happen.


    Yet each was punishment-worthy. But tonight was for Vivienne, to allow her the date she clearly wanted. Jacob steeled his intentions, staying on course. He wanted to entice and tempt her, not scare her off. So he let her offenses pass without mention.


    Vivienne scraped the panties down her thighs, clutching them like life support. “All the way, baby. Take them off.” Bending over, she slid the garment to her ankles, then stood up. Jacob held her hand as she stepped out of them.


    My God, she’s ravishing. Vivienne was perfectly sculpted. Her curvy hips, which she likely thought were too much so, sent heat flooding through Jacob’s veins. He ran a finger up her belly, dipping into her narrow waist, and around one lush breast.


    “Vivienne,” he whispered, and her eyes half closed. Jacob reached behind to grasp her bare bottom and pull her closer. Losing control just a little, he licked over her smooth skin, tasting her. He bit gently over her vulva and ran the tip of his tongue over her smoothly waxed skin.


    Then Jacob kissed up her ribs and between her breasts. Vivienne quivered and he squeezed tighter, before biting gently at her nipples. When she groaned, Jacob bit a little harder, wondering how she’d react to nipple clamps.


    Already, Jacob was getting to know her body. He saw indications that Vivienne was close, just where he wanted her. “If I gave you permission to come, you would do that for me, wouldn’t you?”


    Vivienne tossed her head back and pushed her breasts out.


    “You can come, just this way, baby. With nothing more.” Jacob held one nipple in his teeth, and Vivienne whimpered.


    Jacob pulled her down to straddle his lap for support, and, with his hands supporting her back, licked over the swell of her breasts. Her nipples glistened with moisture, and he nipped at one of them. Vivienne cried out.


    “That’s right, baby. Let go. Feel it.”


    Her nipples were pink and swollen from Jacob’s attentions. He didn’t have to feel to know Vivienne was wet with arousal, so he didn’t touch her sex at all. Instead, he flicked his tongue over her nipples, and alternately bit them.


    Vivienne writhed on his lap and arched her back more. “I’ve got you,” Jacob said, pressing his palms to her back. He held one nipple in his teeth and tugged, then the other. When Vivienne stiffened, he dragged his tongue across both nipples, and she shattered in his arms.


    Shaking and moaning, Vivienne climaxed with Jacob’s lips on her. He enjoyed how she gave in to it. The woman’s passion turned him on. As she shuddered against his palms, Jacob’s cock turned to steel.


    When she slumped against him, raking her fingertips through his hair, Jacob was tempted to come without delay. But he refused to forgo having Vivienne’s lips on him. He stroked her hair and her breathing calmed.


    Then Vivienne raised her head and looked into his eyes. “Jacob.”


    Sliding her off his lap, Jacob stood. He unzipped his slacks but left the top button done and the belt on. Intentionally, he hadn’t worn underwear. “Kneel, baby,” he said. “Those beautiful lips need to be on my cock.”


    Vivienne knelt before him, and that alone spiraled his arousal higher. Jacob preferred her kneeling, waiting to do as he asked. “I want your mouth on me, Vivienne,” he said, rubbing the pad of his thumb over her lower lip.


    She parted her lips, taking Jacob’s thumb into her mouth. Gently, she sucked while looking up, with a teasing look in her eyes. Then she reached inside his pants. The sensation of Vivienne’s fingers on his cock was insanely good. Jacob wanted it, badly. “Yes, baby,” he said.


    Vivienne wrapped her fist around his erection, freeing it from his pants. Jacob looked down at her, naked and kneeling. He dug his fingers into her hair, and she plunged his cock into her mouth. Vivienne’s lips pressed against his flesh and Jacob nearly came unglued.


    He didn’t want it slow. He didn’t want to wait. He’d waited too long. “Hard, baby. Suck me hard.” And Vivienne complied. Her lips raked up and down his skin, as she sucked with ferocity. At the top, she let his cock pop out, and he groaned.


    Then Vivienne rolled her tongue under the rim and smeared her fingertip through the pre-cum seeping from the top. Jesus. She feathered her fingertips along his cock, driving Jacob insane. Just when he was about to order her to do so, Vivienne fisted his cock just right.


    Lowering her mouth over the top, she let his thick cock slide deep. Vivienne sucked, hard. Jacob panted and grabbed a fistful of her hair. She seemed to know his need, and moved over him, showing no mercy. With her hand wrapped around the base of his cock, Vivienne pumped her mouth over him, letting her teeth scrape along his tender skin.


    Watching her suck him off was erotic. The contrast of Vivienne’s nakedness with Jacob still in dress clothes added to the thrill. “I’m going to come in your mouth,” Jacob growled. But Vivienne didn’t slow. If anything, she sucked harder.


    Jacob’s muscles stiffened and he exploded, pouring his cum down her throat. Vivienne kept sucking, swallowing all he gave her. The orgasm began strong and didn’t stop. He came and then came more. By the time he was finally drained, his knees were weak.


    Falling into the chair, Jacob pulled Vivienne into his arms. She leaned her head on his shoulder, and he held her, still breathing hard. He stroked her arm and over her hip. The way she’d pleasured him, how she hadn’t held back, touched him.


    It took a moment for Jacob to regain his composure. Vivienne put her palm on his chest, rubbing over the material of his dress shirt. He was still fully clothed, something he planned to remedy. Standing, he scooped Vivienne into his arms and headed for the bedroom.


    Jacob ripped back the covers and placed Vivienne against a pillow. Then he rapidly stripped off all of his clothes. She licked her lips as she watched. Her admiring gaze, once again, turned him on. Vivienne looked like a goddess, her blond hair cascading wildly over the pillow.


    Straddling her, Jacob kissed over her velvety skin. Vivienne was so soft and warm. There was so much he wanted to do with her. His flurry of kisses across her belly made her smile. “Sexy lady,” he said.


    Vivienne raked her hands over his shoulders and down his biceps. Then she wrapped her legs around his waist and held his cock between her palms. Her touch hardened his shaft, and Jacob ached for her. “I’m going to take you, Vivienne,” he said. “I have to be inside you.”


    Her hands drifted down his thighs, and Jacob reached for his slacks. He retrieved a condom from the pocket and rolled it on. Grasping Vivienne’s wrists, he held her arms over her head. Then Jacob pushed her thighs apart with his knees.


    With her hands immobile, Vivienne couldn’t touch him. And Jacob had control. He slid the knob of his cock into her, watching her bite her lip. It was best to go slow the first time, since he was big. But Vivienne’s pussy was sopping wet.


    Jacob pushed and dipped halfway in. “More,” Vivienne gasped. “Please.”


    His shaft was like steel, her pussy on fire, and Jacob had no will to hold back. Vivienne squirmed, but he held her fast to the bed, her wrists pinned above her head. He hovered over her with his thighs pressed against hers so she was unable to move.


    Vivienne panted and whimpered, but couldn’t get free. She wanted to touch him, but he preferred taking her as he wished. With his cock plunged deep, Jacob’s balls tightened. He stroked her, increasing his rhythm.


    Her tight pussy gripped his cock, and Jacob breathed deep and heavy, fucking her. “I’m taking you, baby. Do you hear? I want you. I’ll have you.” He pounded into her, keeping her secured underneath him.


    When Vivienne cried out, he knew she was close. Jacob slapped against her, fucking her hard. The moment she came apart underneath him, Jacob let go. A powerful climax took him, sucking his cum out. He yelled at his peak, as Vivienne shivered below him.


    Jacob rolled off Vivienne, releasing her wrists, then removed and disposed of the condom. He pulled her into the crook of his arm, and she pressed her cheek to his chest. Gently, he rubbed her wrists, with thoughts of her properly bound flooding his mind. Even holding her captive had played into his urge to own and control her.


    Satisfaction washed through him, and Jacob was even more pleased, because Vivienne hadn’t resisted him. She’d enjoyed it just as he had, which was promising. She was willing and responsive. He saw no reason she wasn’t right for him.


    Except there was one issue: Vivienne didn’t know about him yet. When he told her the details of his lifestyle, and what he really expected of her, what would she say? It was fine for one night in a fancy hotel, but would she agree to his terms?


    He wanted Vivienne as his submissive, hoping she would willingly enjoy his playroom. But that was a leap. Jacob had taken her on a special date, which she would interpret as romance. That was the real problem.


    What Jacob had in mind was unknown territory for Vivienne. She saw only the flowers and chivalry. But that wasn’t him. Yet he had done it for her, to woo her. That may have been a mistake, as it set the wrong expectations.


    Jacob held her tighter, pushing down anxiety that he might have erred. Maybe it would have been smarter to tell her up front. But he couldn’t. The first couple of times he’d been with her, it hadn’t taken much to set her off.


    He needed to understand how she thought, learn her likes and dislikes. After all, domination wasn’t all about taking, although that was part of it. It was about taking care of the woman in every way: protecting her, caring for her, knowing how to pleasure her.


    Jacob had taken her out, bought her perfume, and done his best to give her what she wanted. But he was haunted by the question he hadn’t asked. Will you obey me, Vivienne? Will you be my submissive, and give me control? Jacob didn’t know. But after tonight, he wasn’t sure he could accept her refusal.


    

  


  


  


  
    Chapter 11


    Vivienne’s infatuation with Jacob blossomed into much more. Every touch sealed the connection with him, and every act edged Vivienne closer to the forbidden. Yet the passion simmering inside overpowered any trepidation.


    Standing before him, undressing on command, had bordered on humiliating, if deliciously so. Vivienne was more turned on with Jacob than she had been with any other man. Now that she had him, no other man seemed to exist.


    Unable to imagine doing the things she did with Jacob with anyone else, Vivienne felt a deep bond. That she’d only known him a short while meant nothing. His caress did something to her, in an unfamiliar yet promising way.


    Jacob’s effect was powerful, and Vivienne willingly gave in to him. He created sensations she wasn’t used to, while being exactly what she needed. Only she hadn’t known that. Jacob showed her, allowed her to experience it. Yet not forcing her, but guiding her.


    Resting in the crook of his arm, Vivienne felt she belonged there, only she hadn’t known it before. It was like coming home, in a very sensual way. Jacob wound her hair around his fingers, pulling it without being too rough.


    Vivienne looked up at him, and he rolled onto his side. The silence was heavy. She waited. “I want to do something, baby, if you’ll let me.”


    Unable to imagine refusing Jacob, or wanting to, she nodded.


    “Just this once, put aside familiarity,” Jacob said. “Let me show you a new way. Don’t resist me…just go with it. Allow the sensations in, and don’t fear the emotions.”


    It sounded like a fantasy, if one that required trust. Butterflies tickled her stomach, but Vivienne was drawn to the possibilities. “What are you going to do?”


    In response, Jacob reached into the pile of clothes on the floor and retrieved the dark blue necktie. “I’m going to tie you up, Vivienne. But don’t be afraid. I’ll go easy this first time, just to give you a taste of it.”


    Jacob stretched her out on the bed and bound her wrists together. It excited Vivienne, which she found a little embarrassing. She didn’t know if she’d like it or not, but her body was saying yes. As he wound the tie around her wrists, Vivienne’s clit tensed.


    Surely this was forbidden. Vivienne had heard of being tied up, but she hadn’t experienced it. Her curiosity and desire blotted out any misgivings. When Jacob secured her wrists to the headboard so she was unable to get free, Vivienne realized she’d been missing out.


    The stern look in Jacob’s eyes made her skin warm. And she thought of that first time, he’d spanked her. Was that what he had in mind? Did she want him to? Vivienne had no idea if it was normal to want such things.


    Standing by the bed, Jacob studied her. His gaze aroused her as much as his touch. “This time I won’t bind your ankles,” he said, and the shock of his words escalated Vivienne’s excitement. Jacob stroked his fingertips along her ribs and down her thighs.


    “You look beautiful that way.”


    Instinctively, Vivienne pressed her legs together. “No, baby,” Jacob said. “I want you open to me.” His blue eyes pierced into her. “Do you understand?”


    Jacob was an Adonis, with peaks and valleys of muscle sculpting his body. His thighs flexed when he moved, and his biceps pumped in anticipation. She stared at his gorgeous cock. It was erect, the bulbous knob purple and swollen.


    “Yes, I want you too,” Jacob said. “But the pain of delay makes the ultimate pleasure greater.”


    Vivienne licked her lips, desperate to touch him, and wanting to kiss him, one thing they hadn’t done. The longer Jacob looked at her, the wetter she got. Her clit was a tight pebble begging for attention, and his palm on her belly made her shudder.


    “Your orgasm is mine,” Jacob said. “You will endure waiting, until I allow you to come.” Then he stroked under her jaw. “But you can stop things at any time. I know you haven’t done this before, and I’ll watch closely. If you feel it’s too much, you only have to let me know and I won’t go further.”


    “Okay.” Vivienne prayed he would touch her soon.


    Jacob pressed his palms to her inner thighs, opening her to him. When his hot mouth touched her pussy, Vivienne nearly lost it. She writhed against the mattress. “Be still.” That wasn’t easy, but she did her best.


    Expertly, Jacob kissed and licked her, pushing Vivienne’s arousal to a new plateau. He knew how far he could go, and varied his motions to keep her on the edge. Sometimes he kissed her breasts or sucked her nipples, ignoring her sex.


    Other times Jacob swirled his tongue around her clit or blew on her soft tissues. Vivienne fought to keep still, but couldn’t help moaning through her jagged breath. “Jacob…”


    “It’s only just beginning,” Jacob said, making her dizzy.


    With his hot tongue, Jacob found every inch of her body. He rimmed the curve of her ear, nibbled under her jaw, and caressed her bare skin all the way to her toes. Vivienne balanced on a cliff ready to fall off, hoping she would. She groaned in agony, from what Jacob called the pain of delay.


    Vivienne’s skin burned from his ministrations, and she ached deep in her core for release. That was not to be just yet. With her nipples wet from Jacob’s sucking and her sex dripping from arousal, the teasing fingers of ambient air wafted over her sensitive tissues.


    Jacob kissed her sex and bit her inner thigh. That tinge of pain made Vivienne crave more. The pain rivaled the pleasure and she spiraled into a new zone. Dipping two fingers inside her, Jacob stroked in a place that made her whimper.


    Pulling out, Jacob flicked his fingers over her clit and Vivienne arched her back. “I told you to be still.” She looked into his deep blue eyes, and tried to focus on anything but the intensity.


    Then Jacob stroked over her wet slit and tapped her clit. But before Vivienne could gain the pressure she needed, he withdrew. Without touching her at all, Jacob looked into her eyes. “Your release…belongs to me.”


    Vivienne cringed, praying that didn’t mean she couldn’t come. She hadn’t wanted to before, as desperately as she did right then. If begging would make Jacob release her from the torture, she would gladly do so. But his expression said that would do no good.


    Again and again, Jacob stroked her sex and tapped her clit. Each time, he withdrew and Vivienne feared he wouldn’t touch her anymore. But then he did. The teasing made her body ache, both inside and out. It was torture, and she thought of asking Jacob to untie her.


    Yet she didn’t. Vivienne fell into acceptance of Jacob’s power over her. And she had no desire to ask him to let her go. The harsher the delay, the more stimulated she was. It was all consuming, with Jacob’s touch her only focus.


    She had not been as centered before, or felt so safe. Though she couldn’t have said why the two were linked. No other thought entered her mind. It was all just overwhelming sensation and deep longing, blocking out all else.


    Jacob continued, altering the rhythm, watching her intently. Vivienne abandoned her reservations, giving him the power he so easily took, and holding tight to the trust he inspired.


    “I want you to come for me, baby,” Jacob said.


    In her sexual haze, Vivienne hardly heard the words, but the message got through. Relief threatened to explode inside her. Jacob was going to let her come.


    “You can scream, Vivienne,” he said. “And you don’t have to be still.” Then Jacob fingered her clit, putting enough pressure for her to fall into the grip of climax…sweet climax. Vivienne’s shrill cry echoed against the walls of the room, as the orgasm ripped her apart.


    The power of the release carried her high, and kept her there. Vivienne floated on a cloud of ecstasy, her body on fire with sensation. Then her muscles relaxed as she calmed. Yet she still panted and whimpered, while Jacob covered her belly with kisses to soothe her.


    It took minutes before Vivienne reoriented. Jacob untied her and sat on the bed with her in his lap. Wrapped in his arms, pleasure washed over her. Then doubt. She’d gone too far, given Jacob complete control over her.


    The sexual experience alone would have been earth-shattering. But what Vivienne felt for Jacob overshadowed it. She had crossed a line, one she didn’t know was there. And having stepped over it, there was no return.


    Jacob’s heat seared against her, his unrequited need evident. And in that moment, all Vivienne wanted was to give him sensation to equal what he’d given her. Sliding off his lap, she knelt between Jacob’s legs, fisting his cock. She loved the velvety skin over the steel of his erection.


    Jacob moaned, and Vivienne put her mouth over his knob. She sucked, lost in the private moment. While fisting the base of his cock, she pumped over him, letting her tongue and lips drive him crazy.


    Jacob dug his hand in her hair and held tight, assisting her movements. Vivienne didn’t slow or stop, just wildly sucked. His deep growl inspired her, and she grazed her teeth over his tender skin. Then he yelled out and his cum spurted.


    Holding his balls in one hand, Vivienne fisted his exploding cock with the other. Vivienne watched Jacob in the throes of climax, as his cum shot up over her breasts and down her belly. His jaw was tense, his muscles hard as rock.


    Jacob’s blue eyes glistened, and she felt so close to him. When he collapsed onto the bed, Vivienne put her head on his thigh. She didn’t move or speak, just let emotion fill her. What she felt was deep, the fire between them stronger than she was.


    A tear rolled down her cheek, wetting Jacob’s skin. He stroked her hair and her vision clouded. Before Vivienne could get a grip, she cried. Jacob sat up and pressed her head to his belly, with his palm on the back of her head.


    Vivienne didn’t know if he understood. How could he when she didn’t? She wasn’t sure if she was overcome with joy at the pleasure he gave her, or devastated by her reaction to the things he did. Jacob commanded her, controlled her. And the power he had over her unnerved her. But more than that, she needed it, like a flower needed sunshine.


    Maybe she cried from relief at having found the man who could satisfy her. Yet it wasn’t that simple. She was devastated over the realization of the type of sex she preferred, having now been given a taste of it. Passion, laced with the pain, threatened to pull her into treacherous waters, and tears poured down her cheeks.


    *****


    When Vivienne cried, Jacob knew he had gone too far. Even with the playroom out of reach, he had managed to cross the line. He was supposed to be in sync with her reactions, know when to let up. But no, he had to keep going.


    “Why didn’t you stop me?” Jacob said out of frustration. It wasn’t up to Vivienne. He should have been watching more carefully.


    At first Vivienne didn’t answer him. He reassured her that it wasn’t her fault. He’d ruined the date, botched the romantic evening she expected. Sick in his gut, Jacob got dressed. Vivienne took her clothes to the bathroom to get ready. Then he took her back to her apartment.


    That was where she belonged. Away from him. Safe from any possibility of Jacob hurting her. Why he thought it was a good idea to introduce her to his ways was beyond him. Vivienne was beautiful, gentle, and kind. Sure, she had a bite if he pissed her off. But that didn’t change her good nature.


    In the car on the way back, Vivienne put her hand on his thigh, her gorgeous green eyes filled with sadness. “I didn’t want to stop,” she said.


    “You don’t know what’s good for you,” Jacob said. “I’m supposed to look out for you. Instead, I gave in to my own urges.”


    “It wasn’t like that,” Vivienne said.


    Jacob met her gaze. “You won’t find the romance you seek with me,” he said, sharply. “I’m not capable of it.”


    Vivienne only stared, and he wanted to put his arms around her, take care of her. But that would only make it worse. “I’ve misled you,” Jacob said. “There’s a reason I don’t date. And now I’m sure you see what it is.”


    Vivienne’s pleading look wrenched his heart. “Is it also the reason you don’t kiss?”


    The probing question darkened his already sinking mood. “Yes,” Jacob said, as sternly as he could muster.


    At her building, Jacob got out and walked Vivienne to the entrance. She put her hand on his arm, but he didn’t react. “I’m not good for you, Vivienne. You deserve a man who can fulfill your dreams.” He refused to soften. “I’ll only break your heart.”


    A tear rolled down Vivienne’s cheek, her expression desolate. Jacob turned and strode back to the car before he weakened. He wanted her, but that didn’t make it right. If he left her now, Vivienne would get over him. She would be okay. The damage would be minimal, and it wouldn’t take long for her to forget him entirely.


    Jacob got in the car and nodded at Ian to take him home. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Vivienne standing in front of the door to her building watching him. His driver pulled the car away from the curb and continued down the street. The woman he’d taken for his pleasure was gone from sight. Jacob closed his eyes. He felt like hell.


    # # #


    


    “Will Vivienne enter Jacob’s forbidden world?”
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