Proposal: The Billionaire’s Promise, Part One
By Lucinda Brazon
“Here are the keys.”
My hand shook as I held them out. That was my coffee shop, right there. I’d opened it when I was twenty, and it had taken three years of sweat, blood, tears and love to make it into something amazing.
And now it was gone.
Against my will, I felt tears spring to my eyes. I’d never wanted to sell. That had never been the plan – I wasn’t one of these cutthroat business types. I’d just wanted a cosy little coffee shop on the corner, a place where people could meet and fall in love and have a happy ending, just like in the movies.
Call me sentimental. Call me romantic. And call me devastated.
Devastated was an understatement, actually. I was so upset that I could barely look at the tall man who closed his hand around the keys, his fingers momentarily brushing mine.
“Are you OK, Miss James?”
The voice that broke into my thoughts was surprisingly low and warm. I looked up and met the eyes of Hunter Ellis, CEO of Ellis Coffee. You know, the coffee chain taking over the world. There’s an Ellis Coffee on every corner, and now Talia’s Place, my beloved little coffee shop, was going to become one of them. I tilted my head and took a peek at its shuttered windows behind me before mustering all my strength to speak.
“I’m fine. Honestly.”
Roughly swiping the cuff of my jacket over my streaming eyes, I blinked and noticed that Hunter was still staring at me. To my surprise, he was much, much hotter than the picture I’d seen in Newsweek – he had thick, wavy dark hair, fantastically, impossibly smooth skin and strange brown eyes which shone with golden flecks when the light caught his face.
Needless to say, he was also dressed impeccably. Savile Row’s finest had clearly been hard at work tailoring the suit which clung perfectly to his solid torso and legs. The shirt which peeped out at the collar was dazzling white and still crisp.
I had no idea how he did it – it was like having another full-time job keeping myself neat and tidy. I wasn’t usually a complete slob, but today was a bad day. I suddenly became aware of my unbrushed dark hair and stained sweatshirt.
Well, so what? Losing Talia’s Place made it a day of mourning in my book. And I’d wear whatever I damn well pleased.
So why did I feel the urge to run home and change into my sexiest little cocktail dress?
“Really, nothing’s wrong. I’m OK.”
“Don’t lie.”
The warm voice didn’t change in volume, but its sudden force made me stop and pay attention.
“I’m not lying!”
I felt like a naughty schoolgirl caught doing something I shouldn’t be.
“You’re clearly very upset, Miss James.”
Hearing my name on Hunter Ellis’s tongue made my breath catch in my throat. Struggling to look at him, I felt a fresh rush of tears trickle down my cheek.
Control yourself, Talia! The last thing I wanted was for this strange, sexy man to see me sobbing like a little girl.
“I’m sorry. I just can’t believe it’s gone.”
“I accept your apology.”
There wasn’t a hint of playfulness in the words and once again the intensity shocked me into meeting his golden eyes directly. Nobody I knew would ever say a thing like that.
And nobody I knew could make the same jolt of electricity run down my spine.
“Yeah. It’s – it’s not a good day for me,” I mumbled, trying to ignore the tension building in the pit of my stomach.
“So I see.”
Hunter took a step closer to me and I caught a hint of his scent – dark, male and musky, with a note of something I couldn’t place. Whatever it was, the mixture was intoxicating. I had the sudden, insane desire to bury my face in his smooth neck, breathing deeply until I forgot everything.
Of course, I didn’t. I stayed exactly where I was and the silence burned between us until I thought he was going to reach out and touch me. Or slap me – I had no idea which.
Finally, he spoke.
“I think you need something to drink.”
Wow, that was unexpected. I had to admit, it was a great idea, but unexpected. I just goggled at him, unsure as to whether or not he was joking.
His penetrating gaze, constantly focused on me, told me that he wasn’t.
“I’ve got a place around the corner. You can come and drink something with me. Freshen up.”
Again his voice was low, sensual and very, very persuasive. I glanced behind me again at my shuttered-up shop and took a deep breath.
“My car’s just over there.” Noticing my hesitation, Hunter gestured to a side street a few metres away.
What did I have to lose? I could go home and give my friends a call, cry to them for a bit and then go eat ice cream. That was an option.
Or I could get in the car. And see where this whole thing was going.
“Okay.”
‘My car’ turned out to be nothing less than a bright red Ferrari. Typical boy’s toy, I thought sniffily. Still, I couldn’t suppress a little shiver of excitement as he pressed the remote unlocking and the doors slid upwards – and the creamy leather interior looked incredibly inviting.
Even as I began moving towards the soft passenger seat, a sudden wave of fear gripped me and I paused.
What did I even think I was doing, getting into the car of a globally successful CEO with a reputation for being as ruthless with his employees as with his rivals?
Getting into the car of a man whose beauty staggered me and whose intensity both frightened and intrigued me?
A man who I knew precisely nothing about?
Hell. This had to be one of those once-in-a-lifetime chances you only hear about in books.
I got into the Ferrari.
Hunter slid into the driver’s seat and pressed a button to close the doors. Apart from a brief moment of panic when I realised that I was well and truly trapped, I held my cool pretty well for a girl in some serious distress.
He started the engine and pulled smoothly away. It didn’t look as if he was in a talking kind of mood, but the silence was oppressive and I had to say something. What can I say? I’m a girl who likes to talk, and my big mouth and big heart was what made Talia’s Place such a success – in the old days, of course. You couldn’t count my poor failed business as any kind of a success now.
“So,” I said. My false brightness set my own teeth on edge, but I persisted out of sheer nervousness. “Why did you buy my coffee shop?”
Actually, nervous or not, this was a question I definitely wanted some answers to. My shop’s tiny little window and backstreet kind of location didn’t seem like such a smart choice for a big chain coffee store, so I’d been surprised when Ellis Coffee put in an offer even before I’d put the place on the market.
That offer had saved me from bankruptcy, actually. In a way I was grateful to Hunter Ellis, but not so grateful that I didn’t also feel some pretty serious resentment about him owning my precious shop.
Hunter didn’t take his eyes off the road as he answered my question. “I wanted it.”
Right. That seemed self-explanatory, and told me precisely nothing. “Why?”
“Good location.”
What crap! “No it’s not. It’s on a tiny little backstreet. I had to build my clientele completely by word-of-mouth because nobody ever comes past.”
Hunter’s mouth twisted. I couldn’t tell if he was smiling or not. “I see.”
“So if you think you’re going to have it easy with customers just walking in, you better think again, Mr Big City Boy.”
God, Talia. You sound so stupid! I instantly regretted my crude and childish taunt. Sometimes my big mouth ran away with me.
But Hunter just ignored my stupid words. “Why did you sell your coffee shop?” he asked instead. It seemed like a deliberate change of subject.
“I didn’t want to,” I said hotly, my shoulders slumping as I found the conversation steered back to a place I didn’t like so much.
“I didn’t ask you if you wanted to sell it,” Hunter said, his honey voice slowing down as if talking to a child or a stupid person. Which I suppose he was, right about then. “I asked you why you sold it.”
I gulped. “Erm. I don’t think I want to talk about this right now.”
I knew this was a bit much, given that I’d just started quizzing him on his motives and delivered an impromptu, unwanted, business strategy. But I couldn’t talk about what had happened with Talia’s Place. Not right then, and maybe not for a very long time – everything was still so raw.
Hunter gave me a long, considering sideways look, but strangely enough he seemed to understand. For the rest of the journey we were quiet, the only sound the silky hum of the Ferrari’s engine as we cruised through one of the most exclusive areas in the city and pulled into the parking lot of a beautiful, modern highrise.
It was just a ten minute drive from my little coffee place, but my God, it was like a different world. The apartment block foyer was all silky brushed metal and sheets of glass; even the girl on the reception desk was cool and clean and elegant. She was too professional to say anything, but I caught her dispassionately flicking one narrowed eye over my dirty sweatshirt.
Well, I didn’t care. I was with Hunter Ellis, and clearly that was the information that counted around here. He strode past the reception desk and into the elevator without a word, me trailing in his wake like some kind of overenthusiastic groupie.
I’d better mention now that Hunter’s apartment was every bit as gorgeous as his car. My jaw dropped as I stared at the sheer size of it: what seemed like miles of polished marble floor stretched away to a window made of a single sheet of glass, showcasing the city spread out below in all its glory.
Hunter acted as if all of this was completely normal. Which it was to him, I suppose. He threw his keys onto the glass-topped table and opened up the enormous brushed steel fridge.
“You need brandy.”
Okay. I wasn’t the world’s biggest brandy fan but it was his house, so I guessed what he said went.
“You’re going to drink everything I give you.”
That was clearly an order. “Yes,” I stammered as he took out a bottle from the cupboard and poured out a measure into a small glass.
I noted that he drank no alcohol, instead pouring himself a glass of mineral water from a very expensive branded bottle in the fridge.
He placed my drink on the granite countertop. His movements were precise and measured, elegant like a dancer’s. I watched as he loosened his crisp shirt collar a little with one finger before sipping his own glass of water.
Neither one of us had sat down, nor had he invited me to take a seat. Again the silence stretched out and I was compelled to talk just to break the tension.
“It’s very kind of you to take care of me like this.” I sounded stilted and unnatural in the sensuous quiet of his apartment.
He regarded me for a moment before speaking.
“I’m not taking care of you.”
Huh? “Then what – ”
“I think you have to understand something. Normally I wouldn’t bother with overemotional women.”
Ouch. I couldn’t let that one slide.
“That is such bull. I’m not an overemotional woman! I’m – ”
“Shut up.”
Wait.
He’d just told me to shut up.
I felt my mouth opening and closing like a fish as I processed what he had said. His eyes burned into me as I fought for a suitable reply.
“Are you going to let me finish?” His words were a growl.
I could only nod.
“That’s better.”
I nodded again.
Look, I’m no kid. I’d met all kinds of men, working in my coffee shop over the years. Big men, brash men, loud men, angry men. Men who acted all macho, men who got a kick out of belittling women and bossing them around.
But I’d never met a man like Hunter Ellis. Or rather, I’d never met a man who made me feel like Hunter Ellis did. Somehow, his abruptness didn’t make me feel small, or stupid, or angry.
It made me feel safe.
What the hell?
How could a man barking orders at me, feisty Talia James, be anything but a very good reason for a fight?
I had no idea. I just knew that the thought of following his orders seemed to take a huge weight off my shoulders. And God knows I’d been carrying that weight long enough, what with the trouble and then the sale.
“As I said, I’m not interested in soothing anyone’s hurt feelings.” His expression was unreadable. “I don’t usually even collect the keys to new places myself. It just happened to be in my area and I wanted to take a look at the business on the ground.”
I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. It felt as if sparks were crackling between us and I had the oddest urge to throw myself on the polished floor at his expensively shod feet.
What was happening to me?
“I was going to grab the keys and go. But you intrigued me.”
Me? Talia James? I intrigued Hunter Ellis?
This was a man who built multi-million companies from nothing. A man who commanded a business empire built on power and pure ruthless capitalism.
And now he wanted me, Talia James, ex owner of a failed coffee shop built on too many viewings of romance movies and a whole bunch of useless dreams.
It took my breath away.
So did the sudden heat of his laugh. “Don’t look so surprised.”
“I’m not,” I said quickly.
“You are surprised.” His manner brooked no discussion. “But you shouldn’t be. You’re not like other women.”
“I’m…not?”
“No.”
“How?”
“Hmm.” His golden eyes flicked over my body. “Well, for a start you’re beautiful.”
Oh, please! What crap was this? I screwed up my nose in protest and tried to make some kind of denial, but Hunter’s hand stopped me in my tracks.
“I’m not going to listen to you denying it. You’re a very beautiful woman, that’s a fact. And it’s tedious to keep discussing it.”
Fine. I’d have to accept what he said, no matter what my personal feelings on the matter were.
“I bet you have beautiful women all the time,” I said faux-casually.
“I do.” It was no boast, just a statement of fact.
“Right. So why would you be interested in me? The world is full of beautiful women.” I hoped I sounded tougher than I felt.
“That’s true.” Hunter took hold of his glass of water again, turning it carefully in his long fingers. “But there’s something different about you – I can see it in your eyes. It’s in everything you do, Talia. You know, perhaps I’d better show you. Will you allow me a little test?”
I swallowed hard and ran my sweaty palms down the front of my jeans. Hunter’s eyes flicked to the curves of my thighs before locking with mine once more. I felt like a butterfly pinned to a board.
“Okay,” I whispered.
His gaze not wavering for a second, Hunter spoke. “Take off that disgusting sweatshirt.”
I couldn’t help but startle at the request, and at his harsh tone. “What?!”
“Don’t talk!”
I jumped guiltily.
“I said take off your sweatshirt.”
Compelled by some unknown force, I silently stretched up my arms and pulled my sweatshirt over my head, revealing my modest breasts showcased in a tight white T-shirt.
I felt his eyes scour my body for a few seconds before I felt the sudden, whole-body tensing shock of a glassful of icy water landing on my chest and soaking into my shirt.
My nipples instantly hardened into peaks and my now freezing cold T-shirt clung to every curve of my body. I wanted to cry out but Hunter’s demand for silence kept my mouth shut even as my knees weakened under his harsh gaze.
“You’re all wet.”
“I know.” It was almost a moan and I startled myself with how aroused I sounded.
“You’re going to make my floor dirty.” The words were flat, menacing in their emotionlessness.
Instinctively, an apology leapt to my lips, the words coming from somewhere unknown. “I’m sorry.”
Hunter moved like lightning. With one fearsomely strong hand he grabbed my shoulder and dragged me to him, his strange, indefinable scent filling my nose. I toppled off balance and fell awkwardly against his chest, feeling the strange sensation of his heartbeat. I think I’d doubted that he even had a pulse.
“Sorry isn’t good enough,” he intoned. His lips were so close that they brushed my ear, raising the hairs on the back of my neck and sending a shiver of fearful pleasure down my spine. “Take it off.”
In a flash, he pushed me away and left me reeling in front of him. I struggled with my T-shirt for a moment before it came free. My breasts bounced in their bra and I knew Hunter was watching my every movement, every breath.
“That’s better.”
The silence between us stretched unbearably. My knees felt as if they might not hold me up much longer and a rush of wetness soaked into the crotch of my panties.
Was I actually turned on by this?
“Take off your jeans. You look disgraceful.”
Shame flooded my cheeks as I bent down to pull off my jeans. Again my awkwardness seemed to inflame something inside him: his eyes locked onto my struggle with hawk-like intensity.
Now that I was before him in only my pants and bra, he grasped both of my wrists and pushed me against the smooth granite of the countertop.
“Get up there.”
Shivering with anticipation, I climbed onto the counter. The seconds seemed to crawl and I was burningly aware of the wetness between my legs which increased with each moment.
I’ll be honest here – I’m no trembling virgin flower. I’ve had men before, and yes, some of them had been pretty good in bed...but I’d never felt excitement like this before. It heated my whole body and raised goosepimples on every inch of my skin.
“Lie flat.”
I complied without a word, pressing my breasts against the stone. I could feel the coldness even through my bra, and my nipples tightened even more until they were on the brink of pain.
“Spread your legs.”
The sudden rush of air to my pussy through the thin cotton of my panties made me wetter than before. Was he about to follow me? Climb onto the countertop and slide his cock deep inside me, then pound me until I came? Or was he going to leave me there, gasping and hot for his touch? Let me simmer for a while until he decided he wanted to take me?
Neither.
He brought his bare hand down hard on my ass, delivering a stinging slap which jerked my whole body. Fighting the urge to scream, I tensed as another blow came slamming down onto my skin.
“You’re dirty. You’re disgraceful. How dare you come into my apartment looking like that?”
“I’m sorry,” I moaned.
His hand made contact with my ass once again, and this time the impact was so hard that I thought he must be using all his strength. I shuddered on the cold countertop.
“Don’t look so terrified. This pain is nothing,” he barked. His answers matched my thoughts so exactly that through the haze of discomfort I wondered if he actually could read my mind.
Roughly yanking my panties half-down, Hunter surveyed my flesh with an expression of satisfaction. I craned my neck backwards to inspect the damage and gasped as I saw my ass – it was covered in red welts the size and shape of his hand.
He’d marked me as his own. I felt like his toy, his plaything to claim and shape as he pleased.
“Beautiful, isn’t it?” His words were murmured, as much for himself as for me.
He administered one more slap before flipping me onto my back with a nudge. Swiping at me with his huge hand, he spread my legs and looked at my panties before fixing me with a glare so powerful I thought I would pass out.
“Your pussy is soaking wet.”
I looked down and saw the patch of wetness spread across my crotch.
“Why are you aroused?”
“I – I don’t know.”
“Did I give you permission to become so aroused, Talia?”
I shook my head and squeezed my eyes shut.
“Open your eyes.”
Forcing myself to meet his eyes, I trembled.
“I didn’t give you permission to enjoy your punishment. Therefore I can only conclude that it wasn’t a punishment at all. You’ll have to be punished differently. More thoroughly.”
My eyes didn’t leave him as he turned his sleek, elegant body and slid open a hidden drawer in the kitchen wall. When he spun round to face me I saw that he was holding a long wooden spoon, heavy and beautifully made.
Laying it on the counter in front of me, Hunter paused.
“Your bad behaviour made me forget my manners.” He slowly undid each cufflink and rolled back his sleeves with medical, hypnotic precision, each fold sharp as a knife.
“That’s better.”
He grasped the spoon in his hand ran it lightly over the soles of my feet, then up my calves and the delicate skin of my inner thighs. I couldn’t help wriggling as it tickled my sensitive parts, but at the first sign of movement Hunter brought the flat side of the spoon down hard onto my thigh, making me yelp.
“Quiet!”
I’d forgotten his instructions – clearly I’d have to try harder than this. I gritted my teeth as the spoon continued its light, feathery path up the flat of my stomach and began to move in more insistent strokes over my breasts, occasionally dipping into the cups of my bra and rubbing hard at my taut nipples.
“You’re moaning,” observed Hunter coolly. “I think you’re not trying hard enough.”
Tracing the spoon down my body once more, he slid it under my ass to indicate that I should flip over. I did.
“Now, I’m going to check your panties again.” His voice was the merest silky, velvet whisper. “And if they’re wetter, you’ll have to be punished right now.”
He wriggled a finger down the front of my panties, tight against the countertop. A shudder of pure pleasure ran through my whole body as his hand made contact with my slick, wet folds, briefly brushing my swollen clit and sending another, more powerful jolt through my aching pussy.
“Do you like that?”
“Yes.” I was gasping, helpless in my pleasure and utterly unable to lie.
“You slut. You love this. Your panties are soaked. I’m going to have to punish you.”
But he didn’t remove his finger. Instead, he began to rub hard at my pussy as he brought the spoon down hard on my ass with a crack like a gunshot.
Crack! The spoon found my burning ass once more and Hunter’s finger moved faster and faster on my slippery pussy, working up and down and pressing rhythmically on my clit.
I found myself moaning, unable to stop the trembling in my legs or the desire to frantically buck my hips against the table, pressing my throbbing clit harder against his finger. Sweat ran down my neck and fresh waves of adrenaline flooded my body at each blow of the spoon.
Could I give in? Hunter’s impassive face surveying my thrashing, burning body told me nothing. My climax was fast approaching, my muscles tensing and my back beginning to arch – could I really come in front of this man? Was this permitted?
I should control myself, I thought vaguely. I shouldn’t disobey like this.
My legs contracted and stiffened, and I felt the sensation of climax approaching like a freight train bearing down on me. My pussy squeezed hard and my back arched as waves of sensation swept through my thighs, travelling upwards to my pussy in a crescendo which was close to pain. I felt my ankles shaking violently and became dimly aware of a high-pitched sound somewhere in the distance.
It was me.
When the last ripples of feeling had died down and I flopped forward, every muscle exhausted, Hunter cupped my chin in one strong hand.
“I didn’t give you permission to come.”
“I couldn’t help it,” I gasped.
“You’d better try harder in future,” he advised softly. “But for now, this disobedience is going to have to be punished again. You’re wasting my time, girl.”
“I’m sorry, Mr Ellis.”
My use of his formal name seemed to please him: a small smile appeared and he inclined his head slightly before this trace of humanity melted away and he met my eyes with the same force as before.
“You can’t escape punishment,” he warned.
“I understand.”
“This time the whole city should see your shame. Go and stand next to the window.”
I complied and Hunter roughly pushed me so that my whole body fell against the glass. I felt my breasts squash against the clear surface, and I imagined how I would look to anyone who happened to glance upwards.
I would look helpless.
But I didn’t feel helpless. I felt safe, after everything I’d been through. After months of being alone with my problems. Months of making the decisions alone with nobody to turn to when things were rough. And believe me, they had been rough.
Now, I felt like I could give in and abdicate responsibility, at least for a short time.
Most of all, I felt free.
In the glass, I could see Hunter selecting another implement from his kitchen drawer. He advanced on me and I made out the shape of another spoon – this time hard and metallic. My ass cheeks squeezed together in excitement and terror at the thought of this cold, hard object making contact with my naked butt.
Hunter held up the spoon for me to acknowledge before kneeling and stroking it against my ass, tickling it into the crack and moving it in circles around my cheeks. The intensity of my climax just a few moments earlier gave heightened sensitivity to my whole body.
“Anyone can look up and see you here.” The words were soft. “Anyone can see how you had to be punished.”
My knees, already weak from my thunderous climax, softened even more. Hunter ran the metal spoon up my spine before snapping downwards and hitting my bruised, raw ass again and again.
I felt my body press harder onto the window, knowing my face was contorted in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Who was looking up and watching this? I imagined the eyes of anonymous strangers staring at me, knowing what was happening, knowing my punishment and my ecstasy as this strange, compellingly controlled man beat my flesh raw. I pictured their arousal, their hands reaching to their own cocks, their fingers slipping into their own pussies, wet and begging for release just as I had been.
One final crack of the spoon against my ass and Hunter’s arm fell to his side. We stood together at the window. A flush had crept over his flawless cheeks and he was breathing hard through his nose as he admired his work.
“You’re going to feel this for weeks.”
I braced myself against the window, panting and running with sweat. I didn’t trust myself to speak.
“You may come away from the window now.”
I complied and as I removed my hands from the window I stumbled, losing my balance. My beaten ass screamed in agony as I fell backwards, hard onto the marble floor.
Through the fog of sensation I dimly heard Hunter’s voice.
“Do you understand me now?”
I was panting and unable to catch my breath. A jumble of thoughts and emotions swirled in my head, preventing any kind of coherence.
“I’m sorry,” I gasped. “What do you mean?”
“Have you forgotten what I told you?”
His eyes found mine. His molten gaze dragged me up to the surface, forcing me to focus and collect my thoughts.
“What?”
“I told you that you were different. You didn’t believe me. Now do you understand what I meant?”
I couldn’t lie. “No.”
“You submitted to me.”
“I…what?”
“You submitted to me,” he repeated, the beginning of a satisfied smile playing at the corners of his curved lips. “You obeyed me, Talia. And that makes you very special indeed.”
Pressed against the marble floor, the welts on my backside throbbed as if in sympathy with his every word. After half an hour with this man, I barely knew my own body. Barely knew my own desires.
In fact, I was starting to realise that until today, I’d never known anything about my desires.
I’d never imagined I would lie on a countertop while a strange man hit my aching ass with his bare hands and kitchen implements until I burned and screamed for release.
And I’d never imagined I would love every minute of it. That I would crave more even as I squirmed in agony. That my climax would be on the very border of pain and pleasure – and yet would be the most intense sensation I’d ever felt.
Already, I wanted more. I wanted to please him so he would allow me back into his life. I wanted to anger him so I could be punished, again and again.
I knew nothing about him but I wanted to find out. I wanted to find out everything about him through everything he would do to me.
Suddenly I heard him speaking absent-mindedly, as if a thought had just occurred to him.
“Your coffee shop.”
Talia’s Place. My heart squeezed as I pictured it, shuttered and closed. Finished. The emotion must have been written all over my face because he smiled.
“You love that place, don’t you?”
“I guess I do.” Honesty was the only option. My soppy, stupid love for that place was visible a mile off.
“Well, I’ve got a proposal to make.”
I didn’t understand. “A proposal? What are you talking about?”
“Okay, I’ll put it another way: I’ll promise you something.”
I raised my head from its position on the cold marble floor and looked Hunter Ellis straight in the eye. I’d got the feeling that he didn’t make promises all that often. So what was he about to offer me?
“You can have your coffee shop back.”
What? Talia’s Place back, just because he’d liked spanking me? It seemed insane. Far too good to be true. What kind of businessman was he, if this was the kind of deal he was offering?
It was as if he’d read my mind. “Don’t get ahead of yourself.”
Ah. Of course, there would be some catch. He’d want to rebrand it as Ellis Coffee, and take all my profits. Or increase the rent until it made it impossible to make ends meet. Or something.
“I’ll give you Talia’s Place back exactly as it was. You’re in charge. The name stays the same. You keep the profits.”
Was this man actually a mindreader? I sucked in a breath of air and hauled myself to a fully upright position.
“But there’s one condition.”
He paused. I desperately tried to breathe but failed.
“You agree to submit to me.”
Submit to him. Submit to Hunter Ellis. I felt a thrill pass all the way through my sore and aching body.
“I just did,” I whispered.
“No.” He shook his head slowly, indicating I’d missed the point hugely. “Listen carefully, Talia. I demand total submission. I don’t mean only now. I mean every day. Every night. Every time I want you.”
I held his eyes and a spark of understanding flashed between us.
“You will be mine, Talia. And I will keep my promise if you keep yours.”
Mine.
At the word a new dart of heat shot upwards through my pussy. I would submit. I would be his. I would lose Talia James and become someone new.
Become myself.
“Yes,” I said, aware that I trembled on the edge of something huge. “I promise to submit to you. I promise to be yours.”
His smile was triumphant.
“Very well. I’m going to trust you.”
Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out my keys and dangled them in the air. “I’ll keep my promise for as long as you keep yours. So for now, Talia’s Place is yours again. Come to my office tomorrow and we’ll agree terms.”
I bowed my head, knowing he understood my gesture.
“Now get up. Your promise is only the beginning.”
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