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Back Cover Blurb


Pleasure Inn… Where all of your fantasies become reality.


 


Executive chef Elyse Clapton has had it with city life.
She’s spent the last few years building her cheating boyfriend’s trendy New
York City restaurant into a success. When their relationship ends, so does her
desire to be in his kitchen. She flees to a quaint inn she remembers visiting
as a child. She gets more than she bargains for when she meets the sexy,
reclusive inn keeper.


Handyman Logan Cole inherited Pleasure Inn against his
wishes. Ever since he got caught up in a scandal involving another man’s wife,
he keeps to himself – finding solace in a bottle. He didn’t realize how lonely
he’d become until Elyse shows up on his porch. He’s instantly drawn to her and
convinces her to stay at the Bed and Breakfast.


Elyse comes to town looking for a getaway. She never expects
to fall for Logan. It doesn’t take her long to believe the inn’s motto. Logan’s
dominance in the bedroom makes all of her fantasies a reality.











 


 


Master of the Inn by Ella Jade


 


Chapter One


 


It was a cool autumn afternoon as Elyse Clapton left the New
York City limits behind her. She glanced in her rearview mirror and realized
she wouldn’t miss a thing. For the past four years she worked hard putting
everything she had into making Santiago’s Grill a success. Fresh out of one of
the most prestigious culinary schools in Manhattan, she allowed her boyfriend
to talk her into becoming the head chef at his local restaurant. Philip
invested a huge amount of money into Santiago’s but had no idea what to do with
it. While Elyse worked at making it one of the trendiest spots in the city, he
worked at getting into the panties of every girl who set foot in the
restaurant.


Elyse finally wised up and ended their relationship. She
also resigned as executive chef. On the verge of a breakdown, her family
advised her to head to the country for some much needed rest and relaxation.
Maybe a few weeks in the little remote town of Oxford just outside of New
Haven, Connecticut would help her heal and figure out what she wanted to do
with her life.


As she drove down the back roads, she allowed her mind to
wander back to her childhood. She had so many memories of the quaint inn she’d
visited during summer vacations and much too short weekend getaways with her
family. Her father, a professor at Yale, loved to explore different locations.
Elyse had stayed in many gorgeous vacation resorts, lavish hotels and
sophisticated, historical inns. One her favorites had always been Pleasure Inn.
It wasn’t far from her childhood home, but every time she and her family went
there, they always came away with special memories. She thought of the warmth
the owners always exuded. They could make every guest feel special.


She hadn’t been there in over a decade. Not since she was
sixteen, the summer before her father’s diagnosis. Once her dad fell ill, they
traveled less and less. Even after he passed away a few years later, she and
her mother never returned to Pleasure Inn.


Elyse couldn’t get the place off her mind. Not since she’d
dreamt about it the night before. The dream seemed so real and made her miss
her dad more than she’d realized. When she ended things with Phillip, she
decided to go back to a simpler time in her life. A time when happiness
surrounded her and life held so many possibilities. She’d been so busy beating
herself up over what had happened with Phillip it seemed nothing could motivate
her. The memories of Pleasure Inn changed that.


Impulse took over, and now she found herself pulling up the
long, winding path leading to the inn. The original sign still hung at the foot
of the driveway alerting guests to the entrance. Dusk was settling around the
large house. A solitary truck rested in the driveway, but no one else seemed to
be there. Elyse hadn’t bothered calling ahead because if there wasn’t a vacancy
she could always stay in town. She was hoping that the inn would have a room,
but figured it might be a long shot during the busy tourist season. But as she
got out of her car, it seemed too quiet; it had never occurred to her that the
place wouldn’t still be in business.


A light came on in an upstairs window indicating someone was
there. Elyse walked up the front steps and tried the handle, but it was locked.
Just as she reached for the bell, the door flew open and a large, muscular
figure appeared. The old screen door and the absence of lighting in the foyer concealed
his face.


“Hi,” Elyse said. “I was driving by and wondered if you had
any vacancies.”


“Here?”


“This is an inn, isn’t it?”


“It hasn’t been for over four years.” He turned on the porch
light. “I thought everyone in this town knew that.”


His disheveled appearance made her think he wasn’t planning on
entertaining visitors. His dark, thick hair looked as if he’d run his fingers
through it causing it to stand on end. He hadn’t bothered to button his faded
blue jeans or put on a shirt before coming downstairs. Elyse couldn’t help but
notice how his well-defined abs disappeared into his waistband.


“I’m sorry.” She moved away from the door. “I’m intruding.”


“No.” He stepped out onto the porch in his bare feet. “I just
didn’t expect anyone out here at this time of the night.”


“I drove from the city. I thought I might stay the night. I
used to come here as a kid.” She looked past his shoulder into the foyer. She
saw a fresh stack of wood in the corner and several cans of paint. “Are you
renovating?”


“Trying to.” He nodded. “It’s a work in progress.”


She caught a wave of alcohol on his breath.


 “Are you just passing through?”


“I’m not sure. I just needed to get away and I remembered
how perfect this place always was.”


“Yeah,” he looked over his shoulder. “Not so much anymore.”


“What happened?”


“My uncle owned the place, but he couldn’t keep up with the maintenance.
He and my aunt retired and left it to me. It’s just been sitting vacant since
then. It needed a ton of work. I didn’t realize how much until I actually
started ripping things out.”


“How long have you been renovating?”


“A little over six months.”


 “Well, thanks for your time. Maybe I’ll visit when you’re
finished.” She smiled encouragement, but disappointment filled Elyse’s heart at
the thought of not staying there. “Good luck with the renovations.”


When she turned to leave, he stopped her with a hand on her
shoulder. “Wait.”


When she turned back, his ice blue eyes held her gaze. The
intensity there made her stomach flutter. It should have been a warning sign to
run fast and far, but her body responded in other ways. The sensation he
created from just one touch coursed through her system, landing straight
between her legs.


Oh my…


“For the past few months I’ve been renovating the third
floor. If I’m going to live here and run this place, I wanted my rooms to be
done first before I started on the rest of the inn. There are two bedrooms up
there; both have private bathrooms. You could stay if you want.”


“That’s very nice of you, but—”


“Your room has a lock.”


As if that would keep you out. You have the keys.


“I’m not ready to have guests yet, so I wouldn’t charge
you.”


“I couldn’t, but thank you.”


“You drove all this way to Pleasure Inn. There isn’t another
place for miles. Spend the night and then you can leave in the morning.”


She wasn’t familiar with the surrounding area and the drive had
made her tired. What if she couldn’t find another place to spend the night?


“I don’t blame you for being cautious.” He shrugged. “You do
what your gut tells you; but you’re more than welcome to stay here.”


She stared into his deep eyes for a few moments. She’d left
the city to get away and forget about the disaster of a relationship with
Phillip. She’d done nothing but work for years. She hadn’t been to a restaurant
or on a vacation in months. She was too busy cooking for others. Would one
night in a beautiful Victorian inn be so bad? How could it be, especially when
the inn keeper looked like a goddamned Calvin Klein model?


“I’ll stay on one condition.”


“Sure.”


“You have to tell me your name.”


“Oh.” He ran his fingers through his hair and smiled for the
first time since answering the door. “Forgive my manners. I’m Logan Cole.” He
extended his hand to her.


“Nice to meet you, Logan,” she said properly as she shook
his hand. “I’m Elyse Clapton.”


“Welcome to Pleasure Inn, Ms. Clapton.” He dipped his head
as he held the door open for her. “Where all of your fantasies become reality.”


 








 


 


Chapter Two


 


Logan tried to make as little noise as possible stripping
the old wallpaper from the foyer at the main entrance. Through bloodshot eyes,
he’d managed to roll out of bed, make his way to the local market, and come
back to begin the day’s renovations. His early morning hangovers usually made
it impossible to get going before noon. His unexpected guest gave him a burst
of energy he hadn’t felt in a long time.


When he answered the door the night before, he never dreamed
he’d find such a stunning woman standing on his porch. When she turned to
leave, he did the only thing he could think of – put his hand on her arm and
asked her to stay. Mesmerized by her charcoal eyes and full pink lips, he
couldn’t let her just walk away from him. Even if he had her there for just one
night, it was more than he could have dreamed.


He’d been alone for years. After graduating from college, he
realized sitting behind a desk all day long completely stifled his spirit. He
loved working with his hands and putting his degree in business to use wasn’t
satisfying at all. He came back to his home town and started his own handyman
business. The pay wasn’t great, but the benefits of working for all those
lonely housewives outweighed the profits. Logan made quite the name for himself
until one day he was caught with his pants down and his dick in a local
politician’s young wife. His uncle intervened, threatened to freeze his trust
fund if he didn’t get his act together, and told Logan he was now the
proprietor of the dilapidated Pleasure Inn. At twenty-eight, Logan hadn’t done
much with his life. The inn was supposed to be his new start. Up until now, he’d
thought of the hotel as nothing but an annoyance.


Elyse made her way down the grand staircase leading to the
front desk. She stopped and watched as Logan peeled off a last piece of
wallpaper. He took in her casual appearance. She wore a pair of gray yoga pants
and a black long sleeved t-shirt.


“Morning.” He stepped off the ladder. “Did you sleep well?”


“A little too well.” She tucked her long, dark locks behind
her ear. Logan itched to twist his fingers through her hair. “I haven’t slept
this late in years.”


“As I said last night, I’m not equipped for guests yet, so I
went to the market and got some fresh fruit, bagels and muffins… I wasn’t sure
what you’d like.”


“You didn’t have to do that.” She took a couple of steps
into the center of the foyer, closer to where he worked.


The fresh vanilla scent of her body wash was intoxicating
and he took another deep breath before he answered, “Of course I did. You’re a
guest at my inn. How else can I entice you to stay?”


“If you have real coffee, I’ll stay another night.” 


“Well, then I’m in luck.” He motioned toward the kitchen.
“Coffee I can do.”


He walked with her down the hallway and flipped on a light.
“Do you take cream and sugar?”


She stopped in the doorway, gaping at the large industrial
kitchen.


“Is something wrong?”


 “I didn’t expect such an elaborate workspace.”


“My aunt liked to cook. She baked fresh pies and desserts
for the guests. This was her dream kitchen.”


“It’s fantastic.” Elyse walked over to the oven and crouched
down to study the control panel. “A brick oven too?” she asked as she pointed
to the other side of the room. “The flatbread pizzas that come out of there
must be to die for.”


“Everything is pretty state of the art. Do you cook?” Her
enthusiasm piqued his interest. He’d never seen anyone get so excited over
appliances. The women he catered to usually had staff to cook for them.


“I’m an executive chef, or at least I was.” She laughed.
“Before I fled the city.”


He poured two mugs of coffee and motioned for her to have a
seat at the table. “Why did you leave?”


“Things didn’t work out between me and the owner.”


“You were sleeping with him?” He sipped his coffee before
sitting across from her. “That always complicates matters.” Visions of the
councilman walking into his bedroom and finding Logan with his wife flashed
before his eyes. That affair had definitely complicated things for Logan.


“Phillip was my boyfriend, but he had a hard time with the
commitment part. I got tired, so I left.”


“You needed a fresh start.” We could all use one of
those.


“I’m not sure what I’m doing yet, but I don’t have any
immediate plans to head back to New York.”


“If I supply the coffee, will you stay here a few more
days?” He needed more time to figure out why he was so taken by her.


“Why?” Her eyes snapped up to his. 


“Because I want you here.”


“Again, why?” He heard the uncertainty in her voice. “You
don’t know anything about me.” She splashed a small amount of cream into her
coffee before blowing into her cup.


“I believe in the here and now. I don’t like to miss
opportunities. You’re here now, so let’s see if we can figure out why.”


The skin above her brow creased and her adorable little nose
crinkled. “You’re awfully forward, aren’t you Mr. Cole?”


“I go after what I want.”


“Oh.”


He watched her swallow hard, so Logan turned down the
intensity. His Dominant personality didn’t always work with everyone he encountered,
but he hoped it would work with her. “I’d like for you to stay here for a few
days. Maybe cook in this lavish kitchen that no one uses. I’ve been eating
takeout for six months. I could use a home cooked meal.”


“You want me to cook for you?”


“If you want.” He looked around the kitchen reconsidering
his earlier notions that the kitchen had been a wasted investment now that he’d
stumbled upon a chef. “I saw your face when you came in here. You’re
impressed.”


“It’s an amazing kitchen. It has every amenity a five star
restaurant would have. The restaurant I ran didn’t have some of the equipment
this one does. When you get this inn up and running, your guests will be lucky
to have food prepared in here. Your chef is very fortunate.”


“I’m the only one here and I can’t cook. Do I have to feed
my guests?”


“Tell me you’re joking.” She laughed. “Would you stay at a
hotel that didn’t serve food?”


“I hadn’t thought that far. You’re my first guest.”


“You did say if I stayed here all of my fantasies would
become reality.”


“That’s the inn’s motto.” He winked. “I’m a modern day Mr.
Rourke.”


 “I used to watch reruns of Fantasy Island when I was a
kid.” She giggled and Logan thought she sounded like a dainty little princesses
from one of those fairytale cartoons.


“Then you know what comes next. What can I do to make your
fantasy a reality?” He stood and made a sweeping gesture around the room.


“I want to make you dinner as a thank you for letting me
stay here in the middle of your rehab.”


“That sounds like a fantasy for me.” He reached across the
table and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I said I wanted to fulfill
yours.”


She looked down, but he could see the blush seep into her
cheeks. The color brightened her face. He liked it.


“I’d love to have dinner with you, but we can order in. You
are a guest, after all.”


“Please. I’d like to cook.”


Her sparkling smile made it hard to deny her. “I’d like
that.”


“Great!” She stood up suddenly. “I need to go.”


“Where?”


“To the market, unless you tell me the pantry and freezer
are stocked.”


“I’m afraid not.”


“I know exactly what I want to make. I’ll be back soon.”


 


***


 


 Elyse walked down the aisle in the little farmers market
about two miles from the inn. Home grown produce and fresh ingredients were
perfect for her eggplant parmesan and mushroom risotto. She couldn’t wait to
get back to that fabulous kitchen and work her magic. Thoughts of being a
gourmet chef at the cozy inn flooded her mind all morning. She couldn’t think
of a more perfect job, but she knew it was a long shot. She knew nothing about
Logan and he didn’t look as if he had an accelerated timeline when it came to
opening the inn.


“Hi,” the cheery cashier said as Elyse placed her items on
the counter. “You’re new around here.”


“Yes, I just got into town last night.”


“I’m Cora.” She weighed the tomatoes and neatly bagged them.


“I’m Elyse. It’s nice to meet you. I love this market.”


“Thanks. It’s been in my family for decades. People travel
from three towns over to shop here.”


“I can see why,” Elyse said. “You have everything a chef could
want.”


“Are you staying around here?”


“About two miles down the road.” Elyse stepped around to
help bag her items.


“Really? Where about? There isn’t anything that close except
for the old inn.”


“That’s where I’m staying. It’s a gorgeous place.”


“But, it hasn’t been open for years. I know Logan’s been renovating,
but I didn’t think it was ready for guests.”


“It isn’t.” Elyse handed Cora her credit card. “He’s still
working on it. But he’s doing a fantastic job.”


“How long have you known Logan?” Elyse sensed a change in
the perky cashier’s demeanor. “I didn’t realize he had company.”


“Not long. He was nice enough to let me stay, so I’m making
him a thank you dinner.”


“How sweet.” She smiled tightly as she punched in the
numbers on the register. “It certainly doesn’t take him long.”


“Excuse me?”


“Logan is the town player,” she said. “He likes to play
games.”


“What kind of games?” Elyse could feel the jealousy rolling
off Cora.


“Logan can be all sexy and charming, but he has a darker
side. A side that woman don’t see on the surface. If you don’t know him that
well, I’d watch him. Not everyone can handle him.”


Why would a total stranger tell her about Logan? It didn’t
make sense, unless…


“Were you one of those women?” Nothing more dangerous than a
woman scorned.


“I’ve known Logan my whole life. We’re very, familiar
with one another. I’ve been a guest at the inn on more than one occasion, if
you know what I mean.”


Elyse nodded as she gathered up her bags. “Thanks for the
advice.”


“Anything to help out a fellow girlfriend.” She smirked. “We
have to stick together. Don’t let him charm you.”


“I’m a big girl.” Elyse headed for the exit. “I’ll see you
around.”


“How long are you planning on staying?”


“As long as it takes.”


 Elyse jostled her bags and gave Cora a quick wave. As she
headed toward her car she felt invigorated, despite the other woman’s counsel.
She’d known Logan less than twenty-four hours, and already she dreamed of
running his kitchen and slipping into his bed. She’d gotten territorial with a
woman she didn’t even know over a man she didn’t know, but who’d dominated her
thoughts all day. Coming to Connecticut to sort out her life might have been just
the thing. Maybe Logan Cole was exactly what she needed.


 








 


 


Chapter Three


 


Logan stood in the doorway of the kitchen, watching as Elyse
pulled the last tray from the oven. The aroma of her creations had swirled
around the inn all afternoon. Just knowing she was in the house while he
painted the foyer was – nice.


She had made him fresh brewed iced tea and cranberry scones.
He’d had his share of women throughout the years. Many had managed to satisfy
his eclectic sexual appetite but none had ever made him fresh baked goods or
cooked him dinner. Most of them were either interested in his looks or his
trust fund. Random women hopping in and out of his bed had never bothered him.
But that was before last night, when the striking woman now standing in his
kitchen had first showed up on his doorstep.


He wanted to ravish every inch of her luscious body, but
that wasn’t the only thing he wanted from her. The desire to get into her mind
completely over-shadowed the need to get her into his bed. That had never
happened to him before.


“Hey.” She caught him staring at her. “Are you hungry?”


“You have no idea.”


She laughed.


“I mean, everything smells so good and I’m starving.” I’m
an idiot.


“So you only want me for my cooking skills?” She placed two
wine glasses on the kitchen table.


“I wouldn’t say that. Here, let me pour the wine.” A drink
sounded good right about now. “You just – sit.”


She sat in the seat in front of the large picture window
with an amazing view of the backyard behind her. The moon shone into the room
illuminating her creamy skin. Her long, dark hair hung loose over her shoulders
brushing the tops of her breasts each time she moved. Her shirt dipped low
enough that he could see the valley between them. Images of him licking a path
through that valley and down her smooth, flat stomach as he moved closer to her
heat cluttered his thoughts. What does she taste like?


“Here you go.” He handed her a glass of wine trying to set
aside his highly inappropriate thoughts. “I hope you like white.”


She sipped it. “It’s very good – and rare. I haven’t seen a
bottle of this in years.”


“There’s a whole wine cellar in the basement. You should
check it out.”


“You’re a wine enthusiast? I would have pegged you as more
of a hard liquor man.”


“You would be right. My aunt and uncle enjoyed wine. They
traveled to vineyards all over the country adding to their collection. If I
ever get this place up and running, I could make a fortune off the stash in the
basement. I’m sure people would pay big bucks for a glass of what I have in
that cellar.”


“When do you think that will be?” She took his plate and
served him. Her subservient side came naturally to her. He watched as she took
her time making the plate look as if it had come out of a fancy restaurant.


“That looks too good to eat.”


“That’s the point.” The pride in her smile was evident. “Is
there anything else I can get you? Would you like more sauce on your eggplant?”


“No, this is fine. Do you usually serve your date dinner?”


“Are you my date?” She began compiling her own meal.


“You know what I mean.” He took a forkful of risotto.


“I’m in the restaurant industry, so I aim to please; but no,
you’re the first man I’ve served.”


“I like it.” Much more than you could ever realize.
“This is delicious.”


“I’m glad.”


“I like you.” He sipped his drink. 


“You don’t even know me.”


“You like to cook, you like to serve me. What else do I need
to know?” He finished his wine and then poured himself another glass.


“You’re very charming.” She rolled her eyes. “Would you like
me to kneel at your feet while you eat?”


“Would you?”


She opened her mouth to respond but nothing came out. He’d
stunned her.


“Eat your dinner. We can discuss your submissive tendencies
later.”


“I’m not submissive.”


“Hmm.” He slathered butter on a piece of homemade biscuit.
“Where did you grow up?”


“New Haven.”


“I went to college there.”


“Where?”


“Yale – have you heard of it?” He teased.


“You went to Yale?”


“Does that shock you?” He laughed. “I suppose I wouldn’t
believe it either.”


“My father was a professor there. He was head of the
Economics department before he passed away several years ago.”


“I’m sorry to hear of his passing. Were you close to him?”


“Very.”


He watched as the pain tiptoed across her eyes.


“We used to come here whenever he could get away. I have so
many memories of this place. That’s why I came back.”


“I’m glad you agreed to stay. Perhaps it will somehow make
you feel closer to your dad.”


She nodded and then closed her eyes. He realized she was
holding back tears when she opened her beautiful charcoal eyes. He wanted to
run his tongue along her trembling bottom lip but her voice pulled him from
that thought. “You don’t look like I picture a Yale graduate. You’re muscular…
and… good with your hands.”


“Am I?” He reached across the table and took her small hand
in his. “What is it about my hands that intrigues you?”


“I just meant you’re handy. You did an amazing job
upstairs.” The rose color he liked when she was embarrassed filled her ivory
cheeks. “I must sound like an idiot to a Yale graduate.”


“I think you’re extremely smart and quite talented. This is
the best meal I’ve had in ages.” He let go of her hand and picked his fork back
up.


“Well, that’s a relief since your refrigerator is stocked
with beer and takeout containers.” She finished her wine and he refilled her
glass. “By the way, I took the liberty of throwing out all of that spoiled
food. Some of it was disgusting.”


“I’m good with my hands but not with housework. Eww,” he
shuddered. “I’ll hire someone to do that when I get this place up and running.”


“You never answered my question.” She looked up at him.
“When do you anticipate opening Pleasure Inn?”


I’m supposed to answer her? While she’s looking at me
like that? “I-I don’t have a firm date. I still have so much to do around
here; and then I need to decide on a business plan… staff… advertising…” He
felt a knot form in his stomach when he thought about the work ahead of him.
“It makes my head hurt. I’m a handyman not a businessman.”


“Then why did you agree to do it?”


“I didn’t agree.” He shoved another bite of the eggplant
into his mouth because he simply couldn’t stop eating. It was so good!
He’d eaten in many upscale restaurants in his lifetime, but no other chef had
her flair for detail. “After college I didn’t adjust to office life the way my
uncle had hoped. My mother came from old money and her brother – the original
owner of the inn – managed my trust fund. I got into some trouble and he
insisted I take over. He said I needed a purpose.”


“Have you found one?”


“I’m still looking.” He finished off the bottle of wine. 


She watched as he drank from his glass. “What kind of
trouble?”


“The kind a stupid, arrogant man gets into when he attracts
the attention of a married young girl.”


“That doesn’t sound good.”


“Let’s just say I got caught with my pants down and my uncle
– along with most of the town – wasn’t impressed. So, here I am: the owner of
this fine establishment.”


“That’s not a bad thing. It has so much potential.” Her face
lit up as she looked around the kitchen. “I know people would flock to this
place.”


“Maybe.” I’m glad you found this place. “Shall I get
another bottle of wine?”


“No, thank you. I’m not a big drinker.” She traced the rim
of her glass with her fingertip. “I met a friend of yours today.”


“Really? Who?”


“Cora.”


Shit.


“She’s an interesting one, isn’t she?” Logan cleared his
throat.


Cora had been a recurring mistake Logan had made through the
years. In the beginning things were fun and noncommittal, but in the last
months of their relationship she kept dropping not so subtle hints about
marriage and or moving in together. Logan had finally ended things and hadn’t
seen her in over three months.


“She seems to have a thing for you.”


“We’re old news. We dated on and off for a while. Things
didn’t work out. I hope she didn’t say anything to offend you.”


“What could she say to offend me? She just wanted to let me
know she knew all about you and your inn,” she said with a mischievous smile.


“Sorry about that,” he said. “Maybe I should make the trips
to the market from now on?”


“I don’t think so.” She stood to clear the table. “I’m not
afraid of your ex. I can hold my own.”


“I’m sure you can, sweetheart.” He got up from the table to
help her with the dishes. “Does that mean you’ll be cooking tomorrow night
too?”


“If you want me to.” She opened the dishwasher and stacked
the plates in neatly.


“I’ve been thinking…” He moved in front of the sink, closer
to where she stood. “Would you consider staying here?”


“I thought I was.” She turned to face him with wide-eyed
innocence.


“I know we just met last night; but I feel a connection with
you.” He wondered if he sounded like some needy lunatic. He didn’t care. He’d
never met anyone like her before and something inside him told him he needed to
seize this opportunity. “You’re going through some – stuff and I don’t want to
complicate things for you. It gets pretty lonely up here. I’d like the company.
So, if you’d like to stay and clear your head – or whatever you need to do – I
want you to stay as long as you’d like.”


She reached out and ran her fingers over the stubble on his
jaw. He closed his eyes and indulged in the feel of her soft fingers caressing
his face. “Just so you know, I’ve been over my ex for a while, so I’m not
running from a past relationship. I left the city because I needed to leave –
for me. I needed a change.”


“I get that.” He leaned into her palm. “I’ve been searching
for a fresh start for some time.”


“Maybe once you get the inn going you’ll find what you’re
looking for.”


“I think I might already have.” He took her face between his
hands and pressed his lips to hers. She moved closer to him, draping her arms
over his shoulders and letting him take the lead with the kiss.


The feel of her warm lips against his own fueled his desire
for her. When she sighed against his mouth he slipped his tongue between her
lips. He eagerly sought out her tongue tasting the wine that lingered there and
as he continued to kiss her, he pinned her against the counter. He moved his
hands to her hips and pulled her against the bulge in his pants.


“Logan.” She pushed against his chest. “Stop.”


He closed his eyes and took a deep breath.


“Everything is just happening really fast. I’ve never—“


“It’s okay.” He moved away from her – not because he was
offended – but because if he didn’t, he wouldn’t be able to give her the space
she wanted. She had asked him to stop and he would respect her boundaries.


“I don’t want you to think I’m not interested. It’s just –
I’m not usually this impulsive.”


“I shouldn’t have kissed you like that. I hope you won’t let
that change your mind about staying. I don’t want to do anything you don’t
want.”


 “I just need some time to process what’s going on.”


“You’ve worked hard all day. You must be exhausted. Why
don’t you go take a bath and I’ll clean up the kitchen.”


“You don’t have to do that.”


“I insist.” The distance from her would do him good. He
could be a gentleman if the situation called for it, but having her this close
to him right now was far too tempting and he didn’t want to try to change her
mind. He wanted her to come to him because she wanted to. “Thanks for dinner. I
look forward to seeing what else you come up with.”


“You’re sure? I don’t mind cleaning up.”


“I have some plans to look at for the new sunroom. I’ll
finish up in here and then I’ll work on those. Have a good night, Elyse.”


“You too.” She paused for an awkward moment. “I liked
getting to know you tonight.”


“Me too.”


She kissed him on the cheek before scampering out of the
kitchen. Logan smiled as she made her way up the back staircase to the third
floor. Getting to know her was going to be fun. He finished cleaning up before
he retired to his study. He poured himself a two-fingered whiskey, turned on
the gas fireplace, and settled into his comfortable leather recliner, peaceful
in the knowledge that he still had Elyse under his roof.


 


***


 


Elyse tossed and turned for what seemed like hours before
she finally drifted off into a light slumber. She couldn’t get Logan or that
kiss out of her mind. She wanted so much more, but when he’d turned up the
heat, she’d panicked. She remembered Cora’s words form earlier in the day.


Logan is the town player…


She heard her say it over and over again. How many Cora’s
did Logan have?


He likes to play games...


Elyse had had enough games with Phillip. She wasn’t going to
make the same mistake again – especially not with a man she barely knew. She
had never been much of a risk taker. Two weeks ago she wouldn’t have even
entertained the idea of staying in the same house with a complete stranger; but
there was something about Logan that made her feel – secure.


The sound of ice jostling against the side of a glass woke
her from her restless sleep. From the corner of her eye she saw him sitting in
the chair by the window; perfectly still except for the clinking of the ice in
his drink. She jolted upright. He dangled his hand toward the floor, holding
what appeared to be scotch or bourbon. She wasn’t sure what his liquor of
choice was, but she remembered that it was hot on his breath the night before.


“Logan?”


“You didn’t lock your door.” He took a sip of his drink
never taking his eyes away from her.


“I didn’t think I needed to.” She got out of bed and walked
toward him… stopping just before her legs touched his knees. “Is something
wrong?”


“Wrong?” He laughed. “You’re here. What could be wrong?”


It was clear to Elyse that the drink in his hand wasn’t his
first.


“I wanted to be close to you.” He wrapped his arm around her
waist and pulled her to him. “That kiss wasn’t enough.”


His words coursed through her body, filling her with
desperate need. No man had ever shown this much interest in her. She’d been
with Phillip since high school and he wasn’t the most passionate man. She’d had
nothing to compare him to until now. She’d never considered having a fling… but
the opportunity had never presented itself. Maybe she should live by Logan’s
words.


I believe in the here and now. And I don’t like to
miss opportunities.


She reached out with a trembling hand and traced his lips
with her fingertips. They were soft and warm. She wanted to feel them against
her mouth, so she leaned forward. “I want you to kiss me again.” She straddled
his lap.


“Are you sure that’s what you want?”


She licked his bottom lip, tasting the alcohol there.
Bourbon, definitely bourbon.


He reached down and placed his empty glass on the floor
before taking her face between his hands like he had in the kitchen. He kissed
her with the same patient fierceness he had earlier, but this time she didn’t
pull away. She sought more as she inched closer to him, running her fingers
over his bare chest.


He moved his hands from her face, tangling them in her hair
as he pulled her closer to his eager mouth. Her body responded to his rough
touch as he stoked her desire. She ran soft kisses along the fresh stubble of
his face, enjoying the way his jaw tensed against her lips. Gripping her hair
harder, he pulled her mouth back to his, biting down on her bottom lip.


She cried out – stunned that he’d bitten her – but it didn’t
frighten her; it aroused her.


He ran his tongue over the spot where his teeth had just
left. “I’m Dominant.” He moved his hand to her throat. “And I like to play.”


“What?” Her heart jumped. The thought of him Dominating her
– even though she didn’t know quite what that meant – caused her nipples to
harden against the thin material of her tank top.


“I like it rough… and I like to be in control.” He licked
her lips. “Right now I’m too drunk to be in control.” He lifted her off his lap
and stood, but he lost his balance. She grabbed his arm in an attempt to hold
him up, but he was too big. They tumbled onto the bed. “See cupcake? I’m too
drunk.”


He pinned her to the bed, holding her hands over her head.
“The things I want to do to you…” He trailed his hot breath down her throat.


When she wrapped her legs around his waist, she felt his
erection press against her stomach and shivered.


“Fuck.” He thrust his hips forward and rubbed her center.


She wanted more. She wiggled higher, so they were properly
aligned.


“No more,” he whispered into her neck. “We have to stop.”


“Why?”


He rolled off her and onto his back. “Because I’m drunk. And
I never play when I’m drunk.”


“Why can’t we just fuck?” He had her so worked up, she
blurted out the words without thinking. She’d never spoken to anyone that way
before. Her own boldness shocked her.


“My sweet cupcake has a dirty mouth. Remind me to take you
over my knee for such language.” He closed his eyes as his breathing slowed.
After a few minutes, she heard his deep breaths turn into soft snores.


She propped herself up on her elbow and watched as this
gorgeous man slept beside her. She traced her finger along his jaw, over his
neck and down his chest. She couldn’t resist touching him. She relished in the
way his muscles felt under her fingers. The warmth radiated off his tanned
skin. He looked so peaceful as he slept. She wondered what kind of troubles he
had that would make him drink the way he did.


After a while her eyes grew heavy. She leaned forward and
placed a soft kiss on his lips.


He opened his eyes and smiled before pulling her into his
chest and curling his arm around her. “I want you close,” he mumbled before
falling back to sleep.


She liked the way he said that and how he felt under her
cheek. She could get used to falling asleep snuggled against him every night.
He’d given her a lot to think about, but she had a feeling the only thing she’d
be dreaming about tonight, as she slept wrapped in his arms, was making love to
him.


 








 


 


Chapter Four


 


Logan opened his eyes and groaned when the sunshine poured
through the thin white sheers. He pulled the pillow over his face, inhaling her
sweet scent. Why did his pillow smell like her?


Fuck!


Tossing the pillow to the floor, he sat up and wracked his
brain for a moment. He glanced around the room, spying the empty glass by the
chair in the corner of the room. He’d passed out. How could he have been so
stupid?


He pulled himself out of bed, stopping to gaze out the window.
Her car was still here. That had to be a good sign. He showered, threw on a
pair of jeans and a black t-shirt and made his way down the back staircase to
the kitchen. The smell of fresh brewed coffee and bacon assaulted his nostrils.
She’d made him breakfast. Another positive. Maybe he hadn’t screwed this up
irreparably.


When he reached the kitchen, he found Elyse mixing some sort
of batter.


“Morning.” She turned and smiled at him. “Sleep well?”


He couldn’t help but take in her completely sensual appearance.
She wore a figure hugging pair of skinny jeans and a scant navy blue tank. Her
black lace bra peeked out of the top giving him a tantalizing view of her full
cleavage. His cock stiffened as he thought about bending her over the table.


“I hope you’re hungry.”


“I’m starving.” He stalked toward her, intending to pin her
against the counter.


“I’m making French toast stuffed with blueberries.” She took
a small step backwards and tucked an errant lock of hair behind her ear. “The
coffee is ready.”


“Smells great.” He placed his hands on her hips, pulling her
closer as he trailed his nose along her neck. “You left me in bed.”


“I thought you might like breakfast; so I ran to the market
to get what I needed.” She wrapped her arms around his neck. “I saw your friend
Cora again.”


“Did you?” He placed hot, breathy kisses across her jaw as
he pressed his body into hers.


“I told her I wanted to get back before you got out of bed.”


“I’m sure she loved that.” He brushed his lips along hers
and spoke into her mouth. “You’re a bad girl, making her think we’re sleeping
together.”


“We did sleep together.” She pressed her mouth to his,
inserting the tip of her tongue just between his lips. Logan thought he might
come just from the taste of her.


He pulled away because he needed to gain some composure
before he ripped her pants off right there. “You stayed the whole night with
me?”


“You wouldn’t let go of me. I had to pry myself away from
you this morning.”


“I dreamed about you all night. I was disappointed when I
opened my eyes and you weren’t there.” He slipped the straps of her tank top
down her shoulders. “I don’t like to be disappointed.” His eyes burned into
hers.


He heard her breath hitch as he kissed a path to her
breasts. “Logan.”


He slowly lowered her top, exposing her to him. Her nipples
threatened to spill over the thin material of her bra. “Is this for me?” He
moved his fingertips over the hardened buds, eliciting a moan from her when he
pinched one of them.


“In my dream I couldn’t get enough of your tits. I licked and
sucked them until you came all over my cock.” He swiped his tongue over one
rosy nub through the lace of her bra, feeling it harden as he continued to
lick.


She clutched the back of his head, pressing him wantonly
against her breasts.


“Have you ever worn nipple clamps?”


“No,” she whispered as she arched her back to offer him
more.


“Maybe we’ll try that later.”


She gasped when he turned her around and pushed her against
the counter.


“You’re so perfect.” He ran his hand along the smooth skin
of her back, stopping when he got to her bra. “I want you.” Logan couldn’t
remember the last time he’d wanted a woman so much. He unhooked the clasp as he
lowered his lips to her spine.


“Logan,” she said. “Please.”


“Please what, cupcake?” He turned her to face him again.
“What do you want?”


“You.” She pushed the bra from her shoulders, letting it
fall to the floor. “I want you.”


He glanced down at her naked breasts. They were just as
glorious as he’d imagined.


She closed the space between them. “I didn’t sleep all
night. I couldn’t stop thinking about what you said before you passed out.”


Logan tried to replay the conversation they’d had in her
room, but thanks to the alcohol everything was pretty foggy. “I’m sorry,
beautiful. I drank too much and I don’t remember everything I said.”


“You told me you liked to play.” She nipped at his bottom
lip. “You said you were – Dominant.”


Ever since she had shown up on his porch, he’d had visions
of her submitting to him. He wanted to tie her to his bed and bring her body to
unspeakable pleasure over and over again. It didn’t surprise him that in his
intoxicated state he’d told her what he liked. What did surprise him was that
she hadn’t fled in the middle of the night.


“That doesn’t scare you?” He slid his hand down her back and
rested it at the top of her ass.


“More than anything ever has.” She swallowed hard and he
realized he might have come on too strong this morning.


“I would never make you do anything you didn’t want.” He
placed a soft kiss on her lips.


 “I’ve never been more intrigued or turned on by anyone like
I am with you.” She looked down. “I think I want this – to submit – to you.”


That I can work with.


“I’m very attracted to you.” He took her chin in his hand
and tilted her face up. “I’m not hardcore. I don’t practice a BDSM lifestyle.
You have nothing to be afraid of with me. I like to be in control. Submission
is something I crave, but it isn’t easy to find.”


Logan had found plenty of women who were willing to play his
games of bondage and kink, but he’d never been completely satisfied with any of
them. After he broke it off with Cora, he decided that maybe Dominance wasn’t
what he was looking for after all.


“I don’t know anything about submission. I’m not sure I can
– do this.”


 “Stay with me and we’ll explore.”


“I don’t know.” She looked up at him with uncertainty
plainly displayed in her eyes. “We’ve only known one another for two days. I’ve
never done anything on a whim; let alone something like this!”


“Why did you come here?” He had to find a way to get her to
stay. He’d never been this taken by anyone. There was no way he could let her
get away.


“I needed to start over. I wanted to forget.”


He brushed his lips against hers. “Let’s forget together.”
He slipped his tongue inside her mouth as he picked her up by her bottom.


She wrapped her legs around his waist. “I’ll stay.”


He rested her against the counter, so he could have better
access to her neck. She let out a long, low moan when he dipped his mouth down
to her breasts again.


A loud knock at the back door interrupted them. Elyse
fumbled to pull her tank top up.


Logan eased her down. “No one ever visits me here.” He shook
his head as he glanced down at her discarded bra.


She followed his gaze and then giggled. “I’ll get that.” She
reached down to pick up the bit of lacy garment.


“Don’t put it back on.” He sucked her bottom lip into his
mouth as the person outside tapped on the door again. “I’ll get rid of them.”
Logan couldn’t imagine who would stop by the inn and use the back door. Not
many people did that. Before opening the door, he looked over his shoulder to
make sure Elyse had composed herself sufficiently, and then turned, silently
cursing the intruder who continued to knock.


He yanked the door open to find Cora standing on the back
porch with a shopping bag in her hand.


“Logan.” She stepped inside and kissed his cheek. “I hope
I’m not interrupting anything,” she cooed.


“We were just about to have breakfast,” Logan said as Elyse
moved to where he stood.


“Oh, you haven’t eaten yet?” Cora looked over at the set
table.


“We’ve been – busy.” Elyse slipped her fingers into Logan’s
hand.


Logan grinned at Elyse’s territorial claim on him. “What can
I do for you, Cora?”


“Elyse left this at the store.” Cora shoved the bag toward
Elyse. “I thought I’d deliver it.”


“I didn’t leave anything.” Elyse examined the contents in
the bag. “This isn’t mine.”


“Really?” Cora said. “Are you sure?”


“I’m positive.” She handed the groceries back to Cora.
“Looks like you came out here for nothing.”


“Hmm. Well, not nothing.” She smiled at Logan. “I got to see
you. Where have you been hiding?”


“I’ve been here,” Logan said. “Working on – things.”


“I’d love to see the progress you’ve made.” Cora glanced at
Elyse who had started blushing. And then to make up for lost ground, “The last
time I was here you had just finished your bedroom. You gave me a personal
tour.”


“That was a while ago.” Logan had to stop Cora before she
got started. Now that Elyse had agreed to stay, he didn’t need any
ex-girlfriend coming along and ruining everything. “The last time you were here
we discussed that you wouldn’t be coming back to my bedroom. I’ve stayed out of
your way to make that easier for you. I’d appreciate it if you’d do the same.”


“I didn’t mean to intrude.” She looked down at her feet,
trying to act the part of the submissive she’d claimed to be when she and Logan
first got together. Cora was anything but submissive. “I guess there was a mix
up at the store. I thought the groceries belonged to your friend.”


“Thanks for bringing them,” Elyse said. “But, they’re not
mine.”


“Have a good day, Cora.” Logan opened the door. “I’ll walk
you to your car.”


 “Will I be seeing you around, Elyse?”


“Yes. As I matter of fact, I’ve decided to stay on at
Pleasure Inn.”


“How nice for you.” Cora tightened her grip on the bag she held
until her knuckles were white.


“I’ll be right back,” Logan said.


“I’ll have breakfast waiting for you.” Elyse glared at Cora
one last time before turning and heading back to the stove to tend to
breakfast.


Logan held the door for Cora and waited until she was down
the steps before he spoke. “What are you up to?”


“She seems really nice,” Cora said.


“Whatever game you’re playing stops now.” He opened her car
door.


“I don’t know what you—“


“You and I don’t work. We tried but it’s over.”


“You decided it was over,” she reminded him. “I wanted to
work things out and have a future with you.”


“That was months ago.” Logan didn’t want to argue with her.
She wasn’t a bad person. She just wasn’t who he needed.


“You’ve moved on?” He saw the hurt in her eyes when she asked.


“I’m trying to.”


“With Elyse?”


“Elyse isn’t your concern. Please leave her alone.”


“I didn’t do anything to her!”


Logan arched a brow. “Then how did she know about us?”


“I didn’t know I wasn’t allowed to mention that we dated. I
was just making conversation.” She slid into her lime green convertible. “I
didn’t know she was your new girlfriend. I thought she was just passing
through.”


“I don’t know how long she’ll be in town; but while she’s
here, I want her to be able to relax – and not have to worry about a
confrontation with you every time she comes into the market.”


“Fine,” she said. “I don’t have any trouble keeping
secrets.”


“I’m not asking you to keep secrets. Just quit throwing my
past in her face.” He shut her car door. “I’ve asked you nicely.”


“Goodbye, Logan.” She shifted the car into gear and sped
down the driveway kicking up gravel and dust.


Logan watched as the tires screeched out onto the street. He
hoped she wouldn’t be a complication for him. Not now – not after he’d found
Elyse.


 


***


 


Elyse peered out the window as Logan and Cora talked. He
might not have been interested in his ex, but Cora was definitely still
interested in him. Elyse could see why. Logan exuded confidence and charisma.
His rugged good looks, muscular body and dirty mouth were enough to keep any
woman coming back for more. Elyse wanted more and she’d just met the man!


She hurried over to the table and put two pieces of French
toast on Logan’s plate as he came back inside.


“Sorry about the interruption.” He washed his hands and then
took a seat at the table. “I don’t know what’s gotten into her. I haven’t
spoken to her in three months.”


“It’s easier when a girl thinks her ex is at home, lonely
and miserable; but now that she knows I’m here – well, I’m sure she’s not happy
about that.” She poured a cup of coffee and set it down in front of him. “She
seems a little desperate if you ask me. Bringing the groceries to check up on
us is so high school.”


“I told her to leave you alone.”


“I can handle myself.”


He pulled her into his lap and then took her face between
his hands. The force of his movements caused her clit to throb. Her body had
never responded to anyone this way; but with Logan all she could think about
was sex. Raw, dirty, rough sex.


“I’m sure you can cupcake, but where I come from a man takes
care of his woman.”


“His woman?”


“You have a problem with that?”


“No, but I don’t remember agreeing to be yours.” She teased.


“Is that a challenge?”


“Maybe.”


“Let’s eat and then I’m going to take you out.”


“Where?”


“It’s autumn in Connecticut.” He stroked her cheek with one
work roughened finger. “The leaves are changing. Let’s pack a picnic and a
blanket, hop in my truck and go for a little ride. You’ll love the scenery –
the fall colors.”


“Really?” She couldn’t believe he wanted to spend the
afternoon looking at leaves. Memories from her childhood came rushing back,
making her feel all warm and happy inside.


“Unless you don’t want to.”


 “We used to do that when I was a kid – before my dad got
sick. I haven’t paid attention to the trees changing colors in years. I haven’t
paid attention to a lot of things.”


“Well, that’s about to change. You’re at Pleasure Inn,
remember?”


“I’m starting to believe your motto.”


“Good girl.” He winked. “Now let’s eat! It smells
delicious!”


 








 


 


Chapter Five


 


Elyse squealed when Logan pulled her out of the truck and
threw her over his shoulder. The skies had opened up fast and now the rain
poured down at a furious pace.


“Put me down!” She smacked his thighs as he ran up the porch
steps and unlocked the door to the inn.


“I was trying to keep you dry.” He slid her down his hard
chest and placed her on her feet. “I didn’t do a very good job.” He smoothed
his hand down her long damp hair. “You’re soaked.”


“That storm came out of nowhere.” She shivered.


“I have a fireplace in my bedroom. Why don’t you go shower
and meet me in front of it?” He peeled his wet t-shirt from his body, dropping
it in the foyer.


“Sounds like a plan.” She let her eyes wander down his wet,
heaving chest. “There are some leftovers in the ’fridge. You want me to get
them?”


“I’ll take care of it.” He turned her toward the stairs and
gave her a little shove. “Don’t take too long.”


“I won’t.” She kissed his cheek. “I had a wonderful day.”


They’d driven for miles, taking in all the trees and bushes
turning yellow and orange and burning red. Logan had found a secluded area by a
lake where they ate their lunch and talked for hours. Neither of them noticed
the weather changing, but all of the sudden, the thunder rumbled and they
hurriedly started gathering things up. The rain followed right on its tail and
they caught the brunt of the downpour before they could get there. The heater
in the truck was a welcome reprieve.


“It’s not over yet.” He’d followed her all the way to the
stairs and then trailed his fingertips down her neck. “See you soon.”


His touch made her breath catch in her throat. “Okay.” She
bumped into the railing when she turned to go upstairs.


“Be careful.” He smirked. “I want to be the only one leaving
marks on you.”


She watched as he walked back down the hall to the kitchen.
Her mouth watered as he disappeared around the corner. She bolted up the stairs
knowing the time it took to shower was the only thing standing between them.


Twenty minutes later, Elyse stood outside Logan’s bedroom.
She toyed with the doorknob debating if she should knock or just walk in. He
had told her to meet him in his bedroom when she finished her shower, so she
reached for the knob.


No turning back now.


The fire from the hearth cast a dim glow around the large
room. He’d put a blanket down in front of the fireplace with wine and a plate
of cheese and fruit in the center. Elyse crouched down in front of the grate to
warm her hands as she looked around. The California king-sized bed promptly
grabbed her attention. It had the most ornate mahogany wooden posts at each
corner. She wondered how often he had company in that bed.


She pushed that thought out of her mind when she heard the
water turn off in the master bath.


He’d asked her to stay with him. Logan’s bed was the only
place she wanted to be tonight.


He stepped out of the bedroom in nothing but a towel, his
hair wet and his skin still damp. As the steam and heat from the shower poured
out of the room behind him, the smell of his spicy soap reached for her senses.


“You look beautiful.” He stared at her half-clothed body.
She wore tiny black boy shorts and a matching tank top. “Come here.”


She stood up and went to stand in front of him. His sexy,
commanding voice had her stomach turning flip flops.


Tilting her chin up, he leaned in close to her face. “It
took all the control I had to not join you in your shower.”


“Why didn’t you?”


“I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself from taking you
fast and hard against the shower wall.” He kissed her forehead. “We’ll save
that for later.”


His erection pressed against her stomach feeding her desire
for him. “I don’t want to wait anymore.” She didn’t care how desperate she
sounded or that she’d only known him for a brief amount of time. “Please
Logan.”


“I like it when you beg. I wonder if you’ll beg me to stop
when my riding crop slaps against all of your right places.”


“Riding crop?” She should have been afraid, but the thought
of him doing terrible, naughty things to her had her wet and quivering with
arousal.


“All part of that exploration we talked about this morning,
cupcake.” He stepped back allowing his gaze to peruse her. “Do you trust me?”


 “I have since you first opened the front door.”


 “That only proves how right this is for us.”


“What are we waiting for?”


“Eager?” He leered at her as he stroked himself beneath the
towel.


She watched, mesmerized by his actions. She’d never watched
a man touch himself before. Knowing she was the reason for that impressive
bulge under the towel filled her with a confidence that she’d never felt
before.


“Take your clothes off for me.” He walked over to his
nightstand to retrieve what she suspected was a condom. Her pussy clenched at
the thought of him pounding into her.


“Don’t you want to do it?”


“If I wanted to do it, I wouldn’t have asked you to. You
have twenty seconds to strip and if you don’t there will be consequences.”


“What kind of consequences?” Elyse didn’t understand his
game.


“The clock has started. You’ve already lost five seconds.”
He sat on the edge of the bed. “You can have my cock… or I could make you wait
all night. It’s up to you.”


She looked at him as he stared at her, waiting for her to
comply with his request.


“Ten seconds.”


“Okay!” She lifted her tank over her head and let it drop to
his floor. He’d already seen her breasts in the kitchen, but now she felt
embarrassed when she pushed her shorts down over her hips because she wasn’t
wearing panties. She silently thanked herself for keeping up with her waxing.
Then she stepped toward him.


His hand alone stopped her where she stood. “Turn.” The
intensity in his eyes as he took in her exposed skin sent tingles through her
whole body. The combination of embarrassment and arousal was powerful.


“You’re exquisite.”


She looked down because she wasn’t use to being on display.
She and Phillip had become complacent in all aspects of their relationship but
none more so than their sex life.


 “You don’t have any idea how perfect you are.” He looked
annoyed as he shook his head. “I’m going to have to find a way to make you see
how stunning you are.”


She twisted the ends of her hair around fingers as she
waited for him to tell her what to do next. She’d never been at anyone’s mercy
before. How had he gotten her to obey him so quickly? She wasn’t sure, but
something told her not to defy him. If she did, he’d never relieve that ache
between her thighs.


“Come to me.”


She crossed the room, stopping in front of him. When he got
up and pulled her into his arms she flinched, shocked by his demanding manner.


“Are you afraid of me?” He brushed his lips against her
mouth.


“Should I be?” Reality set in. She’d given in to his
requests, and told him she wanted to try to submit, without knowing what that
really meant.


“I won’t hurt you.” He coaxed her lips apart with his
tongue.


She spread her palms across the expanse of his chest and up
onto his shoulders. She liked the feel of him under her hands. As she explored
his body, his tongue slowly explored her mouth. Sliding her hands lower, she
stopped just where his towel began.


“Take it off,” he spoke against her lips.


She tugged at the towel, letting it fall to his feet. She
couldn’t stop herself from looking down at his massive erection. He slipped a
hand between her thighs and swiped his finger along her slit. “So nice and wet
for me.”


She let her head fall against him and closed her eyes,
indulging in the way his finger felt as he moved it inside her. With his other
hand, he guided her to the bed, sitting on the edge as he continued to feel her
from the inside. He pressed his lips against her stomach, licking just below
her belly button.


Elyse rocked against his finger, forcing him to move deeper.


“Are you trying to come, kitten?”


She gripped his shoulders and thrust her hips forward as he
inserted another finger. The sensation he created had her spiraling out of
control. The room spun as the heat boiled inside her. And when he pressed his
thumb against her clit, she exploded all over his hand. Her knees buckled and
she lost her balance, her hands grabbing him for support.


“Whoa.” He steadied her and then pulled her between his
legs. “You okay?”


“That was – well – I don’t know what to say.”


“That good, huh?” He laughed. “See, nothing to be afraid of
with me. I’ll bring you nothing but pleasure… even if it comes with a little
pain.”


She leaned down and kissed him. “I’m still not sold on the
pain part.”


“I want you to trust me.” He pressed the foil packet into
her hand. “I’m giving you some control right now. Use it wisely.”


She didn’t hesitate. “I want to make you feel good.” She
knelt down in front of him, taking his cock in her hand. “Would you like that?”


“You have no idea.” He guided her face closer to his body.
“But now I want you to do what you want.”


She darted her tongue out, licking the pre-cum from his tip.


“Fuck!” burst from his lips.


His reaction encouraged her, so she swirled her tongue
around his cock before taking more of him into her mouth. He twisted his
fingers into her hair and pushed her further onto his shaft. She hummed around
him as she took his balls in one of her soft hands. The more he tugged on her
hair, the deeper she went.


“What a skilled mouth you have. If you keep that up I’m
going to come down your pretty little throat.”


She gripped the base of his cock, wrapping her palm around
it as she kept up her quick strokes with her mouth. The moans that came from
deep within his chest told her he was close. His leg muscles stiffened against
her shoulders and then his hot cum exploded inside her mouth. As the thick
liquid slid down her throat he whispered her name. She licked him clean before
releasing her hold and looking up at him. She saw the approval in his eyes.


“That was perfect.” He pulled her up into his lap and kissed
her.


“We didn’t get to use the condom.”


“We have plenty of time.” He moved his hand up and down her
back in long, deliberate strokes.


Pressing her nose into his neck, she took in his musky male
scent.


“This has been – the most – incredible day.” She cuddled
closer to him. “I don’t want it to end.”


“Today has to end, but we have tomorrow… and the next day…”
He hugged her against him. “And as many days as you’ll stay.”


“You really do want me here, don’t you?”


He nodded.


“Why?”


“I’ve been alone for a long time.” He didn’t offer any more
on the subject. “Crawl under the covers. I’ll pour us some wine.”


“You’re demanding.”


“You like it.” He lifted her off his lap and swatted her
backside. “Get comfortable.”


“Yes, Sir.” She laughed.


“You’re walking a dangerous line, little one.” He strode
over to where he’d left the wine. Elyse couldn’t help but admire the way his
ass clenched when he walked. She watched as he uncorked the bottle and poured
two glasses.


She propped the pillows against the headboard and settled in
under the covers. Logan handed her a drink before scooting in behind her. He
pulled her against his chest, inhaling the sweet smell of her hair before
placing several soft kisses on her neck.


Reveling in the way he made her feel, she leaned back
against him. She liked that he could be rough and dirty, but he had a tender
side as well. His attentiveness to her had her just as turned on as his
Dominant side.


“What are you thinking about?” he asked as he moved his
fingers down her stomach.


“You say you like things rough and you like to Dominate, but
you want to make sure I’m okay with things. You allowed me to take the lead. I
guess I don’t understand the game.”


“It’s not a game and if I expect you to do what I want, I
have to make sure you’re comfortable.” He moved his fingers lower, skimming
them across her pubic bone. “I like that you’re bare. I can’t wait to taste
you.”


His words shot straight through her and landed between her
thighs. “Where did your – Dominant side – come from?”


“Interesting question.” He finished his wine and then placed
the glass on the bedside table. “My mother’s family is very wealthy. They come
from old money. My father couldn’t deal with it. He came from a long line of
civil workers. Cops and firemen. My parents were mismatched. I think maybe my
mother was going through some sort of rebellious stage when she married him.”


“They didn’t last?” She sipped her wine.


“Shortly after I was born they divorced, and my mother got
sole custody. I really didn’t see my dad much after that.”


“He abandoned you?”


“He tried to be there in the beginning, but my mother wasn’t
easy to deal with, and I think it was easier for my dad to just stay away.”


“Do you see him now?”


“He passed away a few years ago.”


“I’m sorry.” She looked into his eyes searching for signs of
pain or sorrow.


“Don’t be.” His lips found hers again. “We weren’t close. He
wasn’t there for me most of my life.”


“That must have been hard.”


“Sometimes.” He kissed her. “My mother had a lot of
boyfriends through the years and the one thing I noticed was she always had the
control. Most men stayed with her because of her money. She was happy to supply
the cash as long as she had all the say. When I was seventeen, she married
Alan. He’s ten years younger than her. Now I can’t say what they do in the
bedroom, but he is totally submissive in every other aspect.”


“They’re still together?”


“Yes and they seem happy, too. But after watching men bow to
my mom all those years, I guess it shaped who I am. I didn’t want to be like
them. I wanted to be strong and in control. It carried over into the bedroom.”


“You told me you’re not hardcore. What does that mean?” She
wanted to understand him, and his needs.


“I’ve dabbled. I’ve attended play parties and used services
to hook me up with subs for a night or a weekend.”


“Did you like being with that type of woman?”


“When I was with them.” He grinned. “But to answer your
question, as much as I like to play, it’s not an arrangement I find appealing
twenty-four hours a day.”


“What do you want to do with me? I have no experience in
that lifestyle.”


“It doesn’t matter.” He cupped her chin in his hand and
pulled her to his lips. “I may have vocalized my desires last night when I had
too much to drink, but it doesn’t have to be on my terms. I want to be with
you. Us.”


He slipped his fingers between her legs and ran them along
her entrance. Every one of his touches demanded her lust for him – making her
instantly crave more.


“I don’t know how much I can handle, but I like your
Dominant side. I want you to show me.”


As he fingered her, he attacked her mouth, nipping and
sucking on her bottom lip.


She turned and got up on her knees so she could face him.
“Show me now.”


 








 


 


Chapter Six


 


Logan took the glass from her hand and set it on the
nightstand. He’d meant what he said when he told her he wanted her with or
without the games. After spending the day together, it was her he wanted, not
just her submissive side. For the first time in his life, he wanted more than
sex with a woman.


“Let’s take it slow.” He reached into the drawer by the bed
and pulled out a silk scarf. “Trust me?”


”I want to but I’ve never been tied down before.”


“Is that off the table? A hard limit, perhaps?” Logan
realized he should have prepared her for this encounter. She had never done
anything like this and she had no idea what to expect. 


“Hard limit?”


“Something you won’t even consider. A soft limit is one
you’ll let me push. That’s where the trust comes in.” 


She nodded.


“I want to hear you say it.” He stroked her cheek. “So there
is no misunderstanding.”


“I can trust you enough to try.”


“Good girl.” He wrapped the scarf around her eyes, tying it
behind her head. His cock ached to get inside her. He kept replaying that
amazing blowjob she given him over and over again in his mind. “If I do
something you don’t like, all you have to do is pick a word to tell me to stop
– something you wouldn’t say to me normally.”


“Why?”


“It’s called a safeword. I want to use one you’ll easily
remember. You’ve expressed concerned about being tied down. You need a safety
net and if you say that word, I’ll know you don’t want to continue.” 


“Okay,” she whispered. “Will you do something I don’t like?”
Hearing the apprehension in her voice, he understood the amount of courage it
took for her to trust him.


“I’ll try not to. I realize you’re not used to any of this,
so you’ll probably want things at certain times during the scene. You are
allowed to ask permission if I allow you to talk, but I have the right to deny
any requests. That’s what your safeword is for. You never have to do anything
you truly don’t want to do.”


“Spinach.”


“What?” he asked.


“Spinach. That’s my word.”


He wrinkled his nose and then kissed her again before easing
her onto her back. “Tonight will be about exploration. I want to learn your
body.” He spread her legs apart, taking in the beautiful sight of her
glistening folds. “I wonder if I can make you come with my tongue.”


“Please.”


“Begging? I like that.” He positioned himself between her
thighs, placing one of her legs over his shoulder. “But there will be no
begging tonight. I’ll give you everything you need, cupcake.”


He kissed the inside of her thigh. “You may not touch me.”
He ran the tip of his tongue along her slit. “I want you to focus on the way I
make you feel.”


She lifted her hips off the bed urging him to take more of
her.


“I’m in control, remember?” He wasn’t cruel. He’d have to
allow her to make mistakes. His world was new to her and they hadn’t even begun
to discuss all of the rules and expectations.   


He responded by spreading her open with his fingers and
licking her with long slow swipes. Her legs tensed against his shoulders.


“Logan.” She ran her fingers through his hair.


“No touching.” He slapped her backside.


“Hey!”


“Uh, oh.” He laughed. “You may require some discipline. I
thought maybe we could skip to the good stuff on our first night, but…” He
trailed off, trying to decide how he wanted to proceed.


“No,” she said. “I’ll behave.”


“I don’t think so.” He moved away from her, reaching into
the nightstand to grab two more silk scarves. He straddled her hips. “Still
want to play?”


“What are you going to do to me?”


“Fuck you. Hard. Eventually.” He smirked. “But I see I’m
going to have to restrain you.” He watched her face for any signs of distress,
but he saw none. He took her hands and tied them together, placing them above
her head. With the second scarf he secured her to the bedpost.


Logan had played with some experienced subs before, and
while he’d found satisfaction in it, the rigors and responsibilities that came
with being a lifestyle Dom weren’t for him. That was why he hadn’t pursued a
real relationship in the lifestyle. He couldn’t be selfish and not give back
everything a submissive needed. He liked to be in charge. And at the end of the
night, he wanted the satisfaction that he had pleased his woman, but that was
all. He hadn’t ever wanted a long term relationship. At least that was what
he’d told himself. It wasn’t until today that he realized he could hope for
more.


“Now you will obey me.”


She sighed in frustration as she tested her restraints.


“Where was I?”


He crawled in between her legs, spreading her thighs and
lowering his head. “I like the way you taste.” He took his time, kissing and
licking her slit before adding his fingers to massage inside her.


“Oh…” Breaths escaped her lips in tiny gasps.


He smiled against her mound before diving into her pussy
with his tongue. She thrust her hips forward, rocking against his face. It
didn’t take her long to let go and release. She screamed out his name as her
legs contracted against his shoulders and then she sank limply into the
mattress.


Logan reached into the drawer of the nightstand and
retrieved a condom. He quickly sheathed himself before crawling on top of her
and pulling the blindfold from her eyes.


“Hi,” she whispered.


“I want you to look into my eyes while I do this.” He sat up
on his knees, wrapped her legs around his waist and pushed inside her.


Her eyes widened when he started to move.


“Feel me, kitten? All of me.” Logan didn’t give her time to
respond. He increased his pace pounding into her with an unrestrained force.
She raised her hips off the bed, meeting him thrust for thrust. He needed her closer
to him, so he bent down and untied her, pulling her up into his lap.


“May I touch you now?” she asked.


“I’d like nothing more.”


She put her palms against his stomach and ran them up over
his chest and across his shoulders. “You’re so strong.” She leaned forward,
trailing kisses along his jaw and lips.


Her tenderness took his breath away. He slowed his
movements, taking in their connection. He’d always taken his partners fast and
hard. Never allowing for any kind of intimacy other than what was necessary to
assure the sub’s soundness after the heat of the moment. This encounter seemed
different. When he felt his stomach muscles tightening, he mentally cursed
himself for wanting to give in so soon. He slowed his pace easing her onto her
back.


Her bottom lip trembled as she gripped his shoulders.


“Harder,” he whispered through heated breath. “I want you to
take all of me. Wrap your legs around me.”


She lifted her legs and hooked them around his waist. He
slid balls deep into her heat.


He dug his fingers into her hips, raised her off the bed and
pounded into her. “Oh God, you’re so tight.” A sleek sheen of sweat formed over
his skin as he allowed himself to be caught up in her frenzy. The more he gave
her the more he wanted. The feel of her warmth around his cock along with those
sexy, little noises that escaped her lips were too much. Not to mention the
fact that she’d obeyed him and never took her eyes away from his. Perfect!


“Elyse.” He swept her hair up into a makeshift ponytail and
tugged her head back, nipping and sucking on her neck. “You are mine now.” 


He closed his eyes, exploding into the condom as he swiveled
his hips against her a few more times. She clasped his biceps and cried out
before dropping her head to rest on his shoulder.


He stroked her back as he kissed her hair. He waited until
her breathing returned to normal before rolling off her.


“I’ll be right back, beautiful.”


She crawled under the blankets and snuggled into the
pillows.


Get comfortable, cupcake. You’re not going anywhere
tonight.


Logan went into the bathroom to discard the condom and get a
warm washcloth for Elyse.  On his way back, he picked up the plate of cheese
and fruit that he’d left by the fireplace and placed it on the nightstand. He
sat on the edge of the bed and watched Elyse for a few moments. She looked like
she had fallen asleep. So peaceful and relaxed. He leaned down and kissed her
cheek before standing back up.


“Hey.” She reached for his hand. “Where are you going?”


“I thought you’d fallen asleep.”


“No, I was just so relaxed laying here in your bed.”


“Are you okay?” 


She nodded.


“I want words.”


“I’m more than okay.”


“The restraints weren’t too much?” He rubbed her wrists.
“You didn’t mind being tied down?”


“I…” She looked down.


“Tell me.” He knelt down and tilted her chin so she had to
look at him. “Don’t be embarrassed.”


“The blindfold and the scarves were exciting. I’ve never
been so aroused.”


“I’ll have to remember to keep you restrained a little
longer next time.”


“I like the thought of a next time.”


“Me too.” He brushed his lips against hers. “Can I get you
anything?”


“Where were you going when you thought I was asleep?”  


 “I was going to fix myself a drink.”


“Do you have to get a drink?” She glanced at their abandoned
glasses from earlier. “We still have the wine.”


“I usually have a drink or two before I call it a night. But
I don’t have to.” Drinking himself into a stupor had just become part of his
routine for the past six months – but only because he didn’t have anything
better to do. “I’m not an alcoholic.”


“I didn’t say you were.” She pulled the covers back exposing
her sexy body to him. She knew the effect it had. She knew.


He flashed her a wolfish grin before climbing in next to
her. He tucked her under his arm close to his chest, wrapping his other arm around
her and kissing the top of her head.


“You cuddle?” She sounded surprised.


“Why wouldn’t I?”


“I wasn’t sure if Dominant men did that sort of thing.” She
giggled and he found that he liked the way she teased him.


“There are exceptions to every rule and you seem to bring
out my sensitive side.” He kissed each of her wrists. “And for the record, I
wasn’t that Dominant tonight.”


“There’s more?” She propped herself up onto her elbow and
stared at him. “Like how much more?”


“Only as much as you say.” He rolled onto his side to face
her. “Tonight was just a little slap and tickle. BDSM can be much more
intense.” He hiked her leg over his waist running small circles along her
hipbone with his thumb. “Or it can be only what we decide we want it to be.” He
committed the softness of her skin to memory. He wanted to learn every last
inch of her flesh.


“How far do you like to go?”


“That depends on my partner. I’ve been with some very
submissive women and I’ve also had women who liked to pretend they were
submissive.” He thought back to his experiences with Cora. She’d found out
through a mutual friend what kind of games he had been into and approached him.
She wanted to be tied up and spanked. The more time they spent together the
more she wanted from him emotionally. He couldn’t give her what she needed.


Elyse also seemed to be lost in thought.


“Hey.” He tilted her chin again. “Did you enjoy the time we
spent in the bedroom?”


“Couldn’t you tell?” She blushed. “I’ve never had three
orgasms in one night. Not ever.”


“I’m flattered.”


“You’re good.”


“Let’s see where this goes.” He swiped his thumb across her
bottom lip. “No expectations.”


“Will that be enough for you?”


 He had to find a way to replace her insecurities. He leaned
in and kissed her, running his hand along the side of her body. “What do you
think?” He took her hand and moved it over his hardening cock. “If we’re
keeping track of mind-blowing climaxes this evening, I believe you owe me one.”


“Hmm.” She pushed him onto his back and took his length into
her palm. “Is this what you had in mind?” She kissed his neck as she stroked
him.


“For now.” He tangled his fingers in her hair and pulled her
to his lips. “We have all night to even the score.”


 








 


 


Chapter Seven


 


The chilly October air whistled around the inn. All of the
leaves had changed color and begun to blanket the property creating a postcard
picture. Elyse looked out the kitchen windows as she waited for the last batch
of her homemade chocolate chip cookies to finish.


She’d packed the picnic basket. It was cooler than she had
expected, but she wanted to spend the afternoon outside. She’d remembered a
rustic old gazebo not far back behind the inn. The former owners used to host
walking tours along the trails. She thought the spot would be a perfect place
for her and Logan to have lunch. He’d been working so hard on the renovations
these past two weeks and making wonderful progress that she thought he deserved
a special lunch.


Just as Elyse took the cookie sheets from the oven, Logan
popped his head in.


“It smells wonderful in here. Is it lunch time?”


“You’re always hungry.” She turned to find him standing
there in his faded blue jeans spattered with paint stains and a worn very soft
looking gray flannel shirt. Her stomach tingled as her eyes crawled all the way
down to his work boots. Her mind wandered back to yesterday’s escapades. They
never made it up the stairs and Logan never made it out of those boots.


“I can’t help it.” His voice pulled her from her wicked
thoughts. “Everything always smells so good in here. You’ve been in this
kitchen all morning. What are you up to?”


She placed the first batch of cookies in a container and
tossed them in the basket. “I thought we could go for a picnic.”


“It’s a little cool outside but if that’s what you’d like to
do.”


“Is that gazebo out by the trail still there?”


He nodded. “You remember that old thing?”


“It had so much character. I used to dream I’d get married
under it.” She laughed, but then stopped and remembered what had brought her to
Pleasure Inn in the first place. My dream. The details were vague, but
she’d dreamt of an elaborate wedding to a faceless man. She couldn’t picture
him but she woke up feeling warm and loved. The next day she packed a bag and
headed for Connecticut realizing there was nothing keeping her in New York.


“What is it?”


“Nothing.” She looked up at him. “I’m just remembering how
pretty it was.”


“Like everything else here at the Inn, that gazebo needs
some work.” He picked up the picnic basket off the table. “Come down to the
foyer; I want to show you something.”


He took her hand and led her down the main hallway to the
front of the inn. “What do you think?”


“Logan, it’s beautiful! It’s so charming.” She let go of his
hand and moved toward the antique desk that he’d placed at the entrance. “Where
did you find this?”


“In the basement. There are tons of pieces of furniture and
paintings stored down there. When I saw this desk, I thought it would be
perfect for the reception area.”


“It’s wonderful.” She ran her hand along the smooth, cherry
wood. “And it goes so well with the color of the wood of the staircase. The
guests will get such a welcoming feeling when they walk through the doors.”


She looked around the entry way. “If you could get a
companion piece for that desk, maybe something like a foyer table, you could
set it up here.” She pointed to wall across from the desk. “When guests come to
check in you could offer them seasonal drinks or snacks.”


“We could go down to the basement tonight and see what else
is down there.”


“Cool.” She thought for a moment. “Wouldn’t warm apple cider
and homemade caramel apples be the perfect treat after driving up here on an
autumn afternoon?”


“I like it,” he agreed.


“At Christmas, you could have fresh baked gingerbread
cookies and hot chocolate. I bet people would come back every season just to
see what you’re serving upon check-in.”


“I think I’d come back here just to see you.” He pulled her
toward him. “You’re incredible.”


“Me?” She glanced around the foyer. “Look what you’ve done
with this place in the time I’ve been here.”


“You inspire me.” He brushed his lips against hers.


She pressed her palm to his cheek. “Your tender side is so
adorable.”


“I thought you liked my rough side.” He nodded toward the
staircase. “I can still hear you screaming at what we did up there last night.”


Delicious sensations coursed through her landing between her
thighs when she thought about what they had done on the steps.


“I’m beginning to fall for all of your sides. This side,
this side, your back side, your front side…” She touched him inappropriately as
she spoke, but then she took his hand. “Let’s get going.”


He grabbed her jacket from the hall closet and held it for
her to step into. Once they were out back, Elyse realized she had no idea which
direction to head. It had been too many years since she’d been out there.


“Come on.” Logan laughed. “The spot you’re looking for is
down here.”


They walked through the large backyard and down a small
hill. As soon as they were through a patch of trees, Elyse remembered. She took
off toward the gazebo.


“It’s right through there.” She pointed. “I remember riding
a horse along these trails.”


“Oh, that’s right. We did keep horses for a few years. I
learned to ride here.” He shook his head. “I had forgotten all about that.”


She stopped and stared at the large gazebo. The years and
the weather had taken their toll on the once spectacular structure. “Can you
fix this?”


“It just needs to be stripped, primed and painted.” He
nodded. “It’ll probably have to wait until spring, but I can restore it.”


“Good, because I was thinking this is a perfect location for
a couple to have a romantic lunch or dinner.” Or even a wedding, she
thought. “Everything could be prepared at the inn and then set up out here. You
could even hire musicians – violins or a harp.” Elyse closed her eyes, as if
she could hear the music, and thought about the menu she would prepare. She
could make four courses with a delicate wine and raspberry cheesecake for
dessert. “Can’t you see people getting engaged here?”


“When do you have time to think this stuff up?”


“It’s Pleasure Inn.” She shrugged. “I can envision couples
coming here for all sorts of fantasies from just a weekend getaway to something
spectacular. There is no other place like it, Logan. You can make this place
into anything you want. I think people would come from all over to stay here.”


He retrieved the blanket from the basket and spread it out.
“You sure have a lot of confidence in me.” He took her hand and pulled her down
onto the quilt.


“Is that a bad thing? I didn’t mean to overstep, but you’re
working so hard on restoring this place that I want it to be perfect for you.”


“I’ve been a screw-up most of my life. The rich kid who
could have anything he wanted. When I got into Yale my family was shocked. They
never expected me to finish my degree. When I couldn’t cut it in the business
world, no one batted an eyelash. I decided to go into the remodeling business.
My mother had a ton of friends who wanted work done. It didn’t take me long to
figure out I was getting so much work because of my looks. And I used that to
my advantage.”


“You were young and having fun.”


“A little too much fun.” He handed her a bottle of water. “I
drank all the time, went through thousands of dollars and slept with most of my
customers. When I got caught with a married woman, it was time to reevaluate.”


Elyse saw the remorse in his eyes. He harbored so much
regret.


 “I thought I’d travel. Maybe go to Paris or Rome, but my
uncle forced this place on me. I hated it. I think that’s why it took me six
months to renovate my bedroom. I had no desire to reconstruct any of this, much
less be an innkeeper. I don’t think my uncle thought I’d actually get the inn
up and running. My family just wanted to keep me busy.”


“Oh.” Elyse hadn’t realized Logan never wanted to make
Pleasure Inn a success. “You must think all of my ideas are crazy. I thought I
was helping you.”


“You are.”


“You just said you didn’t want to be an innkeeper.”


“I didn’t.” He tucked her hair behind her ear. “Not until
you showed up and started cooking in my kitchen. I love all of your ideas. With
you here, I actually think I could do this.”


“I know you can, Logan. I believe in you.” She leaned in and
kissed his jaw, rubbing her cheek against his stubble. “You have a gift. The
rooms you’ve already tackled are gorgeous.”


“You think so?”


She cuddled closer to him.


“I’m going to start working on the guest bedrooms tomorrow.
I want to refinish the hardwood floors and upgrade the bathrooms.”


“That’ll keep you busy.”


“At least through Thanksgiving. I was thinking maybe I’ll
have the grand opening in June.” He looked through the picnic basket. “Just in
time for summer weekend getaways.”


“That sounds romantic.”


He wrapped his arms around her. “Oh really? Just what are
your thoughts on romance in June?”


“June is a big wedding month, so maybe you should target
anniversaries. Market that month as a place to come and rekindle the flame.”


He kissed her head. “I’m so glad you’re here. I could never
come up with this stuff.”


“About me being here.” She bit her bottom lip because she
hated to think about leaving. “I need to go back to New York.”


“What?” He turned her to face him. “Why? What’s wrong?”


“Nothing. But when I came here, I didn’t intend to stay for
more than a week or two. It’s getting colder and I need to get some of my
winter clothes.”


“You want to stay through winter?”


“You’re talking about remodeling bathrooms. Did you think
I’d leave before seeing that project finished?”


“I guess I can come to the city with you.” He ran his
fingers through his hair. “When did you want to go?”


“You’re too busy and now you’ve got a projected opening
date.” She couldn’t wait to see the inn in full swing. “You can’t leave.”


“I don’t work that well without you.” He stroked her cheek.
“You inspire me, remember?”


“If you really can’t live without me…”


“I can’t.” He smiled. “How would I eat?”


She shoved his shoulder. “Barbarian.”


“Can’t we just go shopping for new clothes? I’ll buy you
anything you want.”


“I don’t think so.” She rolled her eyes.


“As a thank you for all you’ve done here to help me.” He
kissed the corner of her mouth. “Don’t leave,” he insisted.


“I can’t let you buy me a new wardrobe.”


“Sure you can.” He moved his lips along her neck, slipping
her jacket from her shoulder “I want to.”


“No.”


He arched a brow at her. “I don’t like that word, cupcake.”


“Hmm.” She closed her eyes when he nibbled on her neck. “My
friend, Audra…”


“What about her?” He kissed her as he unfastened the first
two buttons of her shirt, slipping his hand against the warmth of her breasts.


“She can go to my apartment and…” she tried to say around
his kisses. “…send me some things… Does that work?” She straddled his lap,
pressing her sex directly on the bulge in his jeans.


“As long as you’re not leaving.” He gripped her hips and
rocked her against him. “I don’t care how you get those clothes here.”


“Are you ready to eat?”


“Are you offering?” He buried his face in the valley of her
breasts.


“Lunch!” She giggled uncontrollably. “I thought you were
hungry.”


“We can eat food later.” Pushing her onto her back, he rested
on top of her. “I want you.”


She reached up, taking his face between her hands. “I’m
yours.” She said, remembering him calling her his last night.








 


 


Chapter Eight


 


Logan switched off the television just as the movie
finished. He and Elyse had spent the entire day taking down old wallpaper and
stripping the chipped paint from the windows in the third guest bedroom.


“Hey.” Elyse stretched against him. “Why did you turn the
off the movie?”


“It’s over.” He pulled her into his side. She’d taken to
wearing his pajama shirts to bed. He liked the way she looked in them.


“I fell asleep.”


“About forty minutes ago.” He laughed. “I think I’m tiring
you out with all of these renovations.”


“I like doing them with you. It’s different than cooking. I
never thought I’d learn to be so handy.”


“You’re a big help. I’m getting done much faster than I had
originally thought.”


“I like the time it gives us to get to know one another.”
She kissed his cheek. “I like being your helper.”


“You do talk a lot.” He teased.


She poked him in the arm. “I can’t help it! It’s always been
a bad habit of mine.”


“No, I think it’s wonderful. I’ve been here alone for so
long, I’d started talking to myself.” He turned so he could look into her
beautiful eyes. “I’m not very interesting company for myself.” He kissed her.
“And I love the sound of your voice.”


“I spend so much time in the kitchen that when I get out I
find this incessant need to talk. Phillip hated it. He would tell me to find my
off button.”


“Bastard.”


 During the time they spent renovating the bedrooms, Logan
learned much about Elyse’s past relationship. At first she was apprehensive
about opening up, but once he convinced her he wanted to understand what had
happened with Phillip, she held nothing back. The more she told him, the more
he hated the man who had broken her. “I was young and stupid.” She ran her
finger along his bottom lip.


He caught her hand before she could pull away and placed
soft kisses on each of her fingertips. “He was the stupid one. Any man who
would cheat on you is nothing more than a fool. I promise I’ll never hurt you.”


“I believe you Logan, and that scares me.”


“I respect your honesty.” He understood her apprehension.
He’d been struggling with his own doubts ever since she’d come into his life.
He didn’t know if he was capable of giving her everything she deserved. He’d
never had to be more than a good time for any other woman in his life.


“Things happened between us so fast. When I came here, I
never expected to find someone like you. I was looking for an escape. A way to
forget my past. That first night we were together, I didn’t think it would be
anything more than sex.”


“What’s between us is much more than sex. Do you want to
know how I know that?”


She nodded.


“I’ve never had anything more than sex with anyone else.
With you everything is different. We happened quickly, but it feels right.”
Logan had never put himself out there for anyone, but he’d never experienced
such intense feelings. “Can’t you feel it?”


“I do,” she whispered.


“Give me a chance to show you I’m not Phillip. The fact that
you stayed with me without knowing me proves you want more. I want to give you
more.” He’d give her the fucking moon if that’s what it took.


“You’re a complicated man.”


“I’m trying not to be.” With Elyse he wanted to be himself.


“I don’t mean it in a bad way.” She trailed her fingers over
the hard plains of his chest. “You’re take charge, especially in the bedroom.”


“I thought you liked that.”


“I do, but there is another side to you. You’re soft and
tender. Sometimes I catch you looking at me and you look so sweet.”


“Only with you.” He kissed the top of her head. “I like the
games in the bedroom and it drives me nuts how receptive you are. You’re so
willing to give up the control, but sometimes I wonder what it would be like
to…” He stopped. He wasn’t sure he should finish. Maybe Elyse wasn’t ready to
hear what he had to say. She’d already been hurt. He didn’t want to rush her
into the emotions he felt.


“What, Logan? What do you wonder?”


“I’ve never asked this of any woman. I’ve done a lot of
kinky stuff in the bedroom. I’ve done things at play parties that you wouldn’t
believe. I thought aggressive sex was the only way I could be satisfied.” He’d
never been this open with anyone, but with her he felt he could admit anything.


“Am I doing enough to satisfy you? I don’t know about that
lifestyle but I can learn.”


“See? That’s what I mean about you being so willing, but
that’s not what I’m asking for. I wonder what it would be like to let go of the
control and just…” He ran his fingers through his hair and stared at the
ceiling. Why is this so hard?


“Make love?” she said so low he almost missed it.


She gets me.


He looked down at her in awe of her courage to say those
words. “I’ve never referred to sex that way. I don’t know how to do anything
other than fuck, but with you I want to try.” Maybe even let her lead. He’d
never done that.


She stood up off the couch and smiled at him as she reached
for the buttons on her pajama top.


“What are you doing?” He sat up and watched as she undid the
shirt. His cock twitched when she slipped the top from her shoulders and let it
fall to the floor, leaving her in nothing but a tiny pair of pink panties.


“What’s it look like I’m doing? Helping you give up all that
control.” She hooked her fingers in each side and pushed her panties down her
legs, bending down to remove them from her ankles. Straddling him, she took his
face between her hands and kissed him. “Make love to me, Logan.”


He leaned forward, breathing in her vanilla scent. “I can do
that.” He pressed his lips against hers, taking his time to feel her. “I want
to do that.” The sensation her naked skin created against his chest drove him
insane with desire but he wanted to take things slow. Savoring the moment, he
let his hands explore her shoulders and arms, never taking his lips away from
hers. Who knew kissing could be so sensual?


“Logan.” When she rocked against his dick he felt the warmth
of her juices seep through his pajama bottoms. She broke the kiss to trail her
lips along his jaw and down his neck. She placed hot, open-mouthed kisses
across his chest, moving lower to his stomach and waist.


He glanced down, fighting the urge to twist his fingers
through her hair and guide her to where he needed her. Dominance wasn’t what
this moment was about. He wanted something else.


She looked up at him and smirked just before tugging at his
pants. He lifted his hips allowing her to pull off his bottoms. She positioned
herself between his legs, teasing his cock with the tip of her tongue. Then his
balls, then the base of his shaft. She took her time with long, leisurely
licks.


It was all he could do to not grab her and make her take
more. “So good.” He reached down and touched her face, running his thumb along
her cheek.


She gently pushed his hand away. Then she continued working
her way up to the tip of his cock, swirling her tongue over the head. He could
feel the tenderness in each of her movements. The heat of her mouth and the
slickness of her tongue became his undoing. He felt the intensity in his
stomach but once his leg muscles tightened he knew he was done for. But then
she withdrew her mouth and kissed her way up his stomach, over his chest and to
his lips.


“Not yet, sexy.” She smiled as she climbed back into his
lap. “I have plans.”


He let out a frustrated sigh. No woman had ever dared to
deny him, let alone hold off his orgasm. But with her, it was different. He
found it amusing to let her lead.


As she kissed his lips, she rubbed her pussy along the
length of his shaft. If she kept that up, he would come before he even got
inside her. With her tongue probing the inside of his mouth, she grabbed the
base of his cock and moved the tip along her slit.


“Fuck! We need to take this upstairs.”


She shook her head. “Right here, right now.” She inserted
the head of his cock inside her slick heat.


“Whoa, cupcake, that feels too good. We need a condom.” If
she didn’t stop, he would throw her down and take her.


Control? Where is my famous control now?


She whispered into his ear, “I’m on the pill.” She kissed
her way back to his lips. “We don’t need a condom.”


“Are you sure that’s what you want?”


She nodded as she worked her body onto his cock.


“I’ve never done it this way before.”


“I’m your first?” She rocked against him engulfing him in
her warmth.


“My only.” He closed his eyes and relished the feel of her.
No physical connection he’d created with another woman had felt like this. With
each of her rolling thrusts he met her with a slow upward motion.


She ran her fingers through his hair as she kissed him.
Slipping his hand between them, he found her aroused nipples. He traced the
pads of his fingers over her breasts getting lost in the sounds of the sexy
noises she made each time he applied pressure to her nipples. The kissing
became more frantic, each breath a little more labored until finally neither of
them could take it anymore.


Logan felt the intensity of his climax coming on, but he had
to take her with him, so he lowered his hand between them finding her clit. She
cried out his name when he pressed against it.


“That’s my girl,” he whispered in her ear. “Come with me.”


She gripped his shoulders and pushed down on him, clenching
his cock with the muscles of her sex. “Logan… I…” She dropped her head down
onto his chest as he came deep within her.


He stroked her hair for what seemed like an eternity. She
lifted her head and stared into his eyes. He detected a hint of vulnerability
in hers. He ran his thumb along her bottom lip before placing a tender kiss on
her mouth. “Thank you.”


“For what?”


“Giving me that experience.”


“It was okay?” She pressed his fingers to her lips and
gently kissed each one.


“It was more than okay.” He pulled her into a tight embrace.
“It has never been like that for me, Elyse. I’m good at demanding what I want,
but I’m not so great with expressing my feelings.”


“That’s okay.” She snuggled deeper into his hold. “I can
feel it, Logan. I know.”


“I just want you to know tonight was one of the best nights
of my life.” He kissed her hair.


“Mine too.”


Chapter Nine


 


Logan tried to keep up with Elyse as she breezed down the
aisles of the market. Why he had agreed to go with her was beyond him. He
watched her wiggle her cute, little ass as she made her way to the produce
section.


Now he remembered why he went with her. He couldn’t stay
away from her.


He came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist,
kissing the back of her neck.


“Logan.” She swatted at him. “What are you doing?”


“Touching what’s mine.”


“Not here.” She ducked out of his hold. “People are staring
at us.” She glanced at the old woman who couldn’t take her eyes off them.


“I apologize,” Logan said to the woman. “I can’t keep my
hands off of her.”


The woman smiled her amusement then went back to choosing
her oranges.


“See.” Logan reached for Elyse’s arm. “No problems.”


“You get the spinach.” She pointed to the case in front of
them. “I’ll grab some potatoes. Then we’re out of here.”


“I don’t like spinach.” He stared at the offensive, green
leafy stuff. He’d had an aversion to spinach his whole life. 


“Funny.” She grinned. “You never mentioned that.”


“Whenever would it have come up?” He rolled his eyes
thinking back to that first night they were together. Of all the words to pick
as a safeword, she chose the one vegetable he despised.


“I’m making a wonderful Italian egg drop soup. You’ll love
it. I promise.”


“I don’t think so.” He crinkled his nose. “Can’t you put
something else in it?”


“Um, no, the recipe calls for spinach.” She picked a bundle
of the vegetable. “We need it.”


He shook his head. “I’m not eating it.”


“Hey, my kitchen, my rules.” She pushed the spinach into his
hand. “Now put that in the cart.”


“Are you telling me what to do?”


“Yes,” she defiantly told him. “What are you going to do
about it?”


She wants to play. Ever since that night on the
couch, the sex had been different between them. It had become more sensual.
They were learning one another. Making love with Elyse had been a defining
moment in their relationship and while sex might have been tamer than what
Logan was used to, it was still pretty hot. But, maybe his little chef missed
the kink.


When he tossed the spinach in the cart, he caught Cora
watching them. He wondered how long she’d been standing there. She nodded at
him before disappearing down another aisle. Elyse picked out her potatoes,
never acknowledging Cora’s presence.


Logan came up from behind her and whispered into her ear.
“To answer your question, I have a riding crop with your name on it.” He nipped
her earlobe. “I’m going to use it tonight, my feisty girl.”


My bedroom, my rules.


She looked over her shoulder, staring up at him with wide
eyes.


“No turning back now, cupcake. You started this game.”


 


***


 


Elyse soaked in the large tub in Logan’s bathroom. He
insisted on cleaning up the dinner dishes so she could take some time to relax.
His affectionate side made her smile. He always found new and thoughtful ways
to surprise her. Yesterday morning, he’d left an old book on the kitchen
counter. The book contained recipes from his aunt’s side of the family. Elyse
remembered some of the muffins and pies from when she visited the inn as a
child. One of the things she recalled was the scent of those fresh baked goods
filling the entire downstairs. She wanted to recreate that bit of nostalgia and
have Logan’s guests leave with such vivid memories of their stay. She felt
honored Logan would share them with her.


Indulging in the hot, bubbly water longer than she
anticipated, her fingers shriveled. She drained the water as she toweled off.
She wondered what Logan had planned for her tonight. Two nights ago, they sat
on the front porch drinking hot apple cider and making plans for the grand
opening. He had impressed her with his marketing and advertising ideas. After
the first of the year, he wanted to implement his business plan. There was no
doubt in her mind that Logan would be a success. He had a charismatic
personality, he proved to be more than handy, and he possessed a strong
business sense. Pleasure Inn could be the talk of the area by this time next
year. Elyse looked forward to seeing the place thrive. But even more so, she
wanted to stay here with Logan and build a future with him.


From the mirror, Elyse caught the door to the bathroom open.
She wrapped the towel around her and turned to face Logan. He smelled of body
wash and sported nothing but a pair of worn, well-fitting jeans. He must have
showered in the spare bedroom while she had her bath.


“Did you need something?”


“You.” He stepped into the spacious room and moved behind
her. “I have plans for you.” He trailed his tongue along the side of her neck.


“What kind of plans?” She smirked.


“Patience.” He tugged at her towel, releasing it from her
body and letting it fall at her feet. “You’ll be naked most of the evening.”


She leaned against his chest, reaching up to cup his face.


He grabbed her hands and placed them by her sides. “Tonight
we have rules. The first one is no touching me unless I give you expressed
permission.”


“What?”


He pressed his finger against her lip. “Rule number two, you
don’t speak unless I ask you a question. Do you understand?”


She nodded.


“Technically that was a question, but I’ll give you a few
minutes to get used to the scene.” He slipped his hand down her jaw and across
her neck. Her nipples hardened as she watched his every move in the mirror.
“I’m in a Dominant mood tonight. Your little act of defiance at the market
today triggered it.”


Elyse wanted to push his buttons earlier in the day because
she liked when his Dominant side made an appearance. She hoped he would want to
play when she taunted him, but she thought more along the lines of an erotic
spanking. When her eyes connected with his in the mirror, she wasn’t sure a
sexy slap on the ass was what he had in mind.


“If you don’t want to play, now would be the time to tell
me. Once we enter the bedroom, I’ll expect you to obey my every command.”
Moving his hand down her stomach and to her heated sex, he covered her pussy
with the span of his hand. “Your body, this,” he swiped his thumb over her
slit, “belongs to me. I’ll control all of your pleasure tonight. I’ll say how many
times you come and when you come.”


A soft moan escaped her lips when he pushed his finger
inside her.


“You. Are. Mine.” He moved his free hand up to her breasts
and tugged on her nipple. “Can you handle that?”


“Yes.” Mesmerized by his every action, she couldn’t take her
eyes off him in the mirror.


“Things will get deep. Do you remember your safeword?” He
inserted another finger into her pussy bringing her closer to the edge. “That’s
how you’ll tell me to stop if you don’t like what I’m doing to you.”


What’s he planning on doing to me?


“You may say it whenever you need to and all play stops.”


The pressure continued to build inside her until she could
take no more. As she teetered on the edge of pleasure, Logan pulled his fingers
out stopping her from climaxing. Her eyes connected with his in the reflection
of the glass.


“We need to take care of the details and then we’ll see
about letting you come.” He ran his wet fingertips over her lips, forcing them
into her mouth. “Taste where I’ve been.”


She sucked her tangy arousal from his fingers. She’d never
tasted herself before, but doing it with Logan only increased her desire.


“What is your safeword, cupcake?”


“Um…” Her thoughts were cluttered and her body turned on.
How could he expect her to remember her safeword? “Can’t I just say stop?”


“No. You chose spinach and I want you keep that since
it’s something you’d never say during sex. Tonight there might be times when
you’ll think you want me to stop but you’ll work through the pain to get to the
pleasure.”


Pain?


“You’re afraid. I can see it in your eyes. Do you want to
play with me?”


“Yes, but how much pain?”


“I’m not going to give you any more than you can handle. I
know you trust me. This is where we begin building a much deeper trust. I won’t
violate that bond we have. You have all the power. As long as you remember your
safeword, you can stop me any time.”


He turned her to face him. “Trust me.” He barely touched his
lips to hers, but she felt the electricity course through her body. “Are you
ready? Tell me your word.”


“Spinach.”


“Very good, that is after all, the reason we’re entertaining
this evening.” He cupped her backside, squeezing it hard beneath his hands.
“Let’s go.”


Once through the bathroom door, she knew there was no
turning back. Logan needed this. He wanted her and she wanted to give herself
to him completely. She had to show him she could be everything he needed. After
all, he was everything she could have dreamed of.


He led her across the room, to the chair by the huge windows
that overlooked the front of the property. A light rain fell, misting the
ground and a breeze kicked up blowing the leaves from the trees.


“It looks awfully nasty out there tonight.” He sat in the
chair, pulling her into his lap. “I’d much rather be in here doing nasty things
to you.”


She leaned forward to kiss him, but he turned his face.
“Have you forgotten who is in charge?” He suppressed a smile when she let out a
frustrated sigh. “You are a naughty girl.” He flipped her over his knee,
positioning her so her backside was in the air.


Maybe he was going to spank her. That she could handle.


He ran his palm over her flesh. “So smooth and creamy. What
color do you think it will be when I’m finished?”


She closed her eyes and focused on his strong muscular hand
caressing her skin, but her eyes popped back open when she felt a hard,
unexpected swat land on her ass.


“I asked you a question.”


“I thought it was rhetorical.”


Another smack, even harder than the first.


 “Ouch!”


“Don’t disappointment me, cupcake. You may only speak if I ask
you a question.” His palm connected with her flesh again. “What color is this
creamy ass of yours going to be when I’m through with you?” He hit her again.
“Answer me.”


“Red.” His strikes weren’t terrible but enough to cause
discomfort.


“Good girl,” She felt his warm breath caress neck when he
lowered his head to speak to her. He ran his hand along her backside, slipping
it between her legs and rubbing her center. “Do you like your punishment?” He
pushed a finger inside her pussy.


“Yes,” she breathed out as he worked her from the inside.


While he continued to finger her with one hand, he swatted
her backside with the other creating a pleasurable tempo. She felt the tension
building inside her, threatening to spill out at any second. The more he hit
her, the more his finger moved inside her. She thought she’d explode from the
sensation. She gripped the armrest of the chair, clenching her muscles and
readying herself for the inevitable, when Logan withdrew his fingers and
stopped swatting her, leaving her whimpering with need.


He maneuvered her into a standing position, placing her
between his legs. He had a dark, menacing look in his eyes. The ice blue color
clouded with stormy gray overtones.


“That was just the beginning.” He took her hips in his big
hands and pulled her closer to him, resting his head against her stomach. She
fought the urge to run her hands through his hair when she remembered she
wasn’t allowed to touch him.


“I’m going to keep you on the verge of climax for as long as
you can stand it. I want you to remember who your pleasure belongs to.” He
trailed kisses down her abdomen and to her mound. “You are mine.” He slipped
the tip of his tongue inside her entrance and kissed with the same attention he
would her mouth.


Oh, fuck!


She couldn’t hold on. How could she be expected to linger
between release and denial? He continued to torture her with his tongue until
her knees buckled. He pulled her down to his face. “Kiss me.”


She darted her tongue out, licking his chin before claiming
his mouth. Feeling his erection pressing against her breasts gave her a sense
of confidence. She took his face between her hands and deepened the kiss.


He pulled away and smiled making him appear less Dominant
but she knew he wasn’t finished with her. “You won’t unravel me, my little
minx.”


“Logan, please let me touch you. I want to make you feel
good.”


He stood and pulled her over to the foot of the bed.


“No more warnings. You will obey. Do you have something you
need to say?”


Spinach. All I have to do is say it, but do I want to?


“No, Sir. I want to please you.”


“Very well, but it seems I was too lenient on you a few
minutes ago. You spoke without being asked a question and you touched me
without my permission. It looks as if more discipline is in order.” He reached
under the mattress and pulled out a pair of black leather handcuffs. “Still
want to submit?” He dangled the cuffs in front of her face. “The choice is
yours.”


“You won’t hurt me?” She trembled at the thought of being
locked in the handcuffs.


“I know you trust me. Show me.”


Without hesitation, she put her wrists together and held
them out in front of her.


“Not like that.” He took her arms and placed them behind her
back, nudging her closer to the large bed post. He secured her hands together
around the wooden structure. Once restrained, the post was too high for her to
slip her arms over it. “Are you okay?”


“Yes.”


He kissed her mouth as his hands roamed her heated flesh.
“You’re a distraction. You make me lose focus. That doesn’t happen often.” He
stepped back, creating some distance between them. “My cock aches for you but
we need to work on a few things first.” She followed his gaze to the bed. “I
have something else for you.” He slipped his hand under the mattress again and
pulled out a black strap with a handle. He held it in front of her line of
vision. “This is my riding crop. I can make you do anything I say with this.”


What will you ask?


He stroked the leather tongue over her collarbone and down
to her breasts. “Drop your head and lower your gaze to the floor.”


She did as he asked enabling her to watch him trail the crop
along her stomach. His actions were slow but deliberate. He took his time
moving the strap across her hipbone and down her leg sending shivers throughout
her body.


 “The crop can be used for pleasure or pain.” He struck her
inner thigh hard enough to make her sensitive flesh sting. “I like to cause
both at the same time.” He stepped closer to her before slapping the crop
against her other thigh. Reaching between her legs, he caressed where he had
made contact. “Are you enjoying this?” He rubbed his thumb along her wet slit.


You know I am.


“Yes.” She moaned out her satisfaction.


“Hmm.” He slid the crop up her stomach and swirled the
handle end around her nipples as he kept a steady rhythm with his thumb between
her legs. “Don’t come.” He struck the side of her breast a little lighter than
he had on her thigh. “You’re not allowed.”


She sucked in a breath when the crop made contact with her
skin.


“Too much?” He slapped one nipple and then the other causing
a light burning sensation.


“Oh…” At first, he applied enough pressure to hurt, but once
the sting wore off she wanted more.


“More?”


“Yes.”


“Beg for it.” He moved the crop lower as he withdrew his
fingers from her pussy. “Do you want my crop here?” He ran the leather strap
across her mound. “Tell me.”


“More, Logan. I want more. I need to…”


“Not yet.” He brought the crop down against her aching
center. “You’re not allowed to come.”


“Please.” She desperately wanted to see his eyes – was he as
turned on as she was? – but she also wanted to know where he was going to take
this. She kept her eyes on the floor. The scent of her arousal swirled between
them, her juices dripped down her thighs and her clit throbbed from the
pressure building inside her.


“Who do you belong to?” He ran the strap over her slit as he
brought his lips to her jaw.


“You.”


“I already own your body but I’m greedy.” She heard the crop
hit the hardwood floor. “I want more.” He hiked her leg over his hip and
pressed his denim covered erection against her center. “Will you give me what I
want?”


“Anything you want?” She thrust her hips forward, rubbing
against the rough material of his pants trying to create some friction.


“Tell me I can have you. All of you.” He rocked into her,
spreading her lower lips with his fingers so that each time she moved against
him she felt the sensation she desperately needed.


“I’m yours, Logan.” She closed her eyes and gave into her
needs. The smell of him, his warm skin against hers, the way his lips lingered
just below her ear was too much. “Please…”


“Tell me.” He moved her hips faster. “Scream it out.”


“You! I belong to you. All of me.” She pulled against the
restraints trying to get even closer to him. “Mind, body and soul. It’s all
yours.”


“Let go, Elyse. Let go for me.” He grunted into her neck.


“God…” She thrust against him a few more times until her
climax took over ripping through her harder than she had ever experienced
before. She dropped her head onto his shoulder whispering his name over and
over.


He tilted her chin, kissing her hard on the mouth. “You’re
beautiful when you submit.” He reached behind her and released her hands. “Are
you okay?” He rubbed her shoulders and then examined her wrists placing soft
kisses on each.


“I want to please you,” she whispered.


“You did.” He kissed her forehead. “More than you know.”


“I want more. I want to feel you inside me.”


“Greedy girl.” He grinned. “I like it. Maybe I should spank
you more often.”


“Maybe later.” She rubbed his crotch feeling his desire for
her.


He grabbed her wrists and pulled her against him. “I’m still
in charge. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.


“Crawl to the center of the bed on all fours.” He pointed to
the bed. “Now.”


As she did what he commanded, she heard him lower his zipper.
A few seconds later she felt the mattress dip beneath her, and then his breath
on her neck. The closeness of him increased her heart rate and caused her skin
to burn. Her arousal spiked. She needed him again.


“Ready?” With one swift action he pulled her to his chest
and thrust deep inside her.


She gasped from the speed, but once she adjusted she felt
nothing but sated. He stilled his movements taking his time to explore her
breasts and nipples with his fingers. Trailing hot wet kissing down her neck,
he gripped her hair and slammed his hips against her. With each thrust, his
cock slipped deeper until she could take no more.


As her muscles clenched, the sound of her heart beating
pounded between her ears. Bursts of white light flashed behind her eyelids just
as she felt his warm release shoot deep inside her core.


“Elyse.” He moaned as he continued to move in and out of her
until his cock softened. “That was faster than I would have liked.” He laughed
into her hair. “But, I already told you you’re a distraction.”


“A good one, I hope.”


“A very good one. The best.” He kissed the back of her neck
before easing her onto the bed and dropping down next to her.


“Logan, that was…” She didn’t know how to put what she felt
into words.


“Too much?”


She rolled onto her side and rested her palm against his
cheek. “I can’t get enough. The way you look at me when you’re in that Dominant
mode is so consuming. There is this intensity in your eyes that makes it hard
for me to breathe or even think. I just do what you tell me. The way you talk
is such a turn on.”


“You like it?”


“Couldn’t you tell?”


The sound of his laughter filled the room. As much as she
craved his Dominance, she loved his relaxed and carefree side.


“What is it?” She wanted to know his every thought.


“You showed me what it was like to make love and I
introduced you to kink. Which way is right?”


“We can have it all. We can play or we can just be. Or a
combination of both. Either way we’re connected. We can have the most
satisfying sex life.” The thought of the things they could do sent a tingle
between her legs. How many more orgasms would he grant her tonight?


He kissed the tip of her nose. “The most satisfying life.”


 








 


 


Chapter Ten


 


Logan flexed his back muscles as he put the last coat of
paint on the sitting room walls. He looked around and smiled. The room would
definitely be ready for Christmas. Elyse had gone out earlier in the day to
find curtains and accents for all of the guestrooms. She said the place needed
a woman’s touch. As long as it was her touch, he didn’t care what she came up
with.


He glanced at the clock in the foyer. She’d be home soon. He
wanted to shower and order dinner before she returned. He switched on the
fireplace in their bedroom before stripping out of his paint covered clothes.
He’d planned a romantic evening, eating by the fire and making love all night.


This was the most time they’d spent away from one another
since she showed up on his porch that night at the end of September. Thoughts
of her filled his head all day. He couldn’t wait for her to get home so he
could tell her how much she meant to him. The past two months had been the most
amazing time of his life.


As he stepped into the shower and lathered soap over his
body, he thought back to a conversation a few days before – when he had
realized just how much he wanted a future with her.


Logan had gone with her to her mom’s house for Thanksgiving
dinner. When they arrived back at the inn he had every intention of carrying
her up to bed, but they didn’t get as far as the living room. They lay tangled
together by the huge picture window watching the snow fall.


 


***


 


“I can’t believe it’s almost December. I never would have
believed two months ago I’d still be here.”


“I’m happy you are.” He kissed the top of her head as he
pulled her closer to him. “Thanks for taking me to your family dinner too. I
had a great time.”


“My mother adores you. She says she wants to come and see
the inn.”


“Any time.” He twirled a strand of her hair around his
finger. “Maybe you could invite your family here for Christmas. We could have a
big dinner.”


He’d wanted to do something to make her feel at home. Having
her family for the holidays seemed like the right thing to do. It was about
time she realized this was where she belonged.


“Really? You’d want my whole family to come?”


“There’s plenty of room. The guest bedrooms are almost
finished. I want you to wake up here with me on Christmas morning, but I saw
how happy you were with your mom and cousins today.”


“I do love spending the holidays with my family, but if for
some reason they can’t come for Christmas, I still want to be here with you.”


“We’ll spend a quiet holiday together.”


“Just the two of us.” She hugged him. “Can we get a tree?”


“Anything you want.”


“I want a really big one. We could put it in front of this
window and we can make love under it every night until New Year’s Eve.”


“I like the way you think.” He kissed her. “We’ll go to the
tree farm next week and tag the biggest one they have.”


“I haven’t looked forward to the holidays like this since high
school. With you everything is perfect. This will be the best Christmas ever. ”


“Elyse.” He tilted her chin up. “I’ve gotten more done to
this place in the two months you’ve been here than I had the whole time since I
inherited it.”


“It looks wonderful. This place is going to be a great
success. I’m so happy for you.”


“None of this would be happening without you.” He brushed
his lips against hers. “I just want to say thank you for making me see what my
purpose is.”


“I’m glad I could help.” She pushed him onto his back and
straddled him.


“What are you doing?”


“I think my purpose right now is to ride you.”


“Happy Thanksgiving, woman. Lord knows I have a shitload to
be thankful for this year.”


She tossed her hair behind her shoulder and laughed before
sliding onto his cock.


 


***


 


Logan turned off the water, stepped out and toweled off.
Elyse had changed his whole world and tonight he wanted to tell her how much he
needed her. He’d gone over the papers with his attorney. Everything was in
order for reopening of the inn. He’d begun putting advertising into place. By
spring, Pleasure Inn would be a go, but the only way he saw his venture
succeeding was with Elyse by his side. He wanted to make her a full partner in
every sense of the word. Both in his business and in his personal life.


He had the perfect bottle of champagne to celebrate with. As
soon as he ordered dinner, he’d head down to the wine cellar to retrieve it.
Elyse was right. This would be the best Christmas ever. He wrapped a towel
around his waist and stepped out into the bedroom. Tonight they would start off
the holiday season.


“I love the progress you’ve made in here,” a soft voice said
from a chair in the corner of the room. “I’ve missed that big bed.”


“What the hell are you doing here, Cora?”


“I miss you.” 


“How did you get in?”


“You left the back door unlocked.”


“You just walked in?” He’d have to do a better job of
securing the place – especially when he opened the hotel to guests.


“I knocked, but you didn’t answer, so I went around back and
tried the door.”


“You have to leave.”


“I just want to talk,” she said, as she got up and walked
toward him. She wore a tight chocolate brown dress that zipped up the front and
matching knee high boots. She wasn’t unattractive and if she’d put half the
energy into finding another man as she did focusing on him, maybe she wouldn’t
be alone.


“Let me get dressed and I’ll meet you downstairs.” He didn’t
want to engage her in a conversation, but he did want her out of his room. The
room he now shared with Elyse. It didn’t feel right to have another woman in
here with him. If agreeing to talk to her was the only way to get her out, he’d
do it.


“We can talk here.”


“I’d rather go to my study.”


She pouted as she reached out and ran her fingers down his
chest.


He grabbed her hand and pushed her away. “What do you want?”


“To talk,” she said. “And then I’ll go.”


“Make it fast.” He wanted to get this over with as soon as
possible.


“She’s on her way home, isn’t she?” She laughed. “Oh Logan,
what has she done to you?”


“You have two minutes to tell me what you came to say.”


 “You were a strong-willed man before her,” she said. “You
took what you wanted, who you wanted, and you made no apologies. You were
having fun and she ruined it all for you. She’s castrated you.”


“She’s the best thing to ever happen to me.”


“I see it, I see the way you fall all over her and do
whatever she says. It’s sickening. Aren’t you supposed to be the Dominant one?”


“It’s called being in a relationship and doing for each
other. She’s everything to me.”


She laughed.


“You need to move on. You and I were over before I even met
Elyse.”


“I gave you your space. I thought if you had time to think
about us and be alone you’d see how right we are for one another. You weren’t
supposed to fall for the first slut who knocked on your door.”


“I’ve told you before and I’ll say it again, I’m not
interested in you.”


“That’s not true. I know you remember all the things we
did.” She glanced at the bed. “Just give me a chance to show you I can be
everything you need. I’ll be submissive for you.”


“That’s not what I want anymore.”


“It’s who you are, Logan. It’s who you’ll always be.” She
unzipped her dress and stepped out of it. She stood before him in nothing but
her panties and those boots. A few months ago the sight of her would have been
all he needed. But things had changed and there would only ever be one woman
now.


“Stop this,” he said. “You’re embarrassing yourself.” He
wasn’t in the mood for her games.


He bent down to pick up her dress, but when he tried to hand
it to her, she caught him off balance and pushed him onto the bed, quickly
hopping on top of him and straddling him. It all happened so fast. He gripped
her forearms, and just as he was about to push her off, the bedroom door
opened.


His head snapped in the direction of the door, but he
already knew who it would be. He also knew what the scene in front of her
looked like.


“Logan?”


He sat up and pushed Cora aside, shoving her dress against
her chest.


“Elyse.” He got up and headed toward her. She looked over
his shoulder and stared Cora down.


“Cora, get out of here!” he screamed, causing Elyse to jump
back.


“You promised,” Elyse said, but wouldn’t look at Logan. “You
said you would never…”


“This isn’t what you think.” He reached for her. “I swear.”


“No!” she yelled. “Don’t touch me.”


“Cora, tell Elyse what happened.”


“Why would I believe anything she has to say?” Elyse
screamed. “You’re both disgusting.”


Cora got off the bed and slipped her dress back on. “I tried
to warn you.” She smiled. “He’s a player. He wants what he wants when he wants
it. Stop trying to figure him out.”


“She’s insane,” Logan said. “I wouldn’t touch her.”


“I can see with my own eyes. Do you think I’m stupid?” Elyse
asked.


“She showed up here uninvited. I was in the shower.” He
pleaded for her to listen. “I told her to leave.”


“Screw you both!” Elyse turned and ran down the hall.


 “You stupid bitch!” Logan said to Cora as he grabbed a
shirt from his desk chair and threw it on. When she smiled at him, his rage
increased. He rummaged through his closet for a pair of jeans.


“Let her go back to New York where she belongs.”


“Get out of my house.” He stepped toward her. “If you ever
come near me or Elyse again, I’ll make your life a living hell.”


“What could you possibly do to me?”


“I don’t want you.” He’d tried to spare her the truth
before, but now she left him no other choice. “I never wanted you.”


“That’s not true.”


“Think about it. You came to my bed after that whole scandal
with the councilman and his wife. You were a convenient way to forget what I
had done. How I had humiliated my family.”


“I was there for you.”


“You came here every night looking to get off. It was a
beneficial arrangement until you started talking about marriage and kids. There
was never a time I was sober when we fucked.”


“That’s not true.”


He saw the hurt in her eyes, but polite wasn’t going to work
anymore. Cora might very well have ruined his chance at happiness.


“I could be everything you need.”


“You can’t. Do you want to know how I know that?”


“I’m sure you’ll enlighten me.” She rolled her eyes.


“You’re not Elyse.”


“I love you.”


“Cora.” He looked into her eyes. “I’m sorry but I’ll never
feel that way about you. I tried to make you understand. Now please, don’t make
this any harder than it has to be.”


“You love her?”


“With everything I am.”


“You’re making the wrong choice. I can make you happy. Why
can’t you let me?”


“Leave.” He pointed to the door. “Don’t come back. There’s
nothing here for you.”


“I hope you get everything you deserve.” She ran out of the
room, slamming the front door on her way to her car.


Logan pulled on his pants and hurried down the steps.
Elyse’s keys were still on the hook behind the front desk. He looked out the
window and saw her car in the driveway. She was still here.


“Elyse!” He yelled throughout the downstairs, but she didn’t
answer. “Elyse! Answer me.”


Panic ruled his every move. Even if he did find her, would
she believe him? Had her trust in him been shattered? Could he make her
understand that what she thought she saw wasn’t the truth?


He checked the kitchen, but she wasn’t there either. Where
would she go? He thought for a moment. He remembered the way her face lit up
when she wanted to have lunch out in the woods.


Is that gazebo out by the trails still there?


You remember that old thing?


It had so much character. I used to dream I’d get married
under it.


Logan pulled on his work boots at the back porch and headed
to the trails. He’d make her understand. He had no other choice. 


 








 


 


Chapter Eleven


 


Elyse ran out of the house so fast she didn’t take time to
put on a jacket or grab her car keys. She regretted her haste now that a light
snow blanketed the ground. A chill ran through her body as the howling wind hit
her face. Ice cold tears slid down her cheeks.


She made her way to the old gazebo, taking refuge underneath
it. She recalled with clarity the afternoon she and Logan ate lunch there. He
hadn’t wanted her to return to New York because he said he didn’t want her to
be away from him. She believed him when he said he’d never hurt her. How
could he have…?


She stopped and thought for a moment. When she walked in on
Logan and Cora, he wore nothing but a towel. His hair was damp and his skin
still wet from the shower.


That sneaky bitch.


Cora must have taken him by surprise. Logan knew Elyse was
on her way back to the inn. Did he really think so little of their relationship
that he’d take another woman to the bed they shared knowing she was on her way
home?


“Elyse!” Logan ran toward her. “Thank God you’re here.”


He stepped inside the gazebo shaking out the snowflakes that
had accumulated in his thick brown hair. “You need to listen to me.”


“No, I don’t.” She held up her hand to stop him because she
didn’t need to hear his explanation.


“Yes,” he yelled. “You do. What you saw with Cora – it isn’t
what you think.”


“I know.”


“She was in our room when I…” He stopped and stared at her,
confusion flooded his expression. “You know?”


She nodded.


“Why did you run?”


“I didn’t realize it right away. I was shocked when I saw
the two of you together. It looked really bad.”


“I would never do that to you. I don’t want anyone else.
You’re the only woman for me.”


She wiped the tears from her face. “It hurt seeing you with
her like that. I thought you…”


He pulled her into his embrace. Despite the weather, his
warm body comforted her. Maybe it was the way he made her feel – safe and
secure – but he would always be home for her.


“Never,” he whispered. “I would never betray you. I had this
special evening planned. I wanted to tell you – things.”


“What things?” She shivered against his chest.


“Let’s go inside. You’re freezing.”


“Tell me.” She looked up at him. “I need to hear what you
were going to tell me. I need you to erase the image of her in your arms.”


“It wasn’t like that. Please, you have to believe me.”


“I do, but I still thought it.” Elyse trusted Logan, but the
image of a naked Cora in his bed haunted her. “I want to hear what you have to
say.”


“Fine.” He sat down on the bench and pulled her into his
lap. “I wanted to tell you I’m having my attorney draw up papers putting your
name on the inn along with mine. I want you to be my partner.”


“What? Why would you do that?”


“Because I can’t do this without you. I’ve assumed that
you’d stay with me and help me run it, but I never officially asked you.”


She didn’t know what to say. He had stunned her. Of course
she wanted to stay and help him. “Your partner?”


“In every sense of the word, cupcake. Will you stay with me
forever?”


“What are you asking?”


“We’ll need to have a wedding out here after I restore this
old thing.” He nodded up at the gazebo. “Will you marry me here this summer?”


“You want to – marry me?”


He took her hand and pressed it to his lips. “I picked out
the ring, but I won’t have it until next week. I wanted to ask you properly
over Christmas, but I couldn’t wait.”


“I don’t know what to say.”


“I’m hoping it’ll be a yes. I know I’m rushing you, but I
can’t wait. I’ve fallen deeply, madly in love with you.”


“You – love me?” she squeaked through new tears.


“Yes.” He brushed his lips against hers. “You took me by
surprise. When you showed up here that night, I thought you’d stay a day or
two. I never expected to fall so fast and so hard.”


“Me either.” She kissed him. “I love you so much.” She
stroked his cheek. “I have ever since that night when we made love on the
couch.”


He smiled. “I felt it that night too, but I wasn’t sure what
was happening. I’ve never been in love before.”


“I want to marry you. I’ve dreamed about running this inn
with you since my first night here. I thought I was being crazy, but I came
here for you. I know I did.”


“I’m glad you did. I needed you.”


“We needed each other.” She hugged him indulging in his
strong hold.


“This is only the beginning.” He held her tighter. “We have
the rest of our lives.”


“To make fantasies into realities.” Something drew her here
that warm night in September and it was the same thing that had made her stay.
A force she never fully understood until now. Him.


“At Pleasure Inn.”
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