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Infuriating man! Shana groaned as three more urgent emails appeared 
on her computer screen. All were from her new employer, Justin 
Yates.

She banged three quick replies. I answered all these questions yesterday. 
Gees. Cant this guy read?

Shana had not yet met Justin in the four weeks shed been working for 
him, but she knew about his billionaire status and the fact that hed recently 
inherited the Lux Hotel Chain upon the death of his father, Peter Yates, who 
was rumored to be a tyrant and bully to everyone he met. Shana was beginning 
to fear that Justin might have inherited some of his fathers spurious 
traits along with the hotels.

She no more than thought the worst of her boss, when another email 
shot across her screen. She dropped her face into her hands and splayed 
her fingers across her temple in an attempt to hold her temper at bay. Now 
he wants to cut the staff again? Ive already trimmed the deadwood. Our 
problem is that we need competent staff!

She banged out her reply on the keyboard. Two days ago I emailed 
you precisely the reasons for hiring three managers and those respective 
resumes. Did you receive that recommendation?

She punched the send button and within seconds came his reply, Did 
not.

Shana rolled her eyes and shook a fist at the screen. You are such a 
pain, Justin Yates. She scrolled through her documents to find the file she 
needed to re-attach to her email back to Justin.

I should have asked for more money.

She had barely slept more than four hours a night since coming to work 
at the New York City Lux hotel.

Shed only had her resume out for one week after finishing her job at 
the Plaza Cote dAzur when shed gotten a response from Justin Yates via 
email. They had emailed each other back and forth negotiating her salary and 
benefits until Shana had gotten everything shed wanted. Shana knew that 
revitalizing the Lux Hotels would be the biggest coup of her career. Despite 
the fact that Justins father, Peter Yates had possessed a horrific reputation 
as a heartless bastard, what the Lux Hotels did have in spades was incredible 
locations. In every city they stood, New York, San Francisco, Chicago, 
Denver and Toronto, the Lux hotels had been built over a hundred years ago 
when those cities were bustling but land was still attainable. Today, their 
prime locations were worth tens of billions of dollars.

Shana clearly understood what she wanted to believe was Justin Yates 
passion to cling to the hotels. Being born to parents who ran a rustic inn in 
Sedona, Arizona just north of Oak Creek Canyon, shed lived and breathed 
the hotel, inn-keeping mind-set all her life. Her mother and her father, until 
his death, had taught her that caring for other people during the difficult 
times of travel and even to give a bit of respite in troubled lives, was a noble 
mission. She had always felt privileged to work in the hotel industry. Shana 
knew that if shed been born a Yates, she would have moved heaven and 
earth to retain the historic buildings for future generations.

However, eradicating the disparaging, caustic reputation of Peter Yates 
from the minds of the media and most Americans whod read stories about 
Peter in Vanity Fair magazine and every newspaper including USA Today, 
would take a miracle. Even though it was through emails, Shana had convinced 
the new heir to the Lux chain, Justin, that she was indeed, a miracle 
worker.

She was just about to turn off her computer, when she received an alert 
that she had another new email. She punched up her mailbox and cringed. 
Justin. Again. Doesnt he ever sleep either?

She read the email requesting a meeting with her the following morning 
nine oclock sharp. Sharp. As in, on-the-dot? As in, assuming I dont know 
what it means to be on time?

Shana frowned. Then scowled. Since coming to the Lux Hotel, shed 
heard a great deal about her new boss as well as his autocratic and obdurate 
father. Justin was apparently a true man-about-town who had enough money to indulge all his whims. This was evidenced by the Lamborghini he 
kept in the hotel garage, the luxuriously appointed penthouse suite he occupied 
when he was in New York and the many luxury vacation trips abroad 
he billed back to the company.

Shana knew that he was a self-made man because shed investigated 
him at the same time she was certain he was checking out her references. 
Shed read a great deal about him, though she still hadnt seen a photograph 
of him. There were portraits of Peter Yates in the hotel offices, but because 
Justin had only recently become the new corporate head, no portraits or 
photographs of him existed on the grounds.

Shana figured he had to be somewhat attractive because his reputation 
as a playboy was often the subject of the staff gossip. Shana had personally 
seen the stack of phone messages from various women he dated each time 
she placed a report on his desk in his absence. Just today shed actually met 
one of his paramours as shed walked out of Justins office. The buxom 
auburn-haired young woman, who teetered on six-inch high heels and wore 
a painted-on purple silk dress, couldnt possibly have had anything more 
substantial than air encased within the confines of her skull.

Is Jus in there? Shed asked with a breathy voice that would have 
given Marilyn Monroe pause.

No, hes away.

Oh, she giggled. I knew that.

Shanas eyebrow clicked up a notch. Really? Then why are you 
here?

I went to his old office off of Wall Street and they told me he was here 
now. I was jes hopinerto leave him a note. Or somepin.

I see, Shana said choking back a chuckle. She didnt know a thing 
about her new boss, but he had to have half a dozen screws loose to even 
spend five minutes with this woman. Maybe you should just give him a 
call on his cell.

Oh, he doesnt like that. Emails either. I tried. He was fierce mad.

Ill bet, Shana grumbled under her breath. Well, good luck.

The woman smiled back her displaying the most perfect teeth shed ever 
seen, but there was no mistaking the forlorn look in her eyes. The young 
woman was truly disappointed.

Maybe she has some attributes, Shana thought kindly as the young 
woman looked down at the floor then to the door as if not knowing where 
to go. Suddenly, Shana felt sorry for her. Would you like me to give him a 
message for you? Shana offered.

The red head flashed her a friendly, grateful smile. At that moment, 
Shana saw what Justin must have seen in her. She was sweet. And Shana 
liked her.

Oh, thank you smuch! Could you just tell him that Kimmie was here. 
And tell him I said thanks.

Sure. Shana was dying to know what she was thankful about, but she 
didnt dare get that personal. Plus, she didnt really want to know all that 
much about her new boss, either. In New York, he was considered a player. 
He used women like tissues and tossed them away just as easily. His lack 
of commitment to a woman was often likened to his lightening fast ability 
to buy and sell stocks within a few minutes time. Justin didnt stick with 
anything for long. He traded off his women like he traded his stock.

Justin Yates was precisely the kind of man Shana wanted as little to do 
with as possible. That was why, thus far, her job as his employee suited her 
just fine. They had only an email relationship. Justin was doing his thing 
and she was free to get down to business and take care of building her 
careers sterling reputation.

Shana believed that the feather in her cap of turning the Lux Hotels into 
strong profit making centers would make her a star in the industry.

She heard the click on the computer that alerted her to another 
incoming email.

Justin, she groaned to herself. She read the email.

Send a confirmation about the meeting tomorrow. J. it read.

Testy. Testy. It had only been sixty seconds since hed sent the last 
email. Her anger spiked. If this was any indication of what she was going to 
be facing now that she was about to meet Justin, perhaps shed jumped too 
soon into this job. She took a deep breath and calmed herself.

Shana hit the Reply button on her computer to send a confirmation to 
Justin.

The second she hit the Send button, the networking window popped 
up on her screen. Glad you are on-line, Justin had replied. Do you have 
newest bids from Allied Construction?

I do. Shana typed. I thought we were going with Silver City 
Construction for the New York property.

I have not confirmed that. Tell me you have not sent out contracts.

Shanas jaw dropped. He thinks Im an utter idiot!

Her fingers flew across the board in stern, purposeful strikes. I have 
never taken it upon myself to make such decisions without the owners and 
the boards approval. Ever. I would not start now. I will have all necessary 
paperwork ready for your perusal at the meeting tomorrow.

Nine oclock sharp. Justin replied and signed off.

Sharp. Shana stuck out her tongue at the screen.
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Ive havent even met my new Director and shes making me absolutely 
crazy, Justin Yates growled as he banged his fingers against his Blackberry 
keys.

Trent Wellington shot Justin an exasperated look. He grabbed the 
Blackberry out of Justins hands.

Hiring Shana Jackson is the best decision youve ever made, Justin, 
Trent said carefully handing the Blackberry back to his billionaire friend 
and client. Confidently, he slid a thick manila file folder into his briefcase.

Shes costing me a fortune, Justin Yates grumbled as he surveyed the 
stack of construction bids on his New York City flagship hotel and then 
handed them to Trent for his perusal. Justin looked down at the latest cryptic 
text message from Shana stating that she had readjusted the figures on the 
on the new heating and cooling system. Look at this. Another million dollars 
because she didnt do her job right the first time.

Would you calm down? She told us the figures were not exact. It 
happens.

Justin pursed his lips tightly and then exhaled strongly through his nostrils. 
He kept silent in order to check his anger while he listened to his friend 
and good counsel.

Just remember that Shana Jackson single-handedly put the Shellingham 
Geneva Hotel back on the map, not to mention being responsible for the 
turnaround in the Plaza Cote dAzur. Shes a genius when it comes to turning 
non-performing properties into gold mines. Shes the best of the best.

Shes also the reason Ive been half-way around the world trying to 
find the capital to fund her refurbishing and marketing costs. Justin rubbed 
his weary eyes and stretched his aching neck. He looked up at the airline 
departure board to check on their flight status from Beijing back to the 
United States.

Trent stood up and planted his feet shoulder width apart and stared down 
at his intractable boss. Let me remind you, they are your refurbishing costs. 
Then he took a deep breath. Maybe this isnt for me to say, but weve been 
together for over a decade, so I think that gives me some leeway here.

Here it comes again, the Justin youve got straw for brains speech.

Hey, when we were at Harvard and rooming together, you listened to 
me all the time.

Thats because you could get girls faster than anyone Ive ever met.

Thats right. I helped you out then and Im helping you this time, 
Trent said with firm conviction.

I didnt need all that much help, as I remember, Justin replied sarcastically. 
Once I got my feet wet, I swam pretty darn well and hard, he 
said remembering the steady stream of co-eds that he dated briefly and then 
moved on quickly after becoming bored and impatient with their overly 
possessive attitudes. Justin knew that most of the girls he was attracted to 
saw his famous family name and instantly started doodling their name in 
front of his before the first date was over. Justin had great plans for his life 
and none of those plans including being a catch for a social climber.

Need I remind you that you are under the gun here, buddy? Your 
fathers Will specifically stated that you have to increase the chains profits 
by a minimum of fifteen percent in one year or the entire kit and caboodle 
goes on the auction block and the money goes to charity? And why would 
he do that?

Plain and simple. He wants me to prove that Im worthy to take on the 
chain.

Youve proven to half the world that youre successful.

Ah! Justin held up his index finger. But not in hotels. Its a different 
animal, he said looking down at another text from Shana Jackson.

Ive heard horror stories about your father for years, including the ones 
you told me in college. I guess I just didnt want to believe a parent could 
be that belligerent and demanding.

Yeah, Justin sighed morosely. Raking, his hand through his hair, it felt 
like his nerves were on fire all the way from his scalp to the end of his hair. 
His fathers Will had come as a shock to him. A big shock.

Justin had been a very late-in-life child to his father and his new wife, 
Jeanine. Justins mother had died of cancer when he was ten. She had been 
his sole comfort all his life. She was the kind of loving and giving person 
that all children should have. His father, Peter Yates, was exactly the opposite. 
Cold-hearted, distant and single-minded, his father lived to work. Once 
Jeanine was dead, any joy his father had experienced in his life died with 
her.

Justins father was trapped in the past and that included his business 
practices and the way he thought his hotels should be run.

When Justin graduated from Harvard he begged his father to let him take 
over the hotels and his father adamantly refused. Not only was Peter not 
ready to hand over the reins, but Peter thought Justin was irresponsible and 
far too focused on being a playboy. Peter wanted Justin to settle down and 
take life and his career seriously, which included getting married. Only then 
would Peter believe that Justin was responsible enough to take on the heavy 
task of running the Lux Hotel Chain. Justin thought his fathers demands 
were lunacy and said so. He had no intention of giving up his single lifestyle 
just to appease his father.

Their argument had been heated and turned very ugly. It ended when 
Justin slammed out of the house, promising never to see his father again. 
Justin struck out on his own. He went to Wall Street and became an investment 
banker. He worked his tail off and was not shy about using his family 
name to his advantage. Though he never had his fathers backing, his initial 
clients didnt know that. They trusted Justin and it paid off for them and 
him. In a decade, Justin was close to a billionaire.

That fact and the fact that he had never married had made his father 
royally angry. His fathers only course of action to elicit proof of Justins stability was to create a provision in his Will demanding that Justin marry 
within a year of his death. Though Peter was dead, he was still holding very 
tightly onto the reins of Justins life.

Unfortunately for Justin, he had long harbored one secret ambition and 
that was to one day own the nearly century old hotel chain that Justins 
great-grandfather had founded, The Lux Hotel Chain.

Despite all his work on Wall Street and the name hed made for himself, 
all Justin had ever wanted was to run the hotels.

The problem was that though Justin was the best there was when it 
came to balance sheets and investments, he had not spent the last ten years 
learning the hotel business. His secret dream was the ambition of a lonely 
child. He didnt know how to market, advertise or expand the hotel business. 
He didnt know if he should or should not shut down food and beverage. 
He didnt know how to manage the staff and he didnt know what 
other people looked for in a luxury hotel. He only knew what he liked and 
that didnt count for much when millions of dollars were at stake.

In the past three weeks since his fathers death, Justin had been going 
through a crash course in hotel management, and he was being taught by his 
new Director of Operations, Shana Jackson.

Justin didnt understand that hotel staff personnel were a nation unto 
their own, though hed read this in one of Shana Jacksons first emails. She 
had told him that each and every person on staff was essentially a caregiver. 
It was critical that the staff understood that the patrons walking in 
the hotel front doors were often sleep-deprived, hungry and irritable from 
jet-lag or traffic. Good staff understood that they needed to act as quickly 
as emergency room attendants to their guests. Saving sanity was part of the 
mission of a great hotel.

Justin hadnt known any of this. He hadnt met Shana Jackson yet, but 
she was already becoming indispensable in many ways. Unfortunately, she 
had submitted initial renovation budgets that called for tens of millions 
of dollars to be spent to completely overhaul every property in the chain 
starting with the New York City hotel first. Justin had known updating was 
necessary, but he was shocked at the kind of expansive changes Shana adamantly 
believed were necessary to not only compete but to thrive in the 
future.

When Justin had gone to the credit markets in the United States for a 
loan, they had turned him down flat. They thought several of the hotels 
should be demolished and the land sold. The idea that his familys legacy 
could wind up as a parking lot not only saddened Justin, but it angered him 
to no end.

He looked at Trent. I never thought I would be caught between the 
proverbial rock and a hard place.

You could have put up your own cash for the renovations. Lord knows 
youre set for a couple lifetimes, Trent offered looking down at his shoes. 
He knew Justins response before he closed his mouth.

With these last figures from Shana, the budget totals well over my portfolios 
worth, Justin explained.

Trent took a deep breath. So, buddy. Youve got this first round of 
financing secured here in Beijing.

Justin nodded solemnly and then rubbed his weary blue eyes. I did. 
However, I dont like shelling out a half a point higher interest than anyone 
else is paying. Still, it was that or walk away empty handed. They should be 
real damn happy.

Hey, half the businessmen I know would love to trade shoes with you, 
pal. Its not so bad.

Yeah.

So, you said Shanas been giving you solid pointers about the business. 
And even though you dont like it, you didnt turn down her ideas about the 
renovations. You must believe that her ideas are sound and that they will 
work.

Justin sucked in a huge breath. I do. Frankly, Ive believed the same 
thing for a long time. Anyone who looks at the hotels can see how dated 
they are. It didnt take a genius to figure that out.

So, why are you so angry with her?

Im notexactly.

Trent eyed him sharply surveying his friends face. I get it. Shes 
smarter than you, huh? Thats whats got your goat.

Justin smiled impishly and nodded. Ah, but I was smart enough to 
hire her. Its just that shes knowledgeable about something I should have 
forced myself to take the time to learn years ago. Its my own fault and I know better. I should have seen this day coming and prepared for it. I was 
too angry at my father. I had to prove to myself that I could make it without 
him.

Yeah, that pride thing. Bitter pill. Took many of them myself.

Trent wasnt saying anything Justin hadnt already told himself over the 
past weeks. Despite all his success, hed allowed anger and pride to steer 
his course, when he should have looked further into the future. After all, his 
father was bound to die sometime. The thing was, Justin, in his youth and 
inexperience, had imagined that as contentious and bull-headed as Peter 
was, it would have been just like him to live forever.

Justin swiped his hand over his face, felt his beard stubble and rubbed it 
thoughtfully. Have you met her?

Who? Shana? Yeah.

Whats she like?

Pretty, I guess. Very buttoned up. Too much glasses and uptight clipped 
up hair for me, but shes razor sharp, man. Brilliant.

Thats been my impression. No nonsense. Exact. Her recommendations 
have been dead-on.

Trent lifted his head back, opened his mouth and his eyes opened as the 
dawn came. I get it. She actually is smarter than you.

Justin scowled. Possibly.

So, use her. Suck her brains dry, get all her input to make yourself look 
good.

Justin smiled wanly and nodded. That thought had crossed my mind.

Trent rocked back on his heels satisfied. So, that handled, what are you 
going to do about the other part of your fathers Will?

Justin stared at his best friend. Ive been trying to ignore that.

I get that. Trent smiled. Getting married in a year cant be all that 
hard. Want me to help? Trent laughed raucously and then seeing the stern, 
withering look in Justins icy blue eyes, he instantly stopped and planted a 
serious look on his face.

Justin glared at Trent. I told you that in confidence.

Trent looked around at the terminal filled with native Chinese. I think 
your secrets safe. They dont parlez Anglaise.

Justins eyes tracked from Trents face to the people around him. I 
cant marry just anybody. She has to be intelligent, mannered, caring, sweet, 
thoughtful, beautiful, sexy would be good.

Yeah, thats my favorite.

Justins gaze wandered past the glass window to where the airliner sat 
outside and up to the blazingly crystal blue sky and the puffy white clouds 
they would soon fly above. The thing is, with all the women Ive known 
and dated, Ive never met the girl of my dreams.

Thats because she doesnt exist. Trent cleared his throat as he stepped 
out on that personal limb he seldom ventured onto when it came to Justin. 
Look, Justin. You never really got hooked into a woman because youve 
got this ideal person up on a pedestal and none of us find That Girl. We all 
settle for someone we can have. Thats how it works.

Not for me, Justin ground out his conviction through clenched teeth.

So then tell me, why work so blasted hard to save this chain when you 
arent going to fulfill the second proviso of the Will anyway?

Ill find a way around it, Justin replied looking Trent squarely in the 
eye. I have lawyers working on it as we speak. Theyll find a loophole. 
Theres always a loophole.

Yeah? Funny. I thought your father hired Bernstein and Goldman 
because they drew up iron-clad contracts.

Justin bit the inside of his cheek to keep his frustration in check. I 
found a guy who is better. Leon Turnbull.

Trent saw the fire in Justins usually cool eyes. He took a half step back 
and shrugged his shoulders. Wow. Hes the best. Glad to hear it. So, thats 
not a problem.

No.

Just then they heard the announcement that their section was boarding. 
Justin rose and gathered his briefcase and carry on.

Trent walked alongside Justin as they handed their boarding passes and 
passports to the gate attendant. They thanked the man and entered the jet 
way.

Justin, I was thinking that if this Shana is giving you all these great 
pointers about the hotel business, if I were you, I would do everything in my power to make that woman happy so that she never goes to the competition 
again.

Anything?

Hell, Id even marry her, Trent said taking his seat near the window.

Youre nuts. Ive only emailed her and left instructions through my 
staff for her. I havent even talked to her on the phone.

Justin sat down in the aisle seat, which he preferred because his legs 
were so long and he could stretch out a bit more.

Trent took out his eye mask and stuck a pillow behind his head. Youre 
right. It was a dumb idea. Well, buddy, see you in the US. Trent pulled the 
eye mask over his eyes shutting out the world.

Justin stared at Trent wishing he could simply put on a mask and close 
out the world like that. Instead, he knew that sleep for him would not come 
for a long time. Not until he figured out a way to a break his fathers Will, 
secure his hotels, and make his childhood dreams come true.
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Youre naked! Shana shrieked at the thoroughly ripped, dark haired 
Adonis, as she stepped through the cloud of steam toward the tiled 
seat area in the womens steam room. She was so startled that she didnt 
realize shed inadvertently dropped the luxurious Turkish cotton towel 
shed loosely wrapped around her.

The man stared at Shana, drinking in every inch of her luscious curves. 
She was tall with perfectly formed long legs, a very small waist and quite 
ample breasts. Her skin was creamy and unmarked by any blemishes except 
for a sprinkle of freckles across the tops of her softly curving shoulders. Her 
honey blonde hair was fastened at her nape with a clip but several tendrils 
had escaped and formed a glistening golden halo around her heart shaped 
face. Electric green eyes stared back at him in horror.

A bemused but slightly wicked smile parted his full lips. So are you, 
he said in a deep, velvety voice that oozed sexuality.

Even through the clouds of steam, Shana could see his crystal blue eyes 
searing into her. His surprise was quickly supplanted by appreciation and 
then she most definitely saw interest.

So stunned by his presence, her mind didnt register what he was saying 
to her. She couldnt take her eyes off the man. In all her life, shed never 
seen anyone as gorgeous as the hunk of masculinity sitting only a few feet 
away from her. He had very broad shoulders, six-pack abs, powerful thighs 
and calves and biceps so well defined she discerned that he must be an 
athlete of some type. He reminded her of the Olympians who spent their 
lifetimes in training. That, or he was a model, she thought. With a strong 
square jaw line, deep set blue eyes and thick, nearly black hair that fell in a 
clump over his forehead, he was just too beautiful to be real.

Hes gotta be gay, she thought. Theres no way a woman could be so 
lucky as to stumble onto a prince like this.

Watching her with pure delight, he unbent from the crouched position 
he was in with his elbows on his knees and straightened. He leaned his back 
against the white tiled wall and continued to stare at her.

Shanas mind was filled with the glorious sight of his well-defined body 
and with dreamy visions of what it would be like to be held naked against 
that powerful chest.

I said, youre naked, he chuckled and let his eyes skim down from her 
breasts, across her flat belly to the triangle between her legs.

Feeling his gaze like a hot laser, Shana finally realized she had dropped 
her towel. Oh, my God! Frantically, she bent and retrieved her towel and 
held it in front of her. Fidgeting, she tried to wrap it around her, but her fingers 
had somehow gone numb, pretty much like her mind. She dropped the 
edge of the towel twice more before finally affixing it so that her torso was 
once again hidden from his view.

What a pity, he said.

Excuse me?

That youre covered, he said pointing to the towel and allowing a 
trifle-too-mischievous chuckle escape his lips. Youre one of those people 
who should belong to a nudist colony, he said. Perfection.

Thank you. Shana squirmed, but only slightly, feeling his sensual 
tones tumble into her ears and somehow, incredulously, ignite something 
in the pit of her stomach that made her want to cross her legs, or scratch an 
itch. Shana didnt know exactly what she was experiencing because shed 
always been a mind-over-matter person. Always totally and exceedingly in 
control of every aspect of her life, Shana prided herself on being on-point 
in every situation. Mr. Gorgeous had flipped on a switch she didnt allow to 
be turned on unless shed consciously and judiciously made the decision to 
do so. Shana had always told herself and everyone in her life that she didnt 
like surprises. Especially bad ones.

She hadnt decided yet if Mr. Gorgeous was a good surprise or a bad 
surprise.

Leaning his head against the wall and shooting her with another appreciative 
look, he said, Youre very beautiful.

Thank you, she said taking a step closer to him. She had the overwhelming 
urge to touch him, to make certain he wasnt a mirage. There was still the chance that she was hallucinating due to the past month of non-stop 
work and less than three hours of sleep at night and little food. Sleep deprivation. 
Hypoglycemia attack. That had to be the answer to her lack of motor 
skills and dexterity at the moment.

This is the womens steam room, she said finally finding her voice. 
Despite the moisture in the room, her mouth had gone suddenly dry and the 
words scratched over her tongue as if stuck by Velcro.

I know. I was told the mens steam room was under construction.

Its closed, yes.

I was told that I could use this room. Its supposed to be closed as 
well.

It is closed. But I dont get why you are here?

Justin was stunned by the ravishing beauty in front of him. Hed seen 
his fair share of naked women in his life, but there had never been anything 
to compare with this woman.

She was looking at him with intense indignation as if he were the trespasser. 
And he liked her sense of authority. She had a fire about her that he 
didnt want to staunch. He also didnt want to tell her that he owned the 
hotel, which would undoubtedly set off the expected reaction he always 
got when the truth was out. For many reasons he didnt want this woman 
to wind up being like all the rest and want him for a myriad of things, all of 
which had nothing to do with Justin, himself.

He wanted the charade to continue.

Who told you that you could come in here? she demanded.

Justin kept a steady gaze latched on her scrumptious body. Mischievously, 
he wanted to see how far he could take things. His name is Yates.

Youre kidding, Shana exhaled realizing that the gesture did nothing 
to ease the tension she was feeling in her entire body as she continued to 
stare at Mr. Gorgeous. He was so easy in his body, leaning against the wall, 
with only a towel draped across his crotch. He crossed his legs and when he 
did so, she got a clear shot of his gluteus maximus that flexed and stretched 
and promised of wicked things to be done should she pursue that course.

Justin Yates? How do you know him? she asked with her tongue stuck 
to the roof of her mouth. What she wouldnt give for an icy cold bottle of 
water.

Oh, he and I are very close. Do you know him? Justin replied.

No, Shana replied quickly not wanting to talk about anyone or anything 
with this man other than themselves. Ive never met him.

He owns the hotel here, he said.

I read that, she said taking a few steps closer and then sitting on the 
seat several very safe inches away from him.

Justin noticed that she clung to the knot in her towel just above her left 
breast as if to lose the hold would be the death of her. He bit back a smile of 
amusement. Busy guy, sounds like.

Being his friend you probably know him very well, she said looking 
down at her knees that were already covered in sweat and steam.

Justin couldnt resist the temptation to bait her even further. Ours isa 
business relationship.

Oh, she nodded. So you must know him from his Wall Street days.

Wall Street days? His father had only been dead a month and already 
his life was being sectioned off into the old and the new? He hadnt 
realized that taking over the hotels would re-define him. Her comment gave 
him considerable pause. What was he doing taking on an industry he didnt 
understand? Justin fidgeted and re-positioned the towel across his middle.

She was looking up at him with gleaming green eyes. There was absolutely 
no guile in her face and when Justin probed her face, he realized that 
not since his mother, had he seen a woman look at him like this. For far too 
long, every woman hed met had wanted something from him. If it wasnt 
sex, it was money or his name or his baby. Everyone he knew wanted a 
piece of him. But right here, right now, for this strange suspension in time, 
this woman, thought he was someone else and she didnt want anything.

Damn the bad luck, he thought. For once he would have liked it if a 
woman just wanted him for sex.

Shana didnt know precisely at what millisecond the conversation 
between them moved from getting to know you to sex, but she could see it 
clearly in Mr. Gorgeous eyes.

She felt herself blush and rightfully so. She should have been blushing 
crimson red from hairline to toes. Shed dropped her towel and hed seen 
everything. Once shed gotten over the shock of his presence, shed almost 
forgotten that fact.

But facts were fact.

The real problem here was that Shana couldnt take her eyes off him 
anymore than he could not look at her. For the first time in her life she 
actually wondered what it would be like to shed her analytical, borderline 
anal-retentive nature and run wild. Run free. To think about no one else but 
Shana. What would that be like? She couldnt even think back to a time 
when such an urge had ever come over her. Shed always been the responsible 
one. Shed thought through every decision shed ever made and every 
response that had ever come out her mouth. Now, the only thing she wanted 
to do with her mouth was plant it on top of his.

It was all she could do not to reach out and touch his knee and then let it 
move up his massive muscular thigh and pull herself up to him.

A vision of being trapped between his legs, his mouth on hers and her 
hand raking through his thick black hair caused her to choke.

Then she coughed. And coughed again.

You okay? Justin asked.

She nodded in three quick jerky nods. Steam. Makes my throat 
constrict.

Justin smiled. Its the same for me, he said in such sensuous tones, 
Shana felt light-headed.

Justin leaned over very close to her. Know what helps?

She shook her head. What?

Mouth to mouth resuscitation. Not waiting for her response, Justin 
impetuously skimmed her soft mouth with his. It was only a brush across 
her lips, but it might as well have been setting a fire to a keg of dynamite. 
Justins head jerked back. He stared down into the goddess eyes. Better? 
he finally croaked out.

Not yet, she said reaching her hand up behind his head and placing 
it gingerly on his nape. She had never felt a shock wave like the one Mr. 
Gorgeous was generating inside her. Tremors of illicit delight raked through 
her body, organ by organ, muscle by muscle until she felt an inferno so 
strong, she thought she would surely perish.

Slowly, she pulled him back to her, keeping her eyes open so that she 
could see the smoldering look she was creating in him. Never in her life 
had she felt such power over another person. She didnt know who Mr.Gorgeous was, nor did she care. All she knew was that she had to know 
what it would be like to really kiss him.

He didnt wait for further instruction. He clamped his full lips over her 
mouth and drank in her sweetness. It was like lightening striking him and he 
felt the thunderbolt throughout his entire body. He parted her lips with his 
tongue and again felt a jolt of electricity.

Shana kissed him back with a hunger that she had never known she 
possessed. Shed been kissed plenty of times, but there had never been anything 
this exciting or explosive. She took him inside her, stroking his tongue 
with her own. Though the duel of their eager tongues relaxed into a slower 
dance, the fire inside her did not fade but continued to flame and burn higher 
and higher.

She didnt remember to breathe and she didnt care. Her lungs burned, 
her muscles tensed and every vein, nerve and cell in her body craved more 
from him.

She sank her fingers into his hair and then placed her hands on his face 
holding him so that he could not escape. She heard a deep guttural nearly 
animal-like moan from deep within his throat. She knew shed never heard 
anything so sexy, so satisfying in her life.

Justin placed his hands on either side of the goddess face when he broke 
from the kiss. Her eyes were closed when he looked down on her and her 
long blonde eyelashes fluttered against her cheeks. She was completely and 
utterly under his spell. He kissed her forehead, her eyelids, her cheeks and 
the tip of her nose before capturing her mouth again.

Justin had no idea what had come over him, but at this moment all he 
wanted to do was go on kissing this woman again and again. She was just 
the right mixture of aggressive and submissive hed always wanted. And 
she tasted like heaven.

His tongued plunged again and again into her honeyed interior and with 
each thrust he felt himself getting hard. With hot steam slaking down his 
chest and back, he pulled her closer into him. He had to feel her skin against 
his or he would go crazy.

He placed his hands on her back and despite the layer of wet steam, he 
knew hed never felt skin as soft as hers. He eased himself closer, and with 
his strong arms, he pulled her into him at the same time. Encased in his arms, her hands now clinging to his shoulders, he knew she was as deeply 
into the kiss, into the passion they were creating as he was.

Slowly he relinquished himself from the internal anguish he was building 
inside himself. Who taught you to kiss like that? he asked.

No one, she breathed and finally lifted her eyelids to look longingly 
into his eyes. It just felt like the right thing to do.

Oh, it is. Believe me, it is, he groaned and pulled her into his chest. 
He rubbed his lips across her mouth igniting sparks of tingling electricity 
inside her.

Shana ached to feel her bare breasts on his chest. She wanted to know 
what it would be like to feel her nipples against the mat of dark hair on 
his chest. Just the thought of their kiss moving into something more profound, 
more thrilling, caused her nipples to go hard. All she had to do was 
release the errant towel, which earlier had appeared to have a mind of its 
own anyway. She could plead ignorance. Or she could tell him the truth, that 
she had pulled the towel down herself. She could tell him that she needed 
more of him.

She didnt know what precisely had happened but mysteriously, her 
wish was suddenly fulfilled. She crushed her bare breasts against him and 
heard that deep guttural groan escape his lips.

Was he panting?

Was he losing control? Was it possible she was doing this to this incredibly 
gorgeous man? When had she become so adept at seduction?

Justin was losing his mind. His erection was so hard and stiff and full 
that he thought his brain would implode. He couldnt stand it much longer. 
He would have to take her and that was a complete impossibility. She was a 
stranger, and yet, she felt and tasted so familiar as if they had lived before. 
He had to end this. He should. He absolutely should. But first

Justin clamped his mouth against hers once more and indulging his 
sexual impulses, he splayed his hand over her full breast luxuriating in the 
soft flesh that spilled over his huge hands. The heat inside him was at an 
inferno pitch. The slamming sound he heard in his head was clearly from 
the jackhammering pulse his heart was beating out just to stay functional. 
Five more minutes of this bliss and hed be dead.

He had to admit it, she was too much for him.

Shana placed her hands against his muscular chest and regretfully but 
ever-so-slowly pushed herself away from him. The moment she felt air rush 
between her breasts and his chest, she felt a fleeting moment of sadness, 
of near grief for the ending of the beauty shed felt only a moment ago. 
Suddenly, she understood the meaning of longing. She had felt safe being 
held by him, and she shouldnt have.

Shana let her arms slip away from him and she pulled up her towel to 
cover herself once again. She was stunned at the unthinkable abandon shed 
just performed. Shana had never done a single risky thing in her life. Shed 
paid all her parking tickets, never indulged herself in too much ice cream 
no matter how tempting the flavor, never intentionally said a hurtful thing 
to another person even if they deserved it and she had never, ever made the 
initial move toward a manever. But here she was, practically raping this 
total stranger.

No question about it, shed lost her mind. Early onset Alzheimers. That 
was it. Absolutely brought about by a rare sexual hormone imbalance probably 
unknown to medical science, she rationalized.

The man must think Im a harlot!

Overwhelmingly embarrassed, Shanas blush covered her face, throat 
and chest with a crimson blanket.

Still, she thought, he was the most delicious thing shed ever tasted. A 
flash of wicked thought caused her to wonder what the rest of him would 
taste like.

I shouldnt have done that, she said half-heartedly.

Liar. You loved it as much as I did, he said in breathless tones, still not 
quite back down to earth.

I confess. I did.

He slowly eased himself up enough off the seat to tie his towel around 
his middle.

Shana took the opportunity to glance down at him and see his erection. 
She smiled and then instantly checked herself when she realized he had 
caught her looking at him.

Yes. You most definitely aroused me. Being the gentleman that I am, I 
prefer that we save that for our next date.

Next date?

I would say this counts as number one.

Shana looked shocked. She didnt have time for dates. In fact she hadnt 
had time for most of the men shed met on the job and off for months. At 
least not since she and Karl Heilmann, the owner of the Shellingham Geneva 
Hotel broke up. Was that really two years ago already? Karl had wanted her 
solely for her genius at turning his hotel around. He thought they would 
become a mega-power in the hotel industry. He wanted to build a chain to 
rival the Four Seasons. He believed that Shana was his ticket to fame.

Shana had learned her lesson the hard way and fast. She would never 
trust her heart again to anyone she worked with or worse, worked for. She 
was her own woman building her own reputation.

Oh, I dont think she started when he put his fingers over her lips 
again.

Shana shivered when he touched her. It was a simple enough gesture. 
She shouldnt have responded so vehemently, but there was no question 
that his touch shot shards of lightening straight down to the pit of her belly. 
If he touched any single part of her body right now, she would climax. She 
just knew it.

II could get into trouble for this, Shana said, looking around the 
steam room sheepishly toward the door. For the first time she realized that 
they could have been interrupted. What if one of the other employees had 
decided to use the off-limits steam room just as she had? What if Justin 
himself had walked in? She would have been humiliated.

Really? Hows that?

I, er, work here. Thisthis is very embarrassing, she stumbled. Ive 
never done anything like this before.

You what? Justin felt his blood chill.

I work here, she said touching her finger to her lips. But I wont tell 
if you wont.

Justin swallowed. In what position? he asked.

Director of Operations, Shana said proudly. Then she looked at the 
startled expression on Mr. Gorgeous face. To reassure him she said, Look, 
I absolutely promise I wont say anything to anyone.

He just stared at her with a hard, but stricken look.

Shana felt the room go cold. The slacking steam down her breasts 
and back felt like frigid winter rain. Then it hit her. Yourenot a guest 
here.

He shook his head.

Who are you?

Justin Yates.

Shana gaped at him and her eyes bowled wide open. She felt like she 
was facing the mongrel hoard. Justin Yates. She forced her mind to register 
all pertinent data. This was the playboy who used women as if they were 
entertainment. From the staff shed learned that he had always had streams 
of women that he saw once and discarded them. The former Director of 
Operations, Felicity Cummings, had kept a log of Justins women. Shana 
had actually seen the log when shed taken the job over from Felicity. It had 
names, dates and lengths of stays in the penthouse. He was the womanizer 
of all womanizers.

And he was her boss.

Worst of all, he had lied to her. Hed pretended to be someone he was 
not. He was the very worst of his own wretched reputation. All the things 
shed heard about Justin had to be true.

Shana felt as if the earth had opened up and sucked her into its core. Her 
entire life was over. Shed just sabotaged her hard-won and hard-fought for 
career all for a kiss.

She could never work for him now. She had embarrassed herself and 
now she was just another one of his many female conquests. She had only 
one course of action.

Youll have my resignation in the morning.

Justin was stunned. Hed just wanted to have a bit of fun. His emotions 
had spiked to the ceiling only moments ago with their torrid kiss, but now, 
he felt as if he were crawling under the tile floor, he was so low.

You cant quit, he said firmly.

Shana bolted to her feet nearly losing her towel once again. You lied 
to me!

I didnt lie.

Yes, you did. You said you were Justins friend.

No, I said we were close.

Same thing, bastard! She shook her fist at him, wanting, willing it to 
land on his powerful chest, but for some reason her hand would not obey 
and it just hung there, riveted in mid-space.

Miss Jackson! he shouted hoping to calm her down. Lets discuss 
this.

What? Talk? I told you, I quit! Shana shouted back with exactly the 
same resonance to her voice that he had displayed.

She spun on her heel and trounced out of the steam room and just as she 
swung the door open, her towel dropped again.

Justin got a clear view of the most luscious backside hed ever seen and 
groaned.

Shana whipped the towel over her arm, turned toward him and let him 
see a full frontal view. Her smirk seared through the steam and mist, challenging 
him. Her green eyes were like jade on fire. Ill hand in my resignation 
tomorrow at our meeting. And dont forget, its at nine oclock sharp!

She walked away and the steam room door closed.

Justin stood amidst the whorls of steam, raked his hand through his 
thick hair and wondered what had just happened to himand to his hotel.






CHAPTER THREE
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Twisting herself into a cocoon of white sheets, Shana fought the dream 
images of Justin Yates as violently as she did in the waking state. 
Knowing the sweet pressure of his lips on hers, she dreamed of what his lips 
would feel like on every part of her body. When the intensity of the dream 
became too unbearable, she forced herself to wake up and end the torture.

Shana looked at the clock. It was two forty-five in the morning and 
shed only fallen asleep less than one hour ago.

I need sleep. Lots of it. Tomorrow, er, today is probably going to be 
the point of no return for me, she grumbled to herself as she swung her 
long legs over the side of the bed. She stared at her bare feet. She needed a 
pedicure.

I need my head examined is what I need, she berated herself. She 
rose and tip toed past the open door to her roommate, Cate Tropezs, bedroom 
where Cate slept in a sprawled position of total surrender to the 
netherworld.

Shana exhaled deeply. She would give anything to be like Cate, creative, 
artistic and independently wealthy enough to have no worries about her 
career or her financial future. Cate was a Boston trust-fund baby who was 
stretching her wings by trying to become the worlds next famous artist.

Shana headed straight for the kitchen. She opened the freezer door of 
the stainless steel double door refrigerator. In times of crisis there is only 
one solution that has served mankind in the positive. Ice cream. Hmm. 
I think she pondered gazing at pints of strawberry, peppermint stick, 
coconut almond fudge and chubby hubby. Definitely coconut almond 
fudge.

She took a large spoon from the silverware drawer and stood at the sink, 
drowning her sorrows in the dark kitchen.

Shana licked the creamy, thick ice cream from the spoon and then 
plunged into the pint again when the kitchen light went on.

Its as bad as all that? Cate asked standing sleepy eyed in the doorway 
dressed in white cotton pajamas with tiny Scotty dogs printed on the fabric. 
She pointed at the pint of chocolate ice cream. Ive never seen you go for 
the coconut almond fudge at night. I figured you for the strawberries and 
cream after all you told me at dinner.

Shana looked at Cate sheepishly. I didnt tell you all the story about 
Justin.

Cate went to the freezer, pulled out the peppermint stick pint and dug 
in. Okay, Spill.

Theres the part about my resignation that I sort of left out, Shana 
said staring down at the hunk of almond surrounded by glistening dark, 
dark chocolate. Shana put the lid on the ice cream and placed it back in the 
freezer. When I met JustinI was naked.

Cate choked. What? Her eyes ballooned into saucers and a very mischievous 
smile spread across her lips. She jumped up onto the counter and 
dangled her feet, tossing the pint into the sink. Placing her hands on the 
counters edge she leaned forward. If her ears had pricked, Shana wouldnt 
have been surprised. Cate had always loved a good story and she especially 
loved scandalous stories that involved people she actually knew.

I didnt know it was him. I went to the steam room after work because 
I was so uptight dealing with all his emails and demands. Honestly, he

Get to the naked part, Cate urged excitedly.

Shana went on to tell Cate everything that happened during her close 
encounter of the first kind with Justin.

When she had finished, Cate leaned back and observed Shana with a 
look of pure envy. Why doesnt this kind of thing ever happen to me? 
Cate whined.

Excuse me? This is precisely the kind of thing that does happen to you. 
It just never happens to me!

Right. I meant thatwell, it hasnt happened to me lately.

Lately? What about that guy, Ricardo you met only ten days ago. You 
two were going at it downstairs on the front steps when I came home from 
work.

Cate threw up her hands. See? It was ten days ago. What happened to 
the time intervening here? I mean, Im losing time here. Ten days! Ill be 
ancient before you know it and what will I have to show for my life? Ten 
days here of wandering in the desert and ten days there. It all adds up, you 
know.

Youre incorrigible, Shana groaned.

I know. But enough about me. You cant sleep which means you are 
still mulling over your loss of temper.

I made a decision to quit, Shana reminded her. I have always thought 
through things and Ive always come up with the best decision for me.

Right, until now, Cate said. Theres no question that youre a genius 
at your job. No one in the world can accomplish as much as you do in 
a single day. Personally, I believe and have believed for some time now, 
at least since we were in college together, that you are an alien. It makes 
me crazy to see you work so long and so hard. Ive searched for some 
Kryptonite to slow you downyou know, to make you more human, but 
Ive come up empty.

Shanas eyes rolled back in her head. Be serious.

I am, Cate said and dug out a huge spoonful of ice cream and smiled 
broadly as she savored it.

The thing that bothers me most is that I fell victim to my own sexual 
urges. I let my body control my brain! Its just unheard of!

For you maybe, Cate said under her breath, but Shana didnt hear 
her.

I have compromised myself personally with Justin and because of that, 
I have to quit my job.

Uh, huh. Cate put the ice cream away and dropped her smile. Shana. 
Do you remember after you landed the job with Lux that you went on the 
internet and posted your new position out there for the world to see? For 
Karl to see?

Shana crossed her arms over her chest and frowned. I was getting my 
revenge. He used me. He hurt me.

He wounded your pride. You were never really in love with him. You 
told me so yourself. Though, I could understand that completely, he was just too much romantic lines and goofy, gooey love notes and way too many 
floral bouquets. I suspected something very smarmy about that guy.

You only met him for one weekend when you came to Geneva last 
spring.

It was a four day weekend, which was seventy-two hours too long to 
be around him for me. I told you that.

And you were right, Shana nodded as she sat in the Bentwood kitchen 
chair. Breaking up with Karl taught me never to let my emotions, my urges 
rule my better judgment. So what does that say about me that Ive let it 
happen again?

That youre human? Cate offered.

It means I have a screw loose!

Thats very possible. It could also mean that this Justin guy is one heck 
of a great kisser.

Shana dropped her face into her hands. He is! Hes like nothing Ive 
ever experienced before. I dont know what I was thinking. But the worse 
thing is that I cant get him or that kiss out of my mind. I cant sleep and boy, 
do I ever need sleep. Im having a hard time concentrating on work. All I 
think about is him. Shana turned to face Cate with near horror in her eyes. 
Cate. I was dreaming about him! Ive never done that.

Really? I do it all the time, Cate bantered good-naturedly.

Shana was on the verge of tears. Would you please be just a tiny bit 
sympathetic here? Im dying.

Cate hopped off the counter and put her hands on Shanas shoulders. 
You arent dying. But you are making the wrong decision by quitting. You 
cant quit. News of you leaving Lux Hotels before the job is done will be 
all over the internet in minutes. Karl will see to it that everyone in Europe 
knows about it. Look, Justin is already a billionaire. He doesnt need your 
genius to shore up his bank account like Karl did. He could care less. Plus 
the guy can hire anything he needs both for his hotel and his personal life. 
You need this job, Shana. If you make the Lux Hotels a success, the victory 
will be yours. Isnt that why you took the job in the first place? To win?

I did, Shana answered reflecting on the sound points Cate was 
making. Thoughtful for a long moment, Shana asked, But what happened to me? Why this guy? And why at this moment would I make such a fool 
of myself?

Random chaos. Its a law of the universe, Cate said with profound 
assurance. Happens all the time. Things are going along pretty fine, just the 
way you like it and boom! The fates blast you with some kind of karmic boomerang. 
Car accident. Loss of a job. Illness. Or in your case, Mr. Gorgeous 
turns out to be your boss whom you have just brazenly seduced.

Shana winced as the entire scene came back to her. Okay. So, I have to 
admit to myself that when Im around Justin, I go brain dead. The only way 
for me to put a stop to my apparent need to risk everything Ive spent my 
entire life working to attain is to never be around him again.

Cate dropped her jaw. Huh?

Shrugging her shoulders and holding up her palms to ward off any further 
discussion from Cate, she said, I see no way out of it. I have to follow 
through with my resignation.

Cate shook her head vehemently and put her hands on her hips. I go on 
record as saying that this is a bad idea. Shana, no guy in this world is that 
magnetic. It just aint possible.

Oh, Shana lifted her head up and down, its more than possible. This 
guyfor me anyway, isbewitching. I cant think when Im around him. I 
have to quit. The way I see it, I would rather take this hit against my career 
now than face the further humiliation I would cause myself by being around 
Justin. If its bad now, it will only get worse. Hes a playboy, Cate. Im 
nothing to him.

Cate exhaled, resolved to the situation. I understand.

Shana looked her best friend straight in the eye and said, I wish I 
did.



****




The minute Shana entered the Lux Hotel lobby, she felt the change. It 
was more than the stunning floral arrangement shed just ordered from a 
florist that charged her less than half of the previous florist. It was more than 
the fact that the extra cleaning staff shed hired kept the crystal chandeliers 
sparkling like diamonds and the marble floors glistening. It was the quick bow and broad genuine smile from the valet, to the doorman to the front 
desk clerk that were different. The very air clicked with electricity. Only 
once before had Shana seen this kind of altered state of change in a staff. It 
was a reveal of the staffs attitude when they knew the captain was at the 
helm. Justin is here, she whispered to herself.

Clearly the staff was proud to work for Justin. Shana couldnt help 
being impressed that Justins charisma had already settled into the bones of 
everyone at the hotel.

Oddly, Shana was struck with a warming sense of pride for all that she 
had accomplished at the hotel in such a short time. She remembered her first 
day when shed taken over from Felicity Cummings. As Felicity had shown 
her around, Shana had fallen in love with the old hotel. Behind the tacky 
smoked mirror tiles and beneath the gaudy carpets, shed felt the bones and 
soul of the old hotel crying out to her to work her magic. It was as if in some 
mystical way, shed been called home. The soaring Edwardian era painted 
ceilings and Art Nouveau wrought iron banisters recalled a more romantic 
age that Shana adored.

In a very short time, the Lux Hotel had come to mean more to her than 
just another project or stepping stone in her career. She could list all the 
logical reasons why she should rethink her resignation, but the truth was 
that the hotel owned her heart.

Shana felt inexorably sad as she walked toward the reservation desk.

Hello, Miss Jackson, the pert young woman behind the desk with the 
wire rimmed glasses and bobbed dark hair said brightly.

Good morning, Susan. Everything going well?

Absolutely, the young woman replied and then attended to the well-dressed 
elderly couple that walked up to the desk.

Shana greeted every person of the lobby staff by first name. Shana prided 
herself on name and face association. She never forgot a face or the name 
that went with it. It was a skill her father had taught her and in the hotel 
business it was indispensable. Her ability to remember hotel guests brought 
those paying customers back to the hotel again and again. It was another 
reason Justin was going to be very sorry to lose her. She could have made 
his coffers quite full, indeed.

Too bad hes such a liar, she said as she walked up the wide, marble 
staircase to the mezzanine floor that housed all the corporate offices.

Justins assistant, forty-five year old Charlotte Thomas, smiled at Shana 
when she walked in. Charlotte was a classic blonde beauty whom Shana 
thought would have had modeling or acting in her background. Charlotte 
had been married for over twenty years to an advertising executive and they 
lived in Greenwich. Charlotte had been Peter Yates loyal assistant for over 
fifteen years. Shana couldnt help but wonder how she was taking Peters 
death and what she really thought about the changes that the Lux hotel was 
undergoing. Now that she was leaving, Shana had the fleeting notion that 
Charlotte might be a good replacement for her.

Good morning, Shana, Charlotte said. Youre right on time. Hes 
waiting for you.

Thanks, Shana replied with a tenuous smile. Suddenly, she felt like she 
was facing a firing squad. The flutters in her belly had turned to tight knots 
and her lips quivered with tension. She sucked in a deep breath, forced her 
fears into the deepest corners of her mind and she tapped on Justins door.

Come, she heard him say.

Shana squared her shoulders and pushed the door open.

Peter Yates office was imperiously large and was purposefully meant 
to swallow up the human beings who dared to venture in. Shana knew this 
because shed seen the 1980 renovation blueprints when Peter had inherited 
the chain from his father. Peter had converted three separate offices into this 
one gigantic space meant to resemble those 1940s Hollywood sound stage 
looking rooms that were always out-of-scale with real life. The furniture 
was Art Deco to the max including quilted leather walls, mahogany shelves 
and black leather club chairs. Shana actually loved the period, but knowing 
the intent of Peters egotistical mind, the room always creeped her out.

Youre prompt, Justin said rising from behind a black lacquered desk 
that was devoid of paperwork but supported not one, but three computer 
screens.

This was the first time Shana had ever seen Justin in this office and she 
was surprised when she realized it suited him. He was dressed in an expensive 
Armani dark blue double buttoned suit, white shirt and a blue and white pin dot tie. She didnt know how it was possible, but Justin looked even 
better in clothes than he did naked.

The vision of Justin in the steam room flashed in Shanas mind like a 
maddening strobe light. In a millisecond her mouth went dry and she could 
barely answer him.

I make it a practice to be on time, she said tersely fighting the temptation 
to chide him about his email remarks to her. Instead, she reached in her 
briefcase and pulled out her resignation letter.

She walked up to his desk and handed him the letter.

Justin held the letter, but didnt look at it. His eyes were on Shana.

She glanced up at him and for a split second while gazing into his blue 
eyes, she almost regretted her decision. Almost.

Please, have a seat, Miss Jackson, he said gesturing toward one of 
the club chairs. Justin waited for Shana to seat herself before taking a seat 
himself.

It was an infinitesimal mannerly gesture, but Shana noticed it. Such 
things spoke volumes to her. It was the kind of thing she tried to teach to 
all her hotel staffs, but it was difficult. Manners and kindness were bred 
throughout childhood. It was Shanas guess that Justin didnt learn these 
bits of politeness from Peter Yates.

Justin looked over the letter, gave Shana a brief smile and then tore 
up the letter into half a dozen pieces and threw them in the waste basket. 
Thats out of the way, he said flatly.

Shanas eyes flew wide open. Ill only write another one.

Holding his palms upward in the air, Justin said, Shana. Lets put the 
past behind us. Pretend that last night didnt happen.

Shana winced. How could she do that? She hadnt been able to think of 
anything but Justin and his riveting kiss ever since. Deep down, she knew 
that the real reason she must leave her job is because hed bewitched her. 
Hed put her under some kind of spell and she needed to break free. You 
lied to me. You pretended to be someone you were not. I cant work for 
someone so untrustworthy, she said clasping her hands tightly in her lap 
and keeping her eyes focused on his.

He cocked his head to the left and returned her firm gaze. I am not 
untrustworthy in any aspect of my business or personal life. It was a joke, 
Shana. Lets let bygones be bygones.

Oh, now I was a joke?

Not you. It. It was a joke, he chuckled.

Justin watched as her ire shot across her eyes. Uh oh. He realized hed 
botched the conversation already. He needed to think fast. Look, Shana, I 
didnt intend to kiss you. That was wrong of me. I apologize.

Then why did you? Shana asked too quickly. The minute the words 
had raced out of her mouth, she bit her tongue. Oh God. Now Ive done it. 
He knows that it meant something to me.

Twice Justin opened his mouth to reply, but instead all he could do was 
stare at her luscious mouth. Because you were irresistible, he replied in 
that same velvety tone she remembered from the steam room.

Shana knew he was thinking about their kiss just as she was and the very 
idea gave her confidence. Perhaps she would win this battle after all.

Justins eyes moved up from her lips to her eyes. Again. I was wrong. 
It wont happen again. I swear. We have a business relationship and thats 
all.

Can I do that? Shana thought. Even here and now, all I want to do is kiss 
him again. Just to make sure that he felt like what I remember. I need to be 
sure that its not all my imagination. Since Im leaving anyway, I could just 
walk over to him, grab his face and kiss him again. Then when its flat and 
emotionless and turns out to be just like any other kiss Ive ever received, 
Ill just walk away. Case closed. Finito.

Ive given the matter my complete attention, Shana. Its imperative 
that right now as we are undergoing so many transitions in our administrative 
procedures and the physical and design changes to the hotel, that we 
maintain calm and trust among the staff first and our shareholders. If you 
were to leave now that your designs and your proven programs are in place, 
it would create consternation for our investors.

I think you would get along without me.

Not as well as we would if you stay. Shana, Justin said with the 
slightest tinge of pleading in his voice, think of your sense of commitment. 
Justin reached into a desk drawer and pulled out a manila file with Shanas name on it. He held it up as he spoke. Your contract with us states 
that you will remain with us for a minimum of six months. If both parties 
are satisfied with the relationship, then you committed here on paper that 
you would remain until the job is done. That means not just this flagship 
hotel, but the others as well.

Shana had remembered the contract, but she believed that if worst came 
to worst she could have an attorney break the contract. It would cost her 
financially, but it could be done. She was surprised hed brought up the 
contract clause. He must have considered her employment a great deal more 
than shed assumed. Shana knew she was good at her job, but Justin was curiously 
more adamant about keeping her on than shed realized. Something 
didnt figure rightly in her head about all this. Why wouldnt Justin just hire 
someone else? Did he have an ulterior motive? Or by any remote chance, 
did he think about their kiss more than he pretended?

He was good at deception. Hed already proven that. If that was true, 
she had an edge over him she hadnt considered in her strategy.

She leaned back in her chair and for the first time since entering his 
office, she relaxed. She crossed her long shapely legs and tugged ever so 
gently on the black wool straight skirt she wore.

Justins eyes flew to her legs remembering the full frontal shed brazenly 
shown him when she walked out of the steam room. He felt a sprinkle 
of perspiration erupt at his temples. He hoped to God she didnt see him 
sweat! She was making him crazy sitting there in her high collared white 
shirt with the black silk bow tie and tightly buttoned jacket. Her hair was 
clipped up at the back of her head with only tiny blonde tendrils curled at 
the side of her face. But Justin knew the real truth of her. Hed purposefully 
memorized every voluptuous inch of Shana Jackson. Of course hed 
gone over her contract letter by letter, clause by clause all night long. After 
their kiss in the steam room, he doubted hed be able to sleep for the next 
decade. Only in the far misty recesses of his mind, would Justin admit to 
himself that Shana had burned an image of herself never to be eradicated. 
In one fleeting moment this woman had gotten under his skin so much so 
that he would endure her anger and derision as long as he could keep her 
in his employ. He had total confidence in the fact that he would get her into 
his bed and soon. Only then would he be able to get her out of his mind and move on. It was the same philosophy about women and sex Justin had lived 
by all his life. And it worked well for him.

Shana Jacksons talent was exactly what the hotel needed. Shana Jackson 
in his bed for a weekend fling was exactly what he needed. Justin would get 
both because he believed in goal setting and achieving ones goals.

Shana stared at the contract. Then she looked at Justin. The thought 
struck her that she was at a defining moment in her life. From this moment, 
all the rest of her life would emanate. Through Justin and the Lux Hotels 
she could realize her career dreams. It was her decision to do as Justin suggested 
and put the past behind them.

Looking at Justin her mind flashed with the same tender feeling shed 
had about the hotel as shed walked in today. There was something mystical 
about this hotel that called to her like a siren. She wanted this job. She 
wanted to be here. She wanted to see her visions for the hotel born into 
reality. Whether it was pride or sense of purpose or both, she didnt know. 
But Justin was right. She was a committed type of person.

So what do you say, Shana? Justin said with sincere smile.

She was quick to answer. Yes.

Justin hadnt intended to expel a sigh of relief, but he did. He hadnt 
realized his tension was as severe as it was. For a man who rolled the dice 
on Wall Street as much and as often as he did, his attitude had always been 
cavalier about money and success. Hed always thought such things were 
his birthright. But the hotels were different. This was to be his legacy. This 
was the empire his forefathers had built and he was damned if he would let 
the thing go down the tubes. Well done, he said. Shall we go over this list 
you sent to me on Wednesday? he asked holding out a file.

Shana nodded her head in a clipped, business-like fashion. They had put 
the past behind them.

I think we should start with the recommendations Ive made for the 
suites themselves, Shana said flatly. Id like the bedding to be executed 
in sateen sheets in golds and creams. All the beds should have Hungarian 
goose down comforters rather than bedspreads. Goose down pillows should 
be standard with non-allergenic pillows stored in the closets as an option. 
Baths in aqua blue paint, white marble floors and old-style medicine cabinets 
with sconce lighting rather than hanging mirrors.

Justin watched her as she continued her litany of preferred design 
changes. He knew the marble floors would up the budget, but as she spoke 
and described the layouts, he knew her vision was dead on. All he could do 
was marvel.

They finished their meeting and Justin stood and held out his hand to 
her.

Your concepts are good, Shana. Well talk later.

She took his hand.

It was meant to be a business handshake. People did it every day in 
countries all over the world. It was a goodwill gesture. It was not meant to 
elicit shock waves of sensual pleasure, but Shana felt every tingle as if shed 
stuck her finger in a light socket.

Had she actually jumped?

Shana retracted her hand and lifted her chin with an ever-so-slight air of 
haughtiness that she used to cover her embarrassment.

Ill be in my office, she managed to say over the fuzz she felt clogging 
her brain. She looked at Justin and for an instant, he looked dazed.

She blinked.

He blinked.

Shana realized that Justin had seen her jump. He must absolutely know 
that she was affected by his touch.

Then he smiled.

Oh, God. Im doomed. He knows Im thinking about the kiss again.

Shana turned on her fashionable high-heeled shoes and walked across 
the Persian rug that had been loomed especially for the outsized room. No 
matter how quickly she walked, the office door kept moving away from 
her like one of those scenes in a horror movie. At last, her hand reached the 
doorknob and she turned it. This time when she turned around to look at 
him, she didnt have any sassy defiant words to throw at him and no towel 
to drop.

On the mental tally sheet she kept, Justin had won this round. Shana 
made a vow that it would be the last win in his column.






CHAPTER FOUR



[image: chapimage.jpg]



Justin was all too familiar with the glittering glass and steel offices of 
Leon Turnbull, the sharp shooter of all Manhattan contractual attorneys. 
The day after his fathers death, hed consulted Leon about the feasibility 
of breaking Peter Yates contract with Felicity Cummings, then Director of 
Operations for the Lux Hotel Chain.

The flash of Felicitys exquisite face and flawless body across his mind 
created an acrid taste in his mouth like hed just tasted poison.

Felicity had come onto Justin like a bullet train. From the minute they 
were introduced in Peters office, no less, shed let Justin know she wanted 
him. Hed reciprocated. It took less than two months for Felicitys devious 
intentions to show and she waved them like a battle flag. She told Justin she 
was pregnant and produced a doctors report to prove it. For a brief week, 
Justin had been taken in by it all. During his momentary flash of insanity, 
hed actually thought the idea of child of his own was something he wanted. 
The problem was that the child was part Felicity. He realized as he listened 
to her talk that her requests were cleverly disguised demands and 
nearly all her dreams of their future were underscored by his ability to pay 
through the nose for her upkeep and that of her child. Justin was immediately 
suspicious. Justin got a court order to demand another pregnancy test. 
Felicity failed. When he confronted her with the truth, she continued to lie.

In a rage, Justin escorted her out of his office and told her that she was 
never to speak to him again. He told her that he would inform his father of 
Felicitys deviousness and he did. Peter, however, didnt seem surprised. 
Peter told Justin that he liked Felicity and that he had hoped Justin would 
settle down with Felicity and stop his playboy ways. Hed even suggested 
Justin marry Felicity even though shed tried to trap him. Outraged at his 
father, Justin threw up his hands. You deal with her. Im done!

Peter promised to do just that. Incredulously, Peter kept Felicity on the 
staff, though hed told Justin hed cut her pay and her responsibilities. She 
was efficient and at the time Peter didnt have time to hire and train someone 
new. Felicity stayed and Justin avoided the Lux Hotel offices even more.

Fortunately, Leon had found the loophole Justin needed to remove 
Felicity from the staff and Shana Jackson had now taken over the position. 
Thinking of sexy Shana, Justin was grateful to Leon in more ways than 
one

You want this straight out, or do you need morphine? Leon joked as 
sat in his black leather ultra modern desk chair and handed Justin a written 
report.

Justin swallowed but didnt flinch. Hed hoped Leon could save him. He 
guessed he was out of saviors for the moment. Hit me.

Its ironclad. Your fathers Will is one of the best Ive seen. Geezus. Its 
so good, I hired Bernstein and Goldman to do my Will, he laughed.

Justin looked into Leons honey colored eyes and tanned face. He wondered 
when Leon had time to vacation. Leon was such a stickler for details 
and so anal about his work that Justin imagined him going to bed with his 
laptop still running every night. Maybe hed gotten one of those spray-on 
tans. Dad always bought the best when it came to things like this.

He may have made some mistakes in the hotels and he admitted to 
many of them, but he apparently believed you were making a mess of your 
life, Leon said tugging on his monogrammed French shirt cuff.

He believed I was a screw up and the only thing that could save me was 
being married. Didnt matter to whom or if I was in love, just be married.

Leon nodded. Old school. I know the type. Have some for parents 
myself. If it makes you feel any better, this kind of proviso is not going to 
go away in the future. Do you have any idea the amount of American dollars 
that are tied up in trust funds? Billions. All those baby boomer parents 
who founded companies and worked their lives for their goals are not going 
to allow their children or grandchildren to lose the kitty by marrying the 
wrong person or spending a dime of it frivolously. You wouldnt believe the 
legal stipulations put on these trust funds today. You have a lot of company 
in this kind of Will, my friend.

Somehow, Leon, that doesnt make me feel any better.

Romantic marriage is a thing of the past, Justin.

Cripes, its like we took a step back a hundred years, Justin groaned 
as he swiped his face with his hand.

Justin looked past Leons beveled glass topped and polished chrome 
German made desk to the expansive window behind him and to the bustling 
scene of New York City twenty stories below. Only two months ago Justin 
had felt hed had the world by the tail. He was wealthy, he had or could 
have any woman he wanted by simply hitting speed dial on his cell. He was 
respected by his clients and investors. His friends always made time for a 
game of handball or invited him to go sailing on their yachts they harbored 
in Nantucket, Fire Island or off the Florida coast when the winter turned 
cruel. His life had been perfect. Then his father had the gall to die and leave 
him with this blasted, idiotic Will.

Justins eyes shot back to Leon. All he had to do was reject the Will. He 
could walk away from the Lux Hotels just as easily as he had strolled into 
them a month ago. He could wash his hands of the whole damn thing.

He didnt need this kind of aggravation in life. In a few years, this kind 
of stress could kill him, for gods sake.

Yes. That was what needed to be done. Be done with the Hotel. Shana. 
The whole thing.

Shana. She would go away, of course. Probably to some exotic foreign 
country and work her witchcraft on both the next ailing hotel and some 
devastatingly handsome aristocrat who would fall victim to her kisses just 
as Justin had.

His mind skidded to a halt. Had he fallen victim to her kiss? Wasnt it 
the other way around? All he had intended to do was get her into bed, have 
sex, find it strangely disappointing somehow like he always did, though he 
could never define exactly why that always happened and then he would 
move on to the next woman in line. That was his life. That was how hed 
made it work all these years.

Shana.

Hearing her name echo in his head stabbed his core like an erotic javelin. 
His breath hitched. Like a match being struck to the fuse on a keg of 
dynamite, he looked back at Leon and said, I have to get married.

Only if you want to keep the hotel chain.

That was the rub of it. Justin wanted the hotels more than he wanted 
anything in his life. They were his goal. They were his Mecca. He would do 
anything to keep them for himself. The Will said he had to get married. It 
didnt say he had to stay married. He could do this for a year, which should 
be long enough to make certain the stipulations of the Will were met.

He looked at Leon. I do.

Leon smiled. Those are the words to remember, but say them to a 
woman.

Justin frowned.

Leon leaned forward in his chair, gazing intensely at Justin. You do 
have a woman you can use. Yes?

IIm not sure.

Oh. Thats not so good.
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Shana stifled an urge to applaud as she watched the crew of burly 
workmen remove the tacky and very boring gray and gold patterned carpet 
that had covered the one hundred year old white and gold veined Italian 
marble floor of the hotel mezzanine. Who would ever cover this magnificent 
floor? Design Nazis?

Shanas Blackberry vibrated and rang softly alerting her to a text message. 
Justin. She smiled happily to herself not realizing her own reaction. 
She read the message.

I want to discuss a series of cost reductions for the renovations. Meet 
me at LAbsinthe on 83rd at one for lunch. J.

Shana sent a quick reply affirming the lunch. For a long moment she 
held the Blackberry in her hand and realized she was feeling disappointment. 
But why? Justin was her boss. He had requested a business lunch. 
She had wanted their relationship to be strictly business. She got what she 
wanted. Didnt she?

She gazed over the expansive changes that were occurring due to her 
vision co-mingled with Justins mandate. Everything was in upheaval. The 
old smoky mirror tiles had been removed from the staircase walls. All the 
old wallpapers had been removed and the walls were now being plastered 
and scored and would be painted by skilled faux painters. Gone were the faded print fabrics on the lobby furniture and the scared and chipped wood 
tables and occasional chairs had been sold to second hand shops.

Shana loved her work. She only had to look at a room, a lobby, and a 
guest quarter to see its real potential. It was as if this old hotel and all the 
people who had lived in it and come to it in the past were cheering her on. 
When the New York Lux Hotel had been built prior to World War I, it had 
rivaled the best hotels in the country and even some in Europe. But the 
owners had allowed her to grow old.

And no grand dame wants to age, Shana thought.

The Blackberry vibrated again. Justin sent a reply requesting her to 
bring the latest figures to their lunch.

Shana answered his text message.

Then he sent another message. Is the steam room operational?

Shana gaped at the message and felt an electric shock zing through her 
body. A vision of Justin stark naked sitting in the steam room filled her mind. 
The pressure of Justins lips on hers was a memory shed been fighting all 
day. It was bad enough she couldnt sleep due to dreams about making love 
with Justin, but going through her day trying to keep her mind on the task at 
hand was nearly impossible.

There was no question in her mind that Justin only wanted facts related 
to the work progress in the hotel. She was certain that memories of her in the 
steam room did not haunt him. He had plenty of gorgeous women to help 
him erase a simple kiss from his head. It was Shanas guess that in a given 
week, Justin probably had dozens of kisses, hundreds even, from several 
others. He was a player and in her book, that was the same as a criminal. She 
thought of all those women hed known. There was no question in her mind 
that hed left a string of broken hearts. Such a man could never be trusted.

None of which should matter to me in the least, she told herself. 
Justin and I have a business relationship. Nothing more. Nothing else.

Shana is stone, Justin thought to himself as he looked at the beautiful 
woman sitting across from him on the banquette at LAbsinthe. He had hoped 
the very Parisian dcor and the French menu would have put a romantic 
tone on their conversation, but Shana was all business. She kept her eyes so 
focused on the budget sheets, he didnt think shed looked at him once.

The frosted tulip sconces cast a soft glow onto Shanas blonde hair, 
which shed clipped to her nape. She told Justin shed walked from the hotel 
to the restaurant, which was no short distance and he saw the tote bag that 
carried her Nikes that attested to the truth of her statement. He guessed the 
brisk walk was the cause of the still damp tendrils that had escaped the clip 
and now dangled down the back of her neck.

Justin suddenly had an urge to kiss that creamy column of flesh. He 
wanted to see if there was any response to him. Then he felt himself start 
to get hard. He fought the blast of erotic sensations he felt as he listened to 
Shanas soft, melodious voice fill his ears. He tried not to linger on fantasies 
of what he might have done, could have done in the steam room with her 
had he not lied to her.

He stirred in his seat. He drank a huge slug of icy cold water. Then he 
looked at her neck again. It was ivory white as if it had never seen the sun 
a single day. He knew her skin was soft because hed touched her breast 
before.

My God, this is insane! He thought to himself. She thinks she is just my 
employee. She doesnt know that I need her to be my wife. Get a grip, man. 
Dont blow this before you start.

She had asked him a question. Again with no response. Shana stared 
at Justin. Youre preoccupied with something. Maybe we should do this 
later, she suggested good -naturedly.

I am, he admitted with a slow smile. I confess I was thinking how 
beautiful you look today.

Shana stared at him as if she hadnt heard him. A compliment was just 
about the last thing shed expected from Justins lips. What? Uh, I mean 
thanks?

He chuckled and sat back in his chair slipping his arm over the back, 
which caused his suit jacket to open and reveal an expensive white silk shirt 
that was cut close to his muscular chest that she remembered with incredible 
clarity. Involuntarily, she licked her lips and then instantly caught herself.

Justin saw it and smiled more broadly. You dont believe youre 
beautiful?

Shana got the impression he was teasing her now, which was fine in and 
of itself, but why was he moving the conversation off business? He was the one who requested this meeting. Shana was confused and unfortunately, it 
showed. I suppose I do. I never gave it much thought, really.

Surely people have told you that all your life, he said flashing her a 
smile that could easily melt glaciers.

Not really. Most of my childhood I was chubby and wore glasses and 
endured a series of retainers and finally braces over a seven year period. 
Trust me, beautiful was not what the kids called me.

What did they call you?

Four eyes, Shana replied with a stabbing pain shed thought had been 
long ago buried.

Im sorry, Justin said with such soft empathetic tones, Shana looked 
up into his trusting blue eyes. For a long moment she wondered what her 
life would have been like, if anyone had been there for her when she was 
a child going through those terrible times. I would have beat them up for 
you, he said jokingly. What did your Dad do?

Shaking her head and glancing away, Shana realized she was fighting 
tears. He had died by that time. There wasnt anyone to help me. In fact, 
my Mom was working the Inn all the time and I was expected to help her out 
and that meant taking care of my three younger sisters and two brothers.

I cant imagine how hard that would have been for you, he said with 
so much caring in his deep voice that Shana felt warm all over. Her tears 
receded. How did you manage?

You know, I think we did very well. Because there was always so much 
work to do at the Inn, we never had fights or bickering. We all just pitched 
in to help my mother. She made a success of the Inn and she and my sisters 
are still running it today.

And your brothers?

Harry just passed his bar exams and Sam has his own video game company. 
Im proud of them both.

Ive always wondered what that would be like to be part of a large 
family. Fun, I would suspect. He stopped himself the instant he realized 
hed vocalized his innermost thoughts. Shanas eyes were filled with disbelief 
and he immediately realized his mistake. To cover himself, he changed 
the subject. Your siblings should be very proud of their older sister, he 
said giving her a look of deep sincerity.

His gaze was unwavering and Shana believed it came from his heart. 
Just as had his little confession. Shed never thought about the pleasures 
and pains of Justins childhood. He was a billionaire as if that were his only 
defining characteristic. Whats more, he apparently seemed truly interested 
in her family and her past.

She couldnt help wondering what it would have been like to have known 
Justin or someone like him when she had been the victim of those childhood 
heartbreaks and skirmishes with the older kids at school who mocked her 
relentlessly. Her revenge had been to escape and move to the biggest cities 
she could find where she could lose herself in her work.

Justin reached across the table and touched her hand. Shana knew she 
should have snatched her hand back and not allowed the gesture of familiarity. 
She was afraid her body would betray her again and she would feel 
sensual sensations. Instead, she found the comforting touch a friend gives 
a friend. How was that possible? Justin wasnt her friend. He was the man 
who had lied to her. He was a playboy. And he was her boss. She could 
never expect friendship from Justin, she told herself.

She looked down at his hand and discovered that despite her mental 
warnings, she reveled in the feel of his hand over hers. It was a strong hand 
with long fingers and short, precise nails. With his forefinger he stroked the 
inside of her thumb and forefinger. He didnt ask for words. He didnt push 
her into a response of any kind. He appeared to be content just as he was, 
touching her hand, letting her mind run to a place of calm and ease. She felt 
like a young puppy that rolls over expose their belly for soothing strokes 
from its owner.

Am I rolling over for this guy like a slave puppy? Whats the matter 
with me?

Youre self-reliant, he said squeezing her hand and then releasing it. 
He sat back in his chair again and then scoured her face with intense eyes as 
if assessing her anew. I greatly admire that in an individual, he said with 
objective tones as if he were speaking of someone he didnt know. I have 
worked all my life to overcome the kind of lack of integrity my father exercised 
too often in his business, Justin said and then paused as his reflections 
on the past came to mind. And in his personal life, Im afraid.

Really? Shana asked too quickly because she noticed his eyebrow 
arch instantly.

Dont sound so shocked.

Im not, she replied, but already she realized that Justins own reputation 
had obviously impressed her more than the scathing gossip about Peter 
Yates.

Okay, lets get it out in the open, he said firmly. What have you heard 
about me that causes these jitters I see in you every time we talk.

She exhaled a sharp breath of ire. I have never had jitters. Around you 
or anyone else.

Fine, he replied folding his hands on the table and nailing her with a 
pointed gaze.

Shana had always prided herself on being straightforward. She had no 
intention of being any less with Justin. It is true that I have heard and read 
about your fathers arrogance and ego. I have also heard even more about 
your own reputation for using women for sex.

Justins head snapped back. He didnt know what he had expected to hear 
but this wasnt it. Not that he doubted her. Justin knew his father planted tall 
tales about his playboy son throughout the staff and most of his affiliates 
in the hotel industry. He just hadnt realized how damaging the rumors had 
become. I have never used another person in my entire life. I like to think 
that Ive helped most people Ive come into contact with. Men and women. 
I know my father thought I needed to settle down, but I have certainly never 
been a Lothario. Frankly, I dont feel Ive done anything more or less than 
the next single guy in New York.

Shana folded her arms across her chest as he made his excuses. Shed 
heard this line before and hed have to do a lot better to convince her.

You dont believe me.

Im certain in your mind, youre very fair minded.

His eyes pierced her. Exactly how did you come by this gossip about 
me?

First hand, actually, she said.

Impossible. Whats her name? he challenged.

Kimmie.

Justin stared at her blankly as if he had no clue who she was talking 
about. Shana watched him for a long moment wondering how many names 
in his long list of lovers he would have to check off before he got to Kimmie. 
What if there was more than one Kimmie? She had no idea how players 
kept their women straight.

Justin started laughing. Then he laughed some more. He threw his head 
back and roared with laughter. He hugged himself trying to stop laughing.

Shana looked around. The other patrons were staring at them as Justin 
laughed louder and harder. Under ordinary circumstances, she would smile 
because he had a truly wonderful laugh. But because he was laughing at her, 
it reminded her far too painfully of the cruelties shed endured when she 
was a child. She frowned. She sent him a blistering glare.

Justins eyes were closed as he swiped his hand over his face trying to 
stop his laughter. When he opened his eyes, he saw a pair of glacial blue 
eyes staring at him.

You probably dont remember her, but she was in your office when 
you were flying back from Beijing. I left a note for you, Shana bit off her 
words.

Im sorry, Shana, he said as the last snicker escaped. He held up his 
palms in a surrendering act. Its not you. Im not laughing at you. You 
couldnt know. Kimmie is my cousin. She came by to thank me for paying 
her college tuition.

Your? Shana snapped her mouth shut. Of all the things in the 
world she expected to hear, his explanation wasnt one of them. Im so 
embarrassed.

Stop. Dont be.

Im curious, though. Why would you be paying for her tuition? Your 
family iswell, rich.

Kimmie is my mothers sisters child. Mom was not from money. 
In fact, that side of my family is a lot like your family. Hardworking and 
honest. Kimmie wants to be a fashion designer and I think she has talent. 
Once she graduates I intend to continue to help her.

Im impressed.

He smiled. Enough that all those misgivings about me are erased.

Shana was silent a breath of a moment too long.

So, you have something else you want to ask me?

Shana didnt blink before asking, Theres the story about a log that was 
kept on you.

Justin sat up feeling the hairs on the back of his neck prickle. Log?

Of your trysts.

Justin was so angry he had half a mind to storm out of the restaurant, but 
he didnt. Fortunately for him, Shana was curious, nosy or both, enough to 
relate the hearsay about him so that he had a chance to confront the allegations. 
And the origination of this log was?

My predecessor.

Felicity.

Cummings. Yes. Shana finished for him and then waited.

I can only tell you its a lie. Felicity and I dated for a short while. She 
did everything she could to trick me into marriage including a claim that she 
was pregnant. I exposed her and the truth won out.

Shana didnt think she could be easily shocked at this point in her life, 
but she was. She didnt like to think that anyone of her sex would stoop to 
such meanness. Sadly, too many people truly did use others to accomplish 
their goals or satisfy their empty souls.

Im sorry for you, Shana said lowly with such sincere tones that Justin 
paused. I cant imagine how heartbreaking that would have been to think 
that might be bringing a child into the world and then to find it was all a 
scheme.

Justin peered at her glowing face and realized she had put herself in his 
situation during the telling of his story. She had empathized with him. She 
had let herself walk in his shoes, though vicariously, for a moment. But 
during that moment, shed shown him a side of herself that hed not seen in 
any human being since his mother. Shana had a genuine heart.

What was of vast interest to Justin was that she had made him realize 
that he actually had been upset over the incident. Despite the fact that he 
knew early on Felicity wasnt the woman for him, he realized now that even 
then hed actually liked the idea of being a father. It had all happened so fast 
and hed been terribly angry and suffused with revenge in all its aspects that 
he hadnt ever stopped to think about being a parent.

Looking at beautiful Shana with concern and empathy glimmering in 
her eyes, he realized he was growing quite fond of the idea of making Shana 
his wife. She was a knockout with no clothes on, capable and smart. He 
didnt like the idea that he had to defend himself on their first date if thats 
what this was. It was disconcerting that she had heard so many disparaging 
things about him. Hed had no idea the rumor mill among the staff was 
weighted against him. It was going to be an uphill battle to change Shanas 
opinion of him and if he was to have any shot at making her his wife, he had 
to start immediately.

May I ask, are those the only things being said about me or is there 
more?

His question caught Shana off-guard that she laughed.

Justin looked stricken at her reaction.

Shanas hand flew to her mouth to stifle her chuckles. Because he was 
so well-insulated with his money and power, it never occurred to her that he 
would care what other people thought about him. His face carried genuine 
concern and she realized that her answer apparently mattered to him.

No. Thats about all. Isnt that enough?

He leaned forward again and stabbed her with a hard gaze. Thats not 
me theyre talking about. Its jealousy and pettiness. All gossip is. Its meant 
to be hurtful.

Shana felt shame rip through her. Justin was right, of course. She had 
never participated in gossip or flaming a rumor mill in her life. She had to 
admit that the only reason shed given any credence to what shed heard 
about Justin was because she was attracted to him. She hadnt been able to 
get him out of her head day or night. If she hadnt been so obsessed with 
him, she never would have mentioned the rumors.

Im sorry, Justin. I shouldnt have said anything. I feel terrible.

Dont. Im glad you told me. Forewarned is forearmed.

Shana tried to match his smile, but failed as remorse weighted her down. 
Its my job to put a stop to these things. Ill speak to the staff.

He shook his head. Only if it comes up. Otherwise, they wont take you 
seriously. The problem is that my own father helped to perpetuate my supposedly 
errant image in the eyes of nearly everyone he met. Some of the 
older staff believes they have the truth.

Why on earth would he do that? Shana asked.

He wanted me to be married, which to him meant that I was stable. So, 
he always considered me a failure.

But you were incredibly successful on Wall Street! What kind of parent 
wouldnt be proud of that?

Justin chuckled, picked up her hand and drew it to his mouth. Pressing 
his lips to her flesh, Shana felt shivers spiral through her body. Her breath 
hitched in her lungs and for an instant she was spellbound.

Youre my hero, Justin said with a mirthful smile.

Shana watched as his eyes riveted her with an unflinching gaze. Slowly, 
he lowered his lips to her hand and kissed her again. This time the pressure 
of his lips was soft but filled with intent. This time she read a great deal 
between the lines and what she filled those lines with was exhilarating and 
sensual. Shana didnt know if Justin was feeling the same arousal that she 
did. If she were to believe the rumors and not Justin, seduction was second 
nature to him. She wanted to think that what hed told her was the truth. If 
she did, she would be forced to take a chance on an unknown. She would 
have to trust him.






CHAPTER FIVE
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Shana sat in a beige leather upholstered seat next to the window in the 
Lux Hotels private jet that was headed to Toronto. Justin sat facing her 
though he was absorbed in the report shed given him just as theyd boarded 
the plane. As New York city fell away from them and the distance between 
earth and the jet was filled with clouds, Shana retrieved a yellow legal pad 
from her briefcase, ready to make notes.

Justin stopped in the middle of reading and swept her face with total 
astonishment. You want to eliminate the main floor bar? Are you crazy? 
The income from the bar

She held up her palms. You didnt read far enough. I want to build a 
speakeasy in the basement.

Justins eyebrows arched and his eyes opened as he paused for the 
thought to register. After a long moment he said, Okay. You are nuts. He 
folded his arms over his chest. Continue.

Transforming the street level bar into a business conference room which 
we can rent out to executives who want total privacy at an affordable price 
will bring in even more income than the sports bar. By the way, the income 
from the bar has been slipping over the past three years. Its my judgment 
that within a three block radius there is too much competition for the same 
kind of customer. Therefore, we need to be innovative. The hottest destination 
bar and club in the city now is underground. Theres too much fun to be 
had by creating a 1920s speakeasy atmosphere in our storage areas in the 
basement. I have mapped out how we can utilize this area on page ten of my 
report. We have street side access through the door that leads to the delivery 
steps down to the basement. Customers would enter there. We would put up 
a second door with a slide panel just like they had in the old speakeasies. I 
would use the same tables we now have but cover them in linens and center 
each with battery operated shaded lamps. Shana absent mindedly stuck her pen through the swirl of blonde hair shed clipped at the top of her head. 
Her voice trilled with enthusiasm. I know a great mixology nerd who used 
to work at a place in Tribeca. We need a Lux signature concoction. Maybe 
a new twist on the chocolate martini.

You like those? Justin asked, his chin in his hand as he gazed at 
Shana.

Who doesnt? she chuckled as she looked up at him and the second 
she did, she felt her pulse elevate. His eyes were filled with soft lights as 
they perused her face. A nearly imperceptible glance down at her mouth told 
her that he was not thinking about work.

Had he picked up on her vision of the two of them cozied up in a secretive 
place, dark and romantic, filled with bluesy music and couples stealing 
kisses between sips of intoxicating drinks? Shana had come up with the idea 
of a speakeasy after going to PDT (Please Dont Tell) in the East Village 
with Cate. Though shed thought the place was fun, it was truly for couples. 
The fact that shed dreamed about Justin and herself in such a place, holding 
hands, told her that she was spending too much energy on Justin, the steam 
room Adonis and not enough on the fact that Justin was just her boss.

How much will this cost? he asked breaking Shanas heady reverie.

Less than youd think. I have the figures here. Because wed paint the 
ceilings, pipes and ductwork black and the walls a near black burgundy red 
and even the concrete floor, our main cost would be in lighting and a glass 
backdrop for the bar. Id have the existing bar remodeled and re-use all 
our barware, chairs even some of the glass shelves. The expense will be on 
advertising to get the word out.

I suppose you have thought that through as well.

Absolutely. I know a PR woman who will throw a media party in our 
speakeasy. The guest list will include reviewers, of course, a few local radio 
and television celebrities and a songwriter.

Songwriter?

Sure. He uses our name in a new song. It gets play on the radio 
stations.

Justins smile was infused with satisfaction. He nodded his head. 
Excellent. And our name?

Rum Row. Back in the 1920s bootleggers used to take boats out the 
New York harbor to the international waters where they would buy crates 
of banned liquor.

Well start immediately, he said looking down at the report. Instantly, 
his head snapped up and he shot her a daring look. Unless youve already 
put everything in motion.

Of course not. I had to wait for your approval, she replied with a sweet 
smile. Justin nodded and went back to reading the report. Shana looked out 
the window. There was no way she was going to tell Justin shed already 
approved the wall color paint and ordered the carpenter to submit drawings 
for the rebuilt bar.



****



The Toronto Lux Hotel was located on Front Street just a block away 
from the Fairmont Royal York Hotel, which had always been fierce competition 
for the Lux.

Both hotels had been officially opened in 1929. Though the Fairmont 
was the tallest building in the British Commonwealth at the time, the Lux 
had only been two stories shorter at twenty-six floors. Both hotels had private 
baths, radios and showers that had been considered luxurious at the 
time. The Lux hotel boasted a thirteen thousand book library, twelve ornate 
brass and glass passenger elevators and a concert hall with a full stage, blue 
velvet seats and a domed Tiffany glass ceiling.

However, the Lux Hotel had always come in second to the Fairmont 
Royal York. Shana knew that Justin could not re-write history but he could 
create a new future for the Toronto Hotel.

As they walked into the opulent red and gold vestibule, lobby and reception 
areas, Shana was stunned at the tasteful elegance she saw. This hotel 
had none of the gaudy trappings shed seen in New York where Peter Yates 
had made his home office. The French Bergere chairs, the overly-long 
down-filled sofas and the Louis XVI occasional chairs were showing signs 
of needing new slip coverings, but the current fabric choices and colors 
were impeccable. The walls were a soft yellow-gold that cast a warm glow 
over the cream and pink veined marble floor. The red, gold and sage green Aubusson rugs were exquisite and she guessed worth a fortune as they 
looked quite possibly to be originals.

The chandeliers were delicate antique Venetian crystal and the chic wall 
sconces were brass torcheres with cream silk shades. Antique crystal vases 
overflowed with red roses, showy white Casa Blanca lilies and small white 
calla lilies evoking a feeling of slipping into the past when life was slower 
and elegance in ones life mattered.

Shana was enthralled with the hotel. This property, however, didnt need 
revitalizing like the New York hotel, but even so, she felt in sync with the 
structure.

Justin led the way as they inspected all the meeting rooms, the ballrooms, 
the bar, the dining room, the business rooms, the kitchens, the health 
spa and the roof top domed ceiling lap pool.

It was nearly nine oclock before they ended their long day of travel and 
work. Shana was exhausted but when Justin suggested dinner in the hotel 
dining room, she happily agreed.

Justin waved the waiter away and held the gold upholstered chair for 
her as she sat.

Thank you, Shana said and realized that Justin was still standing 
behind her. Delicately, he placed his hands on her shoulders and squeezed 
them ever so slightly.

Thank you, Shana, he said. I cant tell you how much your observations 
have meant to me today.

He leaned down and kissed the top of her head and then seated 
himself.

Shana felt as if shed been burned with a brand. Torrid head shot down 
her spine and seared its way into her belly. An eruption was occurring inside 
her that threatened to overcome her. All day she had felt herself being pulled 
toward Justin like a current. Now that slow-moving force was a riptide. 
From the plane trip, to the cab ride from the airport and through the tour of 
the hotel property, shed brushed shoulders with him, inhaled his cologne 
and been the recipient of his smiles, his friendly banter and most unnerving 
of all, his deferment to her suggestions. There was no question in her mind 
that he was comfortable with her ideas. But with this simple kiss, he was 
telling her that he liked even more about her.

It only took a glance at his handsome face for her to remember him 
naked. She licked her lips and imagined his kiss again. The taste of him. The 
remembered pressure of his mouth against hers nearly drove her insane.

Justin was talking to her, but she couldnt hear him. All she heard were 
the echoes of the sound of his breathing when theyd kissed before. For 
the first time, she wished she had resigned. She wished right now she was 
anything but his employee. She would give the world to be able to get out 
of her chair, move over to him and kiss him the way shed dreamed about 
every night since they met.

Instead, she struggled through the heady haze in her mind to answer his 
question. Pardon me?

I asked if youd like one of your chocolate martinis?

Ill have two.



***



Dinner had been an epicureans dream of smoked Scottish salmon, 
steamed baby vegetables and a crme brulee that surpassed anything Shana 
had ever tasted.

Justin had kept the dinner conversation personal by telling her about 
coming to this hotel with his mother when hed been very young. Shana was 
greatly impressed with the loving remarks he made about his mother and 
she commented on the special relationship theyd had.

When she remarked about the elegance of the hotel dcor, Justin told 
Shana that this hotel had been the only one his mother had designed. The 
color choices and fabrics had been all her doing when the hotel had undergone 
an enormous renovation in 1989 right before her death.

They finished dinner with an expensive cognac. Justin took a moment to 
speak with the chef and thanked the staff before holding her chair for her.

She rose and though her back was to him, she could feel his body heat 
radiating toward her as if she were being drawn to him by an ethereal 
force. Her head reeled with the sensuous vibes she felt from him and she 
stumbled.

Justin caught her. You okay?

Must be the cognac.

Or the chocolate martini, he said putting his arm around her shoulder. 
Here. Just lean into me. The staff will never know you cant hold your 
liquor.

She started to protest but then thought better of it. What would she say? 
Its you, not the booze thats got me unbalanced? The trouble was that she 
all too easily melded into his side like she was part of him.

They walked through the Art Deco embossed brass elevator doors. 
Shana had started to move away from him now that she had a rail to hang 
onto, but he only pulled her closer. Its okay, he said as his fingers pressed 
more deeply into her shoulder sending shooting flames of desire through 
her. I wouldnt want anything to happen to my most valuable asset.

You think Im valuable? Shana asked as she looked up at him in 
surprise.

His eyes captured her. His penetrating gaze was like some kind of mind-altering 
drug. Suddenly, she didnt know where she was or what was happening. 
She felt light and dizzy as if her soul had just escaped her body, 
rather like a balloon that had just deflated.

Verrry, he said slowly while peering at her with his devilish blue 
eyes.

Shana knew now how hed had so many women. Hed bewitched them 
all just as she was right now. She stared at his luscious mouth willing it to 
meet with hers. She had to taste him.

Thats why Im going to fire you, he said in low sensual tones.

Shana missed the beat. She was so concentrated on her need to kiss 
Justin that her mind didnt compute what he was saying. What? Why?

Using his forefinger, he lifted her chin and moved her face close to his, 
and said, Because I couldnt do this if you were my employee.

His mouth shaped to hers in an eagerness that Shana had never known. 
It was primordial and filled with an aching need so powerful, Shana lost all 
thoughts of herself. All she knew now was that he wanted her and it was 
enough.

His tongue drove into her mouth and slid across her interior claiming 
the territory. One moment he caressed her tongue, the next minute he was 
stabbing her as if he were at war with himself. Shana flushed from head to 
toe beneath her clothes. Desire flamed and then combusted. She raised her arms and put them around his neck to keep him close. She wanted to keep 
him from leaving. She kissed him back with a passion she hadnt known 
existed. She invaded his mouth with her tongue, sliding over his full lips 
and tasting cognac and Justin. As their tongues danced with each other, 
Shana sank her fingers into Justins nape and that was when she discovered 
he was covered in goose bumps.

She was stunned to know that she had caused such a strong reaction in 
him. He was the man whod known dozens of women. He could have had 
anyone he wanted, but at this moment, he was hers.

His breath came hard as if he were rising too quickly from the deep sea 
as he pulled away from Shanas mouth. He toyed with her lower lip, capturing 
it between his teeth. Hed meant for the ploy to break the plundering 
mood he was in, but instead the honey taste of Shana drove him to recklessness. 
He slanted his mouth over hers again as he sucked in a deep breath. 
Again, she kept him from invading her mouth with his tongue, and sought 
to attack him instead. Fingers of hot flame licked his insides, stroking him 
until he thought he would go insane.

She molded herself to him reminding him of her luscious body. He 
pulled her closer until they were breast to breast, pelvis to pelvis. Skillfully, 
Justin ended her assault and became the master. He plowed her with fervent 
kisses until he realized she was breathless. He ground his erection into her 
pelvis and rather than being startled or moving away, she met his rhythmic 
rotations with those of her own.

An odd awareness of privation filled Justin. He suddenly felt as if he 
were bereft of life itself. It was as if this woman was the key to the bounty 
he sought. Hed felt want before, but it had never been like this. Justin had 
always prided himself on his ability to control every situation including himself. 
But with Shana, he was not the marauder. Rather than being repelled, 
he was fascinated. He knew this notion was fleeting and once hed taken her 
to bed and his need fulfilled, his world would be just as it had been before.

Justin, she muttered as she slowly released his mouth. I dont 
think

Thats good. Dont think. Not tonight.

He closed his eyes and kissed her again with so much potency Shana 
succumbed. God help her, she wanted the kiss to go on forever. She didnt care if she was number five hundred and six on his list. His kiss was worth 
it. She doubted if anyone in the world could kiss like Justin. If he hadnt 
already been a billionaire, she figured he could sell his kisses and still be 
one of the wealthiest men alive.

The elevator doors opened to the top floor where their two suites were 
located.

Tearing himself away, Justin laid his cheek next to Shanas as they 
both stared at the open doors. I had the bell captain take your bag to your 
room.

Shana was reluctant to release him, but the moment was broken. She 
wondered if she would ever get it back.

Thank you, she said turning her head and looking up at him. So, 
what time do we fly out in the morning?

Justins lips turned up in a mischievous smile. When I want.

Oh.

Justin slid his arm under hers, brushing her breast as he did. Ill walk 
you to your door.

They left the elevator and walked the short distance to Shanas room. 
She dug into her purse and handed him her room key card. He opened the 
door and held it for her. Shana walked into the lavishly decorated room with 
its view of downtown Toronto. The city lights glimmered in the indigo night 
like a sea of florescent tropical fish.

Its lovely, Shana said with an intake of breath. And so romantic.

Im glad you think so, Justin replied coming into the room.

She turned and saw the door close behind him. Am I re-hired?

Not yet, he said in raspy, throaty tones that sent shockwaves of anticipation 
throughout Shanas body.

Thats what I thought, she said as he captured her mouth in a blistering 
kiss.

Shana wanted to be the aggressor, but he was too much for her. His 
hands were splayed across both her breasts and she was stunned at the 
heat she felt from them. Once again, she felt him shiver beneath her kiss. 
His reaction spurred her on. She removed her fingers from his nape where 
theyd curled around his velvety locks and she began to untie his silk tie. 
Though she didnt want to break the kiss, she wanted to see Justin naked even more. Sliding her hands across his shirt front she could feel his pectoral 
muscles bunched with tension. She eased her hands under his jacket 
lapels and pushed the cashmere fabric from his body. The jacket fell in 
clump on the patterned carpet. Eagerly, she unbuttoned his shirt and mercifully, 
she placed her hands on his bare chest. Since the day theyd first met 
and through all her night dreams about Justin, she hadnt actually believed 
she would ever find herself alone in a bedroom with him. She was living 
her own fantasy. And already, it was far more intense than she had ever 
imagined.

She wasnt sure if it was the chocolate martinis or the cognac that had 
abolished her inhibitions, her control or her common sense, but at this 
moment, she didnt care. She only wanted to be the heroine of her own 
story.

Shana was utterly concentrated on freeing Justin from his clothing that 
she didnt realize her own were clustered on the floor at her feet. His hands 
were expertly unhooking her pink French lace bra. It fluttered to the floor 
like a dying bird.

Shana, he said her name through staccato breaths as if hed been running 
a marathon. His heart slammed at a beat so strong he felt as if his 
temples would burst into flame. Justin had always prided himself on crystal 
clear memory. He thought hed remembered every facet about Shanas luscious 
body, but he realized now, hed only had a glimpse. Even though hed 
touched her, he hadnt realized how incredibly soft her skin was. He hadnt 
realized how voluptuous and pillow-soft her breasts were. A man could get 
lost in her breasts alone, he thought as he continued to sink his fingers into 
her ivory flesh. When his hands had finally met satiation, he clamped his 
eager mouth over her breast and teased the nipple with his tongue until it 
was taut.

She was sweet to the taste, and as he breathed in her intoxicating natural 
scent he lost what was left of his mind. Justin felt himself on a downward 
erotic spiral into oblivion with no safety net, no savior in sight. And he 
didnt give a rat. The only thought in his consciousness that remained was 
taking Shana completely. Only then would he be saved from himself.

The moan Shana heard had somehow escaped from her own throat. She 
sank her hands into his thick hair and pressed him further into her breast. Spirals of electric sensations shot to her core. Standing in her high heels and 
lace panties she felt sinful and reckless and free. He tugged and pulled on 
her nipple creating explosions of heat inside her that were so intense, her 
knees went weak. Somehow, he managed to hold her up. Justin then went to 
work on her other breast and by the time he finished, Shana was thoroughly 
squishy inside.

With his tongue he created a trail of liquid fire from her breast to her 
throat. Shana didnt know when shed last taken a breath, but despite the 
burning in her lungs, she didnt dare move and risk the end to the cluster of 
tiny vibrant explosions taking place inside her.

Justin plumbed her mouth with his tongue. Shana breathed in his breath 
and kept him inside. Slipping her hands down his rock hard chest, across the 
dark curls and further down his belly, she unbuckled his belt and unzipped 
his wool slacks. They fell to the floor with a whoosh.

Justin stepped out of his slacks, swooped Shana into his arms and carried 
her to the bed. Gently, he placed her on top of the white sateen sheets, which 
had been turned down by the night staff. He turned away for a moment, took 
off his shoes and socks and peeled off his black briefs.

As he leaned up to turn off the bedside lamp, Shana stole a look at his 
engorged penis. Justin looked at her just as she glanced down at him.

Happy? he asked impishly.

Her eyes were wide as she looked into his face. Very.

Justin moved over her and placed his elbows on either side of shoulders. 
In the shadows she could still see smoky sensuality in his blue eyes. His 
voice was husky as he spoke to her between the kisses he planted on her 
forehead, eyelids, cheeks and mouth. You feel so good, he groaned as he 
inhaled deeply. He ringed the shell of her ear with his tongue and the sensation 
gave Shana goose bumps.

You shivered, he said licking her throat at her pulse point.

You did, too, she replied with raspy breaths.

Never.

Earlier Shana was about to continue the argument when she felt 
him slide his penis between her legs. Adroitly, he placed himself between 
her folds and stroked her wet bud. Shana was instantly on fire. She stopped 
breathing. Her muscles tensed and she dug her fingers into his shoulders. Her short nails scraped his skin ever so slightly eliciting an animalistic 
groan from deep in his throat.

She arched her hips and flung her head deeper into the goose-down 
pillow. He continued to ply her with himself until she was gasping for air. 
Shana knew she was on the verge of explosion when suddenly, he stopped.

She was about to protest when she felt his hands pull her thighs wide 
apart. She was completely open to him.

You are beautiful, he moaned. Every bit of you is beautiful.

With his fingers he splayed her wide apart so that she was accessible to 
his expert machinations. Shana was so totally under his control that she had 
no choice but to surrender to him.

His tongue flitted over and across her ignited bud causing every cell in 
her body to riot. Stroking, probing, flicking his tongue over her most precious 
points, Justin caused Shana to wiggle and squirm beneath him. She 
sank her fingers into his hair and held his head steady as she writhed against 
his tongue. Wrapping her legs around his shoulders, she tilted her hips up to 
him for more pleasuring.

She yelped, cried and screamed as one orgasm after another assailed 
her. She grabbed the extra down pillow and put it over her mouth as she was 
certain every person from Toronto to British Columbia could hear her.

She tossed the pillow away and sucked in her breath, filling her lungs 
with blissful air. She believed his attack was over. She was wrong.

Gingerly, Justin slid his finger inside her while still exerting pressure 
on her bud with his tongue. Shana felt her entire body turn to hot liquid. 
Somehow her bones and muscles had melted into the flow of searing lava 
she had morphed into. Justin had done this. And he was still doing it.

Then she felt two fingers probing her. Then three. He filled her and 
stroked her with incredible, wondrous precision that caused the volcano 
inside her to explode.

The scream of pleasure that escaped her mouth had barely crossed her 
lips when Justin moved over her and clamped his mouth over hers taking 
her ecstasy inside him, drinking it, hoarding it selfishly.

Feeling her moist entrance with his tip, he teased her and then sank into 
her with his entire length. With agonizing slowness, he withdrew his length 
and then plunged into her over and over. Shanas heart banged inside her chest like a prisoner in a cage demanding freedom and knowing the pursuit 
was in vain. With his thumb he continued to ply her center, stroking a heat 
that felt as if it would incinerate them both. Sliding deeper and faster, Justin 
placed his mouth against Shanas ear and nibbled her lobe.

He matched her racing breath one on one as they built this symphony to 
a crescendo.

She arched her back and tilted her hips for him to gain even deeper 
access. Shana thought she could never have enough of him. No matter how 
much he gave her, she was insatiable. She wanted more.

She clasped his buttocks with her hands and pressed and pushed, 
demanding more. Justin responded.

Driving deeper, he thought he had touched her very core. Every cell in 
his body was aflame. Every muscle was wound to its max.

Shana cried out in a reverberating orgasm that shattered within her like 
comets colliding. At that moment she was only light and energy. She felt as 
if she had ceased to exist.

Justin exploded into Shana with an astounding force. He felt as if he 
were ascending and falling at the same time. When he finally came to rest he 
was encircled in Shanas arms. Rather than roll to his side as was his practice, 
he remained pillowed by her womanly softness. He kissed the shell of 
her ear. Ive never met anyone as insatiable as you, he whispered into her 
ear.

Their bodies were drenched in slick sweat as they held each other carefully, 
the way acquaintances do, Shana thought.

Reality hit Shana like a rock slide. What had she done? She barely knew 
Justin Yates at all. He was her boss for one thing. Or was until an hour ago. 
She had impulsively, recklessly indulged herself in a fantasy that should 
have remained deep in the darkest recesses of her imagination. Temporary 
insanity. That was it. No. Shed been drunk. Shed blame it on the cognac. 
She would tell him she didnt remember a thing.

Slamming her eyes shut, she pretended to sleep as he rolled to her side 
and instantly began lightly snoring.

How could he sleep at a time like this?

Shana was shocked and embarrassed about her behavior. Shed never 
slept with a stranger in her life. One night stands were something she read about in her novels or saw in the movies. They didnt happen in real life. 
Well, they didnt happen to her.

She had to figure a way out of this. Morning would come and she had to 
get on with her career. She had to get back to being Shana Jackson, Director 
of Operations.

She would lie about the whole thing. She would tell herself any lie she 
could conjure and in time, actual denial would set in and her conscious 
would believe what she told it to believe. Shed read in a self-help book 
once that the brain could be tricked by these methods.

Shanas anxiety slowly faded. Tomorrow her world would be normal 
again.

Justins hand crept across her belly and down to the triangle between her 
legs. Slowly, he moved his fingers to her heat.

You didnt think I was finished, did you? he asked in that raspy, velvet 
voice she knew now she would never forget.

He moved over her once again and kissed her passionately. With his lips 
pressing against her mouth and entering her wetness again, Shana knew she 
had been wrong. She would never forget a single milli-second of being with 
Justin and her life would never be normal again.






CHAPTER SIX
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Shana sat with Cate at the juice bar at the New York City Health Club 
where they had just finished a wicked game of racquetball.

Okay, so you blistered me, Cate said. Thats never happened 
before.

Shana drained her carrot juice. Its part of the new me, I guess.

Cate eyed her best friend suspiciously. So, what could change in a few 
days?

Shana expelled a huge breath hoping to find courage to say aloud what 
shed been feeling since she returned from Toronto. I think Im in love 
with Justin.

Cate spurted papaya juice out through her nostrils. She grabbed a napkin 
and slammed it against her nose and mouth as she choked. You? Justin 
Yates?

Yeah.

This is a death wish thing. Like smoking cigarettes. Both will kill you. 
I know this.

I think Ive really got it bad. I cant go two minutes without thinking 
about him.

Cate frowned and then folded her arms over her chest as she always 
did when she felt she was dispensing good advice like an oracle. Heres 
what you do. Guys like Justin, she paused, actually, billionaires are hard 
to come by. Especially young ones. So, well just make some assumptions 
here.

Shana sighed and twirled her palm in the air like a spinning wheel. Get 
on with it.

Ever since you saw this guy in the shower youve been hooked. So, 
like any addiction, you have to go cold turkey. In order to do that you need 
to binge. Then quit. So, my advice is, sleep with the guy and then wash your hands of him. Once you know what its like, it will be a disappointment and 
youll be cured.

Shanas eyes fell to the floor and her shoulders slumped. She looked 
back at Cate sheepishly. I already did that.

Cates eyes flew open and she choked on her intake of breath. And we 
did this when?

In Toronto.

Two days ago? You slept with him while you were working? You could 
lose your job over something like that.

He fired me. Just for the night, Shana nodded. Then he re-hired me 
on the flight home.

Swell, Cate assessed.

At first I thought it was the cognac. But its more than that. And its not 
that I cant stop thinking about him. Its that Im concerned about him and 
everything hes trying to do to make the hotels right. His goals have become 
my goals. I guess what Im trying to say is that I want him to be happy.

Cate leaned forward and peered at Shana. This isnt like how it was 
with Karl? It could be infatuation, you know.

Its different. Ive never felt like this before. And the thing is, this is 
Justin Yates Im talking about. He can have any woman he wants. Why 
would he want me?

Cate threw her hands up in the air in exasperation. Only because youre 
the best damn thing that ever happened in his sorry life is all.

A tenuous smile settled on Shanas lips. Oh, yeah. That.



****



Shana climbed the monstrously large staircase to the mezzanine floor 
knowing full well she hadnt told Cate about her real misgivings about 
Justin. She hadnt told Cate that on the flight back to New York, Justin had 
barely said a word. Hed pretended to work, but Shana had noticed that he 
never turned a page of the report he was reading. Shed asked him about her 
recommendations for renovating the Toronto Hotels guest rooms and the 
fabrics for the lobby furniture, but his reply was that he would take them 
under consideration. He stared out the window for long periods of time in deep thought whereas on the trip to Toronto, hed acted as if the windows 
didnt exist.

Something was not right and it was her guess that he thought their night 
of unending sex was a mistake. There was even the chance that he might 
fear she would sue him for harassment.

And that is the last thing from my mind, she said to herself as she 
entered Justins office.

Oddly, Justins assistant, Helen Mavery, was not at her desk. Shana realized 
the door to Justins office was ajar. Thinking that Helen and Justin were 
most likely inside, she went to the door to knock and let her presence be 
known.

She heard two mens voices. One was Justin and the other she didnt 
recognize. Never one to eavesdrop, Shana started to turn away when she 
heard her name.

Shana needs these reports, Trent, Justin said. Thanks for staying on 
top of our Chinese investors for me. Ive had my hands full both here and 
now Toronto.

No problem, Jus, Trent said. It looks to me like youre handling 
everything quite well. My kudos.

I wish I could take credit. If it werent for Shana, we wouldnt be anywhere 
near this far along and frankly, some of my ideas were half-baked. 
This idea of hers for the speakeasy is genius, Justin said with pride ringing 
through his voice. Fate smiled on us the day I hired her.

Sure did. Well, buddy. I gotta run, Trent said and made a move toward 
the door.

Shana rushed across the reception area and pretended to be just walking 
in.

Justin opened his office door and saw her instantly. Shana! We were 
just talking about you. Have you met Trent Wellington?

Shana shook Trents hand. I havent had the pleasure, she said smiling 
at the handsome man in his early thirties.

Ive heard a great deal about you Miss Jackson. Youve certainly made 
the investors happy, he said.

Justin rocked back on his heels and beamed at them both. Made me 
happy, too, he said searing her with a carnal look.

Shana felt the blush from the tips of her toes upward to regions she had 
thought were sexually spent. Guess not.

Thanks, she said feeling her tongue stick to the roof of her mouth. She 
glanced away from Justins continued provocative gaze to Trents pleased 
smile.

Trent looked at Justin whose eyes were still locked on Shana. I gotta be 
downtown for a meeting at one. See you kids later, he said and left.

Justin walked over to Shana and put his hand on her shoulder. How are 
you? he asked with sincere concern.

Fine. Why?

Shrugging his shoulders he said, Because I think you look like you 
need a ride.

A ride?

Yeah. Take a break. Get-out-of-the-office-for-a-few- minutes kind of 
ride.

But I have the report on the Toronto property ready for you. We should 
go over this first.

Justins face was stern and his voice even more obdurate. She knew this 
mood of his. He wanted things his way and thats all there was to it. Bring 
it, he said and put his hand on the small of her back, leading her toward 
the door.



****



The ride was in a horse drawn carriage that took them around Central 
Park as if they were tourists. Summer was coming in fast leaving spring 
blossoms behind and promising an explosion of cooling tree canopies. This 
was Shanas favorite time of year when the world was green and full of life. 
To her, the world was suddenly filled with hope.

Justin was clearly at ease as he leaned back and stretched his arm out 
along the back of the carriage, though he was careful not to touch her shoulders. 
Just look at that sky, would you. Crystal blue. Not a cloud in sight.

Its beautiful, she said gazing heavenward.

This is the way to do business. Outside in the sunshine, he said with 
a broad smile and pleasure cracking around his eyes. If I had my way, Id 
have my office on the roof top terrace.

Shanas spine straightened as she jerked away from the back of the seat. What a great idea.

What? his eyes scanned hers.

We could do that. We could expand your penthouse apartment to the terrace 
and put in a glass and screened-in area that would serve as your office. 
Theres a utility entrance on the side of the apartment that leads directly to 
the terrace so that all your visitors and business associates wouldnt have to 
come through the main entrance at all.

Justin was astonished. How do you do that?

Do what?

Take a simple thought and transform it into a major project.

She put her hands on her hips as she defended herself. Thats not what 
Im doing. I like to think I turn dreams into reality. You clearly like the outdoors. 
I saw that stack of sailing yacht magazines youve got stowed under 
your desk where you think no one sees them. And yet, you dont sail. All 
you do is work. If youre going to be a workaholic, at least do it in an environment 
that is in tune with your nature. Youll live longer, believe me.

He stared at her and then closed his gaping mouth. You think Im a 
workaholic?

Both her eyebrows hitched up. And you dont know this?

He shoved his palms in the air as if to ward off any more accusations. 
Okay. Okay. I work hard. And youre wrong. I do have a sailboat.

Casting him a wary glare she asked, And when was the last time you 
took her out?

Justin harrumphed. I havent yet.

Oh, so you just bought her.

In June.

Shana stared at him. Justin, its only the first of June now.

Last June.

Shana lifted her chin arrogantly. Then my idea for the garden office 
makes more sense for you than Id thought. Ill work up some numbers.

She opened her shoulder strapped briefcase and withdrew a yellow pad. 
She had only jotted half a sentence to herself when his hand clamped down 
on top of hers.

The only thing I want you to work up is me, he said and slanted his 
mouth over hers.

It had only been forty-eight hours since shed kissed Justin and for Shana 
it had felt like an eternity. For two days shed told herself that once they 
were back in New York, Justin would forget about her. He would replace 
her and they would go back to a working relationship. Toronto had been a 
glitch. It wasnt real. It wasnt something she could count on.

Blessedly, he was kissing her and all of the passion and fervor shed 
received from him before, she found once again.

His tongue assailed her lips and she parted them allowing him entry. She 
wanted him with every cell of her body. Even though shed tried to convince 
herself not to succumb to him, she was responding with an ardor that nearly 
frightened her.

Her arms flew around his shoulders and perched on the back of his neck. 
Gently, she held his nape letting her fingertips test the pulse of his heart. She 
could feel the surge of heat through his veins. He was already on fire just 
as she was.

She kissed him back, demanding entry for herself. She refused to hold 
anything back. The memories of their night in Toronto had robbed her of 
sleep and of most conscious thought. She was clearly obsessed with the 
man. Shana could only conclude that the way to freedom for her was to burn 
herself out at his stake. She needed to combust and he knew just how to set 
her on fire.

Sliding her hands to either side of his face, she felt the slight stubble of 
beard beneath her sensitive fingertips. Holding him captive, she skimmed 
the interior of his mouth thinking that he tasted even better than her memories. 
Her breath came in short rasps of air that threatened to leave her 
oxygen-deprived. There was a serious concern if she would be brain dead 
after this, which, of course, was a moot point because shed obviously lost 
all sense of judgment when it came to Justin.

Justins hands skimmed Shanas firm back and settled on her small waist. 
He held her there for a moment, considering whether to push her away or 
press her closer.

He groaned, Oh, hell, and pulled her into his chest, crushing her ample 
breasts to him. He plundered her mouth and covered her breast with his 
hand. He squeezed the flesh beneath him and toyed with the nipple through 
her lace bra. Shana muttered that soft, low moan hed heard before and 
which drove him absolutely out of his mind.

Shana placed her hand over Justins and moved it downward as she 
reluctantly wrenched her lips from his. Are you going to fire me again?

Justins eyes were smoky with sex as he opened them and gazed down 
at her. How many times did we do it in Toronto?

Four.

Then yes. At least half a dozen times before the day is out, he whispered 
in her ear.

Shaking her head, Shana said worriedly, But we cant. Not in broad 
daylight.

Justin looked up and they had pulled up to the New York City Zoo. 
Okay. Ill restrain myself. I think. Cmon. He jumped from the carriage 
and held out his hand to her.

What are we doing? she said taking his strong hand and then placing 
her hands on his shoulders as she alighted the carriage. He held her up by 
her waist before letting her slid down his body and all the while Justin kept 
his eyes locked on hers. When her feet touched the earth again, he leaned 
his head down and placed his lips next to her ear.

No work. Not this afternoon. Indulge me, Shana.

It was one of the most erotic sensations shed ever felt. A simple whisper 
of his breath in her ear had ignited a torrid spiral of heat that threatened to 
consume her in seconds. She knew she had to be blushing. If he saw how 
easily he could manipulate her, would he take advantage of that knowledge? 
She had not a single indication of how Justin felt about her aside from the 
fact that he liked having sex with herat the current moment. She felt as if 
he were holding her suspended between heaven and earth. His hands were 
strong as they clasped her waist. She was still pressed to his chest and she 
could feel his heat through his clothes. She kept her eyes closed, imagining that he was blushing just as she was. She wanted one moment when all that 
they were experiencing was innocent and new. She didnt want to think of 
the hundreds of women who had come before her. She wanted to live for a 
brief moment in this glorious illusion that Justin wanted more from her than 
simply to satiate his sexual needs.

Sadly, she realized she wanted to be special to him.

Shana knew that would never happen. She had to take the good with 
the bad. If she wanted any of him, she would have to take what little he 
offered.

Or did she?

She could take what she wanted from him, just as he was taking from 
her. Perhaps it was her turn to go for what she wanted. And right now, Shana 
wanted Justin.

She pulled away from him ever so slightly until her own mouth had 
brushed past his ear. It will be my pleasure, she said, nipping the lobe of 
his ear between her teeth.

Justin shook. He didnt shiver. He didnt squirm, he shook as if an 
earthquake had coursed through the earth beneath his feet. He grabbed both 
her hands and held them to his chest as he looked down at her. Dont do 
that.

Shana smiled slowly, feeling the rising power she was exerting over 
him. Dont like it? she cooed.

He exhaled deeply, then kissed both her hands. Like it too much, he 
replied.

Shana couldnt believe it. Shed only nipped his ear lobe. She hadnt put 
any big move on him. This was grade school stuff and he was reacting to her 
like it meant something. Was that possible?

I want to show you the penguins. I always loved the penguins when I 
was a kid, he said happily grabbing her hand and pulling her forward as 
they walked down the sidewalk and through the main gates.

Justin held Shanas hand as they breezed past the monkey cages with the 
rare tamarin monkeys. Shana was taken with the notion that Justin apparently 
was quite excited about being at the zoo. He pointed out the open area 
where hed seen a fox on his last visit. Can you imagine that all this is right here in the middle of Central Park? he asked though she thought the question 
was rhetorical.

They entered the cave-like entrance to the penguin abode. There was a 
huge water-filled tank much like the tanks outside where the sea lions swam, 
except that this one allowed a full view of the penguins as they dove off the 
fake glacier edge into the water. Justin went immediately to the glass and 
talked to the pair of swimming penguins as if they were old friends.

Shana stood back a few steps watching Justin as he placed his splayed 
hand against the glass as if wishing to pet the penguins as they swooped 
past his hand.

Justin pressed his face nearly onto the glass, still talking to the groups of 
penguins that swam past him.

This one is Charlie, he said to Shana turning his beaming face to her. 
Hes got a fine white streak down his forehead. See?

Shana looked at the penguin who darted up to the glass and then away. 
Oddly, Charlie did remind her of a dolphin at play with a friend. He knows 
you.

Of course, he does, Justin gushed.

How often do you come here, Justin? she asked.

He shrugged his shoulders and splayed his other hand against the glass. 
I dont know. Two. Three times a week. When Im in town.

Shanas eyes rounded in surprise. This was the man whom she expected 
to be at all-night clubs rubbing shoulders with socialites and celebrities 
and having his photograph snapped for gossip magazines. Obviously, such 
was not the case. Justin was becoming more of a enigma than shed ever 
thought.

Justin motioned with his arm for Shana to join him. She stood next to 
him and let him take her hand. He placed her palm next to his. I want them 
to know you, he said and quickly kissed her cheek before moving his eyes 
back to the swimming penguins.

It struck Shana that Justin was totally uninhibited here. He wasnt measuring 
his thoughts or words. He probably didnt realize what his last statement 
could mean to her. The only reason he would want his penguin friends 
to know her, trust her, was because he expected to bring her back here again in the future. That random, free-flowing thought revealed a great deal to 
Shana. She couldnt help wondering if he knew what hed just said.

A pair of penguins shot by their hands, then dipped, turned and swooshed 
past them again. They raced to the end of the tank and then swam slowly 
back to Shana and Justin. When they reached their hands, the two penguins 
stopped and stared at the humans who were watching them. They then went 
back to the rock and climbed out of the water.

Penguins mate for life, Justin said watching the pair as they waddled 
off.

Shana looked at Justin and realized that he was off in a world of his 
own. She doubted he remembered she was standing next to him. It would 
have been easy to make quips about the penguins or his boyish affection 
for them. Instead, she didnt respond, and gave him the reverence she felt 
the moment demanded. She watched as his demeanor remained wistful and 
yet she could tell that a thousand thoughts were going through his mind. 
She had no idea what those thoughts were, but they apparently brought him 
pleasure because when he turned to look at her, his eyes were filled with 
bubbling hope.

Its almost too much to imagine, he said, his eyes skimming her face 
and resting on her mouth.

What is?

That theres one single person that were meant to be withforever.

His reply was so far a field from what shed been prepared to hear, that 
she paused a fraction too long.

He threw back his head and laughed. Youre right. Its fantasy pure 
and simple. Like Santa Claus. You come into this world believing in magic 
because other people tell you that its true and then he took a raspy 
breath, you realize that youve been lied to.

Shana was aware of the tension in his voice as he delivered his last 
words. She knew instinctively that his emotions had nothing to do with her 
and a lot to do with his past. It had occurred to her that he might be going 
through a grieving period over his fathers death. From his comments about 
his mother while they were in Toronto, she guessed that they had a close 
relationship. But what about his tyrannical father? Had Peter Yates loved 
his son?

Youve had some disappointments, Shana offered tentatively. She 
didnt want to break the spell he was in but at the same time, she was more 
than a little curious about what made Justin tick.

He looked at her and blinked. Gone was the misty-eyed look that told her 
that his guard was down. No more than anyone else, Id guess. Probably 
less than a lot of people. Ive been lucky.

Didnt sound like it a minute ago. I would guess theres something 
back there that really hurt you.

He put his hand on her shoulder. Well, its nothing that I cant deal 
with. And its nothing for you to be troubled about.

His blue eyes probed hers with a momentary intensity that gave Shana 
the courage to push forward. I dont want you to have to fire me again, 
Justin, every time we get personal, but I want you to know that if you ever 
wanted to share things, problems, with me, Im here to listen.

Placing both his hands on her shoulders now, he let his fingers skim 
down her arms and to her hands. He looked down as his fingers entwined 
hers, then bent his arms up so that he could kiss her fingers one by one. 
Slowly, he imbibed in the taste of her skin. The pleasure Shana felt was 
agonizingly delicious.

Thanks, he said. But if thats really true, that you want to listen to 
me

It is!

Then, he said taking her index finger fully into his mouth and deliberately 
skimming his tongue up one side and down the other, I want to 
confess something to you.

Shana swallowed hard. Confess? Her first thoughts were that he was 
involved with someone else. Maybe he was secretly engaged and their tryst 
in Toronto had been nothing more than a lark. Here she was losing her heart 
to this man with every waking minute and he had brought her to the zoo so 
that he could drop the bombshell. She braced for the bad news.

I brought you here on false pretenses, he said sternly.

Shed seen this steely look in his eyes when he was about to fire an 
employee or close down one of the hotel restaurants. It was as if he didnt 
care about the employees who would be laid off or any of the trickle down jobs that would be lost due to his decision. At this moment, Justin was every 
bit the stereotypical hotel mogul. He was iron.

I brought you here because I wanted you he glanced at the group of 
six year olds who had just entered the penguin house. Scowling, he took her 
arm and led her to the outside.

You wanted me to do what? Shana asked as soon as they were in the 
sunshine. She was terrified of what he would say to her. All she wanted was 
to be with him. Spend time with him.

He grabbed her around the waist and pulled her to his long, hard body 
so quickly, she lost her breath. His mouth skimmed hers and caused such 
delight in Shana she didnt care if she ever took a breath again. He deepened 
the kiss and plunged his tongue into her mouth causing Shana to writhe 
against his body.

Justin thought he would lose his mind. The touch, the feel, the smell of 
her was like an aphrodisiac. Of all the women hed ever had and enjoyed, 
hed never been mesmerized like hed been with Shana. Like a temptress 
out of an Olympian myth, shed seduced him with her body and her mind. 
She was the quest that an adventurer risked his all for. After their night in 
Toronto hed thought that if he lived through the rapture, he would have 
been satiated and hed be more in control of his desires when he was around 
her. But that hadnt happened. If anything, his sexual need had been fanned 
like a firestorm. He came to the office thinking only of how soon he would 
see Shana. Discussing business with her drove him insane. All he could 
think about was how soon he could talk her into bed again.

Dragging his mouth from hers, Justin said, I dont want you to do anything. 
I just want you. Then he seared her lips with a kiss so impassioned 
Shana felt her legs go limp. She leaned into Justin for support.

She felt as if she were being swept out to sea. Riptides of sexual need 
created a juggernaught inside Shana that obliterated her composure and 
control. She flung her arms around his neck and shoved her fingers into his 
hair at the back of his head. She held him captive there, letting her mouth 
consume him. She tasted him and reveled in the perfection of his mouth. 
Her hands slid down his shoulders and to his chest. She could feel his heat 
rising right through the fabric. She didnt realize she was tugging on his 
jacket lapels as if trying to force him to shed his coat.

Shana, Justin breathed as he tore his mouth from hers. We really 
need to get a room, he joked.

But we cant go to the hotel. The employees.

Youre right, he said taking her hand and pulling her alongside him. 
We have to be careful.

They practically ran out of the zoo and down the sidewalk. Justin tried 
to hail a cab, but as luck would have it, nearly every one was occupied. 
They fast-walked down the street, stopping at the stoplights to kiss quickly 
and then move on.

They did not enter the hotel by the front doors, but rather went around 
the back to the service elevator to which Justin had the key.

No one will find us in here, he said taking Shana into his arms again 
and kissing her. Depressing the up button, Justin backed Shana up against 
the elevators padded wall. He pinned her arms to the wall and ravaged her 
mouth repeatedly. The attack was forceful, proprietary and meant to assail. 
He was like a conqueror taking his plunder. He felt as if this moment were a 
suspension of time and dimension. He couldnt hope that there would ever 
be another time with Shana, not like this one. He had to take everything she 
had and leave no space for regrets.

He wanted all of her. More than hed had before. More than hed ever 
had from anyone before. He wanted to drown in her. He wanted to die in 
her.

He pulled her leg up to the level of his hip and shoved her skirt nearly 
to her waist. He ran his hand up her leg and found the thinnest wisp of lace 
panties as a barrier to his treasure. He ripped them from her and plunged 
his fingers into her moist warmness. He could hardly breathe as he kissed 
her again and again, nipping her lower lip with his teeth and plowing her 
demanding mouth with his tongue.

Shana abandoned herself to Justin. His touch wasnt enough. His kisses 
werent enough. She had to have more. She wanted to feel his skin beneath 
her fingertips, but try as she could, her fingers went numb each time he plied 
her bud with his thumb. Rivers of sensations sped through her body. She 
was hot and cold. She was torrid heat and quivering ice.

He pulled his mouth from hers, opened her blouse and exposed her 
breast. Dragging his tongue from her slender neck and the pulse point at the base of her throat, he traveled to her breast where he enclosed her erect 
nipple with his lips.

Rubbing her bud while simultaneously pumping his fingers in and out 
of her, Shana felt the firestorm explode. She cried out with her climax. She 
was breathless, weak and utterly spent.

Justin, she breathed his name softly.

Im not through with you yet, he said and slowly lowered her leg. 
Splaying his fingers over her breast, he said, Were here.

He opened the service elevator door, which had reached the penthouse 
suite he owned. Entering from the side of the apartment as they did, they 
were sure to avoid detection by any of the staff.

Shana never had a moment to observe the elegant furniture, the costly 
original art or the spectacular view. Justin had scooped her up into his arms 
and carried her to his bedroom.

With his mouth devouring hers, or was it the other way around?, all she 
felt was the velvet bedspread beneath her and the silky pillowcase on the 
goose down pillow under her head. Shana slowly unbuttoned her blouse and 
wiggled out of her skirt. She playfully raised a naked leg in the air allowing 
him a tantalizing view of her bottom and used her right foot to kick off her 
left foot shoe. Then she grabbed the remaining shoe and dropped it off the 
side of the bed.

Justin was enthralled as he watched her and then stripped his clothes 
in seconds and with daylight filling the room, she filled her eyes with the 
majestic sight of his perfect body. No matter what happened to them in the 
future, Shana knew shed never see another man as perfectly chiseled as 
Justin.

Holding her arms out to him, he came to her, and covered her with his 
body. With his knee he spread her legs apart and with ease and skill, he slid 
his thick erection against her wet center until she gasped.

His mouth was everywhere at once, Shana would have vowed. He kissed 
her mouth, her eyes, her hair, her ears, her throat and blessedly, her breasts, 
which ached for his touch more than she wanted to admit.

Licking her nipples and slicking himself against her, the sound that 
escaped Justins throat was animalistic and very impatient.

He leaned over her momentarily, opened the nightstand drawer, withdrew 
a condom and put it on.

Shana wrapped her long silky legs around him and clamped her hands on 
his haunches, driving him into her. Justin groaned again. Plunging, pushing, 
pressing, he entered her repeatedly and each time he knew he needed more. 
More sensation. More heat. More wet. More of Shana.

He pushed himself up on his hands until he was kneeling on the bed. 
He pulled Shana up from the bed so that she was sitting on his erection. He 
clamped a hand around one of her luscious breasts and feasted as if he were 
a starving man. Pricking, nipping, he played her nipple until it was hard and 
Shanas breast engorged with sexual delight.

She sank herself onto him and then pulled up. Sinking onto him again, 
Justin could no longer dam up his explosion.

He came into her with a shudder that rocked the both of them. Holy 
Mother in heaven, he rasped into her ear as he pulled them both down onto 
the bed. Ill never be the same, he said.

Shana was still on fire, but knew he was spent. She lifted her thigh and 
crossed it over Justins flank. She looked into his eyes as she touched his 
sweat soaked hair. I think youll recover.

Mischief danced in his eyes. He reached his hand down to her center 
and tugged on the curls between her legs. You think?

Shana took a deep breath. I know.

He took her to the moon and then farther beyond the stars. She left the 
earth far behind and knew nothing except the sultry heat he was creating 
inside her. A magnificent explosion of energy erupted inside Shana and she 
screamed so loudly that Justin covered her mouth with his. She was part of 
a cosmic oblivion and had no desire to return to reality. She would stay here 
with Justin forever.

They curled in the bed together for an nearly an hour. Justin had drifted 
off to sleep, making puff, puff snoring sounds as Shana lay next to him, 
just watching. In slumber, his face had lost all tension. This was the second 
time shed noticed this softness about him. The first was just that afternoon 
when he was telling her about his childhood visits to the zoo. The mask 
of the powerful billionaire he constantly wore had evaporated and it was replaced by what she believed was his true essence. Shana realized that 
whether Justin knew it or not, he was looking to be loved.

Gingerly, she moved a lock of hair that had fallen across his forehead. 
Touching his temple, she could feel the steady, sure rhythm of his 
heartbeat.

You are so easy to love, Justin. If youd only let me

Shana hadnt finished her whispered thought, when the sound of the 
telephone startled both herself and Justin.

His eyes flew open. What the

He looked up at Shana and smiled. Sorry, he said and then slowly 
moved across Shana, making certain his forearm brushed her naked breast 
as he grabbed the receiver.

Shana heard only a sentence that the female caller said.

Justin sat up instantly. Not now.

Two words. Two tiny seemingly non-threatening words brought Shana 
back to earth with a crash.

She knew. It was as if every cell in her body was on alert. He was talking 
to one of his lovers, and it was some woman who knew Justin well enough 
to have his private home number. Some woman he most probably would 
be seeing tonight or tomorrow or the next day. Some woman who had been 
sent by Shanas guardian angel to warn her that Justin Yates was and would 
always bea player.

Shana felt her heart slam shut. She felt her blood turn to ice and her 
mind cloud with gloom. Shed had her time in the Elysian Fields. Now it 
was over. Time to be realistic. Time to think of Shana and her future. Time 
to stop playing with fire.

She had to get dressed and extricate herself from Justin and his fabulous 
love suite with all the cool ease she could muster. She had to be an actress 
and a good one at that. She had to pretend that their lovemaking meant 
nothing to her. That it was a lark. Fun. But non-committal. She had to think 
with her brain and not her emotions.

She had to be supergirl.

Justin glanced at Shana with just enough guilt in his eyes to confirm 
what Shana suspected.

She nodded politely to him, allowed a faint smile to curve her lips and 
she began to ease herself out of the bed.

Shanas heart battled with her mind. Her heart wanted to believe that he 
just might have feelings for her, but her brain told her the opposite. Justin 
had other lovers. Possessive ones, evidently.

The worst thing she could do at this moment was give him the tiniest 
inkling that her heart was breaking. She had to let him think that today, 
Toronto, was all in fun. It didnt mean anything to her.

Now and for the duration of her contract with Lux Hotels, she would 
stick to the rules. She would be the job once again and she would find a way 
to stop loving Justin.

Justin hung up the phone. I have a meeting I forgot.

Shana nodded. Sure. And I have the roofing contractors in she looked 
at her watch so as to infuse the lie with sincerity, fifteen minutes.

Guess we better get a move on, Justin said playfully slapping her 
behind as she rolled off the bed.

Absolutely, she said, picking up her clothes and putting them on.

Call me when you finish your meeting, he said.

Why? Shana had bit the word off too fast and she realized that her 
emotions were volatile enough to betray her.

Tucking his shirt into his pants, he replied, Because I want your 
report.

Right.

Justin walked over to her and pulled her to him in one confident move. 
I had a good time today. Did you?

Uh huh, she smiled. Keep up the acting, Shana. You can do this.

Good. His voice was jaunty and light as he released her. He grabbed 
his suit jacket and put it on. Ive got to rush. You take your time. Bathroom 
is in there. Ill talk to you later. He kissed her on the forehead and gave her 
a quick peck on the mouth and dashed out of the penthouse.

Shana waited till the door was completely shut before she burst into 
tears.
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