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[bookmark: beginning][bookmark: aboutauthor]*** 
 
   After a restless night of tossing and turning, I awoke with a raging headache, my brain feeling like a transplant that my body was entirely rejecting. Damnit! I had allowed myself to drink far more than I should have. Honestly, I wasn't a very good drunk, so I was always taking a risk when I did such things—especially since I was currently in the professional business of keeping secrets. 
 
   Nobody was in the room with me, a fact that startled me. For some reason I thought that Roland had stepped into my room and woke me. I figured he would tell me to get dressed and that it was time to go. I'd reluctantly crawl out of bed and get dressed and—
 
   No, nothing.
 
   I rolled over and checked my phone and saw that while I had slept in later than usual, it was still early in the day. Shower. 
 
   The hot water felt especially good and it helped to calm the pounding in my head. I had made a routine out of staring at myself in the mirror before and after I got out of the shower, looking over the details of my transformation from dirty to clean. Today, it seemed more drastic than usual. It went far deeper than just physical cleanliness.
 
   It was always my face in the mirror, always that same Marisa that I'd known forever. However, inevitably I always started to see someone else, someone troubled and conflicted, someone that possessed more evil than old Marisa ever had. No, I hadn't directly done anything bad that I knew of—but just being around it made me feel like I was absorbing a little at a time, like the fluoride that we all consumed via drinking water. Trace amounts could really add up over time, even if it didn't ever seem like much in the moment.
 
   I walked out of the shower in my robe and noticed a hand-scribbled note stuck to the inside of my door. It hadn't been there earlier.
 
   Pet, 
 
   Business calls, so wear your sexiest and best business attire. If I can't resist you, I'll know you've chosen right. I'll see you downstairs when you're ready.
 
   -Roland
 
   I immediately knew what route I would take—I went for the same blouse/skirt combo I'd worn early on in my interview with Roland, sealing the deal with the fancy high-heels he had bought for me to wear with the dress he had picked out. The skirt was high and the blouse was low, the perfect amount of sexy. Today, I wouldn't worry about body image or anything else. Per Roland's words, I had a purpose to serve, and in my current state, I would definitely serve it. My cleavage was nice and soft, ample enough to cause a distraction if I needed one. And then there were legs and my butt and—
 
   After applying some subtle make-up—just some eye shadow and blush seemed adequate for today—I headed downstairs to meet Roland. He jumped out from around the corner and hugged me something fierce.
 
   "Roland! Geez, you scared the hell out of me!" His lips met mine and gave me a few quick kisses. I kissed back instinctively, not necessarily because I wanted to.
 
   "I couldn't resist pouncing on you, my pet! I'm the hungry lion and you're my prey!" I understood the visual, but that certainly didn't make it the most comforting choice of words. He was wearing jeans and a black dress shirt; I had expected him to be dressed up as well for some reason. It always made me laugh when I thought about him riding in a limo wearing jeans for some reason.
 
   "Real nice, Roland," I said. "You've got coffee for me? You made me drink way too much last night. I don't get how you're so energetic."
 
   "I've already had coffee," he said, his growing smile affecting the timbre of his voice. "A lot of coffee. Plus, I'm excited about my pet. You're going to do such a good job today!"
 
   "I hope so," I said with reluctance.
 
   "You look positively delicious," he said. He nuzzled the swell of my breasts and planted a deep kiss there.
 
   "Okay, okay," I said, gently pulling him away. "I thought we had business to do."
 
   "Oh, right. I'm glad I've got you here to keep me on track! I get so distracted sometimes." His eyes drifted right back to my cleavage and then he straightened up and led me toward the kitchen.
 
   Roland fed me and gave me coffee—he still didn't trust any of the domestic workers to make the coffee and still insisted that he always do it himself—and then told me that we'd be leaving soon.
 
   "What am I supposed to do again?" I asked.
 
   "I haven't told you yet," he whispered. "It's a secret. I'll tell you in the limo." That familiar smile broke out across his face. He ran a hand through his silky hair and took a deep breath. "I'm just so excited! You'll do so well."
 
   His giddy excitement was a little troubling to me, even though I think he meant for it to be inspiring. I still had no idea what the hell I was going to do, so I just played along. Patience, Marisa. A short while after, we were in the limo, driving toward the heart of the city.
 
   Roland sat across from me, cradling a briefcase in his arms like it was a baby. Oh, a briefcase. It had been sitting in the car, waiting for him.
 
   "You're my delivery girl today," Roland said. "You're meeting a very famous man, a very rich man."
 
   "Oh, so I—" He cut me off.
 
   "Pet, allow me to explain all at once, all right?" A dash of seriousness suddenly entered the mix.
 
   I gave an exaggerated nod.
 
   "You're meeting a Mr. Von Williams. Well, Marcus Von Williams to be exact. He's a very famous oil and gas man, amongst other things. You'll call him mister, however." His fingers scraped along the leather surface of the briefcase as he talked.
 
   I nodded again. I had heard his named tossed around when I originally did research for my interview with Roland. Unfortunately, I couldn't remember much in that moment and it bothered me.
 
   "I'm providing him with a peace offering." He clicked open the briefcase and lifted the lid. It was filled to the top with perfectly sorted stacks of one-hundred dollar bills, the kind you always saw people dealing with in movies.
 
   "Holy shi—"
 
   "It's ten million," Roland said. I wasn't about to count it, so once again, I nodded. "He controls some territory that I'd like to do business in. Hopefully this will put us on good terms again."
 
   To say I wasn't suspicious would be a total understatement. I was about to deliver a briefcase with ten million dollars in it to some presumably sketchy guy that Roland wanted to do business with. However, it looked like just money in that briefcase. The bills looked freshly printed and were wrapped in those labels that declared the value of each pile. I had never seen so much money before in my life.
 
   Roland hadn't said anything in a minute, so I spoke up. "So I just need to give this to him?"
 
   "There's something to add." He closed the briefcase and flipped the latch back into place. "Mr. Von Williams loves woman. He's also kind of a womanizer."
 
   "What?" I asked. The news seemed troubling, obviously. He was already prepared for my response.
 
   "I told you you'd have to be brave. You don't have to do anything except resist him. Drop off the briefcase, be polite, and leave. I know you're strong enough."
 
   "He's not going to hurt me, is he?"
 
   "He will probably make you uncomfortable. I'm sorry about him in advance. He's kind of a sleaze." Roland hung his head down, trying not to make eye contact with me. "Men with money are like that, sometimes. They think that with money, they can do absolutely anything they want. In some cases, that's true."
 
   I felt both numb and excited. It made it difficult for me to sensibly convey my thoughts. "Yeah," I said.
 
   "You'll be fine, okay?" Roland smiled again. "I can't show up there, not now. I'd go myself if I could. I'm just not sexy enough."
 
   "So I'm just part of the offering then, huh?" It was a little insulting to learn why I had dressed up so well. For a moment, I put my hands across my chest, shielding my cleavage from his eyes.
 
   "This is business, pet. It takes guts to do this, especially after I've already given you so much information. I'm positive that you'll do just wonderful. Believe me, please."
 
   Despite my internal conflicts—the last time Roland had paraded me around sleazy rich folks it obviously hadn't gone well—I realized that this was exactly what I needed to do. I was certain that some element of this was highly criminal; I just needed to keep the gears of the organization turning one way or another. I knew Ramón was encouraging it, and that helped me with my decision to cooperate. This was just a transaction, right? Money changing hands. Simple, effective. I was just acting undercover, and sometimes people undercover had to get their hands dirty.
 
   Roland saw me thinking. I was thankful that he couldn't entirely read my mind. "Pet, you'll be fine. Just be you. Be bold."
 
   I took a deep breath. It was literally now or never. "I can do it, Roland. I can. I dealt with you at the beginning, right?"
 
   He smiled with sincerity. "That's right. I knew I could count on you."
 
   "So where is this taking place?" I decided that it might be nice to forward the information to Ramón.
 
   "A restaurant," Roland said. "We'll drop you off down the street and then pick you up once you come out. You'll tell them that you're there to see Mr. Von Williams on behalf of Roland Starland. Very basic."
 
   Obviously, he was keeping it vague enough to keep me guessing. So much for that plan. There would be no backup if something went wrong, a thought that simultaneously empowered and horrified me. I had to be ready for this, to roll with the punches, to improvise.
 
   The city passed by us now, the high rises surrounding us with their ominous perfect rows of windows that climbed toward the sky. Traffic was always heavier around these parts, so the progress seemed to slow. And then we turned down a block and the car pulled to the side. Roland leaned forward and put the briefcase in my hands.
 
   "We're here," he said. "Take this and do a good job for me, okay?" I gripped the handle and almost dropped it after being surprised by the weight. He kissed me firmly, a kiss that actually provided some calm inside of me.
 
   "I will," I said. I grabbed at my purse.
 
   "Leave it," Roland said.
 
   "What about my phone and—"
 
   "You'll be fine. Just leave it. I'll be waiting for you."
 
   I didn't argue anymore. "Yeah." His patience seemed to be wearing thin. I left my purse on the seat.
 
   "It's the building with the white arches, okay? Start walking and you can't miss it."
 
   "Okay," I said. I fought to ensure that my heart didn't race out of control. After straightening out my clothes, I opened the door and stepped onto the pavement. Oh yes, we were in the nice part of town. Fancy cars were parked up and down the block—the limo didn't actually look that much out of place after I saw everything else around it.
 
   "Damnit," I said to myself as I saw the limo away from me. I realized my mistake—my purse had contained the pen with the GPS tracker in it from Ramón. Calling him had been impossible, but the pen would have been perfect. Now it was going off in some random direction, following Roland on his joyride while I did all of the hard work. There was nothing I could do about it now.
 
   The white arches stood before me. Unless I had been entirely blind, there would have been no way to miss them. I walked onward and felt a pang of nervousness as I saw the limo turn around the corner and out of view. It was gone, vanished just like that. Roland said they'd be back, but now I was truly alone. For one fleeting moment, I thought about just sneaking away with the briefcase. There was more money in there than I'd need the rest of my life. I could just escape from everything and—
 
   No, I had to stick to the plan.
 
   Up ahead was a stocky, muscular gentleman, one wearing a leather jacket and jeans. Security.
 
   There was something really exciting about carrying a briefcase full of ten million dollars. The walk toward the restaurant reminded me of fourth grade when I had been in the spelling bee. Every time I got up to approach the lectern for my word, giddiness flooded through me like a drug. That day, I never got used to the spotlight. Ultimately, I blamed my second place victory on being too excited. 
 
   No, Marisa. The word "artistic" doesn't contain the letter k. 
 
   Had I calmed down and tried to relax, I probably would have won the whole thing. I knew how to spell the word that the first place guy beat me with. Just another regret from the past. Stupid, yet relevant.
 
   God, my throat was so dry. There was a lump that kept returning there, no matter how many times I swallowed. 
 
    Despite its immense weight, I ensured that the briefcase remained airborne. I half expected to run into Al Capone once I got inside—and I wished very badly that I had pepper spray or a tazer in my purse. Just something I could use to defend myself. Never in my life had I ever carried either; now they were all I seemed to care about. I can do this. I just have to...
 
   The guard pulled off his fancy sunglasses and looked down at my briefcase—and then crawled up my body with his eyes, obviously taking the time to undress me as far as his imagination desired. "Can I help you, miss?" he asked. His voice was gravelly and unappealing, his hair buzzed short. He had the build of a marine.
 
   I started to speak, but coughed as the scratchiness tickled my throat. Get yourself together, Marisa. "I'm here to see Mr. Von Williams," I said matter-of-factly.
 
   "And what is the nature of this visit?" he asked.
 
   "I'm here on Roland Starland's behalf." Good job!
 
   The security guy stared forward, unfazed by my words. He pressed a button on a headset and spoke. "Girl here from Roland Starland. Do I let her in?"
 
   I wanted very badly to hear what the other end was saying, but I couldn't. What if he didn't let me in? I hadn't even considered that possibility.
 
   "Mr. Von Williams is busy. Can it wait?" he said.
 
   Damnit! I looked up and down the block and then down at my feet. After that brief pause, I stared right back into the guard's eyes, intensity flaring up inside of me like a furnace. I had to succeed. 
 
   "This isn't a goddamn joke," I said. I lifted the briefcase up until it was resting on the bend of my elbow and clicked it open just an inch or two so that this obstacle of a man could see what was inside. "Happy now? Again, I'd like to see Mr. Von Williams." I slammed it shut and brought it back to my side.
 
   The guard's face lit up, even more than it had when he was staring at my body. My heart was pounding, a combination of rage and uncertainty. Would it work? He pressed the button to activate the microphone. "She's got something nice for you."
 
   We stood there in silence as I waited for a response that might never come. He suddenly smiled, revealing multiple chipped teeth. Souvenirs from fights, most likely. "Mr. Von Williams says he'll see you now. Walk all the way to the back and then turn left. Private room sixteen." He turned and slid a key card into a slot. There was a green confirmation light and a click.
 
   "Thank you," I said. I pulled open the freshly unlocked door and walked inside.
 
   The interior was that of a gorgeous, upscale restaurant. I needed to try to get the name before I left. There were chandeliers and impeccably set tables. It was also entirely empty. A ghost restaurant. That struck me as being kind of weird. A fancy place like this empty during lunch time? Maybe it was closed on certain days of the week. I didn't see any waiters either.
 
   My hardwood floor creaked under my heels I walked toward the back. When I got there, I took a left and immediately saw the private rooms. After a short jog, I saw sixteen. I stepped up and swallowed another lump in my throat as I knocked lightly on the door.
 
   "Come in," I heard from inside.
 
   I gripped the small, cold knob, turned it, and walked inside. I didn't want to pause; I needed to just go for it all at once.
 
   "Close the door behind you, please," came that same voice from before. I pulled it shut, my face pointed at the floor.
 
   "Are you Mr. Von Williams?" I asked, lifting my head up and following the voice until I found the face.
 
   "Yes, dear. Call me Marcus, please."
 
   My eyes immediately traced across the room. Marcus sat in the middle, surrounded by two layers of others. To his immediate left and right were two girls, scantily clad in flashy, revealing dresses. One blonde, and one with black hair. Around them were two more guards, men that looked incredibly similar to the one I'd seen out front. Were they brothers or something? There was a gun sitting on the table near the guard closest to me.
 
   As far as I could tell, Marcus Von Williams was older than Roland. He had short, messy brown hair and was balding. His eyes were a bold shade of blue, less serious than Roland's but still compelling. Stubble covered his cheeks and masked some of the lines of age along his face. He was wearing a brown suit jacket, an unbuttoned dress shirt peeking out beneath it.
 
   "What's your name, sweetheart?" he asked.
 
   "Marisa," I said.
 
   "Well, you don't have to just stand there, Marisa. Please, put the briefcase on the table and take a seat. Would you like a drink?"
 
   "Sure," I said. There were glasses all over the table. It only felt right to fit in. Marcus nodded to one of the guards and he stood up and walked over to the private bar in the room. I guess these guys could do more than just look tough.
 
   "My, you're such a pretty one," Marcus said. "Roland sure knows how to pick them out, right girls?"
 
   "Yes," they both said together, probably unsure of whom Roland even was. Once I heard them talk, it was pretty obvious that they were high-class escorts. Imported, probably.
 
   I blushed. "Thanks," I said quietly. A drink hit the table hard in front of me."Thanks," I mumbled again. The guard walked back to his side of the table and sat down.
 
   "So what's the occasion?" Marcus said. He sat back and wrapped his arms around the two girls. "What's old Roland looking for this time?" I couldn't believe he was referring to Roland as old.
 
   "He wants to make peace," I said. Really, I didn't know what the hell I was talking about.
 
   "Peace, huh?" So he sent you over here to make me a happy man, huh?"
 
   I sat there silently. Alarms started ringing in my head. Where was this about to go?
 
   "Marisa, stand up for Marcus, won't you?" Referring to himself in the third-person. A great sign.
 
   "I beg your pardon?" I asked.
 
   "Stand up and show me that hot body of yours."
 
   "No, thanks," I said snidely.
 
   Marcus cocked his head like a dog that had just heard an unfamiliar sound. "Oh, do I need to get rough? What do you think girls?"
 
   They both nodded and sipped their drinks without concern. Apparently, they were already used to such crass behavior and questioning.
 
   In that very short moment, I thought about a lot of things at once. I thought about the gun sitting there on the table, the man directly behind it that probably wasn't afraid to use it. I thought about the fact that I was undercover, in a position that was quickly becoming dangerous. My mom and dad passed through my mind. My old boss, Pat. Frederic and Roland.
 
   I shot up from my seat and proudly stood there, feigning confidence the best I could. It was confidence rooted in anger and frustration, but I don't think anyone could tell.
 
   "So nice and cooperative! What a body! I like those tits. Turn around for me."
 
   Apprehensively at first, I started to turn and provide a three-hundred sixty degree view of my body. Normally, I would have felt entirely exploited—today, however, it was just part of the show. I sucked up my pride and decided I needed to at least give this a shot.
 
   "Goddamn, what an ass!" Marcus cried. "What do you think, Bruno?"
 
   "Nice," the man with the gun grunted.
 
   "Just nice?" Marcus asked again. He slammed his fist down on the table. "That's one of best asses I've ever seen!"
 
   I was thankful to be facing away from the rest of them. I was blushing from his ecstatic compliments. It was a really goofy, surreal feeling of satisfaction.
 
   "Keep turning," Marcus said. I finished the rotation until I was facing him again. I picked up my drink and took a big sip. "Thank you," he said. "Very lovely."
 
   The briefcase with ten million dollars sat unopened on the table. It was the elephant in the room, at least in my opinion. This was a man that was very familiar with money, so maybe it wasn't such a big deal when you already had a lot. One thing was for sure though—he was a scumbag.
 
   "Is that enough for you?" I asked.
 
   Marcus seemed to be taken aback by my statement. A mildly sinister look broke out across his face. "No, I think not," he said. "Celia, please go join our guest."
 
   The blonde stood up and slinked over toward me. Both of the guards eyed her hungrily as she walked. "Okay, so what now?" I asked.
 
   "Marisa, will you kiss my precious Celia?"
 
   "What?" I asked. The blonde smiled at me. "I thought I was here for business!"
 
   "This is business." Marcus said. God, I wanted to punch him so badly.
 
   I was starting to get pissed off, but I couldn't say that Roland didn't warn me. I was just going to have to play along until I could get the hell out of here. We hadn't even talked about the damn briefcase yet!
 
   I took a deep breath and then leaned forward and kissed the blonde. She pulled me against her and traced her hands up my body as she tried to force her tongue into my mouth. I could smell—and taste—the whiskey on her breath. From the corner of my eye, I could see Marcus practically drooling on the table. What the hell was this, anyway? Was I suddenly just an irritating college girl, showing off for the guys because I was too drunk? It felt that way, anyhow.
 
   I closed my eyes after catching that glance of Marcus and just pretended she was someone else. The kiss broke shortly after and then I stood there, feeling dumb. "Okay, is that enough, Mr. Pervert?" I asked, my tone bitchy and demanding. 
 
   Marcus started laughing like a hyena. "Oh my," he cried out. "What a delight you are, Marisa! Come over and sit on Mr. Pervert's lap." The blonde walked back to her seat. I didn't follow her.
 
   "No way," I said. Sit on his lap?
 
   "It won't be long, I promise," he said. "I might have to get rough if you resist."
 
   Again, I thought about that gun and my feet started moving on their own, a threat that was probably empty, but motivated me nevertheless. The situation could actually get worse than it already was, as impossible as that might have seemed. I rolled my eyes and sat down after he slid out from the table to make room. He wrapped his arms around my waist and held me there like a prized object.
 
   "God, you're so beautiful," he said, his voice growing huskier.
 
   "Thanks," I whispered.
 
   His hand found my ass and squeezed. I really hated the way his hand felt on me, but I swallowed hard and tried to zone out. "This ass," he said. "It's just something else."
 
   Marcus pulled me toward him and nuzzled the tops of my breasts, his stubble burning against my skin. I could feel the hardness growing between his legs and pressing against my own. I fought to ignore the sensation. He was peppering my chest with kisses, still caressing my ass with his other hand. No, I wasn't enjoying it. It was like he was just gorging on my body, a body that I really didn't want him to have.
 
   "Roland's so lucky, Marisa," Marcus said. His hand started to slide up my inner thigh, the calluses rubbing against the soft skin. "I'll bet that cunt of yours tastes so sweet too." Okay, that's enough!
 
   My hand dropped down and stopped his before it went any further up my legs. When he battled me for territory, I pulled away and stood up. "Please, I'm not some cheap whore," I said. "You got your free sample. Let's talk business now."
 
   I walked back to the other side of the table and sat down. "Shit," he murmured. "She's even hotter when she's mad!" He began laughing again, that maniacal cackle that I was going to have a hard time forgetting. The guards laughed as well, probably just out of obligation. "Maybe we will have to rough her up a little bit."
 
   A feeling of impending doom swept over me. I started to think about what had just happened. My response was just reflexive; I didn't want his dirty hands all over my crotch and thighs. Should I have just sucked it up and let him have his way? No, I was sure I had done the right thing. I wasn't going to just give in like that—even if he was a billionaire.
 
   "Ha-ha," I said. "But seriously, can we please get on with this?"
 
   The gears appeared to be cranking in Marcus's perverted mind. What would he do next? "All right, fine," he said. "You'll leave me your number, right?" He winked.
 
   "In your dreams!" I said. This prompted even more laughter. I had never thought of myself as being funny, but I guess things could change.
 
   His hand shot across the table and grabbed the briefcase. Even though it was intended for him, I couldn't help feeling like I was witnessing an act of theft. Marcus opened the lock and looked inside.
 
   "Looks pretty good, huh girls? Is this enough for a week with you both?"
 
   They were stunned by the amount of money inside and said nothing.
 
   "I'll take that as a yes," he said. "So Roland wants to make peace, huh?"
 
   "Yes," I said.
 
   "I'm okay with this. I never expected the bastard to come around. Oh well, sometimes people grow up—even if it takes them ten years." I nodded.
 
   I nursed my drink until it was gone. The room sat in near silence for a minute as Marcus shifted some of the top stacks of money around. "Tell Roland I'll be in contact with him very soon, okay?"
 
   My whole body relaxed from top to bottom. I felt like the tension was rushing out of me like the air out of an untied balloon. Success! "R-r-really?" I asked. "Yes, of course. I will."
 
   "Yeah, yeah," Marcus said. He finished his drink and then kissed each of the girls on the cheek. "Come over here once more and then you can leave."
 
   I shrugged and reluctantly walked toward him "No lap dances this time," I said sarcastically.
 
   Marcus stood up. He was even taller than I had thought. "Just a hug." He smiled and wrapped his arms around me. I pressed up against him, but left my arms at my sides. "So glad I got to meet a pretty thing like yourself." His hands went down and grabbed my ass again.
 
   "Hey!" I whined as I pulled away.
 
   "Sorry," he said. "I just couldn't resist!"
 
   "Damnit, Marcus!" I said.
 
   "Have a nice day," he whispered.
 
   "Ditto." I turned around and walked out of the room, ignoring his cat calling as I departed the room. Little did I know, it was the last time anyone would ever use that room again.
 
   I gave myself a bit of a fright when I realized I was no longer carrying the briefcase. Oh yeah, it was for him. After finding the bathroom—I wasn't sure if I was allowed to use it or not; I did anyway—I looked at myself in the mirror after the drop-off. My outfit was ruffled from Marcus's aggressive attention, so I righted it.
 
   Despite the way he had more or less humiliated me, I didn't feel that bad. I had found a suitable personality for that moment, embraced my inner bitch, and kept the situation under control. No, that didn't mean I liked it at all. Hell, at first, I had been close to tears when he started making his demands. However, I felt like I did a good job—and that Roland would be proud of me. Ramón would be pleased as well.
 
   Marcus had really pissed me off, and I couldn't deny that. It was hard to believe that he'd lived his entire life without anyone telling him that his behavior was way out of line. Roland didn't even act like this guy. I half-heartedly fantasized about kissing him and biting his lip until I could taste blood—and then grossed myself out by the idea. Who knew what that diseases that guy might be carrying? I just wanted one of those girls to kick him in the balls so I could watch him curl up into the fetal position. Special delivery, Marcus!
 
   I walked through the long, empty dining area, approaching the brightness of the outside like it was the light at the end of a tunnel. Would Roland be sitting there waiting for me? At the very least, I needed to get out of here before Marcus got any more ideas.
 
   The light totally enveloped me as I stepped outside. To my right was that same guard.
 
   "Everything set?" he asked.
 
   "Of course. Everything is set. Thank you for your courtesy," I said. I didn't really know what I was saying, but it felt right anyhow.
 
   "Have a nice day," he said
 
   "What's this place called, anyway?" I asked.
 
   "The Provence."
 
   "The Provence." I said it to myself. "Does he own it or something?"
 
   The guard grunted. "He owns most of the city."
 
   "Okay. Thanks."
 
   I turned around and walked back toward the area where Roland had dropped me off. There was no limo. For a moment, my mind flashed through a dark possibility—what if Roland had intended to let this guy keep me? What if I really was the offering and he had no intent of me ever returning to the mansion? Sure, Roland had a dungeon. Marcus was the type that had a real torture chamber and a place to get rid of bodies. Oh, shut up, Marisa. One way or another, I survived the encounter with Marcus Von Williams, certainly no small feat.
 
   When I got to the end of the block—walking down this very rich section of town was entertaining at the very least—I spotted the limo sprawling down the intersecting street, a huge black smudge that was longer than any other vehicle there. "Ah!" I said aloud. I hadn't been left to die on the Isle of Marcus! The rescue team had arrived.
 
   I walked toward the back and the door swung open. Roland's voice spilled out onto the sidewalk. "Pet! You're here! Congratulations!"
 
   I shrugged. "It was nothing."
 
   "Do get inside. A celebration is in order!"
 
   I climbed inside and sat down next to Roland. He pulled the door shut and signaled to the driver. "That guy is a pervert," I said.
 
   Roland's laugh was loud enough to hurt my ears. "Oh god, that guy," he said. "We've just never gotten along. He's not very cooperative." He wrapped his arm around my shoulder and kissed my cheek. He seemed to be unusually happy about this transaction. "But that won't be a problem any longer. You did good."
 
   "Thanks," I said.
 
   "Champagne is in order!"
 
   "It's the middle of the day, Roland!" I whined.
 
   "I'm going to be very unhappy if you waste it." He successfully opened the bottle and poured me a glass. I took it from him, trying my hardest not to spill it as the limo made a sharp turn.
 
   I took a bigger gulp than I had intended and belched, playfully covering my mouth as it happened. "Sorry."
 
   "You're crasser than Marcus!" Roland said.
 
   "Shut up! That guy was such an asshole, Roland. He made me kiss one of his broads and then forced me to sit on his lap." I expected Roland to laugh, but he didn't.
 
   "He's such a pig. No manners at all. I told you that you'd have to be brave." He seemed to be seriously considering something based on his frozen expression.
 
   "And then he tried to slide his fingers up my leg and I told him off."
 
   I saw disgust on Roland's face, disgust that quickly transformed into approval. "You did well. He won't be a problem anymore. I promise."
 
   "What a creep!" I let out a groan and decided I should probably just drop it. The endeavor was over. I could relax now. Well, except that now I was hoping he'd give me the information I needed to actually bring him down. Yeah, I gave ten-million dollars to some guy that owned half the city. But it was vague. That was all I had—and it still wasn't enough.
 
   I noticed that the trip back was taking longer than usual. "Are we going somewhere?" I asked.
 
   "A special place. Just for the day." He smiled. "The lake."
 
   We had never been to the lake before, but at face value, it sounded pretty nice. "Why haven't you taken me here before?"
 
   "Just never got around to it. You'll love it. Secluded and free from all of the distractions of society." Actually, that did sound kind of nice.
 
   The trip took about a half hour—since I wasn't from the area, I didn't know how far away the lake was—and took us through some of the most beautiful forests I'd ever seen in real life. When we arrived, I was once again speechless about something associated with Roland Starland. I never seemed to get used to such things.
 
   Sprawled out in front of me was a beautiful cabin, a one-story structure that covered the land like a wooden blanket. "Roland, oh my god!" I said. The house was surrounded by white sand and gorgeous blue water that went out further than I could see.
 
   "Just for my pet," he whispered. "There's no cell phone reception out here. No TV or internet. This is my only truly secluded place in the world."
 
   Overcome with excitement, I kissed him. I felt like a girl in high school that had just been called to the front office to receive a dozen roses, roses that she'd have to carry back to class—and everyone would see. For that single moment, I forgot about everything negative associated with my life, all of the tension and uncertainty disappearing into the air like vapors. Undercover or not, this was a beautiful gesture that just floored me.
 
   I was in such a good mood that I didn't even notice when Roland's phone beeped to signify an incoming text. After glancing at it, he powered off the phone, his smile larger than I'd ever seen before. "Jacuzzi time, pet?"
 
   "Absolutely!" I said.
 
   I grabbed my purse and took his hand as he helped me to my feet. We leisurely strolled toward the house as the limo made a wide circle in the giant driveway and left us there, secluded and alone. The walk was composed of giant, fragmented pieces of rock, eloquently arranged, so smooth and level to step on. It was a sophisticated sidewalk.
 
   We arrived at the front door and Roland pressed a code into a digital lock. By this point, I'd seen a lot of these locks lately. I guess rich folks just weren't into carrying around physical keys anymore.
 
   The front door opened to a giant living room, the walls sparsely decorated with pieces of abstract art. There was a giant, wall-hugging couch and a number of leather chairs scattered about in a socially-optimized fashion. In the center was a gigantic blood-red area rug, one that seemed to make a single point of contact with every piece of furniture in the room.
 
   Roland led me forward until we had passed through the kitchen and dining room on our way to the outside, both rooms lavish and furnished with modern appliances and beautiful tables and chairs. The deck was not unlike the deck at his mansion. It was just as long as the house—and with a stunning view of the natural surroundings. And just as he said, there was a jacuzzi. It was elevated enough that we'd be able to see deep into the lake while enjoying all of the warm, vibrating bubbles.
 
   "Come on in," Roland said. He abruptly stripped down to nothing, his bare, toned body out there for the world to see, his clothes wadded up in a pile on the deck.
 
   "Roland!" I said. "What are you doing?"
 
   "There's no one out here for miles." He smiled and squinted as the sun shone right into his face, a small cloud covering continuing on its journey and freeing up additional beams of light.
 
   "Yeah, unless they have a telescope," I said.
 
   "Pet, you're just no fun. Learn to live a little." Roland tweaked some settings on a control panel and then pressed a button that lifted the top up and over the side. It already looked like a cauldron, and we were about to be cooked in the best possible way. He climbed the ladder and then his legs vanished, leaving only his torso and smiling head in my view.
 
   Ah, what the hell. I had never gone skinny dipping before, and although this certainly wasn't exactly the same thing, I figured this feeling was just part of the appeal. I pulled everything off until I was as naked as can be, fighting the urge to cover myself with my hands. "I'm coming in!" I yelled. I felt free, liberated. I needed to just have fun for at least a minute or two.
 
   "Welcome!" Roland said as my figure appeared rose from the ladder. "Get inside before that guy with the telescope sees you!"
 
   "Shut up," I whined. I sort of jumped in and splashed him the best I could without doing something too risky. There wasn't a NO DIVING sign, but I was smart enough to realize that obviously I shouldn't make too grand of an entrance into a jacuzzi. "Oh my god!" I cried out, the warmth literally overwhelming me. It was a beautiful feeling, the jets rushing against my skin, the bubbles swarming around me and gobbling me alive.
 
   "It's nice, huh? I love coming out here," Roland said. "I don't get to do it often enough." Like a magician, he reached over the side of the tub and fiddled with something momentarily. When his hands returned, he was holding yet another bottle of champagne. He set it down on the ledge and then grabbed two glasses to accompany it.
 
   "Where the hell does that keep coming from?" I asked. "You've always got champagne somewhere!"
 
   "Are you complaining?" He was already pouring me a glass.
 
   "Absolutely not." I laughed and took the glass from him.
 
   "To success," he said.
 
   "To success!" I clinked my glass against his.
 
   For a brief moment—I did my best to quiet my mind after this—I thought about how different things had been lately. I had gone through that period where Roland acted like I didn't even exist, like I was literally nobody. It had been so frustrating and then came all of my suspicions and the incident with Frederic and everything else. And now, I was undercover, working against this guy just as he became everything I could have wanted in a man. He was being so supportive and reasonable, and for the first time in a long time, I wasn't suspecting some severe ulterior motive.  Would that prove to be a mistake?
 
   Roland and I playfully sat in that jacuzzi for far longer than we should have. The idyllic view of the lake made it intoxicating in the same way the alcohol was, because the longer we stared at it, the slower we moved. By that time, I was sitting in front of him, his arms and legs wrapped around my body as I straddled the ledge.
 
   He stood up, unable to hide his erection in the late-afternoon sun I chuckled softly, but couldn't deny that just seeing it made me tingle. "Come with me," he said, leaning forward to help me out of the water. I took his hand and allowed him to lift me until I got a solid footing and then followed him down the ladder.
 
   We walked toward the far edge of the patio where there was an outdoor room, one that had large windows facing the lake. I had seen it before, but just assumed it was an extended living room or something. Just somewhere to have drinks and hide from the mosquitoes. Boy, was I wrong.
 
   Roland opened the door and led me inside. The walls were wooden, and the space held the sun's heat very well. There were golden light fixtures along the top of the wall that pointed outward like fingers. In the center was a beautiful queen-size bed, the windows behind it extending from the ceiling all the way to the floor. You could only see into the room from the windows facing the water. The view was perfect—and private.
 
   "Roland, wow!" I said.
 
   "I wanted a king-size bed, but the designer made the room too narrow. What a shame." He gave me a sarcastic grin.
 
   "Oh, Roland. You're never satisfied, are you?"
 
   His grin went from sarcasm to wickedness. "Very rarely," he whispered. "But today, I'm a very happy man."
 
   There were two dark blue towels on the wall and he pulled one down and handed it to me. After I took it, he grabbed the other for himself. We dried off like we had just gotten out of the shower. When we were both satisfied, he took them both and tossed them to the corner of the room—and then stared at my nude body with greedy eyes.
 
   He charged at me and knocked me onto the soft bed, his lips immediately finding mine and locking into place. We met with an intensity I'd never seen before, intensity that I could feel in his erection with every beat of his heart. He was grinding that hardness against my thigh, his tongue mimicking the motions against mine as they twined in the tiny space between our mouths.
 
   I was already slick between my thighs, his hand immediately aware and sliding against the wetness. Air blasted out of my lungs as he stroked my clit in a gentle frenzy, my body totally overcome with that growing burn. His tongue was tracing against every interior surface of my mouth, mapping it out as our saliva mingled. Already, I couldn't think straight at all, the world turning into a very hazy and beautiful place.
 
   Like a man driven by absolute hunger, Roland severed the ties between our lips and began trailing down my body with his tongue, spending a brief moment to spiral it around each of my nipples and nibbling gently before continuing his journey.
 
   "I can't resist you, beautiful pet," he said, his words filling in the spaces between his kisses. Soon he was at the soft curls of my mound, nuzzling me, building up anticipation that kept my nerves heightened and firing in waves. Tension was coiled up inside of me like a snake—and quickly growing.
 
   "Please," I begged, his breath warming my clit as he savored the smell of me, teasing me with his unexpected slowness. But instead of a delicate touch, he plunged into me with his tongue, drenching his taste buds with my juices. His sudden probing made my back arch, my legs wrapping and tightening around his head. My muscles clenched around his tongue, his upper lip brushing my clitoris with each thrust and making me purr even more.
 
   "I can never get enough of the sweetness," Roland remarked as he retracted his tongue from inside of me and focused it on my clit. He started licking in smooth, random patterns that caused the pleasure to swell up inside of me like a storm. My fingers found my nipple and hypnotically tweaked, the sensation only serving to heighten everything I was feeling down below. Roland's pressure was just exquisite, almost as if he had a direct link to my nerves and was following along with everything that I felt. I kept my eyes closed and just felt.
 
   He continued until my first orgasm arose, peaking like a quick burst of flame that scorched me and then faded away fast. My cream spilled forth and he sampled, ensuring that I was pleasured, but still begging for just a little bit more. I let out a high-pitched moan and let myself drift into nothingness.
 
   When I opened my eyes again, I was stunned by the view of the lake, the sun beginning to creep down the sky toward an absolutely gorgeous sunset. Roland's muscles were shining in the light, his body crawling up the bed until we were perfectly aligned. I wanted more, so much more. He had given me a taste—now I needed the whole meal.
 
   "Fuck me, Roland," I begged.
 
   "I never thought you'd ask," he whispered. His eyes crawled along my body until his hands were cupping my breasts. He kissed and filled my mouth with the sweetness of my own juices; I loved it when he did that and it only served to make me even wetter.
 
   And with that, he was spreading my legs wide, pressing his cock against my moist slit, giving me a sample of what was to—
 
   "Oh my god!" I cried out. His erection filled me at once, reaching the deepest parts of my womb. I swore that I might break, to crack into a million pieces and dissolve into Roland. He was hungry and could no longer delay.
 
   "Pet, god," he remarked. "Such a beautiful feeling." He was staring into my eyes, watching my body's response as he overtook it. "You fit me so well."
 
   He thrust hard and fast, his body working to give us both exactly what we needed. My breasts shook every time his thighs slapped against mine, the sounds of our sex filling that tiny room as we moved together. We were both lost in bliss, our bodies rushing toward a common goal.
 
   My legs rested on his shoulders as he pounded even deeper into me, his muscles tensed and flexing with every move he made. Undulating waves of pleasure freely moved throughout me, my pussy buzzing with excitement, my blood absolutely boiling. We kissed randomly, our lips suddenly joining in brief flashes as he fucked me with incredible power. Moisture trailed down my legs onto the bed.
 
   "Pet," he said. He pulled out, leaving me empty for just a second and turned me until I was facing toward the lake, his body wrapped along my back. He probed between my legs with his erection until he found his place again, sliding into me from behind. "Look."
 
   The sun was setting in that moment, that moment of visual and physical pleasure that was unlike anything that had ever come before it. "Roland, oh my god," I said. His hips began to slam against my butt, his cock filling me just right as we stared at that beautiful, settling orb of light in the sky. Once again—and this had been happening more than ever lately!—I felt like I was in a movie.
 
   Roland's hands aggressively fondled my breasts from behind me, my back arching every time he rocked his hips. My eyes went through a delicate dance of opening and closing at random, my breath always departing when I saw the beauty in front of me.
 
   When I felt the fingers against my clit, I knew I wouldn't last much longer. Roland angled himself so that he could up his tempo, and then proceeded to barrage me with his desire. I felt my second climax coming, a climax as bold as the one I was witnessing on the lake. He was circling against that tiny bundle of nerves, the waves flooding the rest of me. I lost it.
 
   My ears rang and my eyes closed, my body flooded with sensation. He kept pumping so hard, pushing me higher and higher until my consciousness was close to fading. I had no control over my voice, the screams spilling from me like an explosion. I heard him growling and then I felt his cock twitching inside of me, his cum spilling against the fluttering muscles of my pussy. I clenched the pillow in front of me, begging for stability, begging for more.
 
   His release came in so many bursts, each one like a brush stroke in a beautiful painting. He held me tightly, like it was an animalistic urge to fuck me—and didn't let go until he was done. Roland's lust dominated me, his physical strength absolutely overwhelming as he came. My arm gripped tightly gripped his and we stayed there like that, holding each other as our bodies cooled down.
 
   "Roland, wow," I said, entirely lost in the moment. The sun was still disappearing. I couldn't believe so much time had passed since we first arrived. Everything had vanished from my mind.
 
   "You're wonderful, pet," he said, lightly kissing my back. His stubble tickled me. "It's been such a lovely day."
 
   "I agree," I said softly. My stomach suddenly grumbled, interrupting anything else I might have said. "Hey, are we ever gonna eat?" I asked.
 
   Roland laughed and the movements of his chest shook my body. "Absolutely. I'll actually have to cook tonight. There's plenty to eat here."
 
   Honestly, even with Marcus's bullshit, the day had been nearly perfect. It was the sort of day you could only dream about as a girl. I feared that at any moment I was going to hear a director shout CUT and it would be the end of the scene. But it didn't happen, at least not that night.
 
   I laughed pretty hard when I saw the matching robes that he had for us in the house. They were identical to the ones we were in the mansion. I wasn't going to complain though, because it was probably the most comfortable thing I'd ever worn in my life.
 
   Roland cooked us some fresh fish—I assumed that he must have had it delivered earlier in the day because it was fresh and obviously I hadn't seen him carry in a fish—and we enjoyed even more expensive of his rotating cast of favorite wines.
 
   After a dessert of melt-in-your-mouth cheesecake, we went back out and sat on the patio. The rush of waves against the beach complemented our quiet conversation quite nicely. Roland enjoyed a cigar and shortly after, we went back into the outdoor bedroom and lay on the bed, staring up at the ceiling and idly chatting.
 
   "You know Roland," I said, "there's only one thing that could make this night better."
 
   "Oh?"
 
   "I wish we could see the sky."
 
   "I think that could be arranged," he said. He bent toward the floor and toyed with something out of my view. Suddenly, the night air was filled with a mechanical rumble.
 
   "What the hell?" I was staring at him and missing the big show.
 
   "Look," he whispered, his hand pointing toward the ceiling.
 
   Oh yes, I had been missing it. The ceiling was parting in the middle and opening to reveal the star-filled night sky above us, a truly luxury accommodation. I giggled, so surprised by the fact that my passing wish had been turned into a reality by this mysterious man and his infinite money—and tricks.
 
   We made love again that night and slept under the stars in the most literal way possible while still being indoors. For almost anyone other than me, this would have meant the beginning of something truly wonderful, something that would have made me comfortable with my decision to move in with Roland and give up my old life. Highs and lows, all the time. Now that things were starting to get good, maybe I could just sneak off with him and—
 
   No. I had a duty, and I had to follow through until the end. I had to stay sane and sensible.
 
   Before I fell asleep, I checked my phone out of habit. Zero bars. No reception. In a way, it was kind of nice not to have the option at all. No mindless checking of email and social media sites. Just rest and relaxation.
 
    I powered it off; there was no reason to keep it on since I couldn't receive calls or texts anyway. I obviously didn't have time to grab my charger, so I'd at least have some battery power tomorrow if I did this. Roland was already snoring and I cuddled up closer to him and wrapped myself tighter in the blankets. A few minutes later, I was out cold.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next morning, I awoke at my leisure. Roland wasn't next to me, but he popped into my view as soon as I sat up.
 
   "The late riser has finally awoken!" he declared.
 
   "Hi, Roland," I said, my voice scratchy. I needed some water.
 
   "I've prepared you some breakfast and coffee. We need to be on our way as soon as possible. Exciting things are happening."
 
   "Sure," I said, still unable to process much of what was going on. The sun was already so bright and I couldn't believe I'd slept this late while it drowned me in light. I carried my phone inside and threw it in my purse. After I ate, I took a quick shower and re-dressed in my clothes from yesterday. Thankfully, I had taken them inside and hung them up properly after more or less discarding them on the deck to get in the jacuzzi. They were slightly wrinkled, but they'd do.
 
   "I'm going to drop you off at work," he said. He was fiddling with a tie.
 
   "Damn, Roland, dressed up so nice, huh?"
 
   "I've got a meeting. You know, finalizing all the details for the big event." The way he said it almost seemed like it was supposed to be a hint to me.
 
   "Big event?" I asked. I was trying not to get prematurely excited yet again.
 
   "Just a deal that Starland Enterprises has been trying to push through for years. We've finally got a clear path now." He chuckled.
 
   "Wow," I said. "Congratulations!" This was it. Jesus!
 
   "You can congratulate me when it's done. I'm optimistic. I still need to do some spring cleaning first."
 
   That didn't sound good. It also wasn't specific in the least. "Yeah, sure. Well, good luck. "Your tie still isn't totally straight."
 
   He glanced at it again. "You're sure?"
 
   "A little more to the right. You've been staring at it for too long."
 
   He made the adjustments. "Ah, perfect." Roland stepped over and kissed my forehead. "You've been doing such a nice job. I don't think you realize how important you've become."
 
   I blushed, even though I probably shouldn't have. "Thanks."
 
   "Well, we should be on our way then. The car should be outside for us. Do you have everything?"
 
   I did a quick look over the house and then nodded. "All set."
 
   We walked toward the front and he punched a code into the alarm. "You first."
 
   The car was waiting and so I briskly walked down the path and hopped inside. I was filled with an excitement that I had only felt a few times in my life. The last time had been when the biggest story I'd ever scored in my life was published. Before that, my college graduation. No, I still didn't know the details. But I needed to contact Ramón as soon as possible. I would do that as soon as I got some genuine privacy.
 
   Roland joined me in the car a few minutes later—I promptly shifted my thoughts away from the FBI stuff, just in case he could read my mind—and actually didn't offer me alcohol. The car sprung to life and made the wide, circular turn. Shortly after, we were on our way out of the woods and back into the city.
 
   "Thanks for yesterday," I said with sincerity. It had been a beautiful time, there was no denying that.
 
   "You're welcome, pet. The road might get a little bumpy in the near future, so I wanted to make sure that you had something nice right now." As soon as he finished speaking, the car started shaking as we traveled over a poorly maintained dirt road. "I didn't mean it so literally," he said with a laugh.
 
   I couldn't help from laughing as well, even though deep down I didn't like the sound of any of this. "Did you plan that one?"
 
   "No," he said, his cheeks flushed red from laughter.
 
   We went through an area that was completely surrounded by trees, the darkness entirely sweeping away the light of the day. In a way, it seemed like a very clear sign of things to come, and even if it wasn't, I couldn't deny the power of that moment.
 
   Roland actually seemed like he might be nervous for the first time since I'd met him. He was shifting awkwardly in his seat and toying with his shirt. "You all right?" I asked.
 
   "I'm fine, pet. Just hope this goes well today."
 
   "You know it will," I said.
 
   "Miss Optimism. I'm always glad to have you around."
 
   Not long after that, we were in front of the office. Familiar territory.
 
   "I'll let you know how it goes," he said. "I can't wait to see you tonight." He leaned forward and kissed me in a way that would have swept me right off my feet—if they hadn't been elevated already while I was sitting.
 
   "See you later, Roland," I said.
 
   I got up and climbed out of the car and stood there until it disappeared from view. Roland was off to set up his deal, the one I had been waiting for, the one that I'd use to crush him. The whole thing made me feel kind of queasy.
 
   Greetings were said as I entered the building and soon after, I was alone in my office. Frederic apparently wasn't there, so I assumed he was working out the details with Roland. For the first time since the previous night, I thought about my cell phone. I pulled it out of my purse and set it down on the table. Oh yeah, it was off. I pressed the power button until the indicator lights came on. While I waited, I got on my computer to check my email.
 
   There were a number of messages from my mom, all with worried subject lines. God, she probably set aside the night to talk with me and panicked when I wasn't there to respond. It was typical for her. But when my cell phone started beeping wildly with incoming text notifications, I realized something was up.
 
   There were multiple voicemails from her as well. I promptly started listening.
 
   Marisa, I hope you're okay. I heard what they said on the news about the attack in the city. I just wanted to make sure you're okay. Please call me to let me know you're okay.
 
   What was she talking about? The next one played.
 
   Oh, please, Marisa. I've been trying to call you all night and you're not there. They said it was in the downtown area. A bombing. Please call me back!
 
   Shit, what had happened while I was gone? There was no point in listening to anything else. I needed to call her back immediately before she really had a heart attack. My fingers shook as I dialed the numbers, and it wasn't until the call was going through that I realized I could have just called her from my contacts list. It rang twice and then she picked up.
 
   "Oh, Marisa! Are you okay?" There was so much desperation in her voice, so much relief as she realized her daughter wasn't dead.
 
   "Yeah, mom, I'm fine!"
 
   "I was so worried about you. They said that there was an attack downtown or something."
 
   "No, I'm just fine. I was just out in a cabin by the lake for the night. I didn't have reception. I didn't mean to scare you. I'm fine."
 
   She was weeping. I heard her talking to my dad and it really choked me up. Honestly, I had no idea what it felt like to believe that your daughter was dead.
 
   "They wouldn't...give...the names of the victims," she said. "It was a restaurant." She just kept crying.
 
   "Mom, it's okay. Do you know what it was called?"
 
   "Some fancy place," she said. "Le Provence, I think."
 
   "What, mom?" I asked. She couldn't have said that, right?
 
   "Le Provence," she said.
 
   "The Provence?"
 
   "The news said that, yeah. The Provence. Fancy place. It was bombed. The whole building collapsed."
 
   The world began spin very quickly. "Mom, I have to go. I'll call you later. I love you." I hung up at once and slammed the phone on my desk. I gagged and tasted vomit in my mouth. Somehow, I got to my feet and charged down the hall to the bathroom. I slammed the door, locked it and proceeded to puke my guts out. Oh my god, I thought. I know what Roland meant now.
 
   It was me—I had bombed that restaurant. There wasn't an ounce of doubt in my mind. I was a murderer.
 
    
 
   TO BE CONTINUED...
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   Marcy's husband Leon brings her to Hawaii on a corporate business trip, leaving her in their room all day and night to fend for herself while he tends to anything and everything related to his new promotion. Marcy is lonely and frustrated, so when she meets the hot, single guy in the beach house next to hers, she's smitten. Ted pays attention to her--totally unlike her husband--and she finds herself nearly powerless to resist his charms, no matter how hard she fights.
 
   Will Marcy be able to regain control of herself after tasting such sweet temptation? Or will Leon have to step in and intervene--in the hottest way possible?
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   Julia has been babysitting for Mike and Jessie since before she started college, and by now, they feel like friends. When she accidentally overhears their fun in the bedroom one night, her perception of the couple changes forever. Julia's not convinced it really was an accident and believes she's being seduced—but perhaps that's exactly what she wants.
 
   Julia is on the brink of a sexual awakening, one that leaves her with so many unanswered questions...and new desires. Will she be able to resist their advances? Or is their bed where she belongs?
 
    
 
    
 
   Or:
 
    
 
   These Sinful Walls: A Church Saga – Book 1
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   Pastor Tim has got it all: good-looks, a beautiful wife and daughter, a thriving church under his direction, incredible wit and charisma. Everything was going great except his sex life. His wife is always gone for work and even when she's back, it's nothing like it used to be. When Tim gives into temptation and hooks up with the hot new church intern, he gets busted in the act...but not by his wife. It's a sexy young member of the church and she'll only keep quiet if they give her what she wants: a threesome.
 
   Pastor Tim is stuck. He has to give in to even more forbidden carnal pleasures...or risk losing everything. Why can't Sin just be simple?
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