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CHAPTER ONE
 

The last thing Logan Quinn
needed was a relationship with an inexperienced woman. He’d spent the last six years of his life enjoying the various pleasures from the lifestyle of a Dom. It was the perfect fit for him. He could satisfy his sexual appetites with no other demands from his partner. The women he chose—normally—only sought the sensual pleasure and sexual satisfaction, same as him.

H
e’d thought that was what he wanted, needed, until he found himself being drawn deeper and deeper into Macy’s innocent web. Last night he’d reached for her, wanting more than just her body. That was a first for him. This morning when his vice-president had called and given him an update on his latest deal, his mind had wandered to Macy and, instead of taking care of business, he’d mentally planned the rest of the day and the delicious things he wanted to do to her luscious body. Another first for him, putting pleasure before business.

Macy Trent was much too tempting for his peace of mind.
The reality of what was happening to him had made his hands sweat and his heart race. So what had he done? The same thing any sane man would have done–he’d run. All the way to Japan. He’d used business as an excuse by exaggerating the need for his intervention in this latest deal.

It was wise
to get away for a week, to let his ardor cool. He’d had women. He’d known this raging hunger before. And he was sure once he returned to the states, Macy would be completely out of his system.

She had to be.

Logan settled back against the soft leather seat in his private jet forcing his thoughts away from the weekend. Once he arrived in Japan, he’d crash for a few hours then meet with the Osakas. His role was broker–make the best deal; get the best commission. He’d had several very lucrative dealings with this family-owned business. The father sat on the Board of Directors and left the day-to-day running to his son. The younger man was also a Dom who could provide him with just the sort of distraction he needed. Women who knew the score and who wouldn’t expect a happily-ever-after. Not even a morning after.

Not like Macy. Macy whos
e wide brown eyes made him ache in ways he’d never imagined.  Macy, who had bared herself to him, allowing him to see her as no other man ever had. Thinking about her made the hunger start all over again and his body responded accordingly. He felt his cock harden beneath his pants.

No, no, no.
The weekend was over.

“Is there anything I can help you with sir?” The beautiful blonde air
attendant bent over his seat, giving him a prefect view of her oversized assets. They were the only thing that could compare to Macy’s size. The rest of the woman before him was tall and svelte. Her legs were long but much too thin for his taste. Macy, now Macy’s legs were perfect. Remembering the weight of her thighs wrapped around his waist made his dick jump. He shifted in his seat, drawing the woman’s eyes to the ridge below his belt.

She licked her
painted red lips. “Are you sure there isn’t anything I can help you with, Mr. Quinn? I’m sure I could help in same way.” She licked her lips again.

The sexual invitation in her eyes said she would be more than willing to join him for
a little private time. On her knees. Or any other way he wanted. She was new to the crew. Usually the flight attendant on his private jet was male to prevent just such occurrences. Logan Quinn did not mix business with pleasure. Or hadn’t. Suddenly Macy’s fuller features were superimposed over the woman’s face. What the hell was wrong with him?

“
Bring me a double scotch on the rocks.” His dismissive tone clearly said ‘then leave me the hell alone’.

She straightened,
disappointment showing clearly on her overly made-up face. “Right away, sir.”

Logan
watched her walk away and wondered why he didn’t instantly regret his decision. It was going to be a long trip—even in his private jet which afforded him all the comforts of home. And a woman more than willing to help him pass the time. Finding a quiet corner for a blow job might not have been a bad idea. Especially when the flesh beneath his zipper continued to throb.

Hell, he was going
to have to go to the bathroom and jerk off. It was the only way he could get his head back on straight and concentrate on planning the next several days of meetings.

But first he needed to check on something. Lifting the inflight phone he dialed his attorney’
s number, uncaring that it was late Sunday evening. A time most people spent with family. He paid the man a small fortune to be on call 24/7.

The attendant brought his drink while the call we
nt through, a sexy pout on her full red lips. He waited for his body’s normal reaction to such a blatant invitation.

Still nothing.

Damn.

“
Hello, Mr. Quinn.” His attorney’s voice held no note of surprise at the lateness of the call.

“Henry
?” He didn’t even notice when the stewardess walked away. “Did she sign the contract?”

He’d order
ed the man to deliver the contract to Macy after he left the country. The only difference between her contract and those he’d had with past submissives was the amount of compensation. And the fact it was being signed after the liaison was over. The man had given him hell for that, ranting about what could have happened. Then he’d started on the money. What women, he’d asked, was worth that much money? Logan had come damn close to ramming his fist down the other man’s throat.

“No, she didn’t
.” The attorney cleared his throat. “She tore it up and sent it back in tiny little pieces.”

Logan wasn’t really surprise
d. Admittedly, if she’d done anything differently, he would have been a little disappointed. He relaxed for the first time since boarding the plane. “Did you pay the tuition directly to the school?”

“Yes, but again, I need to stress my concern
s.”

“Duly noted,
Henry.”

The man was spluttering as
Logan hung up. He took a sip of his scotch, grinning as he imagined what Macy would do when she found out he’d not only paid the entire semester of tuition—which she would when the school returned her payment as he’d requested— but he’d discovered the name of the medical school that had accepted her sister and set another plan in motion.

Apparently
brains ran in the family. Allison Trent had been accepted into one of the best medical schools in the country but had declined because of the cost. She would soon be notified by that prestigious institution that she’d been selected to receive an all-expense paid scholarship. One she’d strangely never applied for.

Yep, the shit was going to hit the fan when Macy found out. Logan ha
d no doubt the woman would put two and two together and realize who was behind the mysterious scholarship. If she didn’t, Logan would have seriously underestimated her. Remembering her brave display in the dressing room, he realized he might have already underestimated her in certain other areas.

He picked the phone up again, determined to get his mind off a
certain curvy, brown-haired witch.

*****

Just a few hours later, Logan walked off the airplane in Tokyo, Japan, still angry with himself over his obsession with Macy. Why couldn’t he get her out of his mind? She’d been just another fuck. Right? While his head told him yes, something else inside him told him she’d been more. Much more.

“G
ood evening, Mr. Quinn.” Ted Strickland, his vice-president of overseas acquisitions, stepped forward and greeted Logan as he entered the airport. Although late at night, the airport still teemed with activity. International flights landed and took off almost every hour.

“Ted
. Do you have everything set up?”

“Yes sir. Th
e meetings are all arranged.”

The t
wo men fell into step together as they walked through the airport toward customs. Logan wasn’t about to stand around watching the luggage carousel go round and round. He’d already paid to have his things delivered directly to his hotel.

“Have you told Macy
of your change in plans, sir?”

Logan had been scheduled to be in h
is Houston office all week. That had changed when he’d received the call telling him of the problems with this new deal. And more importantly, the fact that he hadn’t wanted to spend the next week in close proximity with Macy. His whole body tightened as he remembered the touch of her hands. And the things he’d planned to do to her if their weekend hadn’t been cut short.

“Yes,” he stated gruffly. It wa
s not unusual for them to work on the weekends, so the man didn’t comment on the fact that Logan had contacted Macy during her day off. What he didn’t need to know was Macy had been at his apartment when the call had come through. Waiting in his bed. Naked.

Damn
it!

“Have you s
poken with her since you boarded the plane?” Crossing the international date line meant the day was just starting in Texas.

Something in the other man’s voice made Logan frown. “No. Should I have?”

“Mmm, no, I suppose not. But when I called your office, she wasn’t there.”

“What?”
Logan stopped abruptly, forcing Ted to do the same.

“Elaine
, the office manager answered Macy’s phone. She said Macy hadn’t arrived yet and hadn’t called in to tell anyone she’d be late. That’s very unlike Macy.”

Logan wanted to growl at th
e sound of his secretary’s name on the other man’s lips. When had she and his vice-president become so damn close?

And more importantly,
where the hell was Macy? His first thought was to head to the VIP lounge and call her from the airport. But he reined in that impulse. While he cared about the health and well-being of his employees, he did not call and check on each and every one of them when they missed a day’s work. And that’s all Macy Trent was to him now, an employee.

He started toward the double glass doors, Ted on his heels.
A long black stretch limousine was waiting for them once they’d cleared customs. He climbed into the back seat, determined to push the image of Macy–tied to the headboard of his bed, writhing in pleasure– from his mind.

*****

Macy slapped at her alarm clock when it sounded in her quiet apartment. There was no point in pretending to sleep any longer. The eight o’clock hour had come and gone. She was officially late for work. She tugged her spare pillow into her arms and cradled it against her body. She’d never noticed how big and empty a bed could be. How was it possible that she missed Logan? He’d never slept in her bed, but it still felt empty without him.

She thumped her pillow. Pig-
headed, stubborn, controlling…jerk.

She
still sting from his dismissal and his nasty comment about the lingerie. She knew Logan could be cold and unfeeling, but he’d been deliberately cruel. So much for showing her how desirable she could be. All the confidence he’d inspired had vanished at his words. She was just the chubby secretary who had a thing for her handsome boss.

She shivered remembering the last thirty-eight hours
. She didn’t think she would have ever sought the role of submissive, but she’d found she wasn’t adverse to it. Which she’d clearly proven during the weekend. Her aborted, way-to-short weekend thanks to the emergency in Japan. It seemed that Fate, the fickle imp, was still laughing at the fat girl.
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