
        
            
                
            
        

    









Pleasuring him wasn’t just fantasy…it was financial security.
Theo Rhodes needs to gain control of his late grandfather’s company—even if it means marrying a woman he doesn’t love. But there’s one problem—she’s a virgin, and the last one he bedded wasn’t happy with his size. If he hurts her and scares her away, the deal’s done, which is why he attends Madame Alexa’s Virgin Auction event.
Waitress Amaya Lopez desperately needs money to fund her brother’s care. After losing their parents, she’s all he has and she’ll do anything to give him a better life—including selling her virginity. When she sees the mysterious man in the first row holding a bidding paddle, her heart stops. She’s never seen a man so…enticing. He wins the bid and insists she travel to Greece with him. To keep this deal legit, she needs to forget about her emotions for one hot month…
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Chapter One
“Are you ready?” Madame Alexa asked.
Amaya Lopez tilted her head in a nod, even though every part of her warned her against that decision. Was she ready to put a price tag on her body and soul?
“Yes,” she lied. Her stomach sank to the floor, the black-and-white checkered hardwood from the controversial House of Alexa, the most coveted mansion in Nevada if a woman wanted to sell her virginity.
Amaya smoothed the snug V-neck white dress they’d handed her two hours prior to the event. Once a week, Madame Alexa held a posh auction where the world’s wealthiest men attended—by invitation or recommendation only—to bid on a virgin woman to have as he pleased for a maximum of thirty days.
Turned out, men wanted to break in inexperienced women, and the month clause added value to the hefty price tag. To keep her girls safe, Madame Alexa had strict rules. All sex had to be consensual. No violence. No hassling of any kind after the month ended.
“You’ll do great,” Jackie, Madame Alexa’s assistant, said behind her, flashing her a smile, which reflected in the mirror. With a pixie blonde haircut and huge green eyes, Jackie could have had any man at her feet—perhaps she did. During the lengthy month-long selection process, Amaya hadn’t exchanged much personal information. She’d done drug tests, medical exams, and an intimidating interview with Madame to make sure she was legit.
Within a few moments, she’d be called to walk up to the stage they’d customized for her in the ballroom. Madame had explained they decorated the stage to suit the girl’s personality. The week before, the auctioned virgin had been an honor student. So her setting was a classroom, and she’d worn a private schoolgirl outfit to the auction.
What if no one bids on me? Fear punched her stomach, contracting it for a moment. She needed the money to pay for her older brother, Diego’s, care. She’d promised her parents on their grave she’d take care of him when they had died a year ago. With severe autistic needs, Diego had in her his only ally. What kind of care could she provide with a waitress’s salary?
“Amaya,” Madame Alexa called her, with her raspy, sultry trademark voice that would give Scarlett Johansson a run for her Hollywood money. Her rich, deep blue eyes darkened, and she angled her head. “Are you sure about this?”
Amaya swallowed. Crap. Could she read minds, too?
“Y-yes, of course,” she rushed to say, squaring her shoulders to at least feign confidence.
“I started this business to give women a choice over how they lose their virginity.” Madame Alexa ran her finger down her graceful neck, and Amaya slid her gaze down her skin. A small, almost unnoticeable scar marred her collarbone. “Many don’t have that luxury.” A distant look entered Madame’s eyes, and an emotion Amaya couldn’t pinpoint flickered in her azure gaze. Then, she blinked, shook her head, and stretched to her full height. “If you have any doubts, the time to let me know is now. Once you go on stage, it’ll be harder.”
“I want to do this. Sorry, I’m just nervous.”
The ghost of a smile formed on Madame’s red lips. “Don’t be. You’ll do fine.”
“What if no one wants me?” she blurted out. Or what if she didn’t make enough money to pay for her brother’s care, for well, the rest of his life? Just because former virgins had become millionaires didn’t mean she’d have the same fate. Maybe the bidders wouldn’t appreciate her light-brown skin, her average height or curvier hips. God, that’d be so embarrassing. Almost worse than wearing the same ratty, tattered T-shirts and old shoes for work at Joe’s Cafe. Almost worse than eating ramen noodles for a month to pay for the minimum amount of her brother’s therapies.
Madame tossed her lustrous black hair to the side. “Nonsense. You’re about to change your life, Amaya. You deserve this.”
Amaya chewed on her bottom lip, then stopped immediately. They’d applied some gloss to her mouth, and she had to make the most of her makeup. It’s not like she could go home and try this again. No one ever tried again. “Thank you.”
“I’ll call your name as planned. Good luck.”
Amaya rubbed her palms together. Apprehension clogged her throat. Please, God, don’t let him be gross. Yeah, like God had time to worry about the sleazeball who bought her most precious gift with all the bad stuff happening in the world. Nice try.
I’m all alone. Even more alone than those times after school, when her parents had apologetically asked her to fend for herself because they had their hands full with Diego. Even more alone than she’d felt after her high school prom date stood her up.
Jackie nudged her elbow. “You’re up,” she whispered, clenching her clipboard.
Amaya walked between the heavy velvet curtains and sucked in a breath. Her heart hammered in her ears, surpassing the cheesy Katy Perry song currently playing. Maybe she should’ve picked opera or something more dignifying to a situation like this, to balance things out.
A light shone over her, just like they’d rehearsed earlier, following her footsteps. Madame stood on the side, under her own spotlight, wearing a black designer gown and holding a sleek microphone.
Unicorns had taken over the stage, both stuffed and plastic, colorful ones that people floated on at the pool. A huge oval bed had been brought to the center. Why, Amaya had no clue. No one would have sex in it, or even sit. Maybe Madame wanted to lure potential buyers to the promise of sex. Before the auction, they always enjoyed drinks and fancy appetizers in a different room.
Gathering courage, Amaya looked at the hundred men sitting on the chairs, all wearing gray masks that hid the upper portion of their faces. The lighting was also dimmed down, to create intimacy and to protect their identities. A blend of tall and short men, old and younger from what she gathered, filled the room.
Staring at them was as dangerous as staring directly into the sun. She quickly averted her gaze to the stage and regretted telling Madame she enjoyed reading. The poster of Nabokov’s Lolita hung over the bed, and everything clicked. They’d pulled together a luxury version of a teenager’s room, even though she was twenty-three years old. She’d seen glimpses of the stage earlier, but had been too overwhelmed to notice small details. Well, it was too late for moral high ground now.
Maybe it’d be easier if her buyer believed she was some brainless sex toy. This would make the deal smoother without any attachment from either side.
“Lolita is this week’s featured virgin. She is twenty-three, loves reading, working out, and going to the mall.”
When Amaya had filled out the paperwork, she mentioned going to the mall as a hobby because, well, she didn’t have money or time for much else, and the cafe where she worked was located at a mall.
“When she was little, she dreamed of finding unicorns and ending world hunger. As you can see, at least she fulfilled one of her wishes tonight.” Madame gestured to the stage filled with unicorns, prompting a chuckle from several men.
Amaya maintained a close-lipped smile, focusing on the back wall and the heavy, enormous set of double doors. Oh, how she would love to take off and not deal with the repercussions of her life.
“Lolita is a vibrant, gorgeous, eager girl who’s waiting for the right man to make her a woman.”
Amaya flushed. Eager? The light felt stronger on her, heating her skin. She squinted and looked around the room without making direct eye contact with any of the suitors. Until her gaze collided with another.
A man on the first row, who watched her intently.
Little shivers raced down her spine and she swallowed. Even sitting, he exuded power and elegance, his broad shoulders stretching the crisp white shirt and dark gray suit jacket. She salivated, trying to remember the last time she’d seen a man so sexy. Probably never. Lustrous hair framed his face, the black strands whispering over his shoulder.
She dipped her head a bit, trying to figure out his eye color from the small opening in the mask around his eyes. Even from a distance, she spotted a glint, a flicker—a promise.
Desire arrowed down her body, unsettling her core. She shifted her weight from foot to foot, finding it impossible to keep still. She forced herself to yank her attention from him and focus on the wall again, but she still felt him watching her.
“Now, we’re auctioning a month with her, starting at five hundred thousand dollars. A steal, gentlemen.”
Silence.
A man on the last row waved a bidding paddle. “Five hundred and fifty thousand dollars.”
She chewed on her bottom lip. Madame Alexa had told her not to fidget, to show strength and confidence. Easy for her to say—she wasn’t the one standing in a room filled with wealthy men who wanted to screw her, a total stranger, for the chance of breaking her in. Dios mio. A show of paddles in the middle section made her heart skip a few beats, a drop of sweat rolling down her back. She tried to tune out the white noise, the amounts men shouted, and Madame Alexa’s consistent and steady delivery.
Were they really paying that much for her? If this goes through, I’ll write Randy a thank-you note for standing me up on prom. To think, I could have lost my virginity then.
She stole a glance in the direction of the man from the first row. He remained quiet, his long, tanned fingers caressing the paddle with his number on it. 69. Her nipples puckered. Such irony. A smile formed on his lips, and she parted her mouth, her head bobbing forward as if leaning for a kiss. She wondered if he shared the joke.
She gave herself a mental slap. No. Stop. What good could come from fantasizing about a man not willing to make an offer on her? Maybe she wasn’t his type. A thread of disappointment ran through her, deflating her a bit. With her luck, she’d end up with a man three times her age with a goiter and hair toupee—like the guy from the third row who eyed her with interest. And the worst? She’d give Toupee Grandpa her virginity, and pretend for a month to like all his advances. That was the price for her brother’s health.
“Nine hundred thousand dollars,” a man on the left shouted.
Whoa. She’d have access to half of it, once Madame Alexa got her 30 percent cut, within minutes after the transaction. The other half would come after the last calendar day—a way to guarantee the auctioned would be available for all thirty days. Unless, of course, the buyer preferred to pay beforehand and cut ties early.
“I think we can do even better,” Madame Alexa said. “Lolita, why don’t you give them a taste?”
Amaya reached for the sides of her dress, and with a swoosh, removed it. She’d rehearsed the act before, in front of a mirror, in a way less intimidating setting. Now, she stood in front of strange men, wearing nothing but white bikini briefs and a push-up bra. She’d told Madame Alexa she most likely didn’t need a push-up to maximize her DD breasts, but Madame Alexa had been adamant about maximizing her assets.
“One million dollars.” Someone lifted his paddle.
Holy fuck. Her breath caught in her throat. What kind of dirty things did that short, stocky man expect to do with her for such a crazy amount?
“One million and fifty thousand.” A man with facial hair, who had bid earlier, stood.
Madame Alexa held the hammer, narrowing her eyes at the crowd, studying their reactions. Someone must have mentioned the amount people usually made from these things, but Amaya’s mind drew a blank. This was it. The man with the long beard would buy her, and she’d be set for life. She didn’t have to enjoy sex—but she’d have to do it.
She’d abstained from having sex because what had happened to her belated sister Malena scared her straight. A teenage pregnancy, followed by complications during delivery, then death and loss of the baby. And now she’d give—or rather sell—her virginity away like nothing. But not for nothing.
Cold sweat slicked her forehead, and she discreetly lifted her hand and wiped it off. With each passing second, her heart drummed in her ears. She touched her hair, and was about to run her fingers nervously into it, but stopped. Show confidence, Madame Alexa’s voice echoed in her ears.
“I give you one,” Alexa started, making eye contact with the highest bidder, then skimming the crowd. “I give you two.”
“Two million dollars.” The hot man from the first row, the one she’d made eye contact with, stood, clenching his paddle.
She took a step back, even though she was feet away on the stage and he was in the audience. Sitting, he had been commanding and in control. Standing, with his feet apart, his spine locked into place, the man was a monstrosity of flesh and sin.
Gorgeous. Sexy. Lethal.
A mix of fear and excitement bolted through her bloodstream. Maybe she’d have been safer with Grandpa Toupee, or in fact, any of the other men in the room. But as Madame Alexa slammed the hammer on the table, she sucked in a breath. Safety hadn’t been why she’d done this in the first place.
…
“Please sign here,” a woman named Jackie told him.
A mix of excitement and apprehension pumped into his veins, accelerating his heart rate. Theo Rhodes picked his Mont Blanc pen from the inside of his jacket and scribbled his trademark signature. Interesting. No one used real paper contracts anymore. The old-fashioned touch brought a feeling of nostalgia to him, calming him down a bit. People also didn’t buy virginity any longer, yet here he was.
“You’ll have five minutes to talk to her. We call it a grace period,” Jackie announced. “We’ll bring her in, and if after the five minutes you’re both still sure about this, we’ll sign the contract for the month and your account will be charged half the amount. If you try anything inappropriate with her, you’ll be charged the full amount.”
Just to talk to her, he’d had to sign a confidentiality agreement. According to Jackie, they’d charged him a non-refundable deposit of two hundred and fifty thousand dollars for the grace period. Not that he needed one, but fuck, he’d go with the flow.
He’d been on a business trip because his sleazeball uncle Horace had stopped checking their partner companies in Vegas as he used to. Rhodes Enterprises had become one of the most successful exporters of processed petroleum oils, copper, and pipes from his country.
When a business associate had told Theo about this place, he couldn’t believe his luck. House of Alexa. The answer to all his problems.
The idea had tempted him like no other. After all, his marriage to Talia was a fact of life. In two months, he’d marry her and fulfill a longtime arrangement put in place before he’d known what marriages were. How could he go ahead and marry her and produce heirs when he hadn’t fucked in three years?
He’d gotten intimate with his hand, sure, but after Eleni, he’d avoided screwing women to keep from physically hurting them. Guilt washed over him, and he clenched his jaw. A virgin like Talia wouldn’t be able to handle him, and he could jeopardize the entire marriage and merger if he didn’t please her or worse, hurt her. After all, one of the clauses of their marriage contract stipulated that she could change her mind after thirty days. So if he sent her running for the hills within the first month, then all would have been for nothing.
His marriage to Talia was the only way for him to fulfill a promise made by his father to his belated grandfather, and also to save the company from his uncle’s shady business practices and possible embezzlement.
If he managed to break in a virgin successfully, without causing her a trip to the nearest hospital because of his troublemaking, extra-large penis, he’d gain his confidence back. No one would get hurt. Not a lot, anyway. It was a strange problem to have. He knew this.
“Wait here. We’ll bring her in a second,” Jackie said, sauntering out of the small office room.
He headed for the wet bar and poured himself some whisky into one of the tumblers. Soon, the liquid rolled down his throat, burning its way into his gut. His groin stirred with anticipation.
Shit. He ran his fingers into his hair, then gulped down the remains of the amber liquid. For a moment, a rush of adrenaline spiked through him, and he hoped it would distract him from the very real unsteadiness in his feet. The moment he’d seen Lolita on the stage, he’d known.
She would be a great pupil for him, and at the same time, she’d teach him how to pleasure a virgin without wrecking her pussy. Well, he wanted to wreck her pussy in a good way. Not the same way Eleni—
The sound of the door clicking made him turn around.
At last, Lolita had shown up.
His heart drummed in his chest, his body temperature quickly rising like he’d just run in the scorching desert. Moisture evaporated from his throat, and a growing lust impacted every part of him.
She was of medium height, yet her beauty somehow made her taller, bigger, more imposing. Her throat worked visibly. His cock strained against his pants, but he rushed to the swiveling chair, using it as a shield.
“Hi,” she said, her voice low and sexy.
“Hi,” he said, her beauty mesmerizing him. Waves of rich brown hair framed her gorgeous face, and the brown eyes called to him. Was it fear or excitement he detected? Whatever it was, it held him captive.
His gut clenched, and his heart was flipping in his chest, anticipation flowing though his thick veins. He continued his assessment, studying her exquisite features, appreciating her flawless, light-brown skin.
Her nose was a tad long, and her eyes slanted like a cat. Somehow, it all worked together in harmony, giving her a remarkable face. Hard to forget.
He clenched the edge of the chair with white-knuckling intensity, wishing he could grasp his desire and tame it as easily. Shit. Her beauty wouldn’t save the company his grandfather had built from the ground up. Her beauty wouldn’t fix the mess his family had started.
She could, though, help him fix it.
“What’s your name?” he asked.
“Amaya.”
“Theo Rhodes. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He walked to her, stretching out his hand.
She took it, and the instant his palm touched hers, a wave of heat washed over him, making him incredibly aware of her presence. Perhaps she experienced the same response, for she started a little, as if she’d been shocked. Her sexy bow-shaped lips parted, but she didn’t say anything.
He didn’t resist and brought her hand to his lips. Groaning, he kissed her knuckles, her hand loosening under his command. A spark of lust gleamed in her eyes, and a slow-forming smile spread across his face. Good. Very, very good.
“Is there anything you’d like to ask me?” She disengaged her hand from his and, in a nervous gesture, tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.
“You’re doing this of your own free will? No abusive father or prick of a boyfriend who’ll steal your money?” Hell, her reasons shouldn’t matter. But he wouldn’t forgive himself if she sold her body to give the money to a glorified pimp. He’d heard only good things from House of Alexa, but he had to be sure.
She nodded. “My father is dead, and I have no boyfriend.”
Good. He parked his hand on his belt, his finger gliding over the buckle. “Show me your feet.”
She frowned. “My feet?”
“Yeah.”
She removed one high heel, then the other, and held both sides of her dress, leaving her feet on full display. He bent to see them. When he’d first seen her on stage, besides the obvious rush of adrenaline, he’d imagined what she looked like without shoes.
Did she have red toes to match her mouth? Or unpolished ones as a sign of modesty?
From the delicate arches of her ankles to the smooth area above her dusty pink colored toes, her feet were graceful. An image of her legs wrapped around his torso and her feet over his shoulders flooded his mind.
His rod hardened, and a generous amount of blood raced down his cock. Fuck. He peered up at her and found her gaze intently fixed on his hard-on. He stretched to his full height. “Nice,” he said before clearing his throat.
A quick knock on the door made him turn around and, thankfully, relax. Before he could open the door, Madame Alexa strolled in, followed by Jackie, her assistant he’d met earlier.
“Well? How are we getting along?”
“Great,” Amaya said.
Madame Alexa sized up Amaya, perhaps trying to read her reply and make sure she’d meant it. She cared about what she did, about her…girls? Women? “Good. Mr. Rhodes, do you have any questions? Are you ready to sign your final contract?”
He sucked in a breath, then exhaled. “I have a request. A question that’ll decide if this is a good match or not,” he said in a steady but commanding voice, the same tone he used in the boardroom. Despite his strong need to have this woman in his bed, he needed some flexibility. After all, his work and life awaited him in Greece.
Madame Alexa folded her arms. “Go ahead.”
“Does Amaya have a passport?”
Amaya stepped forward. “Yes.”
He stared at Madame Alexa square in the eye. Determination bolted through him. “Good. She’s coming with me to Greece.”



Chapter Two
“Traveling outside the country is forbidden. I’ve had winners fly to Hawaii or Los Angeles with the girls, but Greece is too far away,” Madame Alexa said, her voice firm.
Jackie nodded behind her, holding her iPad, her gaze darting between her boss and the imposing man before them.
Amaya drew in a breath, the heady sensation from the time she’d seen him so close still lingering. She’d never been petite, but this man made her feel delicate and breakable.
Still, as good-looking as he was…she couldn’t just up and go. What about her brother? Sure, she’d entrusted her good friend Samantha to be Diego’s caretaker and take him to his therapy center for the past couple weeks while she worked double shifts—another reason why she’d become flat broke. As nice and trustworthy as Samantha was, she needed money to pay her bills. Would Samantha agree to watch him for a whole month? If I pay her enough?
“I guarantee I’ll do her no harm. Let me know what you need to allow it, and I’ll provide it,” he said.
Tension crackled in the air, and Amaya could hear her own breathing. Damn it. This had to work—if it didn’t, if she said no, she wouldn’t be put on auction again. That was one of the rules—no repeat auctions, even if the woman was still a virgin. Shiny and new won the race.
Madame Alexa lifted an eyebrow. “A reason. Why take her thousands of miles away when you can do the same thing stateside?”
Amaya tilted her head forward, adamant on not missing one word of explanation. Por favor, Dios. Let this all make sense. Her palms got clammy, and she folded and unfolded her arms, unsure about what to do.
“I’m a Greek citizen with important business in Athens. I can’t stay away from the company for a month. If I do, it’ll be ruined by the time I get back.”
“Why?”
His jaw clenched. The muscles of his back must have stiffened, for she noticed the creases of his jacket snugging him tighter. “I suspect my uncle is embezzling money and plans on running the business into the ground. I need to see that it won’t happen.”
Alexa glanced at Amaya. “What are your thoughts, my dear? Ultimately, it’s the woman’s choice.”
Amaya swallowed the razors in her throat. It would have been her choice, yes, if she had one. Damn it, she had barely finished high school. In what alternative universe would she ever touch two million dollars? “I need a few days to sort things out.”
“Two.” He tossed her a glance.
Two days. She reached for her neck, hoping to find the necklace with a heart pendant her mother had given her when she’d turned fifteen. When she brushed her collarbone, she didn’t find anything more than her cold flesh. Of course. It dawned on her, and she dropped her hand to her waist. She’d removed the piece of jewelry that morning, to keep that part of her completely separate from the auction.
Theo turned to Madame Alexa. “I’ll also sweeten the deal. How much do you get for commission?”
“Thirty percent.”
“I’ll add that amount to my payment so she gets to keep the two million clean.”
“A generous man.” Madame Alexa tossed her hair to the side. “My favorite kind.”
So now she’d get the full two million. A thrill of surprise moved within her. She had two days to get things sorted out to be gone for one month. But two million? She could give her sweet brother the life he deserved, honoring her promise to her parents to take care of him. Hell, she’d even have enough to open her own restaurant. Casa de Amaya. A gorgeous space with outdoor seating and authentic Mexican food. After years of living for others, she’d have a chance to do something for herself.
A strand of determination spiraled through her, and she squared her shoulders, wishing she’d put the high heels back on. “I’ll do it.”
Amaya brought her reusable grocery bags into her apartment. Samantha had agreed to move into her place to watch Diego for the month, after the generous amount Amaya had offered. According to House of Alexa rules, 50 percent of the amount had been deposited into her checking account.
She’d spent the whole afternoon running errands, buying food, and leaving messages at the special-needs group home where she expected to secure a place for her brother.
Huffing, she placed the bags on the kitchen counter and started retrieving the items from them. The doorbell rang, and she sauntered to the door. Were her brother and his occupational therapist already returning from their stroll to the park? She opened the door to find a white box on the floor.
She picked it up and brought it inside.
Curious, she put it on the counter, pushing aside her grocery bags, and then opened it. She pulled out the red tissue paper, and a thrill spiked her pulse. This wasn’t anything she’d ordered from Amazon. No.
She glanced at the pair of shiny black high heels. She glided her fingers down the red soles and caught a whiff of that new shoe smell she hadn’t experienced in a while. She sighed. A long while.
Her nipples puckered, and she immediately took off her shoes and slipped on the heels. Whoa—not only were they higher than what she was used to, they made her walk straighter, with more confidence.
She walked to the box again and pulled out a note written with bold, strong strokes.
Wear these tomorrow.
T.
Tomorrow.
Her throat clogged, and a mix of apprehension and arousal zapped down her core. The previous day, they’d signed the contract and organized everything. Today, she felt free after telling Joe at Joe’s Cafe she needed a leave of absence. She’d quit her job after everything was said and done—couldn’t be too careful. What if something went wrong?
A new life was on the horizon, though. Tomorrow, she’d pay the price—he’d send a car for her and meet her at a private airfield. Then they’d fly to Greece together.
Shoes. The man certainly enjoyed them—hadn’t he asked to see her feet? Maybe that replaced checking a horse’s teeth in modern-day sex clients’ etiquette. She continued putting the food away, her fingers trembling slightly. She’d kept a level head during the day, too busy to worry about the repercussions of her sin. Yes, it was a sin, nonetheless—what would her parents say?
She’d sold her virginity. Her parents had wedded as virgins in a small ceremony in Mexico before they fled to the States as illegal immigrants to start a new life. A life with opportunities different from the dirt-poor town where they’d grown up.
She opened the refrigerator, and when she turned to the counter to grab the cheese, she lost her balance and stumbled. Gasping, she grabbed the edge of the laminate counter, avoiding a fall. Heart racing, she wiped the sweat from her forehead.
Tomorrow she’d give Theo a part of her she’d never get back.
…
“She’s boarding soon, sir,” Jessica, the flight attendant, informed Theo. “More champagne?” Jessica lifted the bottle of Veuve Clicquot, flashing him a seductive smile that carried a simple message. If he wanted more than bubbly, she’d be up for it.
“Efxaristo,” he said, thanking her, then drank the alcohol at once. Damn it, he should have ordered something stronger, but he’d preferred to keep his head clear. After all, he had to deal with his hormones already; every single one from his teenage years had returned with a vengeance.
The previous day, he’d worked from the hotel and masturbated twice. Today, once. The idea of Amaya in his bed for a month brought a state of unrest to his body, unsettling each one of his nerves.
An idea he shouldn’t be too excited about, the pragmatic part of him pleaded. Sure, he’d enjoy Amaya, but this was about means to an end. For generations, his family had always followed their duty. Hell, his own father had married his mother because that had been expected of him. Rumor had it, he’d loved some other girl before his mother, a girl their family would never approve of.
Theo sat the glass of champagne on the table and opened his sleek laptop. Only took him two minutes to realize he couldn’t concentrate.
“Welcome aboard, Ms. Lopez. Please come in,” Jessica said, greeting the newcomer.
Theo adjusted himself on the seat and glanced at his laptop, as if he’d been mindlessly working and not musing over his new obsession. His mother would call this conundrum karma. Theo’d always prided himself on not being a slave of his dick—not that he’d ever been a saint, but shit, he’d tried to contain his urges. Growing up, he’d learned quickly he could give women a lot of pleasure, or a lot of pain. He’d always chosen the first, though sometimes the latter was inevitable.
“Hi,” she said, waving her hand at him like they were several feet from each other and not inches. “Where should I sit?”
“Anywhere you want.”
She glanced at the seat next to him for a second, then plopped on the seat in front of him, with the safety of the dark oak table bolted to the carpeted floor between them.
Desire stirred up his groin, and his pants got instantly tighter. With her hair in a ponytail and face free of makeup, she looked impossibly young. A pang of guilt stabbed at him. Young, innocent, and hungry for money—a dangerous combination.
“This is…amazing.” She skimmed the gold accents of his aircraft, carefully blending with the polished wood and oversize chairs. When her eyes returned to his, he caught a touch of wonder in the depths of her brown eyes, like she wanted to bask in each single detail.
Her naiveté brought a smile to his lips. Talia, his future bride, was used to wealth and in the events they’d attended together, always made sure she had the best seat in the house. She knew what to ask for and was no damsel in distress—a virgin, yes, due to a practical point of view, but also a go-getter. She needed this marriage as much as he did, for it meant she’d be the one saving her company and family. She, the only child who happened to be female, much to her conservative father’s disappointment.
Old money and old rules.
The millions he’d spent on Amaya could very well be his last if he didn’t marry Talia and gain control of Rhodes Enterprises. The more stocks, the more control so he could be in charge—and boot his uncle Horace from the CFO position. Possibly get him arrested, like he deserved.
“Never flown on a private jet, I assume.”
A wave of red spread across her cheeks. “Never flown anywhere.”
“You have a passport.”
“Yes, to visit family members in Mexico. By car.”
Jessica returned, grabbing his glass and warning them about takeoff.
The engine purred, and the pilot’s voice sounded in the speakerphone, talking about the weather.
He slid his laptop in the side pocket and glanced at Amaya. She clenched the armrest a little too tight, enough to form a frown on her pretty face. He wished she’d been on time, so she’d had a stiff drink before flying. How could he have known she was also a virgin to the skies?
The idea brought a dirty image to his mind. He’d be popping a lot of cherries and couldn’t wait to get started. “Don’t be nervous.”
She rubbed her hands together. “I’m not.”
He lifted an eyebrow.
She sighed, her shoulders sagging. “I’m a bad liar.”
“Just stay away from poker games and politics, and you’ll be fine.”
She smiled, showing her straight white teeth. Dimples dented both sides of her cheeks, and he fought the urge to kiss them. His heart flipped in his chest as if he’d received great news. Time. Give her time.
Give yourself time. That’s what he’d promised himself after things ended so abruptly with Eleni. Because of the agreement to marry Talia, he’d always steered away from women who challenged him emotionally. Women who defied his carefully crafted rationale and sense of duty. Women like…
Amaya gazed at him, the complex brown irises drawing him in. The tips of his fingers tingled, and an ache to open the door of a part of himself he’d always kept shut stabbed at him. What the hell?
He’d screw her all right, but he couldn’t jump her bones and hurt her like he’d done Eleni. Especially since he had Amaya for a month—enough time to teach himself how to properly corrupt a virgin—he didn’t want to rush things.
Easier said than done. He unbuckled his seat and rushed to her side, occupying the seat next to hers. Giving her what he hoped was a reassuring smile, he grabbed her hand in his, threading their fingers.
The innocent touch stoked a fire within him, quickly raising his internal temperature. She moaned, and he gave her a little squeeze, and she responded with a little tug of her own, causing lust to thunder in his blood.
With his free hand, he loosened his collar, wishing he could take her right there and then. Nonsense. He couldn’t hurt her without any planning. Damn it, her palm slicked against his, and he felt fresh cold sweat. Was she scared? Did he…frighten her?
“Why are you sweating?” he asked, hoping it was just the fear of flying. Either way, he needed to know.
His heart missed a beat or two.
She glanced away for a moment, and he was about to loosen his hold on her hand and go back to his seat when she turned her face back to him. “I…”
“Tell me, Amaya. You can tell me anything,” he said in a low voice. Anything? Why did he promise her that level of intimacy? This was sex, nothing more.
“I want to kiss you,” she blurted out, and the hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. Hell, his entire scalp seared with awareness. “But you’re so big, and so intense, and obviously much more experienced than me. I’m afraid when it does happen, I’m going to—”
He didn’t let her finish.
Pulling her close, he captured her lips with his, feeling the tremble of her flesh. Or was it his? Shit, he couldn’t tell anymore. Desire skyrocketed through him as he coaxed her lips open. A sweet, sexy moan filled the air, and she parted her mouth further. He plunged his tongue inside, finding hers and starting a sensual dance—stroking, urging, and commanding. Blood surged through his veins, heading south, hardening his cock until it ached for her. She circled her hands around his neck, bringing him closer, and he suppressed a groan.
What the fuck? A cold chill rolled into his gut. She’d said she’d been scared to kiss him, when he should have been the one frightened. The woman squirming in his arms opened the doors of heaven and hell at the same time, and he had no idea which one would cause less damage in the end.



Chapter Three
Amaya lowered her hands to his shoulders, caressing the hard muscles, then glided them to his chest. She placed her fingers over his heart, its maddening pace sending her own on a spike.
She’d never felt like this. Sure, she’d dated a few times and kissed men—boys, not men. Theo’s presence alone diminished any male suitor she’d encountered before him, erasing from her mind any mediocre, distant memory.
She squeezed his pecs, wishing he’d get rid of the inconvenient layer of clothes keeping them apart. A feral need to have him between her legs bolted through her, and she intensified her kiss in a desperate effort to give and get more.
Oh, how he teased her…meshing his tongue with hers, then grazing her lower lip with his teeth, only to distract her as he dropped his hand behind her. When he reached her lower back, she clenched her thighs, wishing he were in between them.
Heat sizzled over her flesh, and suddenly, her breasts grew larger and heavier. Adrenaline rushed through her veins. What would it be like to have him lick her tingling nipples? She wanted to find out—oh, hell yeah.
“Mr. Rhodes,” she said, realizing she’d never called him anything. Her last thread of common sense warned her he was still her boss in the sense he’d pay her bills—by providing the money that changed her life. What if she used his first name and turned him off with the lack of formality?
He disengaged the kiss enough so his breath still fanned her cheek, nuzzling her. “Theo. Call me Theo.”
Her breath came in a gasp, eyes still closed. “Theo,” she said, her voice hushed, as if pronouncing a secret code no one else had access to.
“Come with me.”
She opened her eyes and found him watching her with a glint of lust in his black eyes. God, he was beautiful…in a way that made girls lose their minds. In a way that weakened those who were strong. And shit, she wasn’t even super strong to begin with… “Where?”
He stood, and she glanced around, finding no trace of the flight attendant. He stretched out his hand, and she unbuckled, then surged to her feet, a bit too quickly. A rush of blood pounded in her head, working its way down her body. They’d taken off. Through the windows, fluffy clouds greeted her. Whoa. She’d not even noticed. My first flight and I missed the most important part. Not that she minded.
He took her to a door she assumed was a restroom.
Except it wasn’t.
A bed occupied the enclosed area, complete with a silky bedspread and a few pillows. She looked around, fascinated. A bedroom? In a private jet?
“Take off your clothes, Amaya.”
She drew in a breath. What did she expect, to have sex with her Spanx still on? At some point, he’d see the curvy hips and the stubborn roundness in her belly she couldn’t get rid of no matter how many meals she skipped or how much walking around she did as a waitress.
She pulled the black cotton dress over her head, tossed it to the side, and stood before him in her mismatched beige bra and black underwear. God, the underwear happened to be a high-waist, mid-thigh black short she’d used to slim her figure. After all, real life didn’t have the special lighting from Madame Alexa’s stage. A shiver skated down her spine, and her nipples puckered against the cotton of her lingerie.
He didn’t take his clothes off, much to her disappointment; instead, he kept watching her with an intent that prickled her arms. Her heart beat in staccato, each thump growing louder and stronger. “All of it,” he demanded, his voice sharp as a whip.
Damn. She reached for the clasp of her bra, ignoring the slight tremble of her fingers. She slipped it off of her, and her breasts spilled into view.
Fire burned in his dark irises, gold flecks blazing in the depths of his eyes. Suddenly, the cold sensation engulfing her, the modesty, disappeared, and a challenging heat replaced it.
She pulled down her underwear, wriggling her way out, then tossed the darn thing to the side. Damn. Was he going to pop her cherry thousands of miles off the ground? She threaded her fingers together, fidgeting, unsure about what to do next.
He shortened the gap between them, slowly, his gaze sliding down her neck and lower. She fought the urge to cross her arms over her chest. After all, he’d paid for her—modesty had no place in this deal. He probably wouldn’t care for it, anyway. Still, she had no idea what to do. Was it too late to ask Madame Alexa for an intensive seminar on sex? Yep, it was.
A bubble of arousal grew inside her, floating in her bloodstream and swiftly spreading though her body. She could feel her pussy lips swelling, and the steady pulse in her clit, like a simmering boil.
“Agapi mou,” he said in his native language, his delivery so freaking sexy her clit throbbed harder in response. “You’re gorgeous.”
She flushed. When he was within a breath of her, he pulled her into his arms, her naked self pressing against his clothed body. The friction of his clothes against her flesh quickened her pulse. A naughty sensation swirled inside her, and she felt like a mischievous teenager after stealing candy from a store.
Would she prefer to have him naked? Hell yes. But, shit, it was hard enough already to manage the flood of sensations taking over her.
He kissed her, a kiss that defied her sense. Urgency, need, and lust blended into one. He cupped her face, angling it to deepen his exploration, and she circled her arms around him, loving every second of the sweet agony.
He lifted her in his arms and placed her on the mattress. She realized she hadn’t removed the shoes, but when she reached to take them off, he seized her wrists. “They stay.”
To cement his wish, he pinned them on the edge of the bed, exposing her sex in a way she’d never exposed it to anyone before
She propped herself on her elbows, curious. What did he have planned? He kneeled before her, upright, putting himself in front of her. Oooh. A thread of anticipation surged through her, and her thighs grew stickier from the desire drenching her folds. Maybe he was making sure her hymen was intact. Though he probably had to touch her to—
He tossed her a promising glance, then lowered his head between her thighs. She sucked in a breath for longer than she could probably hold it. He licked her thigh, and she squirmed, reveling in the delightful sensation. No wonder so many women and men lost their heads over sex—it was worth it. From her brief pre-sex experience with Theo, she could already understand the hype.
With a growl that sent wicked shivers down her spine, he touched her folds. The second he brushed his fingers against them, she bucked, a ripple of pleasure zapping through her faster than she could fathom. She fell on the mattress, her head burying into the soft pillow.
Sweat slicked her forehead. He began to move his finger, scissoring her folds, parting them, then tugging at them, just enough to send a violent shot of arousal to her core. She moaned, reaching to the linens and bunching them, unable to remain still.
When he licked her pussy, she arched toward him, completely enthralled. Holy fuck. “Theo,” she called, though she had no idea what she expected from him.
“You taste sweet, glikia mu,” he said, his voice gravelly. “Sweet and irresistible.”
His words earned him another coat of her pearly essence. She clenched the linens, her breath labored. He continued to give her greedy laps at her center, driving her crazy. Soon, he closed his mouth around her achy clit, sucking it, and simultaneously teased her folds with his fingers. Whenever he neared her breach, that thin and delicate piece of skin he had bought for his own pleasure, he retreated and focused on something else. Her inner muscles clenched with tension, and a part of her warned her she wouldn’t last long.
He probably sensed it, too, because he made invisible circles around her clit, flicking it, and provoking her with his mouth and fingers. The pressure built to the point of explosion, and she could no longer take it. Her stomach contracted, and she stopped feeling anything and everything for one hot second. Then, she let go, as waves of pleasure washed over her, and her body broke in delicious spasms.
She moaned, louder than a lady would in someone’s jet. But she wasn’t a lady—she was a woman, or becoming one under his expertise. Relentlessly, he continued to suck her, swallowing her every drip, until the shaking subsided.
She closed her eyes, seeing stars behind the lids, slowly processing the diminishing tingles, her heartbeat falling back into its regular rhythm. The sound of him standing prompted her to open her eyes and search for him.
With a half-closed smile, he reached for the door. “I’ll let you regroup. The bathroom is to the left,” he said, pointing at a narrow door by the other side of the bed.
“Wait. What… Where are you going?” She sat upright and folded her arms over her chest. A veneer of vulnerability covered her, a draft of coldness replacing the heat that warmed her minutes ago.
He sighed, his frustration obvious. “Back to my seat.”
“Yes, but why?” Was it something she’d done? Anxiety chilled her bones. What if he changes his mind? Maybe she should have reacted in a different way to entice him. “I’m on the pill,” she said, though he probably knew that already. Madame Alexa required every virgin to get on birth control before the auction.
“Yeah. I know, and by the way, I have a clean bill of health. We’ll get there, Amaya. Just not here,” he said, then left the room, closing the door behind him.
Just not here. His words reverberated through her, long after he left her by herself. It took her minutes to will herself out of the bed, scoop her clothes from the floor and get dressed. She had to make peace with the fact he wasn’t going to take her at this very moment. She also had to make peace with that bothering her more than she’d anticipated. Be careful, Amaya. Cuidado.
Theo was a worldly, experienced man who knew all the rules of a game she’d yet to play.
…
Theo fixed his collar, wishing he could remove his damn shirt. Shit, the pants too. His groin stirred. No, he couldn’t. Not yet.
He hadn’t wanted to tell her his situation in front of Madame Alexa and her assistant, to protect his own interests. Now he had to. A ball of frustration knotted his stomach. He’d seen the disappointment in her eyes, detected it in her voice when he refused to screw her.
A good sign. She wasn’t in it just for the money. She wanted him.
Would that still be the case after he told her about his situation?
He scratched his chin. Well, what could he do anyway. His lawyer had advised to keep the story with Eleni under wraps. He’d paid her enough for silence, and one didn’t get rid of one blackmailer simply to find another. Sure, Amaya seemed like a genuine person. What if she wasn’t? Would he jeopardize his image and his chance to shift from vice president to president of Rhodes Enterprises?
She joined him in the cabin, choosing the seat in front of him and not the one next to him. For a few seconds, she glanced around, without focusing on one place in particular. Then she grabbed a magazine from the rack and began to flip through pages.
“Amaya,” he said, and immediately her gaze darted to his. His throat clogged, and the damn collar got even tighter. He touched it to loosen it, but changed his mind. The more in control he appeared, the better. She didn’t need to know how much his body roared for her. Roared for the kind of no-barrier sex they both needed, but would take time adjusting to. “We need to talk.”
She put the magazine to the side and adjusted herself on the seat. “Sure.”
He bit back a smile. She didn’t play games—she probably wanted to know why he’d decided not to finish what he’d started.
“I’m expected to marry someone in a couple months,” he said, his voice steady. He looked at her square in the eye and registered her surprise. She opened her mouth but hesitated, and the pulse in her neck jumped.
She frowned. “You’re—you’re engaged?”
“Not officially. My family and Talia’s family were always very close, and they made this arrangement when we were young. Of course, I didn’t think I’d have to see it through, but now I have to.” To keep my uncle from driving my family’s company to the ground and our name through the mud. “If we get married, we’ll merge with her father’s company—which is smaller, and could use the boost. In turn, her father will give me the stocks from Rhodes Enterprises he’s owned for a long time as a wedding gift. Those stocks added to mine and my father’s will make it possible for me to be in charge of the empire and change the lives of thousands of employees.”
Currently, his father and his uncle acted as co-presidents, but because of his uncle’s support from key board members, Theo’s father’s hands were tied when it came to big decisions. Besides, his father wasn’t getting any younger, or healthier. A strand of sadness traveled through him, and he dropped his shoulders a notch. The family duty tradition ended with him. He’d never hold his future children responsible for maintaining the old-fashioned custom, or saving the company. They would be free to do whatever they wanted.
“Then why do you need me? Is this a long-winded bachelor party?”
He sighed. “My future bride is a virgin. I’m a big guy. I want to make sure everything goes smoothly. What better way is there to practice than with a virgin?”
She drummed her fingers on the armrest. “You’re an experienced guy. Why practice?”
Shit. She wasn’t going to let go, was she? Because the last virgin I bedded almost ruined my life. Guilt stabbed at him, even if a part of him reminded he hadn’t known Eleni had been a virgin—and that had been a major part of the problem. Too much alcohol and not enough talking. She’d seduced him, but he should have known better. “I’ll be more direct. My dick is bigger than most. While I’m well versed in screwing, virgins aren’t exactly my thing because they’re particularly tight. I don’t want to hurt anyone. Because of the arrangement, she has the possibility of backing out after a month if she’s not happy. I’m assuming she’ll be a lot happier if our sex life goes smoothly.”
She nodded, relaxing in the chair, shoulders dropping a notch. “You’re shockingly practical about this whole thing. How about her? Is she as pragmatic?”
“I’m sure she would be, had I told her,” he said. From the many times he’d seen Talia in a business environment or family functions, he always gathered she favored duties and goals over anything else. In fact, he couldn’t remember sharing a personal, meaningful conversation with her that didn’t involve stocks or assets. “See, until we get married and have to produce an heir, this is a business arrangement only. So I’m a free man for the time being,” he said, though he could have laughed at the irony.
He was as free as an abused, caged lion in a rundown circus. Maybe he hadn’t signed the contract for a marriage yet, but their families had bonded them long ago—and recent events only cemented the need for the union. He was trapped but couldn’t afford to be selfish enough to find an escape.
“You’re also a good salesman. But I guess I don’t have to buy into anything, right?” She tapped her fingers on her lap, looking out the window. “You were the one doing the buying.”
Doing the buying. The words echoed deep in his soul, causing nausea to form in his stomach. He glanced at her lap; she now threaded her fingers together, her thumbs tapping each other. The icky sensation floated up his throat. A sheen of sweat covered his forehead, and he touched his neck, willing away the bile. Shit. Until now, he hadn’t realized his situation might make her feel uncomfortable. “I’m sorry for dragging you into this, Amaya.”
Maybe the sorrow in his voice caught her attention, as she turned her face to him. “I thought being well-endowed was a good thing.”
“In theory, yes.” He pursed his lips, remembering all the pats on his back he’d received from friends in high school. They all probably believed the same as her. She cocked her head to one side, her big brown eyes flickering with interest. No doubt, she wanted to know the truth. Wanted to know him.
His chest shrank to the size of a gold-plated cufflink. Opening up to her would not only put him at risk, it’d weaken him. Best to change the subject and make it about her. “What’s your story? Why were you selling?”
She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. The light shone on her sultry tresses, and the tips of his fingers tingled with a need to touch her mane. The damn sensation shot up his arm. Hell, maybe she was a good saleswoman, too. “I need the money.”
“Obviously. Money’s a need we can’t go without. Why? What grand plans do you have for you to agree to such an unorthodox offer?”
“I’m responsible for my older brother, Diego. He’s autistic, and I’m all he’s got. My parents died about a year ago, and I’ve been stuck with bills. I want him to go to a good home where they treat him the way he deserves. Where he has top-notch therapists.” A light of hope sparkled in her eyes, and an invisible force clutched his heart. He felt the affection in her tone when she mentioned her brother. She, too, was trapped to family obligations and unfair promises. “I never…imagined I’d sell my virginity at such a high price. It’s kinda crazy.”
“How much do you think it’s worth?” he asked. When he’d made his exorbitant bid for her, he’d been impulsive, but it had also made sense…in the grand scheme of things, the amount didn’t seem like a huge price.
“I have no clue. How much do you think it’s worth?”
If screwing her was half as stimulating as talking to her… “I’ll have to wait and see to reply.”
An adorable shade of red spread across her cheeks. “Fair enough.” A mischievous smile formed on her face. “You know, with all this talk about Theo Jr., you’ve made me curious to see it.”
Oxygen disappeared from his lungs, and a powerful arrow of lust surged down his body. There was nothing Junior about him, but the nickname amused him. “Oh, you’ll see him. All in good time.”
She stared at him in silence, and he had to mentally straitjacket himself not to jump her bones and screw her senseless. Yes, all in good time. He’d get her acquainted with his dick, then fuck her all the way home. Anticipation pounded in his bloodstream.
That’s a promise.



Chapter Four
“Ms. Lopez, is there anything I can get you?” the ever-helpful housekeeper, Valda, asked.
Some company would be a great start. Amaya shook her head at the nice fifty-something lady who had been nothing but kind since her arrival at the luxury villa two days ago.
Amaya set her tea on the table and glanced at the nicely set breakfast spread. Her stomach churned, and she touched it, a bit nauseated. “I’m good, thank you.”
“The driver’s at your service, miss. Just say the word,” Valda said, then with a nod, strolled out of sight.
Amaya looked at the infinity pool, hoping to extract some encouragement. Theo’s mansion was of a neoclassical style, with pristine white columns, triangular shaped windows, and fireplaces topped with temple fronts. Every piece of furniture carefully added to the timeless decor, and she was afraid to have a snack on the off-white set of sofas, in case she got them dirty. Surely, any little crumb would stand out in the clean, modern ambience.
She crossed her arms over her chest.
What kind of home would this be for a baby? If he and his future wife had an heir, they’d have to babyproof the hell out of this place. She walked to the back yard, as she had so many times during her short stay. The villa was located on a cliff overlooking the city, and sights of beaches and the bustling life not too far away took her breath away. The serenity from the cut grass and pretty, colorful garden contrasted against the buildings and vehicles she spotted from below.
After they’d arrived, Theo took off to his office to work. She went to her suite and ended up sleeping. Next day, besides a brief “hi” at breakfast, he took off in a rush with the excuse of an early meeting. She’d gone to sleep after midnight, too jetlagged to wait.
Today…she hadn’t even seen the man.
She remembered the cell phone Madame Alexa had given her for emergencies. Did this count as one? Being at the height of luxury, and alone? Maybe he’s changing his mind about the whole thing. He was entitled, right?
Memories of his lips on hers, him kissing her pussy stole a breath or two from her. If he didn’t screw her, could he ask for a refund? Oh no. She didn’t have the contract handy, but if people asked for a refund for a shirt they’d worn from a department store, why couldn’t he? Besides, he probably had experienced lawyers in his corner ready to fire back if Madame Alexa protested.
Shit.
She remembered how many times her mother had played the lottery, hoping one day she’d win and give them all a life they deserved. Amaya’s heart clenched. She’d had a life she’d loved very much, with her darling family until her parents died. The driver who killed them while they crossed an empty street at night had never been found. Amaya had begged the police for more answers, but why would they be invested in a couple of poor immigrants? The driver probably had money, too.
Everything always came down to money—money could have changed the outcome if her parents’ only car hadn’t been broken and they hadn’t had to walk to the convenience shop to cash in a check. Money could have helped her find an investigator or a lawyer, or hell, both to find the person responsible for their deaths.
But no.
She’d focused on raising Diego and giving him all she had. Now, money would ensure he’d have a better life than they had. She couldn’t let go of that incredible opportunity.
Keeping Theo interested in her wasn’t just a fantasy…it was financial security.
…
Theo closed the entrance door behind him.
He’d meant to call Amaya, but the day had been insane. Meetings and more meetings and also a couple phone calls to his father and younger brother Kostas.
Now, he rushed to his bedroom, hoping to shower and forget about the day. A current of apprehension surged through him. Could he also forget about the sexy woman staying in the room next to his?
He removed his jacket, placing it on the chair, then undid his tie and began to unbutton his shirt. Naked from the waist up, he noticed a light on the enormous terrace in the common area to all upstairs rooms. A place he hadn’t visited a whole bunch.
“Hi,” said a sweet, feminine voice that sent thrills down his body.
Amaya, wearing a teeny yellow bikini that enhanced her gorgeous skin color, leaned against the sliding glass door. In her hand, she held a bottle of champagne.
A lump of frustration lodged in his throat, and he sucked in a breath, suddenly out of air. He’d used the much needed catching up at work as an excuse to take things slow with her. He’d bought her for a month, yes, but he didn’t want to make a mistake. To physically hurt her, like he had Eleni.
“I couldn’t find the glasses.” She lifted the champagne bottle and took a gulp.
His gaze slid from her pretty face to the generous curves of her breasts, then farther down her waist. She had strong legs, thighs that didn’t have a gap, and hips that begged for attention. Every part of her screamed for a man’s care.
A sharp need swelled his cock, causing it to strain against his underwear and pants. “You seem to be doing okay without them.”
A small amount of champagne dribbled from the corner of her lips, and she wiped it with her index finger. She entered his room and set the bottle on the console by the chaise longue. His internal temperature rose like hell at the sight of Amaya next to his immense bed.
“I went out and bought a bikini,” she said, taking a step forward. “Do you like it?” She chewed on her lower lip, a hint of her anticipation of his response. Flecks of gold shimmered in her chestnut eyes, making her even more adorable. If she greeted him like this every day from work, he might just work from home. Or quit.
“Like doesn’t begin to describe it,” he said in a hoarse voice. “Why did you do it?”
“Because I felt like a kept woman from the telenovelas I watch. Except I’m a lover without really playing the part.”
Did he know what she was asking? The woman was a fucking virgin, for crying out loud. Without thinking, he walked to her and tipped up her chin. He felt her tremble under his touch, but her eyes didn’t leave his. She moved her head forward, expecting a kiss.
He stroked her cheek, then slid his finger down her neck, feeling her pulse beating madly for him. His cock grew harder, poking her belly without his permission. Damn it. Damn her.
“I’ve never touched a dick before,” she said, skimming across his hard-on.
A mad rush of blood thundered to the tip of his cock, so fast he almost lost his balance. “You don’t have to say those things.” What teenager or young woman hadn’t fooled around even if they waited for the right person?
It was her turn to stand on her tiptoes and make him lower his head to look at her. “I don’t. I’m not lying,” she said in a tone that meant it. “Can I touch you?”
“Yes.” He hissed, barely holding his control.
She caressed him over his pants, tentatively, her lack of experience showing but turning him on even more. She darted her gaze to his lower half, fascinated. If she only knew that the more excitement she showed, the more complicated the situation would get.
She reached for his pants, opening them, and soon, pulled them down with his black briefs. His cock jutted out, and she stepped back, her mouth half open. He couldn’t decide if her lack of expertise in the cock department was a plus or a minus. Hell, he barely managed to think.
“Holy fuck.”
Before Eleni, he’d grin at a woman’s surprise at his length and girth. But ever since he’d hurt her, this confidence had taken a hit. The blessing turned out to be a curse.
“It’s beautiful,” she said, without taking her eyes off of it. “I feel like someone should take a picture and frame it in a museum.”
“No pictures. Though if you play your cards right…”
She peered at him. “What do you call it?”
He frowned. “I didn’t name my cock.”
She shook her head. “It needs a name.”
“It’s not a damn pet.”
“It’s incredible,” she said, kneeling before him, and holding his bare cock in her hand.
A tremor unraveled through him, and he sucked in a breath, willing his every nerve to behave. It’d been too damn long since a woman had touched him. Three years. And now…she ran her fingers up and down his length, causing an ache to stab at him. His balls grew full and heavy, with a powerful tingle spreading across them. Something inside his gut warned him her touch would be the gateway for memories that would last far beyond their time together. And there wasn’t a single thing he could do about it.
She opened her mouth, and clenched her palm on him.
Groaning, he withdrew. She glanced at him, confused. “If we’re doing this, we’re doing this right. Take off your bikini and get on the bed.”
He removed his shoes and socks, while she quickly wriggled out of the bikini bottom and top. He lay on the bed, gesturing for her to come on top of him. When she joined him, she positioned herself between his legs, but he quickly outmaneuvered her and brought her on top of him, placing her head between his legs while her delicious pussy sat on his face.
He massaged her ass, and she relaxed, her thighs loosening. God, he loved the blend of female arousal and musk swirling into his nostrils. Unable to resist, he licked her center, the tip of his tongue lazily stroking her tender flesh. Under his command, it trembled, swelling. All for him.
She bucked, her sexy moan filling the air, but didn’t waste any time to retaliate. She closed her mouth on the tip of his cock, palming his rod. At first, she didn’t move her hand. Blood rushed in his expanding veins, and pre-cum coated the tip. She swallowed it, eagerly, which only aroused him more. God. If she didn’t stop, he’d come immediately. How he had missed this. How he missed her, even though she’d never blown him before.
He played with her folds, teasing her, adamant on earning every sigh of pleasure he could. Sweat glistened on his chest and limbs, and he wouldn’t have it any other way. This sensation—the warmth enveloping them, their bodies slicking to each other, their most intimate parts bonding to their mouths…she began to lick him from root to tip, while stroking him up and down, her lips in tandem with her sensual caress.
He flicked her clit, circling his finger, tugging at it. It pulsed and swelled, and he outlined her cunt with his tongue, working her clit harder, only to then bury his head into her hot wetness. She squirmed, bucking her hips to give him more access, and he grabbed her ass, adjusting her position for the deepest French kiss he could give her pussy.
She found his balls and cupped them. God. He nearly fainted, certain all his oxygen had abandoned his brain and fled south. She let out a hhhmmmm, showing him just how much she enjoyed sucking him, driving him insane.
The overstimulation tightened his muscles, tension straightening his shoulders like strings from a violin.
Addicted to her feminine scent, to the pearly cream dripping from her folds, he licked her, his nose pressing into her pussy. All of him wanted a way inside her, his cock achy and erect.
She took his balls in her mouth, popping one at a time, sucking it and causing a stir to drill through his body—one whose message he knew all too well. Without stopping stroking him, faster, she played with his balls in a sweet torture. Another moan filled the air, and a sense of male pride threaded through him.
His body, his cock, turned her on. She couldn’t be faking it because he tasted her raw response in his mouth. She was drenching wet, aroused, and ripe for the taking.
They intensified their licks and touches on each other, in the same searing pace. His whole body contracted, his existence shifting into one hot pulse that allowed him to keep breathing, allowed his blood to continue pounding its way through his veins.
With his heartbeat thrumming his temples, he let go. Never had he been more aware of his seed spurting into a woman’s mouth as he emptied himself inside her. He felt her contract. Then she allowed herself the same pleasure he experienced—maybe even more intense. She quivered, and he dove into her pussy, licking each drop of her, loving it as she creamed on his face, and he finished releasing himself in her mouth.
“T-Boner,” she said, cutting the silence they’d shared for the past ten minutes. Lying side by side on the bed, he stroked her arm, up and down. The sweat from their hot session cooled, his heart finally returning to its regular pace. “Should be your dick’s name.”
Laughter floated up his throat. How could she pick a name for his most intimate part when he hadn’t even technically boned her yet? The idea stirred in his groin, but he shook his head. He’d tasted how much she came in his mouth. He would give her nothing less—certainly not a huge amount of pain for not waiting. Waiting for the right moment meant he’d gain the confidence he needed when he took his future bride for the first time. “Charming, but I’ll pass.”
“Maybe T.J.? Short for Theo Junior? Though there’s nothing junior about it…”
He propped himself on his side and turned to look at her. She had crossed her hands behind her head and glanced at the ceiling. When her gaze found his, his insides seared, and he cleared his throat. “Where does this obsession for naming come from?” he asked, hoping the topic would veer away from the sudden hardening of his cock.
Affection gleamed in her eyes, and she gave him a close-lipped smile that dented both cheeks. Twice. Double dimples. He ran his fingers down his face and sighed. Somehow, two million and six hundred thousand dollars seemed like a fucking bargain for full access to Amaya’s body.
“I was a premature baby, and it took me longer than the other kids to speak. My mom heard labeling things and repeating them over and over helped. So she began working really hard on my speech, and even as I began to talk, that need to categorize and name everything carried over I guess.”
“Your mom sounds nice.”
“She was. She and my dad died because of a hit-and-run.” She cleared her throat. “Killed by a drunk driver probably. We don’t know.” A trace of sadness laced her voice, and she looked away from him. “The security cameras from across the street conveniently disappeared, and I was too overwhelmed with everything to look into it anyway.”
“I’m sorry.” A weight sat on his chest, and he ran his fingers down his face. She’d been left mourning for her parents and taking care of her special-needs brother? Pride loosened the concern from his chest a bit. Did she know how strong she was?
“Yeah. Me, too. Though if I could get my hands on the driver, I don’t know what I’d do. It’s probably for the best.”
“Your brother is lucky to have you. How old?”
“He’s twenty-eight, but developmentally, he’s more like ten.”
“He has the best sister,” he said, again with a pride he had no right to feel. Here he was, barely knowing this woman, and yet sharing personal stories with her. His temples throbbed, fear cooling his thoughts. He had to get a handle on this thing, fast.
Quickly, he got out of bed and searched for the towel on the floor, then scooped it up and wrapped it around his waist. He cleared his throat. “I…have some work to do.”
She sat upright, still naked, then pulled the sheet to cover herself and slipped out of the bed. Flushing, she draped herself with the sheet and nodded. “Of course. I-I’ll go back to my room. Have a good night.”



Chapter Five
“Good morning, my dear nephew,” Uncle Horace said as he strolled into Theo’s office without a care in the world.
Theo lifted his gaze from the screen to his uncle. Annoyance threaded inside his gut, but he brushed it aside. The less he showed the man how he despised him, the better—it would give his uncle less power.
And power was exactly what he aimed to steal from his uncle—by marrying Talia.
“Morning, Horace. How can I help you?”
His uncle had the good genes from the Rhodes family, and, at sixty years old, had a tanned complexion and strappy physique that gave him a younger look. He was Theo’s father’s younger sibling and also the most ambitious one. The one who would drive their company to the ground if he had his way.
Horace glanced around the office, nodding to himself. “There’s a board meeting next week, and I thought I’d talk to you first to avoid the same fiasco from last time.”
“You mean when I tried to open the eyes of the fellow members?” Theo asked, flicking his screen off and rocking in his chair. Minus Talia’s father, the other board members all held enough stock to make a difference if they agreed with Horace’s plans. Or hell, if they were in on it.
By marrying Talia, everything would change. Theo would have access to her family’s stocks and would regain the control of the empire his grandfather started decades ago. Determination thrummed in his veins.
“What’s your grand idea this time?” Theo asked for the sake of asking. Horace had probably found another way to get money. Being co-president gave him unfair advantages, and the internal audit Theo had requested hadn’t gathered enough evidence to strip his uncle of his position. How convenient for Horace.
“Well, I was thinking about a company party. You know, to boost morale.”
“We already have a big Christmas celebration every year. If you want to boost morale, why don’t you follow my recommendations to offer bonuses to high performing employees and better healthcare benefits for everyone?”
With the economy in his beloved country going through a rough patch, Theo had to do his share. All in good time, a voice inside him alerted.
Horace had lifted his hands in surrender, defensively, the same way he did every time he felt threatened. With a weasel smile on his face. “Theo, we’re in this business for profit. I can’t go around in this economy and wave a magical wand to change the reality.”
“My vote’s no on the party. It’s unnecessary.” And a distraction. Did his uncle really believe Theo didn’t see through his bullshit? The same sense of duty his father had instilled in him from an early age applied to his business life. He had to do right by his employees, and getting rid of Horace would be a great start.
Horace shrugged. “All right. Well, we’ll have to ask the others. I just wanted to give you the benefit of knowing firsthand.”
“Done.” He surged to his feet. “Anything else?”
He narrowed his eyes. “You know, nephew, I’m sure you’re banking your future on marrying Talia and taking over, but don’t forget I’m good friends with her father. And a lot can happen between now and your wedding day.”
Theo seriously doubted Faustus would sell his stocks to Horace instead of gifting them to his son-in-law. “We’re done, dear uncle. Please see yourself out.”
A glint of challenge touched his uncle’s black eyes, and his lips thinned into a hard line. Due to his title and family name, no doubt Horace wasn’t used to being shown the door, ever.
Theo’s gaze slid down, and he noticed his uncle’s fingers curling into fists. No matter how much he pretended not to care, Horace was scared too. Scared that Theo would get to the finish line before him. After all, Talia’s father could have sold the stocks long ago if he’d wanted. Instead, the wise man kept them to use them as leverage. Merging with Rhodes Enterprises and entering the family would offer him more security and prestige.
Theo stretched to his full height. Horace’s shoulders sagged, slowly, and his hands flexed. Without a word, he gave another nod, then turned around and disappeared from sight.
Restless, Theo grabbed his cell and called his home. Ever since the previous night, when he’d kicked Amaya out of his bed, he hadn’t seen her. He’d left early like a damn coward before breakfast was served.
Now the chat with his uncle set his blood on a simmering boil. Urgent need overpowered him like some alien force. He had to bed Amaya, and the sooner he did it—the better. He’d send his father an email asking to see if Talia would agree to marry a few weeks early—perhaps soon after his contract with Amaya ended. Why wait?
“Hello,” his housekeeper answered. “Rhodes Residence.”
“It’s me, Theo. I need Amaya,” he said in a rush, his stomach curling at the thought. The previous night…memories of her swollen lips, the look of disappointment in her alluring brown eyes when he’d sent her away. Guilt stabbed at him, but he shook it off. Clenching his phone, he continued in a more clipped tone. “I need to talk to Ms. Lopez.”
“I understand, sir. She’s not in.”
Had she gone sightseeing again? He popped his knuckles. She had the freedom to come and go as she pleased, of course. “Did she say when she’d be back?”
“No. She left with the driver three hours ago. I asked if she wanted me to prepare lunch, and she said she’d eat out,” Valda said.
“All right. I’ll call the driver, then.”
He hung up the phone and speed dialed his driver, Linus. On the second ring, he picked up. “Hello.”
“I need to talk to Ms. Lopez.”
“She’s not with me, sir,” Linus said. “She asked me to drop her off at the Acropolis for one of those guided tours and said she’d call when it was time to pick her up. I parked and waited.”
“Call me as soon as she gets in touch with you.”
“Certainly, Mr. Rhodes.”
Theo ended the call. He plopped down on his chair and flicked on his computer screen to continue working. For two minutes, he looked at the numbers but didn’t read any of them. What if she changed her mind? Sure, they’d signed a contract and it was binding. But she had enough money in her account to disappear and not look back if she didn’t want to. Maybe the brother story isn’t true.
He rocked back in his chair, frustrated, exhaling. What the hell? He’d seen the affection in her eyes, heard the concern in her voice when she mentioned her brother. Amaya was no actress.
She was a young, naive girl who had agreed to participate in Madame Alexa’s auction because she desperately needed the money.
He stood and grabbed his jacket. She was also a vibrant, responsive, luscious woman who deserved a proper first time. He’d been so worried about taking things slowly so as not to hurt her, when he should worry about what made her feel good. Yep, she was going to have a proper first time.
And he was going to give it to her.
…
Amaya glanced at the cheesy souvenir shirt she’d bought Diego. A powerful wave of affection surged through her.
She’d called Samantha who assured her he was doing fine without her. She’d also been able to Facetime her brother and wished she could reach across the screen and hug him. He’d acted content and calm and not confused or angry like she’d expected. He understood she’d be traveling for a while and would return. Still, she couldn’t avoid feeling remorse for not being there.
One month. Now, less than that. Twenty-six days.
She glanced at the front of the villa as the car made its way into the entrance. The driver had seemed anxious when she’d called him to pick her up. Did she make him go out of his way?
She sucked in a breath. Who cared? The previous night, Theo’d driven her crazy with desire only to toss her out of his bed when she was no longer needed. She couldn’t disagree or have any opinions…at least not demonstrate them. Sharing her feelings wasn’t why he’d paid so much for her.
A shiver raced down her spine. The man obviously didn’t care about her, and that bothered her more than it should. Growing up, she’d dreamed of losing her virginity with a man she loved, and nowadays, she guessed a man who wanted to use her body before marrying someone else had become the new normal. She certainly hadn’t wanted to lose her virginity like her sister Malena, poor thing. She’d ended up a pregnant teenager and dying in childbirth.
When her prom date had bailed on her, a part of her had felt relief. She knew all about girls giving in after high school prom parties and wondered if she’d be strong enough to refuse. Yet now she wanted nothing more than to give herself to Theo. A tantalizing shiver traveled through her, her chest radiating with hope. If only he’d take her.
The driver brought the car to a stop before the entrance and slid out of his seat to open her door.
Carrying a couple bags filled with souvenirs, she got out. It didn’t take her long after she entered his impressive home to find Theo in the living area.
Wearing dark jeans, a crisp white shirt, and a charcoal jacket, he looked good enough to eat again and again. Moisture evaporated from her throat and she halted, giving herself a mental slap. “Hi.”
“You’ve been gone all day,” he said, giving her a once-over.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t think you’d care. I thought you’d be busy working.”
“Go upstairs and change. There’s a dress for you on the bed. And shoes. Wear them,” he said in a steady, commanding voice.
All right, boss. The snarky response burned at the tip of her tongue, but she swallowed it and zipped upstairs. A thrill of excitement moved through her. A dress! She dashed into her bedroom and lifted the cobalt gown on the duvet. Holding it against her, she turned around and faced the large mirror over the vanity. With thin straps and a V-neck, the rich fabric didn’t have a beaded pattern or much fanfare. It translated into understated elegance, the type a traditional rich woman suited to marry a man like Theo would wear.
She took a quick shower, dried off, and slipped into the dress. When she put it on, the promise of quiet elegance shifted into a sensual message. Perhaps on a different woman, the dress would look modest and classic; she smoothed her hand over it, her breasts straining against the top, struggling for freedom.
She drew in a breath, realizing if she exhaled without much planning, he’d see her naked a lot sooner than anticipated. Talk about a glamorized Spanx. Maybe that had been why he’d chosen the dress. He wanted something to slim her down. Hhhmmm. She shook her head. Nah. Probably ordered the wrong size.
With calculated moves, she opened the box on her bed, which she assumed contained the shoes. She fumbled with the tissue paper until she procured a sexy pair of nude stilettos. Her nipples puckered as she traced her fingers along the smooth surface. Until that moment, she’d never imagined a shade of beige could be sexy, but damn…
She slipped her feet into the shoes and exited the room, squaring her shoulders. He had summoned her to get dressed, and tonight, she again had to remember to go with the flow and not question everything. If this get-up got her one step closer to sleeping with him, she was game.
“Oraios,” he said, his voice dropping an octave.
“I don’t understand,” she said, though the hungry look in his eyes left no doubt. He approved of the way the dress hugged her curves.
A shot of lust traveled through her, contracting her core, and suddenly, her thighs became sticky. Because of how the dress fit, she’d ended up not wearing underwear to avoid lines. Now part of her missed the security an extra barrier of clothing would bring. Her cream coated her folds, and she clenched her legs, which only caused her clit to throb in response.
“Gorgeous,” he said, with a mysterious smile washing away the seriousness from earlier.
“Where are we going?”
“Out,” he said, making her wish they’d just stayed home so she could be his main course.
Amaya took a bite of the grilled octopus, part of the exquisite dish filled with fried peppers, olives, and cheeses. For the past thirty minutes, they’d talked in the lively Greek restaurant. She’d expected him to take her to a buttoned-up kind of place, but to her delight, he’d chosen a quaint eatery with great service and tremendous food.
“Why all this?” she said, gesturing at the table.
“It’s just a meal.”
“A good one. Thank you.” She glanced over at his half-eaten dish. “How’s your steak?”
“Try it.” He cut a bite size and lifted it to her mouth.
Amaya parted her lips, the irony of him putting some meat inside her not lost on her. She swallowed the seasoned beef, and when her eyes found his, a wave of heat deluged her from top to bottom. She shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs. Looking for a position to make her simmering lust less achy.
“How is it?” he asked.
“Tender. Delicious.”
He scooted closer on the booth. “Words you live up to, agapi mou.”
She caught a whiff of his manly scent and exhaled. Tingles of awareness swirled inside her breasts, a heady sensation making her tilt her head toward him. “Do you want to eat mine?” She carefully enunciated every word. Heat moved across her cheeks, but she held his gaze. Her throat felt dry and thick, and she shuffled on her seat as if she had somewhere to go. How long would he make her wait?
A positively dangerous smile formed on his lips, and for a second she thought she’d faint. What the hell? Get it together, girl. You’re not thirteen and on your first date. The air thickened between them, his face a breath from hers.
“There’s nothing I want more,” he said, capturing her lips with his in a devastating kiss. She plastered her hands on his chest, touching his hard body, and opened her mouth to give him complete access.
He took it, stroking his tongue with hers in a maddening rhythm. She lifted her hands to his collar, pulling him to her as if there was another way he’d be an inch closer. He dropped his hands to her sides, his fingers making a tantalizing pattern on her, only to clasp around her, offering her support and a sweet, sweet agony.
She leaned into him, egging him on, and linked her hands around his neck. Her entire body burned for him, for his touch, his kiss. He nipped her upper lip, the provocation driving her over the edge. Her clit swelled, the bud searing, craving more.
Someone cleared his throat, and when she opened her eyes, she found the waiter flushing in front of them. Quickly, she disengaged from Theo, who blinked a couple of times himself. He turned to the waiter, who said something in Greek.
Theo responded. Then the man nodded and sauntered out of sight.
“What did he say?” she asked, making herself a mental note to use the app she’d downloaded to help her translate Greek. Though by the surprise in that man’s face, she could imagine their display of, er, affection, had gone over what was socially acceptable.
Theo tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Specks of gold glowed in his eyes, and his lips curled at the corner. “He asked me if we wanted to order dessert.”
“What did you tell him?”
“I told him we’re finishing at home. I want to fuck you so hard, my sweet Amaya. I can’t wait anymore. I should, but I can’t.”
“Neither can I.” A swarm of butterflies cartwheeled in her stomach. Her whole life, her sexual life had been like a silent black-and-white movie, and the boredom and contempt became her allies. She hadn’t cared much about missing out. Until she met Theo. He’d brought sounds, colors, and who knew what else he’d show her.
She chewed her lower lip, suppressing the moan forming in her throat. From now on, she’d live life brighter. Louder. And she had Theo to thank for it.



Chapter Six
Theo opened the door to his room, gesturing for her to go inside. Chewing her bottom lip, she sauntered into his domain, and he followed the teasing sway of her ass.
He’d regretted driving her himself to the restaurant because, during the way home, he’d had to keep his attention on the road and not on her delectable body. Need arrowed down his core, followed by a rush of adrenaline pumping into his bloodstream.
Fuck, he’d have had her in the limo if he’d brought Linus. Maybe that had been a blessing in disguise. He hadn’t waited years to bed a woman again only to devour a virgin in the back of the limo. Amaya deserved more than that. His heart skipped a beat. She deserved a hell of a lot more than he could give her, but this wasn’t the time to dwell on it. Focus on what you can give her right now.
He flicked on a standing lamp, ensuring enough light filled the place so he could appreciate her curves. Groaning, he contemplated the rise and fall of her breasts with each shallow breath. Then he lowered his gaze down her waist and full hips. “Take it off.”
She touched the hems at the sides, then hesitated. “It’s not fair. If I remove my dress, I’m fully naked and you’re not.”
Blood raced to the tip of his cock so fast, he almost lost his balance. His heart thumped the words in staccato. Fully. Naked. Did she know what she was in for when she got dressed and went commando? “Pretty bold for a virgin.” Even a bought one, he added inwardly. Damn it, being cynical wouldn’t get him anywhere.
She shifted her weight from foot to foot, the motion causing her dress to crease some lines around her body, hugging her tighter. He’d ordered the wrong size from the store, but he wasn’t sorry for it. A flush of desire coursed through him. Not sorry at all.
“I didn’t want any lines,” she said. “Are you complaining?”
“No.” He removed his jacket, then dropped it on the floor. Quickly, he undid his buttons, feeling her gaze heat his skin. Excitement roared within him, and he didn’t wait to get rid of his shirt. Without waiting for her reaction, he pulled down his pants, aware if he spotted the hunger in her eyes again he might just slam her against the wall and get it over with.
Wearing his black boxer briefs, he shortened the distance between them. She stepped back, with a mysterious smile on her pretty face. Gesturing for him to stay put, she reached for the back of her dress and unzipped it.
His throat thickened and he kept his focus on her, unable to look away. A primal energy passed between them, thickening the air with sexual tension. He swallowed hard and didn’t move an inch. No matter how she’d landed in his room, ultimately, it was her virginity to give.
Her most intimate gift, one he’d use for his carefully laid plans, which didn’t include her in his future. His temple throbbed, and he shook his head to himself. Where did that thought come from? Who cared? Of course, in his future, there was no place for her. This whole situation happened precisely because Amaya had no future with him.
“Hey. Still with me?” she asked, a trace of insecurity in her voice.
He willed his thoughts away. Marrying another woman was beyond his control. What he could take charge of was here and now, with this amazing woman in front of him. No one would take their moments away—not even his impending fate.
“Yes.”
“Good,” she said, shrugging. “Because, if you’re bored, you know…”
“Impossible. Do you need help with taking off your dress?” he asked, and she nodded.
When he reached for the back, it’d been already unzipped, so he simply pulled it down, letting it slide lazily over her body until it pooled at her feet.
She leaned into him, and he kissed her cheek, working his way down her neck as she softened under his touch, sighing, absolutely delightful. His cock hardened more, a powerful amount of blood expanding his veins. When he nipped her neck, she moaned, the sound sexy and addictive.
Cupping her breasts, he felt their weight on his palms, growling. She squirmed, rocking her bare ass into his hips. Pre-cum leaked at his tip, coating his underwear. “You’re so fucking sexy, Amaya.”
“You make me that way,” she said, and while squeezing her tit with one hand, he slid his other hand down her body, until he reached her cunt. She parted her thighs for his invasion, then her folds, working them, scissoring them until a fresh coat of her cream covered his fingers. “So good.”
“Yeah, baby. I love playing with your tight pussy.”
He caught her nipple between his thumb and index finger, closing and opening them around her taut bud. She dictated her own sensual rhythm, undulating her hips, rubbing them against his erection, and simultaneously grinding into his hand in a silent plea for more.
His heart squeezed in his chest, skipping a beat or two. The nearness to her raised his temperature to a record level. She reached behind her back, tentatively searching for his cock. When she touched his length, a sizzling awareness raced down his spine, and sweat slicked his forehead and neck. What a dirty virgin Amaya was…his dirty virgin.
Soon, he’d push past her breach and claim her as his, even if temporarily.
The possibility shredded whatever remains of self-control he had left, and he tugged at her nipple, while flicking her clit at the same time. She continued stroking him through his pants, clumsily because of her position, but he didn’t care.
Encouraged, he intensified the teasing of her clit, while his fingers explored her folds, stroked them without entering her. Within minutes, she quivered, her moans multiplying as she came undone.
He waited until her breathing subsided to disengage himself from her and turn her around enough to witness the flame of desire burning deep in the depths of her brown eyes. With dilated pupils and a lovely flush darkening her skin, she smiled at him. A small, lazy smile he wanted to see again and again. A smile impossible to forget.
He gestured to his underwear and pulled it down, every part of him roaring for her. When his cock jutted out, he hissed, cursing himself for his blessing and torment. Didn’t matter. Tonight, he’d fuck her. Nothing would stand in their way.
…
Amaya stood on her tiptoes to kiss him, but before she managed to lift herself all the way to even get on chin level, he dipped his head and captured her lips with his in a scorching kiss. Naked, he embraced her, his proud cock poking her belly. She stroked his tongue with hers, linking her arms around his head, ready to give herself to him.
He lifted her off the floor, and she wrapped her legs around his torso. He carried her to the bed without interrupting the kiss—if anything, he only staked his claim harder, adding another notch of intensity. She caught a whiff of her own female scent and matched his passion, teasing him with the tip of her tongue. She motioned to disengage from him, wrenching her mouth away for a nanosecond, only to kiss him with more urgency, nipping his lower lip in the process. Never had she tried these things with anyone, but he seemed to like it.
When he put her on the mattress, she moaned. His body covered hers, and damn, she wouldn’t have it any other way. He deposited a kiss on her neck, and worked his way down, tracing her breast with his tongue.
“Theo. God.”
An edginess took over her, lifting her ass off the mattress, making her arch toward him because she wanted this man more than anything she’d ever wanted in her life. She wanted him even if she didn’t know exactly the consequences of wanting someone so badly.
He sucked her breast, playing with the other, and she thrust her fingers into his hair, loving the tingly sensation burning inside her tits. He began whispering in his native language, his voice manly and coarse, his tone determined.
Turned on, she asked, “What did you say?”
“I said you’re magnificent, and by the time I’m done with you…” he said, switching his attention from one breast to the other. “By the time you leave, I want to have kissed and fucked every part of you to exhaustion. Every hole. All mine.”
Zings of anticipation traveled through her. She mewled, unsure if she wanted to enjoy every second with him or if she preferred for time to fast forward so she’d have experienced his hands, lips, and cock on every part of her already.
“You want it, too, don’t you, my dirty virgin?” He nudged her thighs apart, and a wave of heat whispered over her sex.
“Yes.”
He continued to stroke her thighs, sliding his hands down the back of her knees, where he made invisible patterns in an enticing circular motion. She bucked toward him, his caress sending her blood into a low simmer. “Look at me.”
She bit her lower lip, a rush of embarrassment filling her. She swallowed hard and kept her gaze on him, basking in the sight of that wonderful naked man massaging her calves, then lowering his attention to her feet.
He didn’t waver, his eyes intently on hers, and removed the high heels from one foot, then the other.
She wriggled her toes, excited. “What’s the deal with feet and shoes?”
He began kneading the arches of her feet, massaging them. God. His hands were so strong, vigorous, warm. She moaned, impossible to resist. “Your feet take you everywhere. I like to pay tribute to them…because they’ve brought you to me,” he said, his voice dropping an octave.
They’ve brought you to me. God. What the hell? A dizzying spell swirled around her, his statement loosening her bones. Maybe he sensed the tenderness of his own words because he frowned for a moment and looked away from her. She sucked in a breath. Say something, stupid. Say something. “Well, I’m here. What are you going to do?” she said, lowering her tone to make it more seductive, hoping it’d work.
He faced her again, a slow, dangerously sexy smile forming on his lips. Her arousal coated her folds and dripped to her thighs. Lord have mercy. Without breaking the stare, he took one of her toes into his mouth.
The tension caused her to bite her inner cheek. At first, the new sensation of being inside his mouth almost tickled her, but soon, as he nipped her toe, sucking it, razors of pleasure begin to build in her core. Continuing to massage her ankles, he teased her toes, shooting a crazy, red-hot need all the way up her sex.
A strong pulse claimed her clit, and moans escaped her lips. If he didn’t take her soon, she’d burn. Or die. Possibly both. “Come inside me, Theo.”
She watched a lump bob up and down his throat. Gently, he let go of her feet, placing them on the mattress. If it were up to him, maybe he’d want to extend foreplay, but she was more than ready for the moment she’d never be able to take back.
He positioned himself in between her legs and kissed the corner of her mouth, just enough to make her want more. “Amaya.”
“I need you.” She squeezed his shoulder blades, bringing him closer. Her heart flipped in her chest, in a blend of excitement and nervousness.
She wrapped her legs around him, bucking toward him, determined to make her message clear. He glanced at her with a hooded expression, maybe processing her response, but didn’t retreat. He propped himself on top of her and lowered his hand to rub the thick head of his cock onto her sex.
A current of lust zoomed up her body, so powerful it constricted her lungs for a moment, robbing her of oxygen.
“Relax, my love,” he said in a soft voice, and though he was just being nice, a silly part of her clung to the endearment. She needed it, needed to believe they shared a connection deeper than just sex—she’d deal with her reality and their limitations later, but now, fuck, she wanted to believe they belonged together.
She loosened her shoulders, her arms, and managed to flex her legs. He waited, then continued the sweet torment, inching more of himself into her, slowly but surely. He planted a kiss on her shoulder, the caress warming her flesh, distracting her. Then he inserted more of his rod, and she hissed.
A quick, sharp ache stung through her. Cold sweat sheened her limbs, and she blinked, willing herself to relax. Even though he took his time, the invasion hurt her, and her walls tingled in a different way than before. She let out a whimpering sound.
“Amaya,” he said, moving off of her. The contours of his face hardened, his eyes darkening with concern and regret. “I hurt you.” He sat on the bed and stretched out his hand. His palm felt cool and clammy like never before.
She crossed her legs one over the other, still recovering from the achy sensation in her most intimate spot. Rubbing her eyes, she inhaled. Holy crap. “I’ve ruined this,” she said out loud. Clearly, she must have made some pretty awful expression, otherwise he wouldn’t have stopped altogether.
She reached for him, but he withdrew, lifting his palm in denial. “I’m sorry.”
When he looked at her, the sadness in his eyes shot through her soul and gave her a different kind of pain. What had happened to him? “It’s my fault. You weren’t ready.”
“I was ready and I am.” She ignored his cue and touched his arm, clasping it, making him look her square in the eye. “I want you inside me, Theo. I’ve heard that it hurts anyway when you have sex for the first time. So why is this so different? I’ll get over it after the initial ache.”
He ran his fingers down his face, then shook his head, studying her closely. “Maybe I wasn’t ready. Don’t get me wrong, I want you more than anything, sweet Amaya. But the other time I bedded a virgin, I hurt her, and when I was coming inside you, I saw her face.”
Her heart leaped to her throat, where a tight knot formed, pulsing quickly. Was he still in love with a woman from his past? A woman he couldn’t have? She pulled up the sheet, covering her body in a silly self-preservation move. “Tell me about her,” she demanded, emotion carrying her voice. Jealousy moved through her, making her feel ashamed and wrong.
Smiling, he caressed her cheek with the back of his hand, his touch so tender, she sighed. “I will. Just not right now. We will have sex.”
She shrugged, unable to hide her disappointment. “Just not right now?”
“No. I want to be focused one hundred percent on you when it happens. That’s what you deserve.”
“All right,” she managed to say lightly, even though doubts pounded in her chest. She opened her mouth to ask him if he still loved the woman he hurt, but hesitated. At this point, she wasn’t sure if she’d like his answer.



Chapter Seven
“There he is. We finally see you. Where have you been?” Bacchus Rhodes said in that lively tone so typical of him.
It was nice to see that even though his father had started to experience health problems recently due to high cholesterol and blood pressure, his spirits were still high.
Theo glanced around his parents’ living room. Every Saturday, a couple dozen of the Rhodes family had lunch at his father’s place, and even the generous amount of cousins and longtime friends of the family didn’t threaten to crowd the spacious area. With French doors leading to the terrace overlooking the sea, the place always looked spotless and the hosts always ready to entertain.
If only he could have brought Amaya. A stab of guilt bothered him, and he scratched his shoulder where she had touched him the previous night. Damn it. This morning, she’d understood when he’d said he had a commitment he couldn’t miss. After their failed attempt to have sex, they’d slept together. Sharing a bed with her had been better than expected, and he’d almost woken her up in the middle of the night to make love. But something held him back. The frown on her face when he’d started inching inside her popped in his head, the vivid memory changing his mind. Maybe we’ll do it when we least expect it. Without much planning.
He supposed he could have skipped the family lunch, but he’d already avoided his father enough during the week and didn’t need to make it worse.
“I’ve been busy.”
“Too busy for your papakis?” Bacchus said, using the word Theo hadn’t used to call his father since he’d turned into a teenager. “Your mom is in the kitchen, and I invited Viskos today.”
Frustration tensed his shoulders, and he stretched to his full height. “Why?” he asked, though he knew his father and Faustus Viskos, Talia’s father, probably wanted to resume these get-togethers to start talks of wedding plans. From the start, Theo had insisted he wanted nothing more than a quick arrangement at the courthouse, and Talia had agreed. Why pretend they were sharing a loving marriage based on mutual affection for each other and have family and friends witness?
“Why not? They haven’t been over in a few months, and now you’re marrying Talia—”
“Not for another couple months,” he said, unable to keep the irritation from his voice.
“It’ll go by quickly. You’ll see. We’ll get control of our company again, and you’ll be tied to the best family in the country.” And everyone would live happily ever after. Everyone but him, and probably Talia.
Acid spilled into his stomach. He’d always wondered if Talia hated the agreement as much as he did, not that it made any difference. He’d never made a promise he hadn’t kept—and he wasn’t going to start breaking them now.
Still, the image of Amaya unraveled in his mind, even as he walked and tuned out whatever his father said. The previous night hadn’t ended the way he envisioned, but he treasured the moments he spent with her. A smile curled his lips, and a tremor coursed through him, stirring him from top to bottom. Amaya made him…feel things, things about the ordinary stuff he never thought about. He wanted more of those things. Hell, he needed more of her. Right now. Why not? He’d spend the rest of his life tied to a pragmatic marriage. “Actually, I dropped by to say hello. I have other things to do and can’t stay.”
“What? You’ve just arrived,” Bacchus said.
“Yeah. I’ll say hello to Mom. Then I’m out.”
Bacchus scratched his chin. “Why? What am I going to say to Viskos and Talia? I told them you’d be here.”
“Tell them I’m busy. I’m not married yet. I don’t owe anyone explanations,” he said and marched into the kitchen.
Even though a cook minded the heavy-duty stuff, his mother still oversaw everything, wearing an apron to prevent staining her nice dress.
“My darling,” she said, setting the pot on the counter and rushing to give him a hug. “It’s so nice to see you. How are you?” she asked in a sweet voice she’d managed to keep even after decades of a very pragmatic marriage. His heart squeezed a little, and he didn’t know why. He’d always thought of his parents as a united front from a strong marriage.
“I’m good.” He kissed her cheek. “Wanted to say hello before I head out.”
A glint of surprise came into her hazel eyes. “Already?”
“Yeah, I have some stuff to do.”
“They are coming,” she said, nudging his elbow. “I scheduled a lunch with Talia next week to get to know her better.”
“Seems like you’re invested in getting to know her better than me.”
She glanced around, then stepped closer, tilting her head to the side. “Shhh. Don’t say that, my darling. She’ll be your wife soon. Why don’t you take her out?”
Frustration clogged his throat. If it had been his father making the suggestion, he could have been a lot more abrasive, but his kind mother didn’t get it. It had been instilled in her to make a good, prosperous marriage since childhood.
He kissed the top of his mother’s head, squeezing her shoulders. “When I take Talia on a date, it’ll be my decision.”
“Of course. I’m reminding you—”
“I don’t need memos. Trust me, I know a thing or two about keeping a woman interested.”
She lifted her hand to her chest. “That’s exactly my fear, honey. That you are keeping someone else interested. When I called your place the other day, Valda mentioned a guest.” She continued in a low voice. “An American woman.”
“I’m an adult. I don’t have to give anyone explanations about my personal life. Don’t worry, when the time comes, I’ll marry Talia and live up to your expectations.”
She sighed. “Of course. Thank you.”
“I need to go,” he said. Back to the American woman.
Theo glanced around the horde of tourists strolling through the narrow streets of Plaka, the historic neighborhood located at the base of the hill topped by the Acropolis.
Filled with tourist trap souvenir shops, restaurants, and the like, he usually avoided the area like the plague. When he’d texted Amaya half an hour earlier, asking about her whereabouts, she’d mentioned the area.
Now, he searched for her beautiful face and sinful body among the people coming and going as he made his way down the hilly streets. A few vendors shouted, offering him items he simply ignored.
He fished his cell from his pocket, ready to call her again and find out her exact location. A thrill shot through him.
He was about to slide his finger across the screen when he spotted a swoosh of brown hair in between a couple of older ladies talking to the employee in the shop on the sidewalk. Amaya.
Without wasting time, he rushed to her with long, powerful strides. His heart raced in tandem with his steps, anticipation thrumming in his veins. The different languages spoken around him fell into the background, and when he was within a few feet from her, she turned around and glanced at him.
The minute their eyes met, an invisible punch hit his gut. He stiffened, his entire body painfully aware of her presence. It was as if they were old lovers, reuniting after a long time apart.
“I thought you were busy today,” she said.
He cleared his throat. “I needed a break.” A break from reality, and from his dooming future.
“Does this mean you get to stroll around with me?” She batted her eyelids in a playful move.
“Yeah.”
“Good. I was getting lonely.” She offered her arm, and he looped his in hers like some old-fashioned couple. A strange wave of affection washed over him. That’s only sexual attraction, he reminded himself. He’d experienced an extreme case of blue balls and needed compensating for the time without screwing. The more he kept his reality in check, the better.
…
“I don’t know about this hat,” Amaya said, lifting a straw hat from the shelf. “I can’t pull it off.”
Theo placed it on her head and propped her to face the full-length mirror to the side of the shop crawling with tourists. “You look beautiful.” He dropped his hand to her shoulder.
The contact instantly sizzled her nerves. He didn’t waver, his gaze on hers, and she doubted he’d paid much attention to the accessory. Lazily, he touched her sides, finding the indent of her waist and erasing the distance between her back and his front.
What a front. She peered at her reflection in the mirror, recognizing the glint of desire in the golden depths of her irises. Her lips parted, and she longed for a kiss. Theo’s breath fanned her ears, and she didn’t yank her gaze from his for a moment, watching his Adam’s apple bob. “Come with me,” he whispered in her ear, prickling her scalp.
In a blur, he put his hand in hers, and she hurried to remove the hat from her head and place it back on the shelf. Instinct told her they didn’t have time to get into the long line to pay.
A nervous chuckle left her mouth, and she squeezed his hand. He gave her a mischievous glance, firing her up even more. God. Once they stepped out of the shop, he guided her through the crowd, paving the way among countless shops and streets that became narrowed and less populated as they marched.
Was he taking her to his car to rush home and have sex? Her pussy tingled at the idea, though when they finally reached an empty street, her thought process pivoted. Sweat slicked her forehead from the adrenaline pumping in her veins. “Where are we going?”
“We’re going to fuck, agapi mou. I can’t wait any longer,” he said, his accent so pronounced she had to wait a second to register what he’d said.
“Neither can I,” she said, her voice so low she doubted he heard her. She’d thought of little else since the previous night, when she slept in his arms. She craved to feel him inside her, claiming her like no one else had. This time, they had to go all the way—otherwise she’d go crazy.
Her heart floated up her throat, pulsing hard, wild. He pointed at a white building within a few feet without any sign, only a blue wooden door, and they made their way there.
He glanced at both sides before he kicked the door open and dragged her inside.
“What? What if—”
“Shhhh…” He closed the door and took her to the left corner of the empty interior. Stale air filled the place, making breathing difficult. Or was it because she wanted him so much, it became impossible to keep up?
Theo removed her dress and pulled down her underwear, leaving her bare. Naked and unashamed. He took off his shirt and jeans, kicking his shoes to the side. Hmmm… commando.
When he kissed her, her every sense seared with awareness. She circled her arms around his head, angling her mouth for him to command. He took every bit of her offer, and more, skating his hands down her naked breasts, cupping them until a hot throb began to beat behind her nipples.
She touched his chest, loving his hard muscles, the countless ridges and planes of amazing abs. When she palmed his cock, a thrill shot up her wrist, spiking her pulse. Suddenly, everything moved faster than the previous night, and she stroked him from root to tip, feeling him grow under her grasp.
He kneaded her ass in circular movements, warming her flesh until she tore her mouth from his to gasp for air. He did the same, resting his forehead against hers. She grinded on him, wishing there was a way she could rub all of herself on him at once.
He groaned, and his manly fluid bubbled at the tip. Then, he pushed her against the wall, lifting her from the ground. She quivered, so aroused for him, for the promise of a quick, dirty fuck.
She didn’t waste time and wrapped her legs around him, welcoming him into her, eager and willing. He positioned himself at her entrance with a wicked grin. “Kiss me.”
He stroked her cheek, and the gentle touch alone helped dissipate the pain. Her bones seemed to melt, and she let out a long sigh. When he fused his lips on hers, a current of arousal reignited inside, and she knew then she was ready for more.
She scratched his shoulder and felt him grow inside her. He deepened the claim of his lips on hers, his tongue teasing, exploring, and commanding. He cupped her neck, angling her head to intensify the kiss. A kiss that demanded and punished. Gasping for air, she broke it off to breathe.
Theo continued to deposit small pecks on her cheek and nose, and a part of her wanted to die in his arms, now. All the stimulation stoked a fire in her belly, one only he could extinguish.
He continued to thrust his cock inside her, her walls clinging to every inch of him. She chewed her lip, and the thread of pain shot at her again as her body adjusted to his size.
“Amaya, I don’t want to hurt you.”
Did I frown? She looked at him square in the eyes, resolute in giving him the honesty he deserved. “You’re enormous, and it takes a while. We can do this, Theo. I want every inch of you inside me.”
A wolfish smile curled his lips. “You’re very ambitious, Amaya Lopez.”
She winked at him. “You’re spoiling me.”
He nipped her nose. “You just wait.”
A spark of affection crossed his eyes, sizzling the little hairs at the back of her neck. Affection? She probably misread the signals, but who cared? She needed…this. His attentive manner, even if he didn’t live up to it for the remainder of her stay.
“You’re so tight, baby. And soaking wet,” he said, and she felt more of his cock filling her.
“This…” Her breath caught in her throat.
“Almost done.”
Sweet Jesus. There was more! She decided not to voice her surprise—he’d been big when she’d seen him naked, and when she sucked his gorgeous cock, she hadn’t been able to put him completely in her mouth. But this…
She moaned.
Little electric charges of awareness began to ignite her from head to toe. When he finished entering her, he didn’t move for a moment, and she reveled in that primal sensation of being stuffed by a male. Her clit throbbed, swelling, achy.
Then, he pulled his cock halfway out, and before she had time to protest, he plunged inside her again, at once. His balls, heavy and full, slapped against her thighs. He continued to retreat and thrust, each time harder, deeper, all the way to the hilt.
Her heart raced madly, blood pounding at her pulse. The friction made her inner muscles stretch to the max. Ripples of pleasure began to move through her, and she arched against him, holding his sweat-slicked shoulders, then lowering her hands to cup his perfect ass.
She darted out her tongue, searching for him, and he kissed her with a passion even greater than before. She clenched his ass, and discovered it made him fuck her quicker, with steady plunges, each time driving her wild for more. His cock was the gateway drug for a world of unknown pleasures. Pleasures she didn’t dare to ignore.
“Theo…I’m…” she started, finding it hard to string sentences together.
“Come for me, Amaya,” he said, and flicked her clit in a maddening rhythm, which took her over the edge. Soon, her body contracted for one hot second, then released again with tremors as her climax washed over her, the little ripples from seconds ago turning into a tsunami of pleasure.
She succumbed to the sensations overpowering her, feeling so weak and yet so charged. He groaned, jerking backward and forward a couple of times until he released himself inside her, his hot load filling her, completing her. Making her full even though she’d never been empty before.



Chapter Eight
Theo kissed her head. For the past ten minutes or so, they’d lain on the hardwood floor of the house he’d broken into—a house that also belonged to his family, and whose last renters had vacated months prior.
He’d done it—successfully devirginized her, giving her pleasure and not pain. The milestone should give him a boost, teach him spontaneity had worked in his favor—much better than old concerns and old ghosts. But, instead, determination bolted through him, to teach her all the wonders of sex. To have her by his side for as long as fate allowed.
When he’d decided he had to have her, the convenient location of the place popped in his mind, even if he didn’t have the key. And now, with Amaya in his arms, he had the certainty coming here had been the best decision he’d made all day—all week.
“How was your first time, Theo?” she asked, breaking the blissful silence. “Was it special?”
“Hardly,” he said, continuing the up and down motion on her arm. “I was fourteen, and she was seventeen. We went to school together.”
“What was her name?” She propped herself on her elbows, watching him. Curiosity flickered in her eyes.
He frowned. “Why does it matter?”
“It doesn’t. But it’s unfair you’ve been there during my first time, and I know nothing about yours.”
“Nilsa.”
She kissed his shoulder. “Nilsa. Pretty name. Was she pretty?”
“Yes, she was pretty.” Nothing like you, he added inwardly. “Tall and smart.”
The softness from her face disappeared, and she cleared her throat. “Did it go okay? Your first time?”
“Yes. Fast, but good.” What he lacked in experienced he’d made up for in eagerness.
“Then why were you so worried you’d hurt me?”
Theo glanced at her, then fixed his eyes on the ceiling. The post-sex ease faded away. Frustration clogged his throat. Should I tell her? Probably not. He’d be safer if he didn’t—after all, what good could his confidentiality agreement do if he told someone? His lawyer certainly would be against it.
She touched his chin, forcing him to look at her. “Tell me, Theo,” she said in a sweet voice that stole his breath.
He swallowed. “Before you, I was with someone who was a virgin. I didn’t know, and after a date, we made out and ended up drunk in her apartment. When we had sex, I went for it. Eleni was exceptionally tight down there, and started bleeding. Not just because of her hymen, but she had some internal tearing.”
“Oh.”
“I took her to the hospital,” he said, as images from that night flooded his mind, haunting him. He hadn’t wanted to leave her side for one moment, worried something bad might happen to her. The doctors assured him she would be okay, and when they took her away for examining, when that heavy door closed in front of him, he’d slammed the wall. He’d done it to her. He’d hurt her. “She didn’t want to see me anymore.”
“I’m sorry.” She squeezed his shoulder. “You didn’t mean to hurt her, though. And you did the right thing by taking her to a hospital.”
Did she say those things because she truly believed them or because she was paid to be his sex buddy? He rubbed his temples, wishing the tightening in his chest would loosen. What chance did he have to create any relationship—even friendship—with Amaya, when his cynical side would always remember how they’d started?
He pinched the bridge of his nose a tad too aggressively. Why would he be friends with her after their month came to an end? She’d have her life in Nevada, and hell, he’d have enough to do in Greece. Besides, he’d be a married man and he intended on following all the vows from his wedding day. He’d never cheat on Talia. A promise is a promise. His grandfather had taught him the importance of a man’s word from an early age, and he couldn’t dishonor those lessons. Even if they killed him inside.
“Wrecking a woman’s vagina isn’t ever the right thing.”
“She was a virgin, and you didn’t know.” She caressed his hair, wiping some of it from his face. The affectionate gesture sent a wave of warmth through him. “Did you get to apologize?”
“Yes, I did. And she sent me the bill.”
“The hospital bill?”
“I’d have paid for the hospital regardless. But she got a lawyer to get as much money as they could from me, so she wouldn’t go to the press and tell them what happened.”
“Jesus,” she said. “Did the money fix anything?”
No. He kept the short answer to himself, a lump of confusion forming in his throat. He’d never asked himself that question, but if he had… What difference would it have made? Maybe Eleni acted out of spite, or maybe she wanted some financial gain after regretting giving him her virginity. “I hadn’t had sex since then. Not until I met you.”
“Because of what happened?”
“Yes. If I learned anything from the disgraceful event, it was to be cautious,” he said, remembering how many times he’d seen Eleni’s face in other women’s.
“I understand.” She stroked his cheek, the type of gentle caress he hadn’t received since his childhood. He’d dated, yes, a lot. But the women he bedded never got to see his vulnerable side—because he knew his future was sealed. “Thanks for sharing the story with me.”
“Besides my lawyer, you’re the only one I’ve ever told.” He caught her hand and kissed her knuckles. He’d been too ashamed to tell his family what had happened. His father would have been worried about the future of the company—after all, he was groomed to be the president of Rhodes Enterprises, and what kind of president already has scandals before he even takes his position?
An invisible weight lifted from his shoulders. Damn. It felt good to tell someone who wouldn’t judge him. Kindness gleamed in her eyes, and she leaned onto him, covering him with her body. A bubble of warmth closed around them. His blood rushed down to the part of him which had been the very subject of their conversation.
“I’m glad I know. Explains why you’re so careful. Trust me, Theo.”
“I don’t want you to say it’s okay just because you think that’s your obligation.” And hell, he knew all about obligations. His entire life had turned into a long drawn-out task list.
She shook her head. “I’m not. I like having sex with you…like isn’t the word. I love everything you do to me, how it feels when you’re inside me.”
“Amaya.”
She kissed his cheek. “I want everything you can give me.”
He pulled her face up so she could see the message in his eyes. “There’s a lot I can’t give you,” he said firmly, even if a trace of sadness laced his voice at the end. Whether the statement killed the mood or not, he needed to tell her. Hell, he needed to hear it to make sure his dick and his brain were on the same page.
She sucked in a breath, and if his pragmatism disappointed her, she didn’t show. She stared at him in silence for a moment. Then the corner of her lips curled into a mischievous smile. “Then I’ll take whatever you can give.”
…
Amaya put the sleek cordless phone back on the base. She’d called Samantha to check on things, like she had every day for the past week. Thankfully, everything was good back home and she could go about her day without much worry.
She glanced at the clock. Four p.m.
Her internal alarm clock beeped, reminding her in a couple hours Theo would be home. She sighed. The days seemed endless, even if spent at a glorious mansion. To be productive, she shadowed the housekeeper in the kitchen, learning different ways to season food and other culinary tricks from Greece.
Maybe Theo wouldn’t mind if she prepared dinner for them on the weekends. A real Mexican dish, like the ones she’d like to serve in the restaurant she’d open once the dust settled.
The doorbell rang.
The housekeeper had gone to buy groceries, so she rushed to the door to open it.
When she opened it, a younger version of Theo, but no less handsome, stared at her.
A thrill of apprehension moved through her, and she stepped back. Shit. Who was this guy? “May I help you?” she asked.
“Yeah. Is my brother home?”
Brother. Of course. With his skin one shade darker than Theo’s and a smile just as devastating, the man was certainly a younger brother. Kostas. She’d heard about him in passing. “No, he hasn’t returned from work yet.”
He gave her a once-over, then shrugged. “May I come in?” he said with a trace of surprise in his voice, as if asking for permission wasn’t something he did every day.
“Oh.” Amaya cleared her throat. Shit. “Of course. Please,” she said, opening the door wide and gesturing for him to enter.
He closed the door behind him and stretched out his hand. “I’m Kostas. You are?”
“Amaya,” she said, shaking his hand. “Amaya Lopez.” She added her surname like it made a difference to him.
“Nice to meet you.” He disengaged from her and glanced around. “I’m assuming you haven’t taken over the housekeeper’s position.”
She waved him off. “No, I haven’t. Gosh, I’d probably do a sucky job taking care of this huge house by myself.”
A trace of amusement touched his dark eyes. “Interesting. So, if you’re not the help, what are you doing in Theo’s home when he’s not around, Ms. Amaya Lopez from America?”
She opened her mouth, but hesitated. Tension squeezed her chest, bile rising up her throat. Shit. What am I supposed to say? She didn’t want to flat-out lie, at least without knowing which lie to say.
Kostas chuckled, lifting his hand in a stop signal. “I’m sorry. You don’t have to say anything. That’s none of my business.”
Relief dropped her shoulders. “Thank you.”
He nodded. “I’m glad my brother has a visitor. He’s been too stressed lately.”
A flash of heat spread across her cheeks and neck. Did he mean a visitor for sex? Of course. What else could he mean? She pursed her lips, unsure.
“Hey, Amaya. I mean it as a compliment. If Theo managed to keep you out of our family, that’s probably because he doesn’t want to share you with anyone else.”
“Or because I don’t fit his plans,” she said. A second later, regret stabbed at her, and her hand flew to her mouth, but it was too late. She folded her arms. At least Kostas would learn she knew Theo’s situation—sadly, knew it all too well.
He gave her a close-lipped smile. “Plans can change.”
Yes, plans changed if people changed them. “Would you like to sit down?” she asked, nervous to be around this tall man who reminded her so much of Theo.
“No, it’s okay. I only wanted to make sure you weren’t an intruder.” He winked. “I won’t keep you for much longer. Tell Theo I stopped by.”
“Of course.”
He walked in the direction of the door and tossed her a glance over his shoulder. “Really nice meeting you.”
She watched him go, and it took her a few seconds to sit on one of the sofas in the living area. Something didn’t make sense. Why did he come to see Theo when it was obvious Theo would be working? Besides, he had his brother’s cell phone number and could call him anytime. Coming here was a calculated move.
A lump of uneasiness thickened her throat. He came to meet me.
But why?
Amaya left the shower and reached for the fluffy towel hanging on the rack. After drying herself, she slipped on a soft robe. But even the perks of a marbled bathroom and luxury amenities didn’t take her mind from the nagging feeling in her gut. How did his brother find out about her? Did Theo mention her to him, perhaps by accident, and his brother visited to check her out?
What if Theo told Kostas about the virgin auction, and Kostas had been curious to meet her? She towel dried her hair, then combed it. Theo didn’t owe her confidentiality. He could tell whoever he wanted about how they’d met. Why would he keep it a secret?
I’m not special. He was using her to catch up sexually for the years of celibacy before he married someone he, his family, and friends deemed worthy. Someone the complete opposite of her. Even if she had met him under different circumstances, nothing would change her identity.
“Thinking hard?” a too-familiar, deep male voice asked, and she turned to the door to find Theo leaning against the threshold, his gaze sliding down her body.
“You’re home already? It’s not even six,” she said, because sadly, she’d counted the minutes ever since he’d left that morning.
“I finished a meeting early.” He erased the distance between them and gave her a kiss.
She circled her arms around his head. “Your brother came for a visit earlier.”
He frowned and withdrew from her. “Kostas was here?”
“Yeah. How did he know about me? Did you tell him?”
“No.” He looked at nowhere in particular, lost in thought for a moment, then blinked and turned his attention back to her. “My mother. She called here one day, and the housekeeper told her about you. She must have told Kostas, and he came over when he knew I’d be at work.”
“Why?”
He stroked her cheek. “It’s her way of making sure you know they know. It’s stupid, and I’ll talk to Kostas about it.”
“She’s not going to hire a hitman and kill me, is she?”
He chuckled. “No. My mom is a sweet woman who’s been obeying old, deep-seated family rules for too long.” He dipped his head down, his eyes boring into hers. “No one’s touching you but me, agapi mou. If my brother did or said anything inappropriate let me know and I’ll make sure he pays,” he said, gritting his teeth.
A current of pride bolted through her, sending thrills of awareness to her pussy. He’d meant every word—she saw it in his eyes. When had anyone fought for her like this? Her parents had loved her, of course, but they’d been busy grieving her sister’s death and dealing with Diego their whole life. She hadn’t had a steady boyfriend or hell, even a male friend who acted like her protector.
Her heart raced. She’d been her own protector, and now, Diego’s too. Though it felt good to have someone else do that job, even if temporarily. Even if hypothetically.
“Why would you go to such great lengths for me?”



Chapter Nine
“Because I’d be an idiot not to,” he said, emotion thickening his throat. “Because you’re worth it.”
He kissed her, adamant on showing her how much he cared for her—not just sexually, but also as a woman. Hell, he’d shared with her things he hadn’t told anyone and wanted more. More of Amaya.
He thrust his tongue inside her mouth, and she matched his passion, pulling him close in a move that sucked the remaining air from his lungs. Swiftly, he lifted her from the floor and carried her to bed. At first, he’d wanted them to have separate rooms so she could have her privacy, her comfort zone.
Now he wanted nothing but to invade her space and stay there for as long as she’d let him. He put her on his bed, and she smartly removed her robe, tossing it aside. One look at her soft, warm, gorgeous body, bare for him, and he groaned.
A shade of red covered her cheeks. “I like the hunger in your eyes.”
“There’s a hunger inside to match.”
She licked her lips. “Yes.”
He covered her body with his, and for a moment, the idea to take her played in his mind, seductive like an old jazz melody. But he’d delay his own pleasure and ravish her, feast on her sexy body until she could no longer take it.
She motioned to wrap her legs around him, and if she continued, he’d be lost. So he began to descend on her body, kissing her neck, feeling rather than hearing her moan. She trembled, and her skin visibly prickled.
He continued his exploration, lapping at her breasts while touching her curves with his palm. She caressed his hair, her fingers working his scalp and sending a shot of awareness down his body. His cock strained against his boxers, and sweat coated his forehead. I’m still dressed.
He’d take off his clothes soon, but not yet.
Eagerly, he switched from one breast to the other, this time tugging at it a bit, teasing the taut peak with his teeth. She squirmed under him, restless, moving her head from side to side on the pillow and touching his shoulders. She managed to insert her hands into his collar, scratching his neck, provoking him, heating him up internally.
He nipped her breast in retaliation, earning a raw, drawn-out moan from her. Then, he continued his torture, giving her warm flesh open-mouthed kisses as he made his way down. When he faced her glistening pussy, his heart skipped a beat.
Cream already coated the folds, her clit swelling for him. He’d kiss her there—hell, he was thirsty for it. But first, he needed to grab something he’d bought on the way home. He got out of the bed and reached for the tube of lube he’d placed there earlier. She whimpered, protesting his abrupt change.
“What’s happening?” she asked, propping herself on her elbows, her gaze following him as he scooted down the bed and kneeled between her thighs.
“I had to grab something, love. Today I’m playing with you everywhere.”
“Dios mio.”
“That’s right. Lie down and relax,” he said, tapping her leg. She followed his command, and he opened the tube and put it next to him. Soon, he’d use it—very soon.
With the tip of his tongue, he traced the path from her outer lips to her inner lips. A little feminine growl filled the air, and he smiled against her most vulnerable spot. She was enjoying this. Good.
He kissed her center, reveling in her female scent of arousal, pressing his nose into her naughty flesh. Her thighs trembled, but he pinned them into place, forcing her to experience the overload of sensations he intended on showing her.
With gusto, he licked her folds, working his way to her clit. He lapped at the pleasure bean, then sucked it and added three fingers into her pussy for more pressure. She moaned, and he began thrusting his fingers in and out of her, with quick plunges, while sliding his tongue down the apex of her thighs.
When he found the diamond-shaped entrance, he nudged her thighs farther apart. To distract her, he intensified the thrusts in her cunt, feeling her response as she quivered on the mattress. Then he dipped lower, sliding his tongue around her tight hole, tasting her musky flesh. He worked his tongue, teasing her, claiming every part of her as his.
She almost flew from the mattress, shouting his name, and he didn’t let up, plunging his digits into her until her trembling came to an end. When he withdrew from both entrances and lifted his head to look at her, she sighed. With her hair disheveled on the pillows, sweat sheening her body, and pupils still dilated, she’d never looked lovelier. “You should come home early more often.”
…
Amaya touched her chest, hoping her heart would slow the fuck down.
He’d eaten her out, taken her to a different planet, and then he’d licked her asshole. Just like it was any given Sunday. She swallowed. The idea would have turned her off before.
Theo, though…made everything so natural. She wanted him to kiss, lick, and brand every part of her.
“Turn around, Amaya. Now the fun begins,” he said, pulling her from her thoughts.
More fun? Hmmmm. She obeyed him, and he gently grabbed her feet and pulled her down on the bed. Then, he leaned over her and lifted her ass, so she was on all fours, and stood behind her.
“I can’t think of a more beautiful view.” His voice was gravelly, raspy, filled with suppressed desire. It’d been probably hard for him to pleasure her and delay his climax.
She tossed him a glance over her shoulder. “Then stop thinking.”
His gaze collided with hers, and the intensity burning in his eyes quickened her pulse. He palmed her ass, his strong and large hands fondling her extra layer of flesh. Soon, his massage warmed her skin, and she turned her head and glanced at the pillow. She couldn’t manage to look at him and be on the receiving end of that sensual touch—not without coming, and she had to wait for him now.
Soon, he parted her thighs with his hands, without stopping the vigorous kneading on her ass. She moved her hips from side to side as if following the rhythm of waves in the ocean. He stopped touching her for a moment, and she heard the sound of him opening a tube and squirting some liquid on his palm. “Relax, my love. Weren’t you the one who suggested we stop thinking?”
She cleared her throat, unsure about how to respond. Most likely he’d used lubricant, but why? She was plenty wet, unless—
Theo slid his hand in between her cheeks, palming one of them from the inside. Instinctively, she clenched her legs together, tightening his hand in between her ass. He gave a low chuckle, and the irony of what she’d done wasn’t lost on her—somehow she’d managed to compress his hand in her butt, and it didn’t feel…horrible.
With his other hand, he parted her folds, the tips of his fingers teasing her pussy. She relaxed her shoulders, and the wave of comfort washed over her, loosening her muscles. Perhaps sensing her waver, he moved one finger close to her entrance, the same way he’d done earlier, when he’d kissed her there.
Warm, delightful tingles spread across the area he touched. Maybe the lube he’d used heated upon skin contact. Feeling more confident, she swayed her hips into his touch, silently asking for more. What else did he have in mind?
Groaning, he added another finger to his exploration, and he slipped them into her channel. She gasped, getting used to the unfamiliar intrusion. Then, he positioned his cock close enough to her cunt, without entering.
He teased her by stroking the thick head of his rod on her folds. Zings of anticipation traveled through her, and she clenched the pillow with both hands. Unable to stay still, she bucked toward him once more. This time, he heard her plea—and thrust his cock inside her wetness, earning a low groan from her. The more they made love, the quicker her body adjusted to his.
“Theo. Yes. This,” she whispered, barely able to string words together.
He began to pull back then plunge forward, all the way to the hilt, and she heard his breath. Labored. Rough. Much like hers.
She rocked her hips into him, loving the rhythm he set. He began to thrust his fingers in and out of her hole, and each time he entered her anal passage, the warm sensation grew, and the friction shot tides of tingly awareness through her. God, she wouldn’t be able to take any more stimulation.
“I love being inside you like this. You’re soaking wet and ready and”—he stopped for a moment and withdrew his cock halfway, then slammed inside her so deep, she yelped—“so hot.”
“Theo. I don’t think I can last long.”
“Then don’t, agapi mou.” He proved his point by intensifying his thrusts into her hole. Fiery passion flowed through her veins, her blood hot and thick. He drove himself in and out of her, from both holes, harder, with stronger plunges, and when the blood began to boil in her stream, she wavered.
Letting the waves of pleasure ride her, her head fell on the pillow, strength deserting her as her body convulsed. She closed her eyes, seeing golden and silver specks behind her lids, along with a release that, at least, offered some serenity.
She was still quivering when he removed his fingers from her hole, only to grab her hips with both hands, his fingers biting into her skin. She mentally braced herself for his orgasm, knowing he’d been holding out for too long.
He drew out his dick midway and then plunged inside.
Once.
Twice.
Her breath caught in her throat.
The third time, he growled, the masculine and animal-like sound filling the space. He poured his seed inside her, and she felt him trembling on top of her, jerking as his own pleasure overtook him.
When he dropped to her side on the bed, she turned her head to face him. “I’m going to tell Madame Alexa I won the auction lottery.”
He peered at her, then ran his finger down her nose.
“I mean, you could have been a much older man with a beer belly and—”
“I don’t want to think of you with any other man,” he said, cutting her off. A trace of annoyance laced his words.
She sucked in a breath. Shit. That was probably not the best way to pillow talk. However, wasn’t it sad he had the luxury of not imagining her with someone else, but she did not? He’d not only bed but marry another woman. The thought left a bitter taste in her mouth. “I don’t want to, either,” she said. Hell, it wasn’t a lie.
When she returned to the United States, she’d be busy transitioning her brother into his new home, getting to know his therapists and care team. She’d have to study the best way to invest her new money, and learn what she needed to do in order to open her own restaurant. A whole new life awaited her.
He planted a kiss on her shoulder, and she pulled up the sheet to cover her body, then snuggled closer to him.
“What are you thinking about?”
“Nothing.”
He chuckled, the hearty sound reverberating through her. “You’re a bad liar.”
“Okay. Fine. I’m thinking about my life when I go back home. Lots of things to do, you know? Thanks to you, I’ll be able to give my brother a better life.” And I’ll also start having a life too. The idea of thinking of her own needs was as foreign as another language. “Even when my parents were alive, I always did a lot to help them with Diego. Not that it was a burden. I love my brother. After they died, I took all the responsibilities. It’ll be different, though, to have extra time and think about my needs too.”
He kissed the top of her head. “You deserve it. My grandfather would have liked you.”
“How do you figure?”
“He was a man committed to his obligations and admired that in other people,” he said, affection pouring from his voice. “After my grandmother died, he got very depressed. My parents told me to live with him for a few years, to cheer him up. I was his first grandson, and he loved having me around.”
“How old were you when you moved in with him?”
“Eight.”
Eight. Melancholy cooled her veins. Poor thing had been way too young when he’d been sent to live with an older man who probably needed more help than he could ever give. “You were very young. Didn’t you miss your parents?”
“I saw them often. Besides, I was able to be there for my grandfather, and my presence helped him get out of his funk. It was my duty to help.”
Duty. A sadness she had no right to feel claimed her, and she clamped her lips, opting to keep her opinions to herself. He stroked her arm, his fingers running up and down her skin with a gentleness that clasped her heart. She had no right to be upset about his strong moral code—his fierce loyalty to his family.
After all, she was a temporary lover and nothing else, and that harsh reality hurt her more than just a little.



Chapter Ten
“Well, since most of the board members have agreed, we’ll hold the annual party in three months,” Uncle Horace said, and most of the men around the long oval table nodded. “Thank you, everyone.”
They began to stand and leave the table. Theo curled his fingers into a fist, annoyance stiffening his muscles. Sure, his uncle wanted the excuse of a party because he’d probably pocket a large sum of money. Not because he gave a shit about the employees or their quality of life. To make matters worse, his father hadn’t attended the meeting. He had to go to a doctor’s appointment he couldn’t miss.
“This is bullshit,” he said to his brother, who had arrived late into the meeting.
“Calm down, Theo,” Kostas said, glancing around as more people left the conference room. “You’ll get control over the company soon. I mean, if you don’t change the original plan.”
“What are you talking about?” Theo said, stretching to his full height. He hadn’t had the chance to talk to his brother about him meeting Amaya yet. And he sure as hell wouldn’t do it until they were alone.
“Calm down, brother.” Kostas lifted his hands in surrender. “Mama told me about an American girl living at your house, and I went to see her. I knew if I asked you, you’d tell me off.”
“Skata. God damn right I would.”
“Well, Amaya Lopez is an amazing woman. From the few minutes I talked to her, I could see why you’ve invited her for a, hmm, vacation.”
“What’s he talking about?” Horace asked behind them.
Fuck. Theo turned to face his uncle, who angled closer. How much had he heard? Enough to use it against him. “None of your business, Horace,” Theo said dismissively. “Just a mutual acquaintance.”
His uncle’s eyebrows furrowed, and he perched his hand at his belt. “Of course.” The lines of his face softened, and he tapped Theo’s shoulder. “Boys will be boys.”
Boys will be boys? “And men will be men,” Kostas said in a snarky voice. “Most of the time, anyway.” Had his brother finally manned up enough to say something remotely snarky to his uncle?
Horace lifted his chin but didn’t say anything.
“Why are you being so abrasive to Uncle Horace lately?” Kostas asked him, tilting his head to the side.
“Are you serious? After everything he’s done? Just because we don’t have proof doesn’t mean I’m blind,” Theo said. He’d had it with the unaccounted for spending, the constant cut in employee benefits or even overall customer experience. While he encouraged all these cuts, Horace’s personal wealth continued to grow—without any explanation.
Kostas squeezed his shoulder, speaking in a low voice. “I know, brother. Soon you’ll marry Talia and all this will be behind you. But until then, there’s no need for bad blood.”
Theo looked at his brother, internally applauding his sense of diplomacy. Kostas was four years younger than he, but times like this he acted more mature and collected. Maybe because Kostas had always lived with their parents—and been always around more mature folks. The years when Theo had lived with their grandparents, Kostas had to mature fast to keep up with the adult conversations around him.
Also, their mother loved meddling. Which only meant the weight of responsibility lay heavy on Theo’s shoulders. Lead by example, his grandfather had always said.
Maybe Kostas had a point, though. Theo had been visibly abrasive to his uncle lately—and it’d only cause more attrition when he became the president and majority stock holder of Rhodes Enterprises.
Theo said goodbye to his brother, and a few minutes later, got on the elevator and headed to the top floor.
“Mr. Rhodes.” His uncle’s assistant Maria rose at his arrival. She reached for the phone. “I’ll tell Mr. Horace you’re here.”
“No need.” Theo lifted his hand in disagreement. Hell, hadn’t his uncle surprised him and walked into his office countless times before without announcement? Maybe giving the prick a taste of his own medicine would show him how inconvenient he was. “I’ll surprise him.”
She nodded. “Of course.”
Theo opened the heavy door and walked inside, quietly, as his uncle spoke quickly into the phone. “Amaya Lopez. Yes, that’s her name. Find out everything about her.”
Theo’s blood ran cold.
His uncle kept staring at the glass wall, his shoulders tense. “I don’t care. Go to Nevada if you have to. I want to know why in the world this woman is in Greece with my nephew—”
This woman? Theo’s fingers curled into fists. He’d never told his uncle she was from Nevada. How did he know Amaya? The familiarity with which he called her name brought a nauseating sensation to his gut.
“I thought I’d paid you enough to take care of my problems,” his uncle huffed, waving his hands in the air, obviously annoyed. “Don’t you think I fucking know? I’m not going down because of a damn accident with some no-names.”
What the hell had his uncle gotten involved with this time?
Theo ran his fingers down his face, temples throbbing. His uncle began to move around, holding the phone and gesticulating as if whomever he talked to on the phone was in front of him.
“No, I won’t calm down. Not when—”
At last, Horace turned around and saw Theo. He stopped in his tracks, his face paling. Swiftly, he turned off his phone and sat it on the desk.
Tension charged in the room.
“Hello, Uncle,” Theo said, sarcasm dripping from his voice. “You want to tell me what business you have with Amaya?” What if his uncle had found out about the virgin auction? Theo popped his knuckles. Nah. That wouldn’t be enough to get his usually cool uncle in knots.
A bob made its way down Horace’s throat. Horace opened his mouth, hesitated, then ran his fingers through his thinning hair. “What business do you have with her, my dear nephew?” Horace asked. “Don’t you think it’s a tremendous coincidence you brought her into your house? A woman you think can ruin me? When I heard you and Kostas talking, I paid attention to her name. Amaya Lopez. The first name didn’t ring a bell, but the surname has been haunting me for a year. What are the odds of a woman from Vegas conveniently coming to Greece with you? A woman who tragically lost her parents.”
A woman…
Wheels moved in Theo’s mind.
The conversation he’d overheard echoed in his ears, and as he glared at his uncle, he drew in a breath. Think man, think. Why would Horace be so mad at Amaya’s presence in Athens? If anything, he could use her against Theo—to show Talia Theo was living his last months of freedom in full-on debauchery.
Theo winced. Talia wouldn’t care.
A damn accident with some no-names.
A tremendous coincidence you brought her into your house.
Theo’s heart stopped working for a second. “You killed Amaya’s parents,” he said, each word bringing him more clarity. His uncle had decided not to travel anymore to Vegas to meet with business partners since a year ago—around the same time Amaya had told him her parents had died. Theo had taken turns with his father, but ever since his father began having health scares and began to lay low, Theo had gone in his place.
Horace’s color dissipated from his face. His eyes widened. “It was an accident!”
“You were drunk,” Theo said, remembering Amaya’s words.
Horace fumbled with his tie. “Tipsy. Not drunk. And those people jaywalked. They committed a minor infraction of their own by ignoring the crosswalk.”
“Are you fucking kidding me?” He launched at Horace, grabbing him by the collar and slamming him against the wall. His uncle gasped, beads of sweat forming under his nose. The only sound filling the space were their own labored breaths—his uncle’s because of fear, and Theo’s because of frustration. His body pounded with rage, blood about to pop from his temples. “Is that why you fled the scene and never waited for help? Because of their minor infraction?”
“Theo, stop this.” Horace squirmed under his grasp, coughing. “I…I can’t breathe.”
Theo loosened the hold of his collar without letting him go. “It’s a hit-and-run. You killed them and walked free.”
“I see that’s how it looks—”
Theo groaned. “How it looks? You’re a murderer.” Hell, what else could he add to his uncle’s unknown resume? What other wrongdoings did he hide from most people?
“It was an accident,” his uncle squealed. “I’m sorry. I…thought about reaching out to the girl, to help her financially, but I was scared something would happen.”
Something would happen to him, no doubt. Theo let go of his uncle, who fell to the floor like a heavy sack. “Like justice.”
Horace loosened his collar, then touched his neck, rubbing the reddening area. “I’m the villain here. I get it. Let’s not pretend I don’t know what you’re doing.”
Theo glanced down at his uncle sitting on the floor. Pity for the man he could have been stabbed at him. Horace could have been an honorable businessman, admired by his peers. Instead, he became a sleazeball who prioritized his own interests at all times—even at the cost of people’s lives. Theo swallowed the lump of pity, and cleared his throat twice.
No. Horace didn’t deserve his pity—he’d been irresponsible and ended up killing Amaya’s parents.
“You brought that woman here to slander me in front of the board. You’ve been waiting for the right moment, am I correct? Perhaps the annual company party?”
“You’re done.”
“No.” Horace stood. “I’ll explain it to the members of the board. Trust me, maybe not all but the majority will be on my side when I come to them and say an unfortunate accident happened.”
“An accident? That’s rich. I’ll call the authorities,” Theo said. Because the offense happened overseas, he’d have to find out exactly how. If his uncle had hurt anyone in Greece, that’d be easier.
“Please. You’d have to go to Vegas and look into it, and I’ll have my lawyer make sure I don’t get extradited. There were no witnesses, no evidence. It’s hearsay,” his uncle said, his voice steady.
“I’m a witness. I heard you talking to someone.” Someone he could contact, if only he knew his name.
“A highly motivated one, aren’t you? Let me burst your bubble. If I go to jail, I won’t automatically lose my stocks. I can simply sell them to a couple of board members to make sure you never become president.”
“This isn’t about me.”
“Then why else did you bring Miss Lopez to Athens in such a timely manner? To get rid of me so you don’t have to marry Talia.”
Theo pinched the bridge of his nose. If he told his uncle the truth, he’d lose leverage. And, if he accused him publicly right now, he’d have no evidence. To get him arrested for what he’d done, Theo needed to act strategically. He needed time.
“I don’t want your detective or whatever slimy bastard you hired on her tail. Now that all cards are out, you’re dealing with me about this from now on. Not her.”
“Will do.” His uncle stretched out his hand with a triumphant smile on his lips.
Theo stared at his hand, but shook his head. “Just because I’m keeping quiet, don’t think you get a pass. You were responsible, Horace.”
“You’re so much like your father. Never admit when you’re wrong. When you settle down and think about it, you’ll see my proposal is fair. You forget about the accident, marry sweet Talia, and get your laurels in a couple months.”
…
Amaya inhaled the inviting aroma of the beef empanadas she’d just removed from the oven. Placing them in a nice serving dish, she contemplated the table filled with dishes from her childhood her mother used to make. A selection of enchiladas, with Mexican rice and beans, accompanied by salsas and a zesty tortilla soup crowded the linens.
Hopefully, he’ll like one of these.
She’d sent Valda home early and enjoyed every bit of the pretend homemaking experience. Maybe one day, much in the future, she’d have someone in her life for good. A man who understood her, her brother, and his demands. Even with him living in a group home, Diego still needed assistance.
Besides, he was all she had.
The sound of footsteps made her remove her apron and bunch it in her hand. Quickly, she tossed it on the counter and hurried to the door. Excitement crept under her skin. Silly, she knew, but this would be a small way to share some of her past, her home life, herself with him. Why was it so important? She finger-combed her hair, willing any rationalization away. This was just a meal—one she’d been happy to prepare to fill her free time. Yep.
“Hey,” she said, greeting him at the door.
Theo gave her a close-lipped smile, and she kissed his cheek. The light brush of her lips on his skin sent a current of anticipation through her.
“Hi.”
“I hope you don’t mind, I cooked dinner for us tonight.”
He placed his leather briefcase on the tufted chair in the hallway and followed her into the kitchen. “You did,” he said, without any particular emotion in his voice.
“Tah dah.” She pointed at the table she’d set—she could have used the long one at the formal dining area, but she preferred the smaller, cozier table in the kitchen where they ate breakfast on weekends. She didn’t want them to be on opposite sides of the table and in different zip codes. “I cooked you some food my mother used to make for me.”
He frowned. “Your mother?”
She chewed her lower lip. “I just thought, why not? I sent your driver for the ingredients and sent the housekeeper home early. I love cooking and wanted to show you.”
He lifted his eyebrow. “I’ve eaten Mexican before.”
“Of course. Still. Not my Mexican.” She forced a smile to dispel the tension squeezing her shoulders like a jacket three times smaller than her size.
“I’ll need to take a shower and then eat,” he said, heading out of the kitchen. He stopped, glanced at her, and said, “You can get started if you’d like.”
Get started? She crossed her arms and plopped on a chair, and soon, he vanished. She heard him going up the stairs and imagined him marching into his bedroom. What just happened?
She blew the small candles she’d lit half an hour prior, one by one. Shit. Sadness quickened her pulse. He obviously hated the surprise…and didn’t even try to hide it. Of course a man like Theo had tried all different cuisines in the world. She’d wanted to show a bit of hers.
Her cheeks warmed, and a single tear rolled down her face. Why did she think they shared a connection, some sort of twisted relationship? Maybe they’d talked before, pure simple pillow talk. And she’d been stupid to cook that dinner and wait for him like some fifties housewife from a black-and-white movie.
He’s pushing me away because we got too close. Too close for him.
Because that’s all she’d ever be for him—a piece of meat. And she’d do well by remembering it instead of trying for a ridiculous friendship, which would end the moment she left his country. The moment their contract came to an end.
Remember why you’re here.
She wiped the tear from her face and stood. If she allowed herself to cry over a dinner he’d underappreciated, that meant she was developing feelings for him. That meant she was foolish to forget the rules. The contract. His upcoming marriage to someone else.
She ran her fingers through her hair. She marched through the house, going up the stairs until she reached his bedroom. Clouds of vapor swirled out of his bathroom, the door half opened.
A part of her wanted to smack him, to make him appreciate her. And quickly, the rational part of her wanted to smack herself for even falling into the pretend trap. She swallowed the lump in her throat, clearing her mind of any doubts about what she was about to do.
She found him in the marbled shower box, standing with his head facing down as if worry weighed on his shoulders. He splayed his hands on the smooth surface, and the side jets sprayed on his hot, muscular figure.
She removed her clothes, dropping them to the floor. When she was down to her bra and panties, he turned around, all wet and delicious. A hint of surprise gleamed in his eyes. Probably he’d thought his attempt to distance himself from her failed dinner idea would make her mad.
Well, it had. But she’d been able to pick herself up, and if she wanted to survive the rest of their month together, she had to show it to him—and to herself.
She tapped the clear glass door. “You’ve been a naughty, naughty boy, Theo Rhodes.”
The sternness in his face dissipated, his expression softening. “Have I?”
“Yes. Your expensive virgin cooked you dinner and you didn’t even thank her. Instead, you acted like a spoiled brat.”
A devilish energy oozed from him, his pupils dilating. He opened the door and pulled her to him, his hands clutching her wrists. “Maybe I was waiting for the right opportunity to thank her properly.”
He pushed her against the slick wall, and soon water fell down her body, drenching her hair, underwear, everything. She gasped, adjusting to the warmth from the water to a much hotter temperature inside her. He placed her wrists above her head, holding them in place with one hand. Then he captured her lips with his.
He stroked her tongue with his, relentlessly, kissing her into submission. She squirmed and tried to move her hand, to touch him, make him ache for her as she ached for him—but he kept her restrained, tightening his hold on her. This whole scenario aroused her more than she could have imagined.
There she was, pinned for his pleasure. Her breasts threatened to spill from the bra, and an achy tingle formed behind her puckering nipples. He nudged her thighs apart, and she felt her cream soaking her panties, the evidence of her lust coating her folds.
“Theo.”
He nipped her neck, and her shoulders dropped a notch. She’d have slid down the wall and fallen on her ass if he hadn’t been holding her. “God, Amaya. Do you know what you do to me?” he said in a pained voice.
Breathless, she stared at him. The blend of regret and affection she found in the depths of his eyes almost melted whatever bones hadn’t yet melted. Her stomach sank, and she wriggled her wrists free from his hold until she was able to circle her hands around his neck and kiss him. Kiss him with all she had, using the silent language to show him just how much she’d foolishly begun to care for him.



Chapter Eleven
Theo reached behind her to unclasp her bra, and with deft fingers, he unhooked it and dropped it to the wet floor. The water spraying on them didn’t dampen the fire consuming him.
He’d been an ass to her, and he’d known it the moment a twinkle of disappointment hit her pretty eyes. Yet, when she’d mentioned she cooked dishes her mother used to make, guilt had iced his heart. How could he, in clear conscience, pretend nothing had happened when he’d found out who stole her parents from Amaya’s life?
She should be mad at him, but no, she’d forgiven his bad behavior and even made fun of it—she’d considered the big picture. Why can’t I do the same? Telling her about his discovery wouldn’t do her any favors. She’d be mad, frustrated, and until they found a plan to work to their advantage, no official accusation could be made.
“Theo,” she called his name in that sexy voice, yanking him from any rational thoughts. With a smile that dimmed the hottest sun, she wriggled her way out of her panties, placing them on the small handle.
Droplets of water drenched her hair, traveling down her smooth mocha skin, making her deliciously wet and ready. He wouldn’t wait to go back to the bedroom—he’d take her right here, in the middle of the steam cloud, with jets splashing them.
She stroked his cheek, the gentle touch sending vibrations of awareness through him. He didn’t move an inch, staring into her rich cocoa depths, letting her take the lead this time. Not that it was easy—his cock hardened, pressure already building in his core. He drew a long breath and willed himself to behave. “You’re so handsome,” she said with a pang of sadness in her voice.
He exhaled without breaking eye contact with her. A warmth he wasn’t used to spread across his cheeks. What the fuck? Was he, a grown man, blushing? The idea disarmed him a bit, and he rubbed his forehead, fidgeting.
She didn’t let up and erased the gap between them. She touched his chest, her fingers sliding up and down his taut pecs, causing a tremor. “When I first saw you at the auction, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I wanted you to bid on me.” She glided her hand south and palmed his cock. He groaned, the sensation too good to ignore. “I hoped you’d win.”
“Why?”
“Because I wanted to know what it was like to be yours, even for only a month.” She stretched to her full height, coaxing him to dip his head, and she encircled her hands around his neck. He fused his lips with hers in a passionate, urgent, wet kiss.
She pressed her body against his, and a surge of red-hot need bolted through him, searing all his nerve endings. He stroked her tongue with his, reveling in the erotic dance, claiming her sinful mouth. Fuck, was she sexy. Unique. Unforgettable.
She nipped his lower lip, heating his combustible bloodstream. He slammed her against the marble wall, lifting her up. She wrapped her legs around him. Damn it. He’d tried to give her total control…but she drove him to the brink of insanity with desire. He had to have her, and suspected she felt the same way—she wanted him to lose control.
“Amaya, you’re dangerous,” he said, more to himself than to her.
She scratched his forearm, her sharp nails causing tingles on his skin. “I want you to take me in both holes.”
He positioned his cock at her entrance, rubbing the tip against her labia. She moaned, bucking into him, clenching her legs so hard around his torso it became difficult to breathe. “Amaya, you’re driving me crazy.”
“Good.” She took his cock, pushing some of it inside her drenching wet cunt. Her legs loosened just enough so he could move, and he thrust inside her, inch by inch. Heat radiated from his chest, arousal constricting his lungs. He’d either come soon, or die.
“More, mi corazon. More.” She nipped his shoulder, then licked the area, her tongue making an invisible pattern over his skin.
He withdrew and plunged again, deeper, stuffing her, and kept at it, each time feeling his self-control slip away. Then, remembering her request, he palmed her ass and slid a finger between her cheeks, nearing the hole. She moaned and said words in Spanish he didn’t understand—incredibly sexy.
“Amaya,” he said, her name a medicine and an illness.
She glided her hands down his shoulder, scratching his back. A ripple of pleasure flowed through him, warning him he didn’t have long. Growling, he slipped a finger inside her tight channel, this time more easily than the last. He played with her hole, stretching it, his finger making a circular motion around the ring, only to thrust into it again.
She threw her head back, giving him the perfect angle for him to lick her neck. He felt the shudder zapping through her—or was it his? He continued plunging and retreating in both her holes, in a wild, crazy, intense rhythm. When she pulled his head down for a wet, scorching kiss, the back of his knees almost buckled. She withdrew her hips from his, panting, and started quivering. He increased the rhythm of his claim on her body, and within a few seconds, she shouted his name, her lips tender from their kiss. Her face, flustered. Spasms rode her, and the vision of her climaxing unraveled his own—unable to wait any longer, he retreated his cock almost all the way to slam inside her one more time. Pleasure detonated within him, and he held her close, wishing he could never, ever let go of her.
…
“Where are you taking me?” she asked when he wrapped her in the robe and carried her in his arms.
He kissed the top of her head. “To eat.”
She chewed her lower lip. Did eating mean going to an upscale restaurant or ordering in? He hadn’t seemed impressed by the dishes she’d laid out for him an hour earlier. Insecurities churned in her stomach.
She’d done it—she’d gotten emotionally involved with the one man she couldn’t have. He’d told her as much several times. He’d kept her from meeting his family and hidden in his home like a secret. Because he had a proper bride, someone who would live up to the name and fortune of his family. Someone who wouldn’t embarrass him socially—a woman from his country, who spoke his language and lived by its rules.
And as for her…
“What’s wrong?” he asked, probably feeling her stiffen in his arms.
She cleared her throat. “Nothing, just thinking.” When he put her down, she glanced around the kitchen. “Where are we eating?”
He pulled out a chair for her. “Right here.”
A wave of affection washed through her. Don’t do this to yourself. She threaded her fingers together. “It’s probably cold by now.”
“I’ll microwave it.”
“Okay.”
He grabbed the porcelain dish and stuck it in the stainless steel microwave, then turned to her as the appliance worked. “I’m sorry. I had a long day. I didn’t mean to be rude to you.”
She shrugged. At least he apologized on his own—and he seemed genuine. “It’s okay. Wanna talk about it?”
He waved her off. “It’s best I forget it for now. Instead, I want to hear about these yummy treats.”
“You said you’d eaten Mexican before.”
“You’re the only Mexican I’ve eaten.”
She chuckled. “Be serious.”
His smile held the intimacy of a secret. “I’ve had Mexican food before…but something tells me there’s a history behind yours.”
The microwave beeped, and he removed the plate of enchiladas and set it on the table.
“My mom used to make these every Saturday. They were my sister’s favorite.”
“I didn’t know you have a sister.”
She smelled the aroma of chicken and pork as he continued to warm up the other dishes. The sweet image of Melina came to mind, with her long black hair and big brown eyes. “I did. Melina died when she was in labor. The baby didn’t make it, either.”
He stopped what he was doing, and the muscle in his jaw twitched. “I’m sorry.”
She nodded. “She was beautiful. Only seventeen.”
“Seventeen?” he repeated. “That’s brutally young.”
“Yeah. She got pregnant by the wrong guy but wanted to be a single mom.” Amaya swallowed the lump throbbing in her throat. Her sister had fallen head over heels for a classmate and obviously hadn’t made the best decisions. Poor Melina. I miss her. Would Amaya’s life have been different if her sister had survived? Would she have given in to temptations in life and lost her virginity sooner? Would she have shared the caretaking duties of Diego with Melina?
“How old were you?”
A lump lodged in her throat. “Thirteen.”
He pulled out a chair and began pouring wine into a glass—filling it a bit more than what was appropriate. With a nod, he gave her the glass.
She lifted it to her lips and drank a generous amount. Soon, the red contents flooded down her throat and took some of the dryness away. “She was eight months pregnant.”
Interest sparked in his eyes. “Is that why you never wanted to have sex? To keep it from happening to you?”
“Yes. Well, some of it, I didn’t have much time for relationships anyway. My sister helped a lot at home, and with her passing—”
“The responsibility fell on you.”
Tears brimmed in her eyes, but this time, she didn’t wipe them away. She let them fall down her cheeks, freely. A pang of guilt for those times when she’d complained about doing too much at home stabbed at her, and sadness welled up inside. She’d give anything to have her sister and parents back. “Yeah.”
He leaned over the table and caressed her cheek. She leaned into his touch, closing her eyes, feeling the throb of her eyelids. The moment held a note of serene melancholy, one she didn’t want to shy away from. When she’d cooked for him, she imagined telling him funny stories, not something so…deeply personal.
“You’re a good woman, Amaya,” he said, and she opened her eyes. A touch of blame laced his voice, as if he cursed himself for being with her.
Cursing himself for not keeping me. The thought occurred to her, but she shook it off.
Slowly, he slid his hand down her chin and tipped it up so she stared deep into his eyes. She parted her lips, leaning for a kiss, but he didn’t inch closer; he remained watching her, his gaze carrying some undecipherable message. “Thank you for sharing this with me,” he said softly, then removed his hand and began to add a bit of each dish to a plate. He handed it to her, serving her.
The simple act squeezed her heart. His housekeeper and driver had served her, and he had done so sexually, but the tenderness of giving her a plate first pulled at her emotional strings. She sucked in a breath and wiped the tears from her face. “Thanks.”
He helped himself to some food and took a bite of a seasoned beef taco. “This is amazing.”
“My mom used to run a small taco stand.”
“Nice. She must have been a strong woman.”
“Yeah. I miss her every day.” She remembered the times her mother had hugged her tight, when she’d fallen off her bike as a child or experienced typical teenage problems growing up. Her father had always been loving, but in a strict way. Her mother’s embrace carried the answer for most of her difficulties.
He looked away from her, and she glanced at her lap. Shit. She didn’t mean to bring the sad stuff up again.
“Try the queso,” she said, pointing at the small bowl. “One of the couple guys I dated in my teens was crazy for it. I think that’s why he kept on seeing me.” She added a nervous chuckle to lighten the mood.
He grabbed a chip, dunked it in the queso, and took it to his mouth. “Delicious.” Then, he took her hand in his and kissed her knuckles. “Though I doubt that’s the only reason anyone would keep coming back for more.”



Chapter Twelve
“Father, we need to talk,” Theo said, striding into his father’s office. His blood ran hot and thick in his veins.
After listening to Amaya the previous night, he couldn’t just ignore the discovery about her parents’ death—which meant, first of all, coming clean to his dad. After all, Bacchus was the co-president and still had a say in the matter. Theo closed the door behind him, securing it. No interruptions could come during this meeting. “It’s about Horace.”
His father sighed, tossing the document he was reading to the side. “What’s your uncle done this time?”
His father gestured for him to sit across from him, but Theo declined and headed to the wet bar kept to entertain clients and business associates. He grabbed an aged bottle of scotch, opened it, and poured a finger into one of the tumblers. His father never drank during the day, so he didn’t bother offering him a shot.
“When he was on one of his monthly trips to Vegas last year, he killed a married couple.”
Color drained from his father’s face, and he shifted in his seat. The planes of his face hardened. “What did you say?”
Theo took a swig of the scotch, the powerful liquid rolling down his throat. He flexed and unflexed his fingers, restless, like a fighter before a match. Too bad the person he wanted to bring down wasn’t in front of him. “According to him, it was an accident. He was driving drunk and they jaywalked. Which is a stretch, of course. If he was behind the wheel intoxicated, then he’s guilty no matter what.” Besides, his uncle had always been a reckless driver.
Bacchus shook his head. “How did you find this out? And is this true?”
Is this true? He snorted. “I heard from Horace himself. He told me because he thought I was plotting against him.”
His father stood and broke one of his own rules by walking to the wet bar and pouring himself a drink in the middle of a workday. Theo parted his lips and was about to ask him if he could mix alcohol with the cholesterol and blood pressure medications, when his father angled his head to the side. “Were you?”
“No.”
“What gave him the idea?” He lifted the tumbler to his thin lips.
Theo clutched the drink in his hand, then sat it aside. To bring his uncle down, he’d have to share about his own adventure with Amaya. “I’ve met an American woman and brought her with me to Athens. He learned of it, and coincidently, she’s the daughter of the couple he killed.”
His father had another swig, then put the tumbler on the counter and rubbed his forehead. “A woman. Why would you bring a woman to Athens so close to your own wedding, son?”
Was his father hard of hearing? After telling him this whole story, the part that annoyed him the most had been about a strange woman who could ruin his marriage plans for his son? Theo snarled. “Who cares? Horace killed two people, and you don’t give a damn.”
His father gritted his teeth. “Of course I do. And he has to pay for what he’s done. But we have to be smart about it. I’ll look into a lawyer specialized in international law to find out what’s the best way to go about it.”
“Good.”
“He’s not worthy of this company, son.” His father cleared his throat. “He’s never been—because of him being older than me, he got most stocks when our father died. But if a scandal regarding his reckless behavior comes out now, it could be the end of Rhodes Enterprises.”
“We’re not him.” Theo raised his voice. “We could hire a PR company to help us navigate the issue.” Fear spilled into his stomach. The United States were their biggest importer. And his uncle had killed a couple on American soil. They’d have a lot of media attention and probably suffer a boycott from powerful clients.
Bacchus lifted his hand in disagreement, then plopped on the chair. Without saying a word, his father loosened his collar, exhaling for a bit longer than necessary. “I’m too tired to take on this fight. When you’re president, you’ll have the power to do as you please. I’ll finally be able to leave the company, knowing it’ll be in good hands. Meanwhile, we can find out how to go about this the correct way—”
Theo perched his hands on his belt, staring at his father, noticing the sweat slicking his face. “Are you okay?”
“Yes. High blood pressure and high cholesterol. The usual stuff.”
Theo swallowed. His father may seem in good physical shape, but it didn’t mean he resisted his mother’s cooking. “You don’t look okay, Dad.”
His father smiled. “I’m good. All I’m trying to say is I’m not the youngster I once was. When you take over, I’ll retire and get away from this mess. I want your uncle to pay for what he did, but only once I’ve secured your position in this company.”
Theo popped his knuckles. He’d shared the recent discovery with his old man because well, it was eating him up inside. He couldn’t trust Kostas, not with the strong bond he shared with their mother. Kostas would tell her, and she’d go insane.
Now, he wished he hadn’t told his father. Concern washed over his father’s expression, even if he tipped his lips upward. Shit. His heart heaved in his chest—going to his father for support had been selfish. “I’ll wait until I’m the new president. But not one moment longer.”
Theo entered his home, then picked up the correspondence neatly stacked on the console table. The thickest stock of paper captured his attention, and he opened the envelope.
An invitation for a pirate-themed party from a couple of British friends, Seth and Mary. They’d moved to Athens a decade ago and often indulged in flamboyant festivities and the like. Usually, Theo found an excuse to get out of the events that involved more fanfare, but this time…he imagined Amaya with him.
Why not? They’d be in costume, and no one would recognize him.
He’d always been so worried to take her to places where people from his circle could recognize him. Not that Talia would care or mind, but he didn’t want to make things awkward for Amaya. Didn’t want to deal with the repercussions from his family if they found out. Hell, the problem involving his uncle had been enough.
But this…he touched the edges of the golden invitation. He wouldn’t mind taking her with him to a place where they could just have fun and forget about all the bullshit. She deserved it. His heart squeezed in his chest. Fuck, she deserved the world.
“Amaya,” he called out, excited.
She flew down the stairs. “What’s up?”
“Tomorrow, I want you to order costumes. We have a pirate party to attend.”
…
Amaya fixed the headpiece in place. For the past hour, she’d been fumbling with her pirate wench costume, consisting of a black and red striped skirt with pointy edges, and a white one-shoulder top. A belt with a skull completed the ensemble, along with knee-length black boots and the eye patch across her right eye.
She added more dark red lipstick, happy with how the curls she’d done on her hair turned out. She looked at the mirror and smiled at her reflection. For the past two weeks, she’d fallen into her routine of calling Sam, Facetiming with her brother, sightseeing, and whenever Theo got home, being with him. They had hot sex, yes, but also watched movies and talked about current events.
She’d continued cooking for him, old dishes and new ones.
“Are you ready?” he asked outside her room.
She’d insisted they get ready separately so he wouldn’t remove her costume before she finished her look. Squealing, she twisted the door handle. He’d been invited to a party thrown by friends and asked her to go as his date.
When she opened the door, she took a step back. The moment he walked into her bedroom, the air was socked out of her lungs. Whoa.
A long dark gray coat cloaked his broad shoulders, and underneath he wore a fitted shirt. What caught her attention the most was the eye patch, similar to hers, and the long fake beard he sported. She erased the distance between them and touched it, mesmerized.
“Blackbeard?”
“Ahoy,” he said, removing a sparkling sword from his belt. He pressed her against him, and in an instant, she felt how hard he was. “You look positively delectable, matey.”
“And you don’t look half bad for a Greek pirate. That said,” she started, pushing him away, “I intend on going to this party and not feasting on each other all night.”
He inched closer, but she flattened her hand on his chest, pushing him away. “Maybe we can have a little taste.”
“I have a taste for you. When I went to the shop to order the costumes, I also bought a couple toys. But you need to be a good pirate if you want to play sometime.”
“You’re killing me,” he said.
“Trust me, you haven’t seen nothing yet.” She winked at him. When she’d bought the pirate get-ups, she’d gone to a store in a cool street, and next to it she found a sex shop. She’d never been to one and felt strange at first but then decided to explore.
Thirty minutes later, they entered the exotic bash already in full swing. The mansion had been thoroughly decorated to live up to the theme, with even the waitstaff dressed as pirates, captains, wenches, and more. Curtains colored in red, black, and white stripes fell from the tall ceilings. Dozens of guests crowded the immense living area, and Amaya noticed a bunch of entertainers wowing the crowd through the clear doors leading to the terrace.
She clenched his arm, excited. “Let’s go.”
Soon they joined the group watching the round of women and men spitting fire into a ring, competing to see who spat the farthest.
A bar stand that looked like a ship had a line of eager guests waiting as the cocktail waitresses did flicks and tricks while preparing drinks. Everything about the party had an air of fun.
“Wow. Where did you meet these people?”
“Mutual friends. They’re good people. I’ll show you Seth and Mary when I see them.”
“Oh. I thought you wanted to keep things on the down low?” She tugged at his beard to make her point.
“Seth and Mary are different.”
Good different, she hoped. She’d seen pictures of his family at his home and on the internet. His mother and father looked great, almost regal, and certainly traditional. A cool breeze caressed her, and she rubbed her arm.
“Come here,” he said, bringing her close.
“I didn’t think you’d actually bring your sword,” she said.
“That’s not my sword.” He leaned closer, his breath fanning her ear.
A wave of heat spread across her neck and cheeks. “I can’t take you anywhere, can I?”
Someone tapped him on his shoulder, and he turned around. “Theo? Is that you?” the man with dark long dreads a la Jack Sparrow asked.
Theo stretched to his full height, locking his spine into place. “Andrew. Hello.”
“Hi, man. It’s been a while. Your father invited me to lunch, but I haven’t been able to make it.”
“Neither have I,” Theo said, and both men chuckled. “This is Amaya Lopez. Amaya, meet Andrew Stone. His father and mine golfed together for years.”
Amaya squared her shoulders at the mention of Theo’s father. This meant she should act like an acquaintance at best, not his date. What if this Andrew fellow told his family Theo was living it up so close to his wedding?
“Nice to meet you,” she said in a clipped voice, stretching out her hand.
“Pleasure.” He held her hand for a second longer than appropriate. Theo cleared his throat and pulled her to his side, prompting the contact to end.
She parted her lips but hesitated. Didn’t Theo see she was helping him? Why did he drag his hand over her like an animal claiming its territory?
“Your first time in Greece?” Andrew asked, obviously ignoring what Theo had done.
“Yes.”
A slow smile formed on Andrew’s lips, and his gaze slid over her figure. “What brought you here?”
Theo stepped forward, partially blocking her from him, and looked down at Andrew. “I brought her.”
Her heart raced, and a shot of adrenaline bolted through her, stirring her up inside. What the hell? She glanced at Andrew, whose face paled, his shoulders dropping.
“Oh, I get it. I apologize, I didn’t mean disrespect. I thought you were friends,” Andrew said.
Her gaze darted between Andrew and Theo, and frustration welled inside. Did he act that way because he’d thought Andrew would have a shot with her? Theo couldn’t be jealous, obviously. Did he think so low of her, that she’d just go with the first guy who asked—maybe after her time with Theo ended? No. Her pulse skittered. Couldn’t be.
Amaya touched Theo’s elbow, to remind him of her presence. “Can we have a word?”
“Of course.”
“I’ll leave you to it,” Andrew said. “See you around.” He turned around and dashed to the opposite side of the party.
She nudged his elbow again, this time harder. “Why did you get so mad?”
“Didn’t you see what he wanted to do? The way he looked at you?” Theo grabbed her forearm, pulling her aside. He stared deep into her eyes. He loosened his hold on her, cursing himself for his lack of finesse. “I got jealous.”
“Yes, but why? When you first met me, I was half naked in a room filled with men. And that guy just asked me a question,” she said, managing to sound completely in control. Ah, what a joke. Her stomach had knotted when he’d admitted to being jealous.
“I don’t want him to think he could sweet talk you, Amaya. I want you all for myself.” He grabbed a strand of her hair and twirled it around his finger, curling it.
She wanted to teach him a lesson—a lesson she herself hadn’t yet learned. Yet, she found herself inching closer, her mouth within a breath of his. “You have me for a whole month.”
“Yeah, but the idea of a slimeball like Andrew trying to get his hands all over you after that month makes me want to punch him.”
Anticipation nearly clogged her throat. Little tingles formed in her clit, quickly upgrading to powerful and steady throbs. “I don’t understand. Since the beginning, this has been the agreement.”
“Fuck it.” He drew her to him, lowering his head. “One month with you is not nearly enough.”



Chapter Thirteen
Theo kissed Amaya with a red-hot intensity.
He couldn’t be honest about other things—about accidentally finding out who killed her parents. But he had to be genuine with her about his feelings. She deserved nothing less.
When he’d witnessed the spark in Andrew’s eyes, a dormant emotion awakened and he had to curl his fingers not to knock him out. He didn’t want any other man contemplating the possibility of dating Amaya. A possessiveness reminiscent of the Dark Ages washed over him. She was his and no one else’s.
He didn’t care who found out, or who saw them together.
She circled her arms around his neck, opening her lips as he plunged his tongue into her sweet mouth, exploring every spot as if they’d never kissed before. Every time he kissed her, he discovered a part of him he’d never known had been missing. She writhed against him, nipping his upper lip, her need obviously as powerful as his.
She wrenched her mouth from his, breathless. “I need you inside me. Now.”
“Come.”
He took her hand and followed the string lights leading into the endless garden. He’d been to Seth’s house enough times to know about the existence of a pool house not too far from them. He squeezed her hand a little, anticipation pounding in his heart. By the time they made it to the house with glass doors, he couldn’t hear much over the thumping of his heart.
He twisted the handle and led her inside. Because of the large clear windows and sheer curtains, turning the lights on was not an option. He lifted her and set her on the tiled countertop. His cock was hard, achy, leaking.
She growled a little, a sexy sound he’d never heard before. It increased the level of arousal, and he nudged her legs apart. Without delay, she wrapped them around his middle. She wore long, black boots that were enticing. It made him want to see her completely naked, with those sinful boots in the middle of the bed.
Not now. They had no time to get fully unclothed.
“Yes.” She touched his chest, then slid her hand below his waist.
Damn. He threw his head back for a moment, the overwhelming sensations stealing his breath in the most delicious way. She kissed him, a mere distraction while she unzipped his pants and took out his dick.
In her palm, it grew, hardening so fast a rush of blood almost buckled his knees. God. What the hell was she thinking? “Amaya, if you continue—”
She disengaged her mouth from his and tipped up her chin, staring into his eyes. Even with the dim lighting he noticed the golden glow of challenge in her pretty eyes. “I want it fast. I want it rough.”
Rough. The word brought a different agony to his chest. During the last two weeks, he’d bedded her often—multiple times a day. But never had he plunged into her without much foreplay. “I don’t want to hurt you,” he said.
“Then don’t.” She began to stroke him, her fingers going up and down his length. “Fuck me like you mean it.”
She positioned his rod at her entrance and clenched her legs tighter around him. For a second, he stilled, the throb of his pulse the only sound filling his mind. Fuck me like you mean it. That’s what he’d always done, but he read the subtext in her dirty talk.
This was the time—the fuck that’d set him free. Free from his past and free from any stupid arrangements he’d agreed to.
He thrust into her at once, filling her to the hilt, feeling her slick walls cling to him. She gasped, but didn’t waver. Instead, she arched into him, only to move backward a bit, undulating her hips to deepen their connection. “More,” she begged.
He withdrew midway and returned harder, thrusting into her again. She moaned, and he continued drilling out of her and into her for minutes without a break. Soon, she bucked against him and mellowed, calling his name, sweat covering her forehead. When he finally let go, he emptied himself inside her.
He took her back to the party, and just in time. A few minutes later, Seth and Mary came to them, and Mary offered to give Amaya a tour of the property.
“So what’s the deal with Amaya?” Seth asked the minute the women left.
Theo glanced at the champagne in his hand and took a swig. Then, he glanced at his friend. Curiosity flickered in Seth’s blue eyes. “I care for her. A lot.”
Seth patted his shoulder. “Nice. Does your father know yet?”
“My father knows there’s a woman in my house. But he’s dead set on me marrying Talia.”
Seth sighed. “You know I’ve always been against this ridiculous idea. Not that it’s any of my business.”
Theo looked at the clear, starless sky, searching for answers. “Trust me, it’s a ridiculous idea to me too. I just realized I can’t go through with it.” He rubbed his forehead, anxiety cooling his thoughts. “I don’t know if I want to be in a relationship if it’s not with Amaya.” He’d agreed to his family’s imposition because he’d never met someone he truly wanted to spend the rest of his life with. Hell. He hadn’t met anyone he wanted to spend a lot of time with. He’d kept that side of him closed because why go out looking for someone you don’t get to keep?
Seth glanced around them, then inched closer and tapped his back. “Then do what you want.”
“Doing what I want means a lot of other people will pay the price. Not just my family,” he said. The company and its employees would suffer under Horace’s selfish and moneygrubbing ruling. Until the day Theo became the biggest stockholder, nothing would change.
…
“Beautiful,” she said when they entered the Diomedes Botanic Gardens located outside of Athens.
Theo studied her profile, then followed her gaze, darting between the colorful flowers and trees from all over the word outlining the stone walking path. His heart filled with joy, and he took a nice inhale of the clean air. The place promised an escape from the busy streets of Athens, but that hadn’t been the main reason why he brought her here.
“I brought my grandfather here once. I mean, technically, he drove, but I asked him to take me,” he said, removing his sunglasses. “I told you he’d been sad after my grandmother’s death, right?”
“Yes.”
“This was the first place he agreed to visit. With me.”
Amaya reached for his hand, giving it a light squeeze of encouragement. She nodded at him, a touch of gratitude softening her expression and lighting her eyes. “Thank you for sharing this with me. Did seeing all this,” she said, gesturing at the purple flowers blooming not too far from them, “help him heal?”
“I like to think so. I was a gullible kid and believed I had something to do with his going back to his normal routine and feeling less sad.” The cynical adult in him second-guessed his former child self, and he wondered which part of him knew the truth. “Now I wonder if he didn’t pretend to feel better so as not to disappoint me.”
A couple of elderly tourists speaking in Italian strolled by them. To give them more space, he let go of her hand and quickened his pace, cutting in front of her for a moment. Maybe his grandfather loving his late grandmother and suffering so much after her death had subconsciously showed Theo that pragmatic relationships fared better than the ones based on endless love. A restlessness traveled through him, stiffening his limbs so he had to wrestle with himself to keep going.
“Theo,” she shouted behind him. “Don’t do this.”
The uneasiness in her voice halted him, and he turned around. She jogged lightly to keep up with him, and now, strands of hair strayed from her ponytail. “What?”
She shook her head. “You brought me here. Don’t push me away now.”
“I’m not,” he started, but whatever integrity he had left in him stopped him from continuing. “You’re right. I wanted to bring you here, Amaya.”
She stretched out her hand, and he took it. His pulse spiked when he threaded his fingers in hers, and they walked side by side in silence for several minutes. Another emotion took flight inside of him, another type of restlessness that made him want to run around the garden. Freedom.
“When I’m with you, I have to battle between being who I’m supposed to be and who I want to be,” he said, the words leaving his brain too quickly before he could stop himself.
“When you’re with me, just be you.” She pulled him into her arms and stood on tiptoe. “Because you’re pretty amazing.”
No. He was a selfish son-of-a-bitch who wanted to have the cake and eat it, too. But she believed otherwise, and damn, why not let her? Why not let himself believe even for just a moment? He cupped her chin and kissed her, thrusting his tongue into her welcoming mouth. She encircled her arms around him, massaging the back of his neck and sending shivers down his body. Then she wrenched her mouth from him, her breath as labored as his.
“What happened?”
She placed her index finger on his lips. “I don’t want to cut this sightseeing short. So, no more kissing.”
He caught her finger between his teeth, playfully nipping it. “You started it.”
She withdrew her finger from him with a grin that almost made him show her how wrong her idea was. “And I finished it. See how it works?”
“All right. I’ll keep my hands off you for the remainder of the day.”
“Great. What’s that wooden house over there?” she asked, pointing at the cafe not too far from them.
“It’s a cafe. They have ice cream. Hungry?”
“Have you tried their food?”
He sighed. “I haven’t come here in a long time.”
“Why today? Why with me?”
“I wanted to show you more of me,” he said, breaking his promise, catching her hand and lifting it to his mouth. He brushed his lips on her soft skin, feeling her shiver under his command, setting his own nerve endings into a spiral. When he let go of her hand, he noticed her fingers trembled. “You know, I’ve always been proud of keeping my word. I guess I just broke it.”
She winked at him. “Well, a kiss on the hand doesn’t count.”
He leaned closer, unable to keep from teasing her. “Where else doesn’t it count?”
She laughed, and the jovial, hearty sound made him chuckle. His body perked up, as if her presence alone released a dangerous amount of endorphins in his system.
They walked up to the cafe, and to his surprise, she went straight to dessert and skipped lunch. He ordered a sandwich, and they ate next to each other in the outdoor tables overlooking the lush greenery. She finished her vanilla and pistachio cone, glancing away from him, lost in thought.
“What are you thinking about?” he asked.
She used a paper napkin to wipe her mouth. “I don’t think your grandfather pretended to heal to not disappoint you. I can see how a walk in this place, when you’ve been in a dark place for so long, can help folks get a new perspective.”
A warm tingle formed in his chest and spread through him, fast-tracking all his cells. Maybe she was right. Maybe he’d helped his grandfather recover from loss. “Thanks.”
She nudged his elbow, smiling. “Don’t thank me. Nature has this re-invigorating power.”
He kissed the top of her head. “So do you, my love. So do you.”
Within minutes, he finished his sandwich, making mental plans to extend their day together. When his phone rang, he groaned. He should have silenced it, but right now curiosity won him over. Was it business related stuff? He couldn’t just shut the outside world, as much as he wanted to. He fished his cell out of his pocket, recognizing his brother’s name, and sighed. “Hello.”
“It’s Dad,” said Kostas. “He’s in the hospital. He had a heart attack.”



Chapter Fourteen
Amaya folded her arms. When Theo had insisted she accompany him to the hospital, she’d been confused. She wanted to be there for him, but at the same time, she hated to make his life more complicated.
She paced in the visitor’s waiting area, her gaze darting between the white walls and the door leading to the rooms. Maybe she didn’t know the man, but she’d lost both her parents. The images of her rushing through hospital hallways in search of her parents—only to learn they’d died—weighted on her heart and shoulders. Dios, she hated hospitals. They had taken away her sister, and her parents.
“Amaya,” Theo said. He sat in one of the chairs, but the stiffness of his shoulders and the blank stare in his eyes didn’t fool her. He was worried about his father. He’d been talking to a couple of doctors who popped in with updates as they worked on his father to make sure they kept him stable. But none of it removed the concern from his expression.
“I’m sorry. I feel so helpless. Is there anything I can do?” She stopped moving and came to his side. They still had on the casual workout shorts and shirts they’d worn for their Botanic Gardens visit. There hadn’t been time to change, anyway.
He held her hand and gave her a close-lipped smile. “You’re here. That’s enough.”
Her heart sang. She threaded her fingers with his, chastising herself for the pang of hope filling her chest. He’d said a month with her wasn’t enough before they had sex. Before she demanded he take her there and then. Now he enjoyed her presence during a hard time. Did any of this mean anything?
Perhaps I should call Madame Alexa. Though the idea of asking if any of her virgins ever had a happy ending with a buyer seemed beyond naive. Madame Alexa would probably laugh or say something condescending to put her in her place.
“Thanks,” he whispered, “for coming with me.”
She touched his forearm. “Of course.”
“Theo,” a familiar male voice said, and she turned her face in its direction.
Kostas marched into the room, holding the arm of a petite lady with striking hazel eyes. Amaya automatically let go of Theo and cleared her throat. A shiver raced down her spine.
Kostas tilted his head, and she nodded at him. Theo stood and hugged his mother. Then, the three of them engaged in a conversation in Greek she had to be fluent to understand. In the past several days, she’d been learning basic greetings and words from an app, but she couldn’t carry a conversation. At least not one that didn’t include some ridiculous touristy line like, Where’s the zoo? anyway.
Amaya sucked in her breath, her fingers fidgeting on her lap. She reached for a lifestyle magazine from the coffee table, but since it was all in Greek, she pretended to look at the pictures as she flipped through the pages.
“Amaya,” Theo called her, and she stood a bit too quickly. “This is my mother, Cordelia Rhodes.”
“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Rhodes,” Amaya said. “I’m sorry about the circumstances.”
His mother straightened her shoulders, then angled her head. “Thank you.”
The same doctor who’d shaken hands with Theo earlier appeared, walking up to them and holding a heavy chart. He proceeded to explain something that must have been good news, for Theo’s mom sighed and looked up at the ceiling as if she thanked God or superior beings for the doctor’s words. Kostas nodded, and Theo remained calm, asking a couple of questions.
“He won’t need heart surgery,” Theo said, translating to her after the doctor left. “With some lifestyle changes and no stress, he should be okay for a while.”
“Oh that’s good,” she said, sighing in relief. She wanted to hug him, to put her arms around his neck and kiss his cheek, but she restrained herself.
“We can visit him when he’s transferred to a room, where they’ll keep him overnight,” Kostas said, in English, looking at her.
A pang of relief loosened her shoulders. She watched Theo’s reaction, and the contours of his handsome face softened. The tips of her fingers still itched to touch him, but she did not, and shuffled her weight from one foot to another. The main thing was his father would be okay. Theo wouldn’t experience the pain of losing a parent prematurely.
The nurse called his mother, and Cordelia rushed to go visit her husband.
Kostas’s phone buzzed, and he dashed off to take the call away from them. She imagined family members had found out about what happened and wanted an update on Theo’s father’s health.
“Are you okay?” Theo asked, erasing the distance between them.
She didn’t resist, and stroked his cheek, her fingers slightly trembling. What if he pushed her away? He’d tried to during their visit to the garden, but she’d been able to reel him back in and have a fantastic time with him. But, this was real life—and his family. “Of course. I’m glad your father’s well. You should see him when you get a chance.”
He kissed the back of her hand and shot her an intimate glance. “I will.”
“I hope he’ll get to go home soon. It’s the best way to heal, really, with your loved ones. I hate hospitals.”
Theo made an invisible pattern on her palm. The gesture soothed her and sent a delightful sensation through her. “I’m sorry. I just realized being here must bring up some bad memories for you.”
“It’s okay.” She forced a smile. His kind words and touch clutched her hard. “It’s okay,” she repeated, more to herself than to him. He gave her a hug, and the irony of him soothing her when she should be the one comforting him wasn’t lost on her. She embraced him back, holding him tight like some powerful force threatened to take him away from her.
Tears prickled in the back of her eyes, stingy and hot. When she’d lost Melina, her parents mourned too. When she’d lost her parents, she had Diego to look after. She grieved, of course, but had to be strong for her brother. And now…now she literally had a shoulder to cry on.
Damn, a month wouldn’t be enough with him, either. A whole lifetime wouldn’t. But what could she do? His father just suffered a heart attack. Was she in a position to ask him to go against his father’s wishes? He kissed the top of her head, and, for a moment, doubts melted away.
The sound of a throat clearing made her disengage from Theo. His mother had returned and said something in Greek to him.
He sighed. “My father wants to see me. I’ll go say hi and check on him. I’ll be right back.”
Amaya watched him disappear into the restricted area, following a male nurse who had been waiting for him. She touched her neck, unsure. His mother sat in one of the chairs. “Is there anything I can get you?” Amaya asked, peering at her. “Would you like some water? Would you like me to go fetch Kostas?”
She stared at her. “No. I’m good.”
Amaya scratched her head. What to do now? Should she keep standing and pretend to admire the minimalist decor of the waiting area? Or sit across from his mother? Certainly, not next to her—that’d be far too bold at this point. “All right.”
“I heard you’ve been staying at my son’s,” his mother said, cutting the silence.
Amaya touched the back of her neck. “Yes. He’s a gracious host.” Among other things… Amaya pressed her fingers into her skin in a silent plea with herself to be proper. Say the right thing.
A ghost of a smile formed on his mother’s mouth. “How do you like Athens?”
“Oh, I love it. It’s so pretty. And the food is delicious,” she said. Sure, she could point out some places she’d visited, but did his mother really care?
She crossed her legs and a dark gleam touched her hazel eyes. “What brought you here, Amaya?”
“Your son.”
Cordelia exhaled. “Obviously, my dear. But you’re a young woman who seems to be smart. What could you be expecting from Theo when he’s committed to someone else?”
Unofficially committed. The question sent Amaya’s pulse skittering. She swallowed hard, hoping to extract the courage to answer. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, and looked at his mother quietly. She couldn’t tell her about the virgin auction or about how they’d met. But if she lied, she’d open a different can of worms—more like a box of poisonous snakes.
“I wish I had a smart answer to give you,” Amaya said at last. “You’re a strong woman who raised two great sons, so I’m sure you appreciate the direct approach. Truth is, I happen to really care for your son. Even though I know about his situation.”
“Your honesty is refreshing. I’m not sure you know, but there’s a lot at stake for my family if he marries Talia.”
“You’re his mother. With all due respect, don’t you think he should choose?” Amaya said. A second later, regret thickened her throat. Her palms got clammy, panic twisted inside her gut.
“He is—by making the right choice,” Cordelia said in a steady but determined tone. She clutched her pearl necklace, then quickly unclutched. Was she nervous too? “I hope when the time comes, you won’t be in the way. If you truly care for him, do what’s best for Theo and his family. The people he cares for.”
Amaya looked at her square in the eye, her heart pulsing in her ears. “I will,” she said in a determined voice, making a promise to his mother and herself. A promise that would cost her her own happiness. A promise she couldn’t take back.
…
Theo undid his tie. He called Amaya’s name, but didn’t hear her reply as he made his way through the foyer and into the living area.
For the past three days, she’d been amazingly supportive. She’d asked about his father, offered help, but always waited for his lead.
His father, thankfully, had just been released from the hospital. Theo tossed his briefcase across the sofa. His mother hadn’t mentioned Amaya even once, even after having met her at the hospital and seen her in passing during another day when Amaya accompanied Theo.
He’d expected her to meddle, to annoy him, and hell, maybe even be rude to Amaya. But no, his mother acted like a true lady and had been polite though distant. He scratched his chin. What the hell did her uncharacteristic aloofness mean? Did she see Amaya not as a real threat, so she didn’t bother?
“Amaya?” Theo called, raising his voice. Shit, she was the biggest threat he could ever imagine.
They hadn’t had sex in almost three days, and yet her support and companionship showed him the great partner she could be.
When he neared the staircase, a path of small-lit candles grabbed his attention. He bit back a smile, and anticipation thrummed in his blood. He removed his shirt, tossing it across the room. He enjoyed the new routine of having his housekeeper leave early so they enjoyed dinner together—a meal that often Amaya prepared.
He unzipped his pants, pulling them down until his briefs were the only thing he wore.
When he entered his bedroom, the trail of candles rounded his bed where Amaya sat. Wearing a pirate hat and the same sexy thigh-high boots she had on at Seth’s party, and nothing else.
“Ahoy, mate,” she purred.
“Ahoy.” He basked in the perfect image of Amaya on his bed, the seductive smile on her lips. God. His cock hardened, his balls heaving with a lust he couldn’t contain. “An old nautical superstition didn’t allow women on merchant or military vessels. Sailors believed women meant bad luck and would anger the gods.”
“Really? How silly.”
“I agree. Having you like this, in my bed, is all the luck I need.” And he was far from angry.
He walked up to her, and she lifted her hand in protest. “No clothes are allowed in this ship.”
“By all means…who am I to defy the captain?”
He got rid of his boxers, his dick springing free against his stomach. She scooted to the edge of the bed, gesturing for him to come near, and within a second, she reached for his cock. An immeasurable amount of blood rushed from his brain to his cock.
“Good job, matey. Now it’s time for me to check out your sword. Make sure it’s in good shape.”
Lord…did she want to kill him? She took him in her mouth, showing him she’d learned so much since the first time she’d done it. She took him halfway between her lips, while her hand clenched around the rest, pumping him up and down.
He thrust his fingers into her hair as heat radiated from his chest, drilling every part of him. She undulated her hips, letting a moan slip from her lips. Damn her, she enjoyed this as much as he did.
She licked him up and down, each time alternating with a suck—each time trying to fit him deeper into her throat, her muscles working to adjust to him. He growled, feeling pleasure building in his core. Pre-cum leaked from his tip, and she swirled it with her sinful tongue. “Hhmmm…I want more.”
She cupped his balls, squeezing them, driving him to the edge. He glanced down at her, watching her suck him with gusto, her hips undulating on the bed. He caught a generous amount of her hair, and pulling the strands a bit, positioned her head so he could command the thrusts of his cock into her mouth.
He fucked her mouth, with quick plunges, until pleasure washed over him and he could no longer control his own release. She latched onto him, closing her lips around him like she didn’t want to waste a drop, which only aroused him even more. “Yeah…swallow my cum, baby. It’s all for you,” he said, tugging at her hair, then closing his eyes as a colorful palette exploded behind his lids. His body convulsed, and he emptied himself inside her.
His orgasm finally subsided, and he pulled his cock out from her. She licked her lips and let out an adorable sigh. “This was the best surprise.” He fell on the mattress next to her.
“And it’s not over yet.” She swung her head in the direction of the nightstand, showing the tube of lube he’d used before, and one small, diamond-shaped vibrator. “I went shopping when I was looking for the pirate costume, remember? I put it away, and long story short, we never got to try my new toy.”
He propped himself on his elbow and turned to his side to contemplate her beauty. A mischievous glint lit her eyes, and he wished he could take a picture of her like this…
Naked, naughty, and relaxed. “You’ve been through quite the transformation, Amaya Lopez.”
She chuckled. “Madame Alexa would be proud.”
He rolled on top of her, nearly crushing her with his weight. “Me too,” he said, a lump lodging in his throat. “I’m very proud of you.”



Chapter Fifteen
Amaya fused her lips with his, excitement about to burst from her chest.
Hell yeah, she was proud of herself too. She’d decided on enjoying the remaining time she had with Theo, and fuck—what better way to do it than giving them both a little prize?
She rotated with him on the bed until she straddled him, and she ripped her mouth from his, enjoying the view of that gorgeous man under her. He crossed his arm under his head and gazed at her with so many unspoken emotions, her heart felt filled. Filled with the affection he showed her but didn’t talk about.
She inhaled. That makes two of us. Especially after the conversation with his mother, she couldn’t tell him how much she’d come to care for him. She could only let her body express the feelings she couldn’t voice.
She leaned over him, running her fingers down the hard ridges of his chest and abs. She felt him shudder and shot him a triumphant smile. “You’re all mine, pirate.”
“Good.” He lifted his head and kissed her, then outsmarted her and rotated her on the bed, switching positions again. She chuckled, reveling in the brushes of his cock on her skin. Each time, a flutter zapped down her pulse. “I need you standing.”
He scooted down the bed, and took her with him until her boots reached the rug. What did he have in mind? “Hold on to the post facing the bed frame.”
She did as asked, wondering why she’d need to stand. A thrill of anticipation zig-zagged down her body, unsettling her core. She watched him grab the dildo from the nightstand, along with the tube of lube, and bring it with him. Maybe he’s going to finally screw me in the ass. That’s what she’d intended with the surprise tonight. What she wanted.
He kneeled behind her and nudged her legs apart with his hand. She gripped the wooden post, drumming her fingers on the smooth surface. She tossed a glance behind her shoulder to find his gaze fixed on her butt. Inhaling, she turned her head and focused on the bed frame and the beautiful work carved on it.
Soon, he massaged her ass with vigorous strokes. A shiver raced down her spine, his touch re-igniting responses in her body—her nipples tightened, and her flesh…he managed to heat up every inch of her that he fondled, kneaded, and kissed.
She gasped. Her chest squeezed, and for a second, she thought she couldn’t take the sensations overwhelming her already. He gave her cheeks open-mouthed kisses, earning a few moans, then started to alternate with nips. She curled her toes inside the boots, restless, finding it impossible to keep still.
“Theo, you’re killing me.”
“Should I stop?”
“No!”
She didn’t see but felt his smile against her ass.
He continued his caresses and kisses, each time becoming bolder. He licked the dimples on her lower back, the tip of his tongue tracing a path further down. Separating her cheeks with his palm, he licked between them, all the way down to her hole.
With his hand, he pressed into her back, prompting her to bend a little. She followed his silent command, noticing this way he had more access to her ass, and the flicks of his tongue became stronger. Deeper.
She closed her eyes, loving the sensations burning though her. Lust boiled in the pit of her stomach. Then she felt something poking her thigh. Quickly, she glanced down to find him holding the dildo, the diamond tip rubbing against her wet folds. Hhmmm…
“Theo. God, this is…” She trailed off when he thrust the dildo inside her pussy without much warning. He then drew it out a bit, teasing her, only to return with quicker, harder plunges. At the same time, he thrust his tongue inside her back hole, stroking it in and out.
She clenched the poster with both hands. The sweat from her palm almost slid her hand off of it, but she grasped the piece of wood, afraid she’d lose her balance and pass out otherwise. Too much. His tongue, the skillful way with which he worked the dildo in and out of her cunt…
When he nipped the back of her thigh, she growled. She contracted her body once, in a last attempt for control, but when she released it, the pleasure that’d been boiling in her burst out, detonating through her. Spasms waved through her, bright fireworks exploding in the corner of her eyes. She called his name until her throat became dry. He didn’t let up, and continued licking her, stroking, and touching until her climax rode one last wave, leaving her exhilaratingly sated.
He removed the dildo from her and stood behind her. Before she spoke, he placed her on the edge of the bed, her hands splayed against the linens, her ass in the air for his enjoyment. “You’re delicious, Amaya. I can’t get enough of you.”
“Then don’t.” She turned her face partially, peering at him. Flecks of silver flashed in the depths of his black irises, and she would have given anything to know their meaning. She quivered, not sure if it was because of the powerful orgasm from moments earlier or because of the crazy desire he evoked in her. When she glanced down at the bed linens, she heard the sound of him opening the tube and squirting some lube on his fingers. This was it. She knew it, and her heart skipped a beat.
To her surprise, he didn’t touch her ass immediately. First, he planted kisses on her shoulder, completely disarming her, making it hard to focus. Her chest rose and fell with each breath she took, her breasts full and heavy. She propped her elbows on the mattress, leaning for more support. He didn’t let go of her, licking the outer shell of her ear, as goose bumps rose on her flesh. She could smell her musky scent on his breath, and the fact he’d tasted every part of her so willingly turned her on even more.
“I don’t know how long I can wait, love.” He nipped the back of her neck, and her entire scalp sizzled with awareness.
“I’m ready,” she said in a voice raspier than usual and arched her ass to him for good measure.
He parted her cheeks with his palm, coating her with the lube, then made circular movements around her tight ring. He rubbed the thick head of his cock into her hole, pressing some of his dick in, gently. She sucked in a deep breath, preparing for the discomfort to come.
“I want you so much,” Theo said in a low voice. He peppered more kisses on her neck and shoulders, reactivating all those sparks of desire in her. She relaxed, loosening her legs, and he took advantage by entering more of himself in her. A discomfort stole her breath away. He’d touched her there with his fingers, but his thick cock was obviously a different story.
He cupped her breasts with both hands, and she whimpered, loving the feel of his strong fingers caressing her tits. “Every part of you. I. Want.”
Dios, she wanted to give him every part of her. Including her heart.
He played with her nipple, catching it between his thumb and index finger and squeezing it a little. A current of warmth moved through her, from top to bottom, heating up when it lasered through her cunt. Her clit throbbed in response, and her entire body became a bundle of oversensitive nerves ready to burst.
Swiftly, he continued to fill her asshole. Each time he added an inch, he distracted her with kisses, fondling her breasts, dirty talking. Excited, she moved one of his hands from her breast down to her pussy. She needed him to see how soaking wet he made her.
He groaned, and once inside her all the way, began moving his cock. The friction of him exploring her hole then withdrawing, only to plunge in again, set her nerves on fire. He cupped her pussy, his fingers scissoring her folds, teasing her clit.
Then he thrust two fingers into her slick heat, and removed them, and lifted them to her lips. “Taste the cream that drives me crazy,” he said.
She opened her mouth and darted out her tongue, licking her essence off his fingers, savoring the hint of tangy and female arousal. He slipped his fingers past her lips and she sucked them, much like she’d done to his cock so many times. The deed must have triggered a visceral, primal response in him because he let out an animalistic sound she’d never heard, and placed both hands at her waist, his fingers biting into her sides.
He pulled out his cock, then slammed inside her, harder than before. She moaned loud, loving how he filled her, stuffed her as if nothing could come between them. A lie, she knew, but one she didn’t have to face right now when in his arms, under his command, their bodies practically glued to one another.
She rocked her hips into his cock, and he got the message—she was ready for more. Hell, for all of it. With another guttural sound, he intensified his claim of her, ramming in and out of her. Each time, deeper—stronger.
He fucked her until her heart leaped up her throat, her pulse beating madly in her neck and temples. The climax building inside her overpowered her a lot quicker than any other times she’d made love to him—a volcanic-like sensation flooded her through her, relentlessly, recklessly. Her entire body trembled, hot, sweaty and spent.
Exhausted, she stretched out her arms, face falling into the linens. She barely registered when he lifted her ass one more time, to secure his own release, and gave her one last thrust—and soon, she heard his growl, felt him shuddering behind her as he poured his seed into her.
When he dropped next to her, they both looked at each other, and slid down the bed to the floor.



Chapter Sixteen
Amaya was brushing her hair when the doorbell rang. Since her arrival in Athens three weeks ago, she’d become more and more accustomed to the routine. She missed home, of course, missed her brother and Samantha, but enjoyed her temporary life in Greece.
She glanced around, searching for Theo. He must be working out in the downstairs state-of-the-art gym. The ring continued, and she placed the square brush on the dresser. She tied up her robe and left her bedroom.
Even though she’d slept in his bedroom at night, she’d kept her clothes and personal items in hers. That gave her a reminder some things should continue separate. When his mother had so successfully told her about Theo’s marriage, she decided to enjoy the time she had with him while she could. Melancholy tightened her middle section like a Spanx whenever she thought about her impending doom. One more week and their deal would come to an end.
Neither of them spoke about making arrangements for her departure. Maybe it’s easier that way.
She walked down the stairs and raced to open the door. When she did, a man in his late sixties with olive skin and expressive dark eyes greeted her in Greek. Bacchus Rhodes, Theo’s father.
“Hello,” she said, immediately forgetting the expressions she’d learned in his language. She hadn’t entered his room in the hospital, but recognized him from pictures. “Please come in.”
She stepped back and gestured for him to walk inside. “Would you like to talk to Theo?”
“My wife told me you went to the hospital and gave my son the…” He hesitated, then glanced around and cocked his head to one side. “…comfort he needed when I was at the hospital.”
“What I did was very little compared to what she did. I heard, she never left your side.”
He gave her a measured smile. “Thank you.”
A little seed of hope grew inside her. What if his parents weren’t so bad after all? They’d always wanted the best for him, in their opinion. Sure, in the United States, parents didn’t meddle in their adult children’s lives this much, but maybe the Rhodes had well-meaning intentions even if she disagreed with their tactics.
“Anything to drink?” she asked.
“Father,” Theo said, joining them. Surprise flickered in his eyes for a second, but he quickly composed himself and casually nodded at his father. Theo’s hair was still damp from what she imagined had been a strenuous workout session, a tank top and black shorts showing his hot body. “What brought you here?”
Bacchus answered in Greek, then quickly blinked and switched to English. “I wanted to talk to you. Now I’m up for it. I apologize if I’m being indiscreet, but there are no secrets between family.” His father gave her a long glance, then his gaze darted back at Theo. “Talia’s father called me yesterday. He’s ready to set a date.”
Her blood turned into frozen custard. Shit. She shouldn’t be part of this conversation, by any means. She wasn’t family. Yet, panic stilled her in place, keeping her from willing her body to move.
Theo squared his shoulders, responding in Greek, and she didn’t need to speak the language to detect the curtness in his voice.
“I should leave you two alone,” she butted in, touching Theo’s elbow. Why stay and make things worse? His father nodded at her. He probably didn’t like this situation any more than she did, yet it needed to be done. She chewed on her lower lip.
Theo put his hand around her waist. “No, stay,” he said in a bossy tone. He drew in a breath and looked at his father. “I’m sorry, but I can’t marry Talia. I was waiting until you recovered to have this conversation.”
His father’s eyes widened. Then he withdrew and shook his head. “You can’t be serious.”
Her heart twisted in her chest. The promise she’d made to his mother stabbed at her, but she hadn’t done anything to convince Theo to cancel his agreement to marry Talia. Did that count? Confused, she tried to move away from him, but Theo tightened his hold on her. “I am. I’ll meet with Talia myself and talk to her about my decision. It’s the least I can do. I understand I’m letting you down, but I’ll have to live with it.”
“What about the stocks? If there’s no marriage, we won’t get power over the company. Horace will still rule,” his father said, agitating his hands.
“Not if we stop him. It’s a long shot, sure, but one I’m willing to take to get him prosecuted.”
His father paced the area around them, rubbing his forehead. “It’ll never happen, son. Even if it does, that doesn’t mean his supporters will sell their share to us. Hell, he can still keep his stocks even in jail—all he needs is someone else to manage them.”
Jail? What the hell were they talking about? She pulled away from Theo’s hold, eager to get a grip on the conversation. “Your uncle may go to jail?” She’d heard about his uncle’s wrongdoings, but if he’d been caught mishandling money or making any other illicit business decisions, why hadn’t Theo mentioned it to her?
His father’s expression sobered, and he massaged his temple. “She doesn’t know, does she?” he said, enunciating the pronoun, gesturing at her.
Is he talking about me? Amaya cleared her throat. A feeling of dread brewed in her stomach, unsettling it. She turned to Theo, who looked away from her. “What is he talking about?”
Theo peered at her, the muscle on his jaw jumping. “I’ll explain to you later.”
“All right,” she said, touching her belly to will away the nausea. He’d told her his uncle Horace was rumored to be stealing from the company and worse. Maybe he’d finally pay for his transgressions.
But, if that was the case, why couldn’t Theo’s father accept Theo’s decision to not marry Talia?
The question sank in her, and she swallowed. He’s not marrying her anymore. She’d been so overwhelmed with the argument, she hadn’t given that nugget of information much thought. Was it because of her? Or was it because Theo had realized he didn’t want to marry anyone period—he preferred to continue to be a bachelor.
Anxiety ran through her. She fidgeted with the tie of her robe, too restless to keep composure. Would there be a chance for them? His mother would never approve of her, even if Theo did.
“This marriage has been arranged for a long time, son. You know what’s involved. As lovely as your friend is,” his father said, making a hand gesture in her direction, “it would be a shame to put an end to what could be a perfect union because of an impulse.”
Theo lifted his eyebrow, his face hardening. “Trust me, it’s not an impulse.”
“I beg you to take some time to think on it. I met with the international lawyer I told you about, and he said it’ll be very hard to find evidence and to extradite your uncle.”
“We’ll see.”
Bacchus stood in front of him, perching his hand on his waist. “What do you mean, you’ll see? He didn’t commit murder in Athens, for crying out loud. He did it across the world. No wonder he never traveled there again. Do you understand the time needed to get wheels in motion?”
“Wait. Murder?” She glanced at Theo’s profile, this time not willing to let the bullshit go. If he insisted she stay, he had to fill her in.
His father lifted an eyebrow. “You better tell her. I’ll go on my way and leave you two alone.”
“Tell me what?” She straightened her shoulders, folding her arms over her chest.
Theo ran his fingers down his face. A pang of regret darkened his eyes to a matte black, and she angled closer, curiosity lumping in her throat. Whatever secret he’d kept from her, it seemed big. Too big.
“Horace, my uncle, was the driver who killed your parents.”
…
“Your uncle?”
Theo shortened the gap between them, but she stepped away, covering her mouth. Fuck. He could tell his father hadn’t meant to mention it as a cheap shot, but what option did Theo have but to finally tell her? With one week left with Amaya, he didn’t want to spoil their time together. He’d avoided the subject—but now, he owed her the truth.
She held the arm of the chair before sitting down, her eyes glossy. “How did it happen?”
“Horace said it was an accident. He used to travel to Vegas once a month to meet with big-shot business partners, and during one of those trips, he had too much to drink one night.”
Amaya crossed her legs, then uncrossed them. “As rich as your uncle is, he didn’t think of calling a cab?”
“I’m not justifying his actions.” Hell, as far as he knew, he wasn’t even sure it was an accident. But then again, why would his uncle kill strangers on purpose? Probably in his shallow mindset, their lives didn’t mean much because they weren’t famous or rich. Still, it’d be irresponsible and it’d cost people’s lives. “It’s his fault.”
“When did you find out?” she asked, her voice wavering.
“A couple weeks ago, by accident. I caught him speaking with someone on the phone. He doesn’t know how you and I met, so he thought I brought you here for revenge.”
She looked away from him, threading her fingers together and shifting in the seat. She exuded nervous energy, and his instinct was to rush to her and embrace her until she calmed down. Hell, until he calmed down. He flexed and unflexed his fingers.
“It’s a small world. What are the chances?” she said in a low voice.
“Well, slim. With him not traveling to Vegas anymore, I was the one filling his place,” he said. Bile floated up his throat, and he swallowed it hard. His uncle had fucked up in a major way—and he must have ensured whatever traces could lead to him had been deleted.
Her gaze collided with his, pain flashing in her eyes. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
His gut tightened, as if a skilled street fighter punched him. “Because I wanted to have a solution first, and it’s not an easy thing to say to someone.”
“Solution? He killed my parents.”
“I understand, but it’s more complicated than that. It’ll be a long process to prosecute him and get him arrested. He’s not an American citizen. Besides—”
She stood, the planes of her face hard and stern. Never had he seen her so angry—or hurt. His family had ended hers. The reality sat a weight on his heart. How could he think this wouldn’t matter one day? “Besides, it probably wasn’t good for business to get him arrested, right? While on a work trip. The president of the empire you want to save. The empire you want to run.”
“Of course I kept this in mind, but—”
She lifted her hand in disagreement. “No. I can’t do this.”
A flicker of apprehension coursed through him. “Do what?”
A blend of anger and disappointment lit her eyes. “You. You didn’t tell me because that would make things harder for you.”
He leaned closer, but she stepped back. “I was trying to protect—”
“You were protecting yourself and your interests. When it comes down to it, you’re no different than your uncle. Maybe your words are more diplomatic, but in the action department, you’re lacking.”
“I just told my father I’m not marrying Talia,” he said, his voice losing energy in the end. What if she had a point? Hadn’t he chosen the most convenient route? He’d intended on accusing his uncle and making him pay, but how could she believe him?
The golden specks of regret in her brown irises matched the sadness in her voice. “Which means jack now that I found out you’d have kept the truth about my parents’ death from me. After all, if you have dirt on your uncle, you can use it against him. You don’t have to marry Talia anymore to get those stocks. So, you don’t get to be the hero who saves the day.”
“Amaya…” he started, unsure about how to finish it. Damn it. He hadn’t meant to hurt her, but he’d not only managed to hurt her, he’d also…lose her.
She took a step forward. Tears brimmed in her eyes, but she quickly wiped them off before they fell down her cheeks. “I want to go home. Now. You have one week left, and if you want to discount it from the total amount, please do it. I can’t stay here one more minute.”



Chapter Seventeen
A week later…
“Hi. Where’s Diego?” Samantha asked when Amaya opened the door for her.
“He’s in his room painting. I told him you’d be here for therapy,” Amaya said, moving a couple of boxes out of the way. “Coffee?”
Samantha lifted the Starbucks cup in her hand. “You’re too late.”
Amaya sighed. “I could have used one.”
Samantha made a face. “Sorry. I was running from one job to the next. By the way, what are you doing messing with these boxes? Shouldn’t you pay for someone now you’re Ms. Money Pants?”
Amaya rubbed the back of her neck. She knew her friend teased her, but the mention of the money always put her at unease. Money had provided so much for her—and it also linked her to the man who didn’t give her mind a break. Her heart tightened.
She hadn’t been able to sleep since she’d left Theo. Not during the flight he found for her, not after she’d arrived home. She missed his arms around her, his smell, his smile.
Samantha grabbed Diego from his room and reappeared in the living area. “We’re going for a walk. Are you sure you don’t wanna come?”
“We go walk,” Diego said, excitement flickering in his eyes. “Come?”
Amaya kissed his cheek. “Not right now, buddy. I have to pack all these boxes,” she said, pointing at the boxes spread all over her small apartment.
“Okay, pack away. We’ll be back in an hour,” Samantha said, then closed the door behind them.
Amaya sighed. She’d been back from Greece for seven days, and she’d done so much it seemed the time she’d spent there was an eternity ago.
Except…when she thought of Theo.
She had a hard time forgetting how his lips felt on hers, and how she could get lost in his arms. Her body roared with need, missing him like an addict in rehab.
She grabbed some items she’d placed on the kitchen table and began to place them in the boxes. She’d move to a nicer apartment, in the same area where Diego would move in a few months. She’d be within walking distance of him. The idea brought some comfort to her broken heart.
Theo had betrayed her—he’d never have told her about his uncle’s implication. Or maybe he would later, whenever it was convenient for him. He’d behaved just like his uncle—prioritizing self-interests, power, and money.
When she’d returned to Nevada, she’d paid for a private detective to garner evidence about what happened that night—and he’d told her someone else had been looking into the case too. A Greek lawyer based in Vegas.
How convenient.
A part of her wanted to believe Theo had hired the lawyer, for the same reason she had hired her detective—to search for loopholes and ways to open a case which would grant an extradition. She grabbed the duct tape from the counter and closed one box. I can’t keep fooling myself.
Even if he had done all this as a sign of atonement, he’d never looked for her. Never called her with the words she longed to hear. I’ve fallen for you. I’m no longer getting married. Be with me. Stay with me.
He had an empire to run and possibly a wedding ceremony to attend in Greece. What guarantee did she have he’d really cancel the agreement to marry Talia? Why would he give up all that because of her?
A knock on the front door startled her, and she placed the box on the floor. She opened the door and found the last person she’d thought she’d see—Madame Alexa herself.
“Hello, dear. May I come in?” she asked.
“Of course.”
Goose bumps rose on her arm. What if Theo had complained about her? Or maybe he wanted to get his money back? Ever since her arrival, she hadn’t contacted Madame Alexa yet—because there’d been one more week to go.
“How was Mr. Rhodes?” Madame Alexa asked, glancing around, taking stock of her place.
Amaya fidgeted with her neckline. “Good.”
“Good?” Madame tossed her lustrous black hair to the side. “He paid for the other half a week ago. I told Jackie to get in touch with you and transfer, but she had some personal problems and got a little busy. So, I’m making a little house visit today.”
“Oh.” He’d paid the day she left. She swallowed. What did it mean? “Do you want something to drink?”
Madame touched the boxes piled up next to the sofa. “No.”
Amaya cleared her throat. Something about Madame Alexa’s quiet sophistication and her tiny space didn’t match. “I’m moving soon. I’m thankful for what you did, Madame Alexa. My family will be better off for it.”
“Excellent. I always like to talk to my virgins after, well, they aren’t virgins anymore. I’d be disappointed if the auction didn’t leave you better off as a result,” she said, her eyes searching hers.
Amaya touched her neck, feeling her pulse throb. She looked away. Shit. She was better off financially, for sure. Emotionally? Not so much.
“Amaya, is something wrong?” Madame Alexa inched closer.
“No. I mean, yes.” She shifted her weight from foot to foot. “Look, it was great, more than great. Mr. Rhodes—Theo is amazing. I’m probably the least successful virgin in the keep-it-professional requisite because I fell for him. Hard.”
Madame Alexa crossed her arms.
“It sucks.”
She tapped Amaya’s forearm. “It does. But you’ll get over it. You’ll see.”
She wasn’t sure she wanted to get over it. She preferred a do-over, in an alternative universe where Theo loved her and hadn’t betrayed her. “You’re not going to ask me how it happened? And why I think he’s amazing even though he broke my heart?”
 
 Madame Alexa angled her head, as if she needed to see if there was more to Amaya. “No, honey. Love stories always start with hope and end up with reality. There’s not much more to it.”
“I hope you’re wrong.”
Madame Alexa tilted her head to one side. “Well, you’re back and all in one piece. I’m transferring the rest of the funds to you today. Don’t spend it all in one place.” She gave her the slightest wink and sashayed to the door.
…
“Theo Rhodes. I’m here to meet Talia,” he said to the receptionist at Talia’s office. The woman promptly stood.
“Of course, Mr. Rhodes. Please come with me,” she said, and led him through the hallway leading to the elevator. When it stopped on the sixth floor, he made his way out.
He’d been trying to get a hold of Talia for days, but she’d been away on a business trip. Today was her first day back, and he wouldn’t miss the opportunity to talk to her. He owed it to her to say in person that he could no longer marry her.
“Talia, Mr. Rhodes has arrived,” her assistant said, announcing his entry.
When he walked into the modern, medium-sized office, Talia smoothed her hands over her pencil skirt. Tall and elegant, she had all the attributes to make any man swoon. Any man who hadn’t already fallen for the charms of a much different woman.
“Talia, thanks for seeing me.”
She sat in front of him, and he chose the oversize leather chair to sit. Apprehension kicked up his heart rate. He inhaled, willing himself to say what needed to be said.
She drummed her fingers on the desk, apparently uneasy herself. “I’m glad you came. I wanted to talk to you too.”
“Excellent.”
She rolled her eyes. “I hear our parents have been talking. After your father was in the hospital, mine began pestering me to set a date for the wedding.”
He fixed his tie. Did she want to schedule a date to get it over with? He’d let her finish talking, then ax the idea of a marriage as soon as possible. “Yes. I can imagine.”
“This must come as news for you, but I don’t want this marriage.”
Relief unlocked his shoulders. He’d always suspected she didn’t want it, which didn’t mean she wouldn’t go through with it—for the sake of her family company and her own. “You don’t.”
She ran her fingers down her shoulder-length blonde hair. “No. To be honest, I’m not even sure…I’m the marrying kind. Which is why my father insisted so much on the idea, the perfect excuse for him to marry me off.”
“I understand.” He didn’t, not really, but bashing her father wouldn’t get them anywhere.
Challenge sparked in her forest green eyes. “So, I have a proposition for you. Why don’t we merge the companies without the marriage?”
Without the marriage? Enthusiasm pumped into his bloodstream. “I’m for it, but we still have to convince your father to sell me the stocks.” And would her traditional father agree? Hell, the old man had been keeping those stocks for a long time. “He won’t give in easily.”
Talia grabbed a file folder and handed it to him. “One caveat—you won’t be the only president. We’ll be co-presidents, sharing equal power. We can draw up a contract saying we can’t vote unless we agree.”
Taking charge of our future. He opened the folder and glanced at the several pages of contract she had drawn up. Of course, he had to ask his lawyer to take a look at it, but the idea released a warm sensation inside him. He’d been busy with his father’s recovery, missing Amaya, and trying to get evidence to send his uncle to prison. He hadn’t had time to come up with a wonderful idea such as Talia’s—who would be an invaluable partner.
“I like your idea. I need to read the contract, but I agree with what you’re proposing. We’d be lousy spouses, but amazing business partners.”
“I couldn’t agree more.” She stretched out her hand. “Deal?”
Theo knocked again at his parents’ front door. He was about to knock a fourth time, when the longtime housekeeper opened the door.
“Oh, Theo, hi,” Basilia said, a smile forming on her lips. “So nice to see you.”
“Thanks.” He gave her a quick hug and marched into the foyer then living area. “Are my parents home?”
“Your father has left with the driver, but your mother’s home.”
“Good.”
“She’s working on some pottery in the studio. Would you like me to call her for you?”
Theo turned left, in the direction of the studio. “No, I’ll surprise her.”
His mother had always enjoyed learning new things: sewing, drawing… Pottery had been her latest idea, and he didn’t waste time barging into her studio. Ever since he’d talked to his father and Amaya had left, he hadn’t had a conversation with his mother. Come to think of it, it was a great thing his father wasn’t around.
“Mother,” he said, walking into the studio.
Clay statues in various forms were lined up along a white table. His mother gave him a guarded smile, then washed her hands in the stainless-steel sink. “I was wondering how long you’d take to come say hi.”
“I’ve come with much more than that.”
She reached for the towel, dried her hands, then placed it on the counter. “Did she tell you?”
“What?”
“Amaya Lopez. Did she tell you what I’d asked her? I’m assuming that’s why you ignored me and didn’t respond to my calls the past few days.”
Theo walked in his mother’s direction, confusion fogging his brain. Did his mother contact Amaya after the breakup? “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve come to tell you I’m not marrying Talia, officially,” he added, emphasizing the last word. Surely his father had already told her about Theo’s decision. Theo, however, had waited until he talked to Talia to make it public.
“Are you sure? That’s a big decision.”
He paced the studio, popping his knuckles. His mind spun. Shit, he shouldn’t blame his mother for his problems—not her fault. But he had to make her see his side. He didn’t need her approval, but he wanted to show her his train of thought. “You married my father out of obligation. How did it feel back then?”
She widened her eyes for a moment, probably surprised. She touched her pearl necklace. “It didn’t feel good. I did what I had to do, and even if my marriage isn’t from some fairytale book, we’ve made it work. We learned to care for each other. I was hoping you and Talia could too.”
“I don’t want to marry someone just to make it work, Mom. I need to be happy,” he said, and memories of the times he’d spent with Amaya popped in his head. Coming home to her, spending time with her and talking had made him more satisfied than he had been in years. Why should anyone pass up that kind of joy?
She glanced at the door and clutched her necklace. “Of course.”
He let out a long sigh. Shit. He didn’t want to hurt his mother—she was the result of a repressive, sexist, uber traditional household. “I know how you think, and it isn’t your fault. I respect your views, and only ask for you to respect mine.” Since it’s my life.
When her gaze found his, a pang of sadness hit her hazel eyes. “I’ve been a bad mother, haven’t I? Just assuming you would turn out the way we expected.”
He rubbed his forehead. His brother, Kostas, had probably turned out much more lenient and agreeable than he. Theo had never once worried about his parents not loving him enough because he internally disagreed with their views regarding marriage.
“You turned out much better,” she said, her lips breaking into a smile. “Confident, successful, and yet…you care. You care enough about what’s right to want to take your uncle down,” she said, probably referring to the lawyer he’d contracted to look into Amaya’s parents’ records. His father probably told her about that, too. “You care enough about this girl to withdraw from an agreement made a long time ago.”
“An agreement made without my permission.” Because I was a child.
“Yes, true.” She bridged the gap between them. “You also care enough about me to come deliver this news in person, no matter how hard it may be.”
Tears brimmed in her eyes, but she quickly wiped the corners with the tip of her index fingers. Blinking, she nodded at him.
His gut clenched. “Of course I do, Mom.” Perhaps he wasn’t as involved with the family gatherings as Kostas and his other cousins, but he still loved his parents and worried about them. He pulled his mother into a hug, and she embraced him back, resting her head on his chest.
She withdrew from him, glancing at him as a crease formed between her eyebrows. “I care enough about you to cheer for your happiness too. Which is why I’ll tell you something that’ll make you mad at me.”
He crossed his arms. “Go on.”
“I asked Amaya to leave you when the time came. I don’t know exactly how things ended for the two of you, but since you’re being so honest, I can’t omit this part.”
“What do you mean, when the time came?”
“I asked her to do the right thing. Well, what I believed was the right thing.”
Could that have been why Amaya hadn’t gotten in touch with him? He scratched his chin, apprehension running hot and thick in his veins. No. Damn it, he’d made a mistake, too, and had to own up to it. If he hadn’t kept his discovery from her, maybe she’d still be with him.
“It’s okay. She left, but I was to blame. Thanks for sharing, though,” he said, doubting it’d been easy for his mom.
“You’re not…mad at me?”
“No. I’m tired of bullshit. I prefer straight talk.” He let his words sink in. Had he told Amaya how he felt about her? How he…loved her? No. He’d watched her leave, too scared to own up to his feelings.
Determination zapped through him. You know what you have to do. He kissed his mother’s forehead, then turned around and headed to the door.
“Wait. Where are you going?” she asked behind him.
He tossed her a look over his shoulder, then reached for the doorknob. “I’m going to do some straight talking of my own.”



Chapter Eighteen
“Hey, Amaya. Did you take care of table fifteen?” Gaby, a waitress in her forties, asked.
Amaya held up a tray filled with burgers and fries. “Almost done.”
When she’d told Samantha about working a couple weeks until her former boss found someone permanent to replace her at Joe’s Cafe, Samantha had laughed. She now didn’t need the money per se. But what Amaya had failed from mentioning was that she’d needed the distraction. Badly. She’d do anything to keep from thinking about Theo, like she had the past eight days.
Not even moving into the new place or all the time she spent with Diego filled that void in her heart. Madame Alexa had been cynical about love. Had it been because of personal experience?
Amaya served table fifteen, then, with an empty tray, spun on her heels to return to the kitchen. She couldn’t tell if she had been lucky or cursed to have fallen for Theo, but one thing rang true—she wouldn’t trade the moments with him for anything else.
“Amaya,” said a deep masculine voice she knew all too well.
She slapped her forehead. It’s already happening. I’m hearing voices and going crazy.
“Amaya.”
She turned around to find the man who had been haunting her thoughts a mere few feet from her. When he walked across the restaurant, people took notice of him, the women’s glances lingering on his fine ass. Wearing denim jeans and a black shirt, he almost looked casual—except, he wasn’t.
Her heart flipped, and she grasped the round silver tray against her chest. “Theo? What are you doing here?”
“I heard the food’s good, and the service is unmatched.”
Her stomach sank. Did he visit her just to make fun of her? She glanced at his hand, discreetly searching for a marriage band. None. Relief zapped through her. She loosened her grip on the tray and sat it on the counter. “Well, you can get a table, and I’ll assign someone to serve you.”
He pulled her to him, circling his hand around her waist. A gleam of hope lit the depths of his eyes. She gasped, her body getting used to the nearness of his. God. Her nipples puckered, and her breasts rose and fell in her white uniform top. “There’s no one else for me, Amaya. Only you.”
She plastered her hand on his chest to push him away and register his words, but the moment she touched his solid pecs, a strand of desire raced through her, leaving her lightheaded. She pulled him closer instead. “Wait a minute. What did you say?”
“I’m not marrying Talia anymore. We called it off. We’re business partners, that’s it.”
“Why didn’t you marry her?”
Specks of silver twinkled in his eyes, and there was something intimate and warm about his expression. “I love you. I couldn’t see myself married to anyone else.”
Whoa. He…loves me. “What about your family?” The old saying of when you marry someone, you marry their family popped in her brain. If they wouldn’t accept her, how could this work?
He caught her hand in his, threading their fingers together. A delightful warmth shot up her arm, heating her up. “I told them I chose you, and I don’t care about what they have to say. Turns out, now that I’m not marrying Talia anymore and we’re business partners, they support me. My brother likes you. So does my mother deep down. My father doesn’t know you yet.”
She withdrew from him. She tuned out the background noise: the chime on the door whenever a new customer arrived and a waiter talking to the manager not too far from them. Her heart thrummed in her ears, so loud she could barely hear her own thoughts. “What about your uncle? I’m trying to get him in prison.”
“Me too. We’ll do it together.”
“Great, but my life is here. I mean, I love Greece, but I can’t move there and leave my brother. He doesn’t speak Greek and has his team of therapists here and was accepted into a group home. I can’t walk away from him.”
He bridged the gap between them, caught her hand, and squeezed her palm against his. “You don’t have to. I’m moving to Vegas.”
He was moving to Vegas? Her heart stopped beating altogether for a second, and she lifted her free hand to her chest to make sure she was okay.
“What?”
He caught one of her curls and tucked it behind her ear. She resisted the temptation to lean into him and soak up the caress. A frisson went through her. “Since Talia and I are partners, she’ll oversee the Greek office and I’ll be here, a direct contact to North America. My idea.
I’m not saying there won’t be trips in my future, but my home will always be with you, agapi mou.”
She pulled him to her and went on tiptoes to kiss him. He embraced her, and soon, the patrons began clapping. She made a hand gesture for them to shush, without breaking the kiss. Theo nipped her lower lip, sucking it until it popped. Her nipples puckered, desire hitting her like an arrow. “I love you.”
He gave her a devastating smile that melted her panties automatically. “Me too.”
A bubble of happiness burst inside her. “I should never have agreed to work today. All I think about is fucking you.”
“Well then, let’s make the most out of your next break.”
She smiled. “I like the way you think.”
“I’m thinking of you, my love. Always.” He caressed her cheek, then grabbed her hand and placed it over his heart. “You know why?”
“Why?” she asked, feeling his rapid heartbeat—knowing this was as important to him as it was for her. Happiness, and a future together.
“Because you deserve the world, and I’m going to give it to you,” he said and captured her lips with his. She circled her arms around his head, bringing him closer, her own heart galloping out of her chest. Yes, she’d lost her family. But, with Theo, she’d make a new one.



Epilogue
Two years later…
“Quick, he’s asleep,” Theo said, joining her on the bed.
Amaya rubbed herself against him, to tease. Theo had just put their one-year-old, Drako, to sleep, which meant they could either indulge in sex or sleep until Drako woke up again in about three hours. Yup, their son loved to wake them up a few times at night.
She couldn’t complain, though. She’d opened her restaurant, Casa de Amaya, a year prior, around the same time she was due. Craziness ensued, but Theo had been a present father, always making sure she had enough time with Drako but also time for herself to manage her eatery.
She wouldn’t have it any other way. They lived in a beautiful mansion just outside Vegas, and Diego had liked Theo from the start. Theo impressed her with his kindness every day.
He cupped her breasts with one hand, while sliding the other down her underwear. “I’m not the only one with bad intentions,” he said when he parted her folds, already wet for him.
“Never, my love.”
He flicked her clit with his thumb, and she arched into his hand, encouraging him to explore her pussy. God, how she treasured these moments. She loved nothing more than bedtime with him—whether here or in Greece when they visited his family. His parents had welcomed her into the family like a daughter, and Amaya suspected Drako had them wrapped around his little finger. They visited every couple months to spend time with their grandson. Drako’s birth had also inspired Theo’s father to take better care of himself, and he’d been healthier ever since.
His uncle had been arrested after the allegations became public, and he’d lost the support from his work peers. Not only that, Theo had been able to find evidence to sue him for several work-related infractions and embezzlement. Within a week, Horace had lost his job, his reputation, his friends, and his freedom.
“Oh, God. So good, Theo. But I want the real thing. I want your cock.”
He rolled her on her back and shoved the sheets aside. She chuckled and helped him remove his shirt. When he thrust inside her, she gasped. Even after all this time, every time he fucked her a feeling of utter completion overtook her.
“Where?” he whispered in her ear.
“Everywhere.”
He plunged deeper, and she clenched her inner walls, clinging to his hardness. Loving every damn second. “I like it when you’re naughty.”
He flipped her on her belly and lifted her ass in the air. She’d come to really appreciate the deep penetration from doggie style, though when he began playing with her other hole, she moaned. Hell, she’d come to appreciate some backdoor loving too.
He flicked her clit, scissoring her folds, making her crave for more. She rocked her hips back, giving herself to him, in the most primal way a woman could to a man. He tugged at her hair, and her scalp sizzled in response.
Every female part of her throbbed for more.
He played with her hole the way she liked, teasing her while his other hand took care of her cunt. She loved how much he wanted her—so much, he enjoyed penetrating her at both entrances at the same time. Even after having been together for two years, he still claimed her every time they made love. Cherished her.
“Theo,” she hissed out.
He got out of the bed and pulled the second drawer from the nightstand, then grabbed the tube of lube. “Soon we’ll need a lock for this drawer.”
No kidding. Their son was curious and loved opening every door and drawer he found. She added the task to her to-do list and shoved it aside.
He returned with the lube and touched her more intimately. She undulated her hips, restless, eager to have him finally inside her. “I love you, Amaya.” Hearing those words from him never got old, and they always managed to release a shot of happiness inside her.
Touching her pussy, playing with it, he drove her insane. When he thrust into her back hole, she yelped out of excitement. Theo thrust his fingers into her cunt, plunging into her quickly, deeply. He began moving inside her back entrance, too, and his rhythm sent currents of desire through her.
She gripped the linens, reveling in the sound of him slipping in and out of her, his balls slapping her thighs. Sweat glistened on her body, and she pushed her hips into him. In response, he worked her clit, flicking it with his thumb while fucking her from behind.
Pleasure vibrated through her, dimming her vision. Hot tides of pleasure raged through her, and she let go, loving every second of it.
Soon, he placed both hands at her sides, ramming in and out of her, until he cut the silence with a groan, and trembling, poured his cum into her passage.
She fell on the mattress, exhausted, and he did the same, quickly flipping her over so she rested on top of him, legs entangled with his.
Her body still throbbed when he began to gently stroke her arm. She propped herself on her elbow and shot him a glance. “What?” he asked.
“I was thinking…maybe we can give Drako a sibling,” she said, voicing the wish she’d been toying with for a week. After having Drako, she’d gone back to the pill for precaution. But she didn’t want a big age gap between him and his sibling.
Theo chuckled, running his hand down his face. Then he gazed at her, affection flickering in his eyes. “We’ll never sleep again. You know that, right?”
She leaned over him and kissed his chin. “Sleeping is overrated anyway.”
She looked at him, and soon her vision blurred. Tears of happiness found their way to her eyes. Damn it. Going to that virgin auction had been the wildest thing she’d ever done—and also the most rewarding.
He tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “When I asked you to marry me, I promised to give you the world. But you know what? You’re the one who’s giving it to me. Every day.”
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