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The monster concubine




Savannah cursed to herself as she quickly ran aboard the departing train and walked the
aisles looking for a vacant seat. Her interview had run longer than planned, but luckily it had only been two blocks from Grand Central Station. Savannah had all but sprinted the two blocks in her low black heels, black pencil skirt and gray blouse. Brushing a piece of hair out of her face, she finally found an empty seat and sank into it.
She slid her feet out of her heels and rubbed them softly. Her feet ached from running and she wished she didn’t have to go back home for her parents’ party. The train ride from Manhattan to Greenwich took less than an hour and Savannah whipped out her iPhone to scroll through her emails. She hoped she might have heard back from some of the other TV studios in the city, but her Inbox only contained a few junk emails and one from her sister.
Sighing, Savannah rested her head back against the seat and closed her eyes. She knew her parents were going to ask how her job search was going and she had desperately wanted to impress them with good news. It had been nearly two and half months since she had graduated from college with a degree in Broadcasting and Television studies. While her parents supported her choice to major in that field, they still couldn’t understand why she hadn’t followed the family tradition of practicing medicine.
Savannah’s father was a world-renowned heart surgeon and her mother was one of the best neonatal surgeons in the country. Her sister, Paige, was a pediatrician. It seemed only fitting that Savannah would follow in the footsteps of her family, but she had shocked everyone when she had explained that she wanted to work in television. Savannah envisioned being in front of the screen one day, but for now, she was more than happy to learn the ropes and work behind the scenes. She had worked on a number of sets on campus and now she was anxious to gain a paying job in the industry.
Savannah’s mind ran over this afternoon's interview, analyzing every detail and looking for any mistakes she may have made. She decided she would have to settle with telling her parents that the interview went well and she would have to wait and see. The woman who interviewed her had kept a poker face throughout the meeting and kept stopping to take calls and respond to texts on her phone. The interview had been for a production assistant on a brand new talk show that was starting in the fall. The producer who had interviewed Savannah said they couldn’t share any details about the talk show or the host just yet, but promised Savannah that the show was going to be new and innovative and would probably attract a lot of viewers.
Savannah watched as New York slid out of view and she crossed her fingers, and then her legs for good measure, as she offered up a silent plea for scoring this job. She had assured the producer, Kaci that she would do anything the job required and nothing was beneath her.
Savannah had heard stories of production assistants schlepping bags for stars, pureeing diet smoothies and even walking dogs on set and cleaning up after their messes. Savannah figured she had to start somewhere, and she certainly didn’t want her father’s connections to help her.
While Savannah’s mother, Bianca, kept a pretty low profile, her father, Patrick, had attracted the media and press when he had created a new technique for heart surgery that was much less invasive than other procedures as well as had a higher success rate. Her father had loved the attention and made the most out of his high profile success. Not only did he have many close friends that were successful doctors, but his circle of friends now extended to A-list celebrities as well.
Savannah checked the time and hoped that her mother had been correct in telling her that
this was strictly a doctors-only party. Anytime her father had celebrities over the house, the paparazzi was camped out at the bottom of the driveway and Savannah always feared that her picture was going to end up on Page Six. She tried to keep a low profile and live within her own means, but her parents’ fortune always seemed to wiggle its way into her life.
Her phone buzzed in her lap and her mother’s picture popped up on the screen.
“Hi, Mom. I’m on the train now.”
“Hi, sweetie. I just wanted to make sure you were coming. Your father was worried you might not show.” Her mother’s voice was soft and warm, and Savannah let her comforting and maternal voice wash over her.
“Of course, I’ll be there Mom. I know how important it is to Daddy.”
“Okay, honey. We can’t wait to see you. Richard will pick you up from the train station.”
Savannah felt a small pang of disappointment that her mom was sending the family
driver, but she quickly brushed it aside as she said goodbye and hung up. She knew her mother would have her hands full at the house. Savannah checked her phone compulsively again and again for any other job news, or perhaps a speedy follow up from the interview. Her inbox was still empty and she tossed her phone in her purse and stared out the window feeling dejected.
“Miss O’Hara!” a familiar voice called and Savannah saw Richard waving at the base of the steps. She adjusted her bag over her shoulder and waved back at the friendly man who had been working for her family since she had been a young girl.
“Hi Richard,” she said warmly as Richard guided her towards the outside of the station and to the car.
“It’s nice to see you, Miss O’Hara,” he said kindly.
“Oh please! I’ve been telling you to call me Savannah for years!”
Richard smiled somewhat sheepishly and shrugged as he opened the back door of the sleek sedan and Savannah clambered inside. They drove through the familiar town and Savannah noted that Greenwich never seemed to change. She forced herself not to look at her phone and before she knew it Richard was pulling up the steep, shaded driveway that led to her parents’
estate. He pulled the car up to the front of the house and Savannah’s mother appeared at the top of the steps as Savannah was climbing out.
“Savannah!” she exclaimed happily, hurrying to embrace her daughter. Savannah hugged her mother and she inhaled her familiar scent of jasmine and lilac. Her mother still looked beautiful for being close to sixty and her silky brown hair was pulled back in a low chignon.
“Hi Mom,” Savannah said, hugging her mother back. Her mother pulled away to examine Savannah’s outfit and a small frown played on her lips.
“You look tired.”
“I am tired, Mom. It’s been a long week.”
“Any luck on jobs?” she asked hopefully, but Savannah shook her head.
“No matter! Daddy and I still want to pay for your apartment even when you do find a
job!” she said happily, ushering Savannah inside. Savannah’s childhood washed over her as they entered the black and white grand foyer and playfully Savannah hopped from black marble tile to black marble tile as she had as a child. Her mother laughed loudly and Savannah heard yells and shrieks come from upstairs with the telling sound of thudding feet.
Savannah looked at her mother with surprise; she hadn’t expected her niece and nephew to be there.
“Aunt Savannah!” shouted a small voice as two flushed and bright-eyed faces appeared above her, peering between the small bars of the railing.
“Hi — ya!” Savannah said cheerfully, blowing her niece and nephew a kiss as they came barreling down the staircase.
“Addy! Jake! Slow down!” came Paige’s voice from somewhere upstairs.
Savannah dropped to her knees and opened her arms to the two children who hugged her fiercely.
“We missed you Aunt Savannah!” chirped Addy.
“Miss you,” Jake echoed, kissing Savannah on the cheek.
“Hey sis,” Paige called, coming down the steps looking frazzled.
“Hi!” Liz said rising to hug her older sister.
A loud crash sounded by the front door and Savannah’s mother rolled her eyes as she hurried to the door. A delivery man was standing outside with a heap of flowers and her mother became engrossed in conversation as to where the last minute decorations were to go.
Savannah, Paige and the children moved into the bright and airy kitchen as Paige filled Savannah in about the new practice she had joined. She only worked four days a week now and had to do rounds only one weekend a month as opposed to two. Paige was twelve years older than Savannah and Savannah had always looked up to her. Their parents had gotten pregnant with Paige earlier than planned while they had both been pursuing careers in the medical field. They waited until they were more established before they had Savannah.
As four-year-old Addy and two-year-old Jake ate goldfish at the table, Savannah turned to Paige.
“So, is this strictly a doctors’ event? I don’t want to be scrutinized by any media.”
“That’s what Mom says. I haven’t even seen Daddy to ask him. I think he’s here somewhere, but we haven’t run into him.”
Savannah nodded as she poured herself a glass of water. It was nearly five and guests were to start arriving at six-thirty. At that moment, Paige’s nanny walked in and Savannah excused herself up to her old bedroom.
Savannah hadn’t lived at home since high school, she had opted to live on campus during college. Her summers had been filled with traveling and finding sublets in the city. Her mother had updated her room since she had lived there, and the room was now done in soothing purple and whites as opposed to the garish hot pink and zebra style she had been obsessed with in high school.
Savannah’s room sat on the third floor, next to the library, and she loved the quiet corner of this part of the house. She closed the door and sank onto the soft white bed, kicking her heels off and pointing her toes. She gazed at the French doors to her closet and saw a dress handing carefully. She stood up to survey what her mother had bought for the event. The dress was gold and made of flowing material; the perfect combination for a near-end-of-summer event.
It had small cap sleeves and was softly pleated. The material gathered at the waist before it spilled down the front into a soft bubble hem. Savannah had to admit her mother had exquisite taste and the delicate gold sandals that were on the floor would be the perfect touch. Wishing she had a glass of wine already, she began to get ready for the evening.
Ninety minutes later, Savannah was dressed, styled and coiffed as she made her way to the back patio where the party was taking place. She still hadn’t seen her father, or her brother-in-law for that matter, and her eyes swept the beautifully decorated patio searching for the rest of her family.
Of course her mother had outdone herself again and their sprawling backyard had been turned into a forest wonderland, with canopied tents and twinkling lights. The pool glowed softly and Savannah nearly tripped as she came down the last step, her eyes focused on the pool and not the stairs in front of her.
“Careful,” a warm voice cautioned Savannah and she felt a large hand at her elbow and waist, steadying her before she hit the pavement. A shock ran through Savannah’s body and she looked up with alarm at the man who had saved her and who was now making her body hum with energy.
Her gaze moved over her savior, finding his bright crystal blue eyes staring intently at her as if reading her soul. Savannah tried not to gasp from the sheer handsomeness of the stranger.
His hair was a dark chestnut that fell across his face and Savannah had to admit that it looked perfect for entwining fingers. He had high cheekbones and chiseled jaw line and his skin coloring was a warm olive. He looked vaguely familiar, but Savannah was quite certain she would have remembered meeting him before. Savannah subconsciously licked her lips and she tried to catch her breath, her desire for this man so great she was caught off guard. Her stumble had made her gasp but now she felt short of breath as she stared at this beautiful man.
“Are you okay?” he asked.
Savannah let his voice run over her like a hot shower, caressing every nerve ending of her body as the rich undertones of his voice rumbled deep within his chest.
“Yes, I’m fine, thank you,” she whispered, reluctant for the man to let go.
“Those stairs are pretty treacherous,” he said and Savannah looked at him and noticed his eyes were twinkling in jest.
“You try walking in thin sandals,” she shot back, rubbing her foot and feeling foolish.
He laughed heartily and Savannah drank in the rich sound as if her life depended on it.
“I will leave that to beautiful women like yourself,” he said, his hand brushing softly against her wrist. She looked wildly into the man’s eyes, but she could discern nothing from his gaze.
“And may I just say, you look absolutely stunning,” he murmured into her ear before being swallowed up by a crowd of new arrivals. Savannah looked around frantically but Mr. Mysterious was gone, lost among the rush of eager guests.
“Hey little sis,” came a friendly voice and Savannah turned to see her brother-in-law, Tyler.
“Everything okay?” he asked his eyes clouding over with concern, “you look like you just saw a ghost.”
“There was a guy — but he just disappeared — I don’t know what happened,’’ she said feebly, knowing how foolish she sounded. Shaking her head to clear her mind, she gave Tyler a hug. She had known Tyler most of her life since he and Paige had been high school sweethearts.
Tyler may not have been her brother by blood, but she considered him as such. He had come to live with his wealthy aunt and uncle in Greenwich at the age of fourteen after his parents had been killed in a car crash. He was originally from Texas and Paige had instantly fallen for his southern drawl. Tyler had quickly become another member of the family, spending dinners and weekends hanging out at the O’Haras’ mansion. Savannah had been really young at the time so she didn’t remember much, but apparently her mother had helped Tyler deal with the death of his parents.
Tyler and Savannah moved toward the tents when Savannah finally spotted her father, he caught her gaze, smiled, and made a beeline for her.
“My Savannah,” he said, embracing her.
“Hi Daddy.”
“How are you sweetie? Any luck with a job yet?”
Savannah rolled her eyes inwardly as her father wasted no time cutting to the chase.
“Not yet Daddy, but I had a really good interview today. I think I might get this one.” It wasn’t exactly a lie since Savannah figured she had a fifty-fifty shot based on Kaci’s poker face.
“Honey! Why don’t you let me call Matt? Or Kelly?” Naturally, her father was referring to Matt Lauer and Kelly Ripa.
“Not necessary Daddy!”
Tyler guffawed and tried to cover it up with a cough. Savannah shot him a dirty look.
“I can always call Ellen. I’m sure she has some New York contacts, and I’m sure that Oprah probably knows someone.”
“Daddy! We are not calling Ellen DeGeneres or Oprah! That’s crazy! I’m going to do this by myself.”
Her father put his hands up in a look of defeat.
“If you change your mind, Matt, Ryan and I are playing golf tomorrow. I’m sure they have contacts”
“Ryan?”
“Seacrest.”
Of course. Who else? Savannah shook her head as an elderly couple that looked vaguely
familiar approached her father. She couldn’t believe that her father was golfing with Ryan
Seacrest tomorrow. Wait until she told her best friend and roommate Sage when she got back
home on Sunday night.
Tyler began talking to the elderly couple and her father moved towards her and guided her to a set of soft chairs nearby.
“Since when are you friends with Ryan Seacrest?” she asked, arching her eyebrow.
“Well he’s always been friendly with Matt and after they did the Olympics together they started golfing together. Matt and I already had a tee time for tomorrow and then Matt said Ryan was in the city for the weekend, so we asked him join us.”
Savannah laughed out loud as she grabbed a delicate glass of champagne from a circling server. The liquid was slightly sweet and fizzy, and she thought again of the mysterious stranger who had sent her heart racing.
As if conjured straight from her thoughts, Mr. Mysterious and Slightly Familiar, appeared outside the tent. A small gaggle of women pouted as he moved past them. Savannah’s breath caught in her throat and she tried to compose herself and act normally as her skin heated up from his mere presence.
“Elijah!” her father exclaimed, rising to shake the handsome man’s hand. Mr. Mysterious, or should she say Elijah, shook her father’s hand, smiling broadly at him. Savannah studied Elijah’s perfect face and saw that it was attached to an equally perfect body. He was dressed in an expensive looking pair of dark grey pants with a sleek black button down shirt open at the collar. He oozed sex appeal and Savannah imagined herself pinned under his muscular body.
“Elijah, meet my Savannah.”
Her father’s voice pulled her out of naught reverie and she jumped to her feet, somewhat clumsily, as she reached her hand out to Elijah.
“Yes, we’ve met,” he said smoothly, shaking her hand as he gently squeezed her fingers provocatively. Savannah’s eyes widened, but again, Elijah’s smooth face gave nothing away.
“Actually Elijah, I bet you and my daughter would have a lot to talk about. Savannah is trying to get into the TV industry.”
At her father’s words, realization hit Savannah like a ton of bricks. Elijah looked familiar because he was Dr. Elijah Preston, a new and upcoming face in the world of medicine. He had been featured on the Today show and other talk shows in medical segments and Savannah had seen his face plastered across her father’s medical journals. He had made some type of breakthrough in studying the heart; she had heard her father speak of him on numerous occasions.
After her shock had worn off, Savannah realized that Elijah, or Dr. Preston, was studying her intensely, his eyes almost glowing in the darkening light as he watched Savannah. Patrick O’Hara chuckled and walked away leaving Savannah a speechless fool before Elijah. Savannah
became conscious of the fact that her hand was still in Elijah’s large and smooth hand and she pulled it away quickly as if she had been bitten. Elijah simply raised his eyebrows but said nothing.
Savannah reached her hand up to touch her hair self-consciously. She had piled it on top of her head and accented her outfit with small gold earrings. She watched as Elijah’s eyes
followed her hand up to her head and then ran slowly down the entire length of her body.
Savannah wanted to moan with her nearly uncontrollable lust for this man as she imagined what Elijah was like in bed.
He looked strong and muscular under his clothes and he had an amazing presence of power. She nearly cried as she thought of Elijah taking charge in the bedroom and pushing her down roughly on the bed before climbing atop her slender frame. Men as good looking as Elijah had to be amazing in bed.
“You’re interested in television,” he said. It was more of a statement than a question.
Elijah’s statement broke through Savannah’s x-rated daydream and his voice was full of the authority that he commanded just by standing there. Nodding stupidly, Savannah fidgeted with her earrings.
“Yes. I’ve been interviewing a lot around the city. I’m sure something will work out soon,” she said, forcing her voice to sound positive and confident. She thought she saw a ghost of a smile play along Elijah’s lips and she had the sudden urge to smack him. He didn’t buy a word of what she had just said; he probably knew how damn hard it was to get hired on a television show in New York.
“Perhaps I could help,” he said slowly, his words dancing across his tongue as he slowly sipped his white wine. Savannah watched as he brought the smooth glass to his mouth as his lips parted deliciously to welcome the sweet liquid. For a fleeting moment she wished his mouth was parting in such a way between her legs. Embarrassed by her wayward thoughts, she shifted awkwardly next to Elijah.
“I doubt it,” she said somewhat coolly, “and I’ve asked my father not to pull any strings.
I’m trying to do this myself. He’s already offered to talk to Matt Lauer anyway, so while I appreciate the offer, no thank you.”
Elijah cocked his head, studying her in his intense way that made Savannah feel young and silly. She hadn’t slept with many men, but she would bet money on the fact that Elijah was a fuck that most women didn’t forget.
“Well, I’m sure Matt Lauer could help, but that’s not what I was thinking of.”
Savannah stared at Elijah blankly. She knew she had seen him on the Today Show a number of times, especially when they did those panels with medical professionals debating hot button topics like vaccines and autism.
“I’m debuting my own talk show next month. I’m sure we could use an extra PA on the set.” His eyes flickered over her mouth and then he looked her directly in the eyes.
Feeling like a moron again, Savannah remembered hearing that Elijah had gotten a talk show. Maybe her father had mentioned it over a dinner last spring? She had been so busy with graduation that the entire spring had been a blur. She thought Elijah lived in LA, and she had no plans of moving across the country. Not to mention she wouldn’t accept any help that came indirectly from her parents’ friends. She let them pay for her unbelievable apartment in the West Village, but she wasn’t going to let them find her a job too.
“Well congratulations,” Savannah said, feeling her heart quicken as heat radiated off her body. While she didn’t want to leave Elijah, she needed someone to come rescue her before she melted into a puddle of hot desire before his sea-blue eyes.
“Your pupils are dilated,” Elijah whispered, leaning towards Savannah, sending her heart into a frenzied dance. His breath was hot and steamy against her face and she closed her eyes briefly as the sensation washed over her. His words registered and her eyes popped open.
“Hmm?”
“Your pupils are dilated. It’s a sign of arousal.” His voice was a low and dangerous
whisper. Savannah felt exposed and humiliated.
“They are not,” she said defensively, as she blushed and looked away. Elijah reached out and touched her chin so she was forced to look at him; she thought she might orgasm right there in front of everyone.
“Yes they are and I like it,” he said softly, caressing her chin. Savannah’s blood sang in her veins and she felt her entire being fill with her carnal lust for this unbelievably good-looking man. She stood there, helpless, her chin still in Elijah’s hand as he appraised her vulnerable body.
“Savannah! There you are!” Bianca’s voice was an ice bucket of cold water and Savannah wrenched herself from Elijah’s hypnotizing grip.
“Mom,” she choked as her mother stepped into the nearly empty tent. Savannah thought it strange that no one else had entered the tent during her exchange with Elijah.
“I wonder why no one is over here,” she wondered distractedly, as she came over to see Savannah, her trim figure showcased in her plum colored sheath. “You look beautiful, honey,”
she said as she took in Savannah’s appearance.
“Elijah! I didn’t even notice you!” she exclaimed, kissing Elijah’s cheek.
“Mrs. O’Hara, so lovely to see you again,” he said speaking directly to Bianca, but keeping his eyes fixated on Savannah.
“It was a pleasure, Savannah,” he murmured softly, before slipping out of the tent.
Hearing Elijah use her name sent her body into a tailspin and she sank into the chair behind her, as she buried her head in her hands.
“Savannah, what’s wrong?” Her mother was quickly at her side, her cool palm resting
against Savannah’s clammy skin. “You feel warm, honey. Why don’t I get you something to cool you down?”
Savannah pushed away her mother’s hand. “I’m fine, Mom. It’s just the heat, that’s all,”
she fibbed. She couldn’t exactly tell her mother that her body was spiraling out of control from her encounter with the sexy doctor.
“Why don’t you make your way towards the food tent? I bet you haven’t eaten anything and I saw Paige over there looking for you.”
Savannah nodded and stood up. Her mother was right, she hadn’t eaten in hours and she could already feel the champagne going to her head. She made her way out across the nearly dark lawn, the twinkling lights were welcoming and enchanting at the same time. She didn’t see Paige, but she filled a plate with mini crab cakes and shrimp. She grabbed another glass of champagne for good measure and sat down to eat. She watched the other party guests laugh and dance and she felt frustrated at her encounter with Elijah.
Savannah had dated a few guys during college, but only one had been serious. Brandon had been her entire world for half of junior year and most of senior year. She had envisioned him proposing at graduation, but instead he surprised her on Spring Break by saying that he had been screwing the barista at the local Starbucks for months. Savannah didn’t know if it was worse that he had been cheating or that the barista had been as different from Savannah as night and day.
Savannah had never been one to sleep around, and she had experienced only a few one-night stands. She hadn’t had sex since Brandon and her body ached for something other than her battery-operated boyfriend. Four months was a long time to go with just your vibrator and her best friend Sage made a point of frequently reminding her of that.
Of course, Sage attracted men the way honey attracted bees. With her long dark locks and exotic green eyes set off by her caramel skin, men were lining up to play the leading male in her life. The fact that Sage was an amazing dancer and singer only added to her appeal.
Savannah jumped out of her seat and stormed off towards the back of the property away from the party. A grove of trees near the pool hid her favorite spot in the yard, a comfortable hammock nestled under a canopy of leaves and she yearned to climb into the soft material and stare up at the stars that peeked through the trees. Just as Savannah broke from the few stray guests chatting quietly around the pool, she felt a strong arm reach out and grab her. A large hand pressing against her mouth muffled her scream of surprise.
“Quiet!” a masculine voice hushed and Savannah instantly recognized the voice as Elijah’s. Her heart leapt to her throat and she couldn’t help the excitement she felt and the thrill of danger that ran down her spine. Elijah released her and she could just make out his shape in the darkness.
“What the-’’ Savannah began but her words were cut off as Elijah crushed his mouth against her and Savannah felt her body instantly bow to him, every fiber of her being in utter compliance. Elijah tasted like a delicious mix of mint, sex and earth. His scent was just as intoxicating and Savannah clung to him, as he possessed her mouth, his tongue pushing and prodding her with long forceful strokes.
Savannah moaned into Elijah’s mouth and she felt his hands drift down the small of her back and then press her body even further against him. Just as she had imagined, his chest was rock solid and she felt his hard erection press into her side. Never had she felt such primal lust with any man. She desperately wanted Elijah to bend her over and fuck her against the tree like a wild animal.
Panting, Elijah pulled his tongue out of her desperate mouth and moved it along her jaw line before kissing her along the delicate skin of her throat.
“Yes,” Savannah murmured, reaching up and knotting her fingers in Elijah’s hair, the sensation just as satisfying as she had imagined. Elijah’s mouth moved further south until it brushed against her collarbone and his fingers played with the fragile gold material just below it.
“As soon as I saw you, I knew I had to have you,” he breathed, his hands moving down her sides, before grasping her buttocks firmly. Savannah gasped from his grip and she moaned into his ear, squeezing her eyes shut with her irrepressible desire. Her body felt as if it were on fire, and she knew the only thing that would make the burning go away would be to have Elijah inside of her. Her brain told her to stop and slow down, she wasn’t the type of person to fuck strangers in her parents’ backyard, but all common sense seemed to dissipate in thin air.
Elijah brought his hungry mouth back to her needy lips and Savannah kissed him with violent passion. Something about Elijah sent her body careening out of control and she suddenly understood how women could go crazy from obsessing about a man. Thinking about deranged women somehow brought Savannah back to her senses and she wrenched herself from Elijah, panting.
“I can’t!” she gasped, straightening her dress.
“Can’t what?” he demanded, his voice strong and powerful.
“I can’t do this! It’s not right! I’m not some slut that has sex in my parents’ backyard.”
“I don’t think that at all,” he drawled, moving closer as if stalking his prey. “In fact, I hold you in the highest regards as a woman of class.” He paused and Savannah felt his blue eyes assess her once more. “I like my women beautiful and classy in society and complete whores in the bedroom. If I have to teach them how to be submissive, even better.”
Savannah wanted to be disgusted at Elijah’s words but instead she found herself turned on as she felt her nipples harden under her silky dress. She knew her skimpy thong was completely soaked through with her arousal and she was afraid to spend another minute alone with Elijah. The energy in the air was thick and heavy and Savannah needed to get away from him as soon as possible before she did something she would regret.
“I have to go!” she stammered and she dashed off, leaving Elijah and his erection in the privacy of the trees.
The rest of the evening passed quickly and before long Savannah found herself standing beside her father, mother, Paige and Tyler, wishing all of the departing guests a good evening.
Savannah smiled routinely at the doctors and nurses she had made small talk with but her eyes quickly raked over every guest searching for the one face she yearned to see. As the last guest made their way through the marbled hallway, Savannah slumped against the wall, feeling defeated. Part of her was embarrassed over how she had behaved with Elijah, but the other part of her craved him in a way that scared her.
“I didn’t see Dr. Preston leave,” Savannah said casually to her father as he closed the door.
“Elijah left a little while ago. He said he had a meeting to attend,” his father explained,
shaking his head at the absurdity of a meeting this late on a Friday night. “Did you two talk about getting you a position on his show?”
“Not really, Daddy, but I appreciate the help.” Savannah was disappointed she wasn’t going to see Elijah, but she didn’t want to stand around talking about him with her father. She leaned up to give her father a kiss and bid goodnight to her mother, Paige and Tyler. She hurried off to her room and collapsed on her bed, feeling frustrated emotionally as well as sexually.
Making sure her door was locked, she climbed back on the bed and slowly slid her hand down her silky dress and between her thighs. Her vibrator was tucked away safely in her apartment, so her hand would have to do for now. Savannah rubbed herself slowly, her eyes rolling back into her head as she pictured Elijah’s handsome face. Within minutes she found herself moaning into her pillow as she shook atop her bed.
“Ryan Fucking Seacrest?” Sage screeched as she shook her chopsticks for emphasis.
Savannah nodded, her mouth full of Moo Goo Gai Pan.
“You have got to be kidding me! Girl, your parents are seriously connected!”
Savannah nodded again as she swallowed her huge bite. “I know. But I don’t want any connections!” she argued.
“Well, I will take them! Does “Ryan” want to help me with my Broadway career?”
“You don’t need any help,” Savannah said pointedly. Last month Sage had been cast in Wicked and she was already the understudy for Elphaba.
“Well, I’m sure that knowing Ryan Seacrest couldn’t hurt.”
Savannah had only been home for about an hour on Sunday evening before she launched into her story about the party. Sage had arrived home shortly after, having grabbed Chinese takeout after her matinee. Savannah wanted to tell her about Elijah but something stopped her.
Ever since freshman year in college Savannah had told Sage everything, but something about Elijah made her hold her tongue. She felt guilty not telling Sage, but she told herself that there was really nothing to tell. On Saturday morning Savannah had chalked up the incident to too much champagne on an empty stomach. She wasn’t the first person to kiss a stranger at a party.
Sage studied her carefully, her bright green eyes scrutinizing her. “Anything else happen over the weekend?” she asked.
“Nope!”
Sage watched her for another second and then let it go, delving into a story about how one of the flying monkeys nearly came off his harness at the afternoon’s performance. Savannah only half-listened to Sage, her mind still on the mysterious Dr. Preston.
Savannah was rudely awakened Monday morning by her buzzing cell phone. She fumbled for the phone on her nightstand and saw that it Kaci the producer whom she had
interviewed with on Friday afternoon. She sat up excitedly in bed and tried to sound awake.
“Hello?” she croaked, silently cursing herself for sounding like she had been woken up in the dead of the night.
“Hello? Savannah?
“Yes, this is she.”
“This is Kaci Peterson. I hope I didn’t wake you up,” she said dryly.
Savannah glanced at the clock and saw that it was ten o’clock in the morning.
“No, no. Not at all,” she fibbed, as she tried to make her voice chipper yet professional.
“Good. I have some news for you. The job is yours.”
Savannah cheered silently, not deterred at all by Kaci’s monotone voice.
“That’s wonderful! Thank you so much!”
“I was hoping you could start today. Things have really picked up around here and we are on crunch time now.”
“Absolutely! Yes, of course. I’m available to start immediately.”
“Perfect. We’ll see you at eleven.”
The line went dead.
Savannah stared at the phone for a minute unable to process what had happened and then she jumped into overdrive. She sprang from the bed and ran down the hallway to pound on Sage’s door.
“I got the job!” she screamed happily to which she heard a very annoyed grunt from the other side of the door. She raced back to her bathroom and took a quick shower before pinning her hair into a wet bun on the top of her head. Knowing that she could be doing grunt work, she threw a pair of sneakers, jeans and a t-shirt into an extra bag and then dressed in black capris, a sleeveless black blouse and a pair of bright pink ballet flats. She rushed out the door and hurried up to the corner to hail a taxi. Normally she tried to travel by foot or subway, but she didn’t want to risk being late and it was already ten-forty.
The taxi pulled outside the studio on East 44th at three minutes till eleven and Savannah jumped out and hurried inside. She was buzzed through to Kaci who seemed happier to see her in person than she had sounded on the phone.
“Thank god you are here,” Kaci said quickly as Savannah followed her to her office. Kaci moved quickly and Savannah tried to keep up. “Our host arrived today so now we are all the shows past him for the first week and breaking down all the segments.”
Savannah nodded as she took a seat across from Kaci’s cluttered desk.
“Here’s a temporary badge until you get yours,” she said flinging a badge at her.
Savannah quickly put the piece of plastic around her neck.
“I’ll also make sure that Jackie from HR talks to you this week so we can set up all your pay information, but right now I need you to get lunch for everyone.”
Savannah blinked for a second and then nodded, knowing full well that she was basically
Kaci’s bitch now.
“There’s a deli around the corner that usually provides lunch for Rachel Ray’s crew
across the street. Just tell them you’re with the new talk show and use this,” she flipped through her wallet and pulled out an AMEX card.
“Right.” Savannah said, carefully placing the card in her purse. “And, what show is this, exactly?” she asked, feeling foolish.
Kaci smacked herself on the forehead. “Oh my god! I nearly forgot! Of course, you’re wondering because we couldn’t disclose anything during the interview.” She jumped out of her chair and motioned Savannah to follow her down the hall. They walked into a big well-lit lobby and Kaci proudly pointed to the huge poster that took up much of the opposite wall.
Savannah nearly fainted. Grinning sexily back at her from the larger-than-life poster was none other than Dr. Elijah Preston. "The Ask Dr. Preston Show".
“Fuck,” she breathed.
Forty minutes later Savannah was hauling a cart of food back to the studio. Kaci directed her to a large cafeteria space and Savannah began setting up the fruit, veggies, chips, sandwiches and drinks. Her mind was still reeling over the discovery that she was now working for Elijah.
She had angrily swallowed tears on her trip to the deli, wondering if Elijah had pulled strings to get her hired. She tried to tell herself that he had no idea she had interviewed on Friday, but then again, a man as powerful as Elijah was probably privy to all types of information.
People began filing in just as Savannah had placed the final stack of napkins. Some people smiled hello to her, while most of the employees seemed to stare right through her.
Another young woman with short inky black hair and wide-set eyes came up to her and stuck her hand out.
“Hi! I’m Kiki! Are you the new PA? I’m a PA too!”
“I’m Savannah. Nice to meet you,” she said gratefully shaking Kiki’s hand.
“I’ve only been here for two weeks, but we definitely needed more help. I think this show is going to be huge! Dr. Preston is so damn sexy! I can’t wait to actually meet him!” she said excitedly.
Savannah nodded as she shoved a sandwich half in her mouth to try to distract herself.
She couldn’t necessarily share with Kiki that she had wanted to fuck Dr. Preston so badly over the weekend that her muscles physically ached from her yearning.
The lunch break passed quickly and Elijah never appeared. The room cleared out and Savannah found herself alone, clearing up the table.
“I’d know that body anywhere,” a deep voice spoke and Savannah wheeled around, instantly knowing whom she would see.
“Dr. Preston!” she gasped, as her heart began to pound wildly in her chest. She could feel the blood in her veins begin to move quickly as her entire body suddenly felt alive and on edge.
What the hell did he do to her?
“Elijah,” he drawled as he moved towards her like a mountain cat. He was dressed in black pants with an expensive looking navy blue shirt and grey tie. He oozed power and wealth as he watched Savannah closely.
Savannah backed up against the table, feeling cornered as Elijah approached her. She felt
her chest heave up and down from her heavy breathing and she tried to get control of herself.
“Did you do this?” she asked angrily, trying to focus on her anger over possibly being
handed a job without earning it.

Elijah smiled and shook his head. “You did this all by yourself,” he whispered. “I only
saw your name on the employee list this morning.” He was now standing less than two feet from Savannah and she could see how white his teeth were and how perfectly his lips moved when he
spoke.
Savannah tried to decide if she believed him or not.
“Trust me. I have better things to do than worry about what PAs are hired. But now that you’re here, I have to say that I am more than pleased.” His words somehow seemed dark and promising and a delicious thrill ran over Savannah at the prospect of their meaning.
“I have work to do,” she said, turning her back to Elijah as she began to gather the leftovers.
“You work for me now.” His voice was seductive and carnal and Savannah felt herself moisten at his tone.
“That’s not how it was explained to me,” she retorted and suddenly the lights went out and Elijah was beside her.
“How did you-”
“Doesn’t matter,” he breathed as his mouth moved slowly along the outside of her ear.
Savannah shuddered from the erotic sensation and she felt her defenses weaken.
“I always get what I want, and right now what I want is you, Savannah.”
“You can’t have me,” she said breathlessly.
“I can’t?” he asked, his power over her evident as he hoisted her onto the table and swept the leftovers off with his arm.
“Oh,” Savannah gasped as he brought his mouth to her neck, his lips hot against her skin.
He kissed up her exposed throat and then brought his mouth hungrily down upon her lips.
Savannah kissed back with equal fierceness, her need for Elijah completely overwhelming her.
Elijah pushed her back on the table and expertly undid her pants and slid them down her thighs until they fell into a heap on the floor. Savannah moaned as his fingers grazed across her silk panties, his touch electrifying. She spread her legs shamelessly, welcoming Elijah between them and he nestled himself between her open thighs as he continued to kiss her.
Savannah was panting heavily as she felt Elijah’s fingers brush across her upper thighs before moving back to the top of her panties. He toyed with her underwear, pulling at the top and letting it snap back gently against her skin. Savannah knew that men like Elijah were trouble. She had seen enough wealthy and self-assured men growing up and she knew those traits coupled with power were a deadly combination. Yet, Savannah couldn’t pull away from Elijah and she found herself desperate to have him.
Pushing her shirt up with one hand, Elijah brought his mouth down to Savannah’s taught stomach, kissing gently down to her navel as his other hand caressed her clitoris through her underwear.
“Stop,” Savannah moaned, “It’s my first day.”
“I’m the boss, remember. This is exactly what I need my production assistant to do,” he murmured, nuzzling his head between her legs. Savannah gasped as she felt Elijah blow warm air against her aching sex and she writhed on the table under him. Smiling seductively, he used his teeth to pull her panties down and then pulled them off entirely with his hand. Savannah’s head rolled back with ecstasy and she knew that she was in way over her head. Elijah was worldly and experienced beyond any man she had ever been with. In fact, she wouldn’t even call her past lovers men, they were boys compared to Elijah.
“Shh,” Elijah whispered and Savannah realized that she had been moaning loudly, her voice breathy and unrecognizable.
“This was all I could think about all weekend long,” he breathed, “Tasting you.” And with that he lowered his mouth to her desperate sex and she arched her back so far that she thought she would snap in half. Nothing she had ever felt in her life came close to the pleasure that she now felt with Elijah’s head between her legs. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she bucked on the table and she could hardly wrap her head around the delight of Elijah’s tongue.
“Oh my god!” she gasped, “How are you doing that?” It felt as if Elijah had three tongues that were licking her with long and lush strokes. Elijah smiled mysteriously from between her legs and continued to pleasure her. She grasped at the table, knocking plates and food to the floor.
A few apples hit the ground with soft thuds as they rolled under the table. Savannah prayed that no one would enter the cafeteria. She could just imagine what people would think if they saw the popular TV host with his head between the new production assistant’s legs.
Savannah couldn’t think anymore because she felt Elijah’s warm tongue pick up speed as
he moved between her lips and then begin to flick furiously against her clitoris. She could tell that Elijah was turned on by his own heavy breathing and the “Mmmm” sounds he kept making as he drank her juices. Never before had Savannah felt so reckless. She pushed her hips further into Elijah’s face, begging him not to stop.
“I’m not stopping until you come for me.” His voice was calm but authoritative and in that instant Savannah knew she would do anything for this man. He pushed his tongue deep into her tight opening and Savannah lost herself, exploding around Elijah as she came wildly. Elijah grasped onto her tightly, pressing his mouth deep between her thighs. When he surfaced again, Savannah had finally stilled and she noticed his upper lip glistening with her arousal. Savannah watched him with wide disbelieving eyes. Without saying a word, he gently pulled her panties back on.
“You better get dressed,” he whispered. Savannah nodded wordlessly as she hopped down and quickly pulled her capris on. Elijah snapped his fingers and the lights came back on and she jumped as she squinted from the bright lights. Her luxurious satiated feeling quickly disappeared.
“How did you do that?”
“Do what?”
“You know what! The lights!” Savannah scowled as Elijah shrugged indifferently as he pulled down on his sleeves, straightening his shirt. Suddenly his cell phone buzzed and he answered it.
“Yes?” There was a pause and his face turned into a scowl. “Dammit! I’ll be right there.”
He stowed the phone in his pocket and turned to Savannah. “I’m sorry, but I have to go.”


Savannah took a step towards him and then stopped herself, feeling silly. “Okay.”
“This isn’t finished.” He paused. “We aren’t finished.” His eyes were blue and clear and
Savannah’s felt dizzy from her desire. Elijah cast one last look of longing in her direction before he strode purposefully out of the room.
Savannah slumped to the floor, feeling as if she had just run a marathon. Being around Elijah was exhausting, not to mention the fact that she had just received oral sex from him on the first day of her new job.
“What was I thinking?” she hissed to herself as she noticed the bruised apples lying under the table. Snapping into action, she scurried to the table and cleaned up the lunch remnants in record time. She made a quick stop at the bathroom to make sure she looked okay and then she hurried to Kaci’s office.
“I was wondering where you were. I need you to file all of these documents for me.”
Savannah eyed the enormous pile of papers on the floor by Kaci’s desk.
“File them by date and then come find me.”
Savannah was left alone with the mountain of killed trees. She set about the mundane task of filing the papers and she let her mind wander over the sexual encounter she had just experienced with Elijah. She couldn’t believe she had let herself get so carried away by him.
What had she been thinking? He was like a drug that she couldn’t resist. Savannah had in fact never tried drugs, but she was pretty certain that this was what it felt like. She had to remind herself that Elijah had been pursuing her.
The afternoon passed slowly and it was after four o’clock when she climbed off the floor.
Her body was stiff and she rolled her neck from side to side trying to work the kinks out. She found Kaci in an office down the hall and Kaci waved her in.
“I’m going to need you to take this show outline to Dr Preston.”
Savannah’s heart did a flip. “Not a problem — where is he?”
“That’s the thing. He was called down to the Brooklyn Hospital Center.”
Savannah pictured him in a white doctor’s coat and her heart flipped again. Yes, Elijah in a white coat was incredibly sexy; he could examine her any time he damn well pleased.
“Okay.”
“Great! Here it is. That’s it for the day so you can head home after you drop it off. Oh, and I’m going to need you here by nine am from here on out.”
“Not a problem,” Savannah said and she thought Kaci eyed her suspiciously. She hadn’t been fooling anyone when she answered her phone half asleep this morning. She would just have to tell Sage that she couldn’t stay up all hours of the night with her anymore. Savannah grabbed her bags and decided to make a quick stop at the apartment to change. She hated that she wanted to impress Elijah, but she couldn’t stop herself. She ran up the flight of stairs to her amazing living space and hurried towards her closet once inside. She grabbed a purple and blue maxi dress and she quickly undid her hair, letting it fall in loose waves down her back. Feeling satisfied, she grabbed a quick snack and headed out the door to make her way towards the subway. Her phone went off and she saw that it was Kaci.
“Hello?”
“Change of plans, Savannah. Elijah wasn’t needed at the hospital so he went home to Greenwich.”
Greenwich? Elijah lived in Greenwich?
“Okay,” Savannah said slowly, “So what does that mean?”
“It means I’m going to need you to get on a train and head out to Greenwich. I’m really sorry but Elijah needs those papers tonight.”
Savannah sighed as she realized she was going to need to head up to Grand Central to catch a train to Greenwich.
"Why can't we just fax them? Surely he has access to a fax machine, he's a doctor isn't he?" Savannah asked timidly.
"We can't risk having these scripts intercepted or sent to the wrong number, that could be disastrous," Kaci replied, "You'll have to make the trip to deliver them in person."
“Okay. I’ll make my way towards the train station now.”
“Great — thanks a million. I’ll text you his address so you know where to go once you arrive.”
Savannah thanked Kaci and hung up. How had she missed the fact that Elijah lived in Greenwich? Actually after having realized that he was the mystery talk show host, she hadn’t given much thought to the fact that he was now based in New York. Kaci’s text came through and she saw that Elijah lived only a few miles from her parents. Savannah realized she still had the company AMEX card and she figured that this would be an expense for which to use it. She booked herself an express ticket and settled into her seat for the familiar journey. She couldn’t hide the fact that she was thrilled to be seeing Elijah again yet she feared the intense attraction between them.
Less than an hour later, Savannah found herself in the Greenwich train station. She was about to look for a cab when a friendly older gentleman approached her.
“Miss O’Hara?”
“Yes.”
“Hello I’m Tripp, Dr. Preston sent me. I’m to take you to his house.”
Savannah was inwardly excited that the man didn’t offer to take the papers from her and send her on her way; she followed him out of the station. The drive was short and they pulled up to an impressive stone house that sat atop a large hill that backed up to a massive grove of trees.
She followed Tripp to the front door and he unlocked it before ushering Savannah inside. The hallway was done in dark grey tones and was clearly masculine. Tripp led her to a small sitting room in the front of the house and left her there promising to return with Dr. Preston.
Too nervous to sit, Savannah circled the small room. The walls were painted a bright white, and the furniture was stark white, too. It almost looked clinical except the five large canvases that covered the walls. The paintings were rich and colorful and Savannah examined them closely. Each depicted a different forest scene. The most intriguing painting had a lion sitting proudly in the center of the forest, as other animals seemed to bow to it. The lion looked almost human like with bright blue eyes and upon closer examination Savannah noticed that the other animals looked almost human too. The birds nearly resembled beautiful women, and the cheetah seemed to have a human torso.
A painting that depicted a beautiful cottage that appeared to be nestled deep in the woods also intrigued Savannah. The air was pink and hazy around the house and Savannah found herself with her nose pressed against the canvas, trying to see inside the cottage.
“Savannah O’Hara.”
Savannah jumped as Elijah’s silky voice washed over and awakened her deep need for him.
“Elijah,” she said softly, her body completely attuned to him. He was dressed in a pair of worn jeans and a dark t-shirt, the look was one of casual sophistication.
“Thank you for bringing the papers.”
Savannah moved forward and pulled the documents out of her purse. Elijah sat down and pulled a pair of reading glasses out of his pocket. Savannah almost died at the sight of Elijah with his black-framed glasses — he looked intoxicatingly handsome. As he perused the documents, he spoke.
“Do you like the paintings?” his voice was liquid sex and Savannah’s insides clenched.
“Yes, very much so,” she murmured as she moved closer to a painting of a lion draped across a field of flowers. She looked over to see Elijah peering over his glasses at her, his eyes bright with his desire for her. She felt sexy and beautiful under his piercing gaze.
“There are things I want to do to you,” he said in a throaty voice.
“Do them,” she whispered.
Elijah was on top of her almost instantaneously. Savannah didn’t even have time to think as she felt Elijah move behind her, his cock pressing firmly into her back. He ran his fingers down her neck, brushing her hair gently to the side.
“Why are you doing this to me?” he asked softly.
“Doing what?” she panted.
“Driving me mad with desire!” He nipped her shoulder and Savannah yelped from the small stinging pain. “I have to be inside you!”
Savannah was on the couch and she felt Elijah moving behind her before he pushed her down. He kneeled above her, pushing her long dress up to her hips before moving between her legs. Savannah grasped at Elijah, wild with desire for this powerful and attractive man. She barely knew him, yet she wanted nothing more than to feel him fill her completely.
Elijah slid her panties down and Savannah reached up to fumble with Elijah’s jeans.
Elijah gasped with pleasure as Savannah’s fingers brushed against his naked skin and he froze for a moment. Savannah was incredibly turned on by the effect she had on him and she sat up as she advanced on Elijah. She fumbled with his pants, sliding them down his legs as she saw his erection strain against his tight boxer briefs.
Salivating, Savannah pulled down his boxers as his thick cock sprang free. She almost cried with joy at the sight of him and she lowered her eager mouth to his throbbing member. The cry that came from Elijah was primal and ragged as Savannah took him into her mouth. He tasted sweet and sweaty mixed into one, and Savannah licked again and again as she tried to get her fill.
Her fingers ran over Elijah’s balls and he groaned loudly, his mouth forming an O-shape as Savannah pleasured him.
Running her mouth along his delicate skin, she gently ran her tongue over the smooth
curves of his swollen head, flicking lightly against his rim. Elijah writhed beneath her, moaning her name and she smiled as she took him into her mouth, pushing him back deep into her throat.
“Jesus Christ!” he exclaimed, grabbing tightly to her hair. Savannah’s nipples hardened
under her dress as she felt Elijah take hold of her in his dominant way. “I want to come inside you!” he gasped, forcing Savannah off his throbbing cock.
Elijah jumped off the couch, his erection solid and pointing towards the ceiling, as his cerulean eyes stared wildly at Savannah as if he wasn’t sure what to make of her.
Savannah raised her eyebrows at him as if to challenge him and she laid back on the couch, spreading her legs to reveal her pink pussy. Elijah pounced on her with the grace of a powerful lion and positioned himself directly above her tight opening. Savannah braced herself for his entry and just before he thrust into her, he pulled away and jumped off the couch again, cursing loudly.
“What is it?” she asked confused.
“What are you doing to me?” he demanded. “Come with me!” he ordered, yanking Savannah upright. He threw on his jeans and Savannah tugged her dress down as Elijah pulled her through the hallway. They burst out onto his back patio and the warm summer air washed over her.
“You need to know everything,” Elijah said in a strangled voice.
“Huh?”
“I can’t fuck you until you understand what I am!”
He tugged her across his manicured lawn until they were smack in the middle of the yard.
Elijah’s face was wild and his hair was sexily disheveled.
“I can’t understand my desire for you, but I know that I need to share everything,” he choked. His eyes were fixated on a spot of nothingness in the yard and Savannah wondered if perhaps he had cracked. Without warning she noticed that the air in front of her was humming lightly and that it looked slightly wavy, as if it were a mirage.
“Elijah?” she asked softly, her voice shaking.
“It’s okay,” he breathed and he stuck his hand forward towards the wavy air. Savannah wanted to scream as his hand disappeared. He stuck his arm out further and inch-by-inch it seemed to disappear.
“Follow me,” he commanded and Savannah realized that he was sticking his hand into
some type of invisible door. She hesitated, but Elijah pulled her through the portal. The air snapped and crackled around her and she found herself on the other side. She faced a large and lush forest that rested beneath an unusually large moon that gave off a blue hue. This forest seemed vaguely familiar. The air hummed and whispered around them and Savannah knew instantly that she was in the presence of magic. She turned towards Elijah, speechless yet full of questions.
Elijah stared at her, his eyes powerful yet pleading. He leaned his head back towards the moon and gave a loud strangled cry that turned into a roar. His body lifted from the ground and he writhed in mid-air as his shape twisted and contorted before he came to rest on the earthen floor.
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