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Holly's Dream Lover Fantasy





Prologue


Holly wasn't quite sure what woke her. All she knew was that one moment she was sound asleep, alone in her queen-sized bed as usual, and the next she was completely awake and absolutely certain that something was wrong. At first she thought maybe she had been startled out of her slumber by the screech of a passing ambulance's siren or perhaps a dog barking outside her window. But that wasn't it. Those sounds were common enough and had never given her this feeling of panic upon waking. This was something else. Something close and personal. And very, very threatening.
Her impulse was to reach over and turn on the bedside table lamp and vanquish her paranoid delusion with just the turn of a switch, but some instinct told her that would be a very big mistake. If she startled a thief she probably wouldn't survive this encounter, especially if she could identify his face.
Unsure what to do she stayed perfectly still, trying to keep her breathing as deep and regular as possible. She didn't know why, but it seemed important to appear like she was still asleep.
Waiting in the dark for something to happen was torture. She became hyperaware of her surroundings. Her white sheets, fresh from the laundry, felt cool and crisp against her skin. The scent of her own strawberry-scented organic shampoo tickled her nose and she remembered that she'd gone to bed with her long, curly hair still damp from the shower.
Most of all she was cognizant of her heart's frantic thump. It sounded unnaturally loud and urgent in the still room, and she thought how odd it would be if she went into cardiac arrest at the age of 29. Of course, if she truly wasn't alone, then a heart attack might just be preferable to the alternative. But she refused to think about that.

Unable to sustain the horrible anticipation a moment longer, Holly opened her eyes just a slit. She'd been half-expecting to see someone standing there, looming over her, but she seemed utterly alone. Nothing out of place. The room was very dark, but her bedside clock illuminated her surroundings enough that she was able to discern the shape of her bureau against the far wall, and the silhouette of her reading lamp on the bedside table. No sign of an intruder and yet something wasn't right. What was it exactly?
Scanning the room, something on the floor caught her eye. The cherry hardwood floors looked black in the moonlight, but the fluffy yellow throw rug next to her bed was quite visible. There was something on it. Something dark which did not belong.
She thought back. Had she left an item of clothing there? She wasn't typically a clean freak, but she rarely left things just lying around either. If she didn't feel like putting something away she had a tendency to throw it in her walk-in closet to deal with later. But she supposed she could have just left her jeans lying there. She had been tired last night. She'd worked late and had fallen into bed after slipping on the lacy pale lilac camisole and matching boy-short panties she was currently wearing.
Squinting her eyes, she tried to make out the exact shape of the item on the floor. It really didn't look like clothing. It looked like a bag or a knapsack of some sort. Could she have brought her camera equipment in here? Didn't seem likely. She usually left everything in her temperature-controlled dark room on the other side of the apartment.
This is ridiculous, she thought to herself. Why am I lying here wondering about what's on my rug, when I could just flip a switch and satisfy my curiosity? She was just about to reach over and turn on the light when something made her freeze. It was the bed. It had shifted, just slightly. She hadn't moved, so there was only one explanation. Someone else was here. On the other side of her bed. Waiting.
Adrenaline shot through her and she closed her eyes tightly again, hoping this was some terrible nightmare brought on by her poor diet and penchant for horror movies. But it wasn't a dark dream. It was happening. Now that she was aware someone was in the room with her she could actually hear his shallow, even breathing.
Trying to think rationally, she attempted to come up with a plan before he got tired of waiting. Were there any weapons nearby? No. Nothing. There was a security bar in the patio door frame on the other side of the room, but she doubted she could reach it before he fell upon her.
If she screamed, would anyone hear her? Yes. She lived on the bottom floor of a quaint turn-of-the-century building in downtown Vancouver. There were thousands of people sleeping and living within shouting distance of her.
But if she screamed, wouldn't he be likely to panic? And maybe hurt her before someone came to her rescue? But the odds were that he was looking to harm her anyway. Why else would he be in her room at night? Better to scream and stand a chance than lie here and wait for him to reveal his sinister purpose for being here.
Drawing in a deep breath, she was just about to unleash an ear-splitting screech when the sound of knocking shattered the silence. It was coming from the front door of her apartment and was followed by a commanding voice.
"Holly Chambers? This is the VPD. We've had a report of a prowler. Please open up and let us check the premises."
The voice shocked her out of her paralysis and into action. She dropped to the floor and was scrambling forward like a startled jackrabbit, intent on putting as much distance between her and the dark form on the bed as possible. She got to her feet and threw open her bedroom door with enough force to send it flying against the wall. She didn't look behind her but she was vaguely aware of movement away from her and towards the patio door. Oh, thank God. He's not going to grab me, was her only thought as she sprinted through her dark apartment towards the front door and, hopefully, salvation.

An hour later, Holly was sitting at her own small kitchen table, watching her tea cup shake as she tried to bring it to her lips without dropping lukewarm Earl Grey down the front of her camisole. After two tries, she set the cup down and crossed her arms over her chest to keep her hands from trembling.
The police officer sitting across from her was watching her with so much concern in his expressive brown eyes that she feared she would burst into tears at any second. He really needed to stop doing that. She was having a hard enough time keeping her emotions together without this gorgeous cop watching her so closely; like he was sincerely worried she was going to freak out at any second.
A big part of her wanted him to leave so she could finally stop pretending she was alright, and indulge in a minor breakdown. But she was also terrified of being alone. How exactly was she going to sleep again? And here of all places. No, she needed to keep him here a little longer. At least until her mother arrived.
If she had met Constable Delgado under different circumstances she would have been wondering if he was actually a stripper in a police officer costume. He was just way too attractive to be a cop. Unfortunately, he didn't seem to be wearing rip-away velcro pants or a vibrating billy club like the cop impersonator she'd seen at her cousin's bachelorette.
This grim-faced giant with the wide chest and chiselled cheekbones was the real deal. After he'd gently removed her from his chest, Officer Delgado had shown her his identification before searching her apartment. He'd even reported his whereabouts on the small radio receiver attached to his collar, just like in the movies.
If this was a typical evening, and they'd met under different circumstances, she'd feel self-conscious about being practically naked in front him. But tonight she wasn't concerned about her lack of makeup or her bed-ravaged hair at all. She was a bit embarrassed at the way she'd launched herself into his arms when she'd finally gotten her apartment door open, but other than that, she just didn't care. These things seemed pretty inconsequential compared with what had happened earlier. Or more to the point, what had almost happened earlier.
Luckily, one of her neighbors had actually noticed someone skulking around behind her apartment. Considering the many homeless people who roamed the West End it was a real miracle someone had bothered to call the police regarding this particular incident. But they had, and for that she was incredibly fortunate.
Judging by the contents of the black bag her intruder had left on the rug in her bedroom, her evening would have ended most unpleasantly if the police hadn't been called. She shuddered to think what that bastard had been planning.
Delgado's partner, Constable Gill, had just left to do yet another sweep of the neighborhood. She didn't know what the older officer was looking for exactly. The intruder must be long gone by now. He was probably out looking for another vi ctim to torture, or perhaps he'd gone back to his creepy lair. She sincerely hoped so anyway.
Delgado had found the large square of glass leaning against her small outdoor barbecue. Apparently, the man who'd breached her fortress of solitude had used glass cutters to silently create a hole in her patio door big enough for a man to crawl through.
After the two officers had searched every corner of her apartment, including her messy closet, they'd been kind enough to find some boards and nail them up over the door. The pounding of the hammer at 3:15 in the morning must have made her neighbors wonder what was going on, but she was grateful for the officer's attempt to make her feel secure in her own home. Though, seriously, she doubted she would ever feel safe again.
"Are you sure you're okay?" Constable Delgado asked for the third time.
She rolled her eyes at him.
His firm lips turned up in a lopsided grin. "Sorry, I keep asking that. But you seem to be taking this all pretty well."
"Just putting up a brave front. After you leave, I plan to go on a major crying jag. It won't be pretty."
"Any idea how long it will take for your mom to get here? Are you sure we can't take you anywhere?"
She looked at the clock on the microwave. "Probably another half hour. She has to drive in from The Valley." Reluctant to let him go, but knowing it was the right thing to do, she contemplated releasing him from any obligation towards her. He had a job to do, and baby-sitting her wasn't part of it. "You can go if you want. I don't want to keep you here. I'm sure you have bad guys to catch." She tried to say this casually, but inside her stomach clenched at the thought of him leaving.
"No, I'll stay until she gets here. The bad guys can wait."
"Thanks. You're very kind. I'd really appreciate it if you stayed, just a few more minutes."
"You know, I have a buddy who installs security systems. Do you want his card? You really shouldn't be staying in a ground floor apartment by yourself at night without one."
Oh, Good Lord. Was he actually going to lecture her now? She hung her head and smoothed her hands over her unruly hair. "I know, I know. You're absolutely right. In hindsight, it seems ridiculous not to have a security system. You can leave your friend's card, but I don't think I'll be staying here anymore."
He raised his eyebrows in surprise. "That bad?"
She rubbed her forehead and then waved her hand in the direction of her bedroom. "Yeah. I really can't imagine getting back in that bed and turning out the lights. Ever. I know nothing really happened, but I'm still scared to death." She shrugged her shoulders and looked up at him, expecting to see him looking uncomfortable at her confession, but instead all she saw was compassion.
He tapped the glass table in front of her to emphasize his words. "Listen, that's normal. Your home was invaded and that guy was bad news. Re ally bad news. Just because you weren't physically harmed doesn't mean you aren't entitled to feel vulnerable. Even traumatized. Give yourself some time. You'll be surprised what you can get over."
He was being so sweet. Were cops always like this? She didn't think so. Constable Delgado looked like your typical testosterone infused tough guy, but he was surprisingly sensitive. Holly eyed him for a moment and took note of his empty ring finger. But she was being stupid. He was just doing his job. Serve and Protect included comforting hysterical females. Not dating them. Especially girls like her who really weren't into sex. Constable Delgado didn't look like the type who would be satisfied with an unresponsive bed partner. In fact, he probably wouldn't tolerate a woman who was anything less than completely enthused about the whole messy, embarrassing business. In other words, he wasn't for her.
"I'm sure you're right, but I still don't think I can go back in there." Tears stung Holly's eyes, but she was determined not to cry in front of him. She didn't know why, but she wanted to seem brave and strong to him. Not the quivering mass of panic she felt like under the surface.
"Hey, no rush. Go stay with your mom if it makes you feel better, but don't let this twisted little bastard chase you out of your home. Just get a security system and maybe have your boyfriend stay over for a few nights until you get comfortable again." He smiled encouragingly at her.
Was he fishing? No. This handsome cop couldn't be trying to determine if she was single or not, could he? The thought was a welcome distraction from her growing dread at being alone again, but in reality, it was highly unlikely that a police officer would be trying to flirt with an almost rape victim. She was just focusing on him to avoid thinking about the contents of the black bag Officer Gill had removed from the premises as evidence.
Besides, what woman wouldn't want a guy with such impeccable timing? He'd swooped in just in time to save her, like some kind of fairy tale white knight. Alright, so maybe he hadn't battled a fire-breathing dragon, but she was pretty sure this particular cop could do some serious damage to a perverted psycho if given the opportunity. And he would look incredibly hot doing so.
"No boyfriend," she said quietly, watching Delgado for a reaction. She didn't get one. His expression remained impassive. She couldn't read him at all.
"Then get someone, a friend or relative, to come stay with you for a while."
"Maybe," she said, noncommittally. The last thing she wanted was to bring a friend or relative into this situation. What if that pervert came back and went after her mom? She couldn't stand it if anything happened to the people she cared about just because she was too freaked out to stay alone.
"Miss Chambers?" He asked, suddenly looking very serious. "I know I've asked this already, but you've had some time to calm down, so I'm hoping maybe you're thinking more clearly now. What I need to know is, do you remember anything about him? Did he say anything? Did you get a sense of his height or weight? Skin color? Anything?"
Holly thought back. She honestly couldn't recall a single detail about the intruder. She had actually shared a bed with this person, and yet she wouldn't know him if he was sitting next to her on The Skytrain or standing in line behind her at the grocery store. That was the unnerving part. He could be anyone. Everywhere she went from this point on; she'd be wondering if he was there. Watching and waiting. Unless he was caught and put away. And how would that happen if she couldn't remember a damn thing about him?
Holly bit her lip and hesitated. "I don't know if this is helpful or not, but I did notice something odd about him."
Delgado leaned forward eagerly and pulled a pen and a small pad of paper from his uniform pocket. "Anything you can come up with would be useful. Right now we've got nothing. Not even a fingerprint. And the forensics team isn't usually called in for home invasions, so we don't have any fibres, or DNA either. So all we have to go on is what you can tell us. So, please, whatever it is, tell me and I'll promise to follow up on it."
She fiddled with the small diamond pendant around her neck. "Well, I know this is going to sound strange, but I'm a bit hypersensitive to smells."
"And you recognized his cologne?" Constable Delgado didn't hide his disappointment very well. He put the pen and paper back in his pocket and folded his muscular arms over his wide chest.
"Well, that's just it. He wasn't wearing any cologne. In fact, he was completely odorless."
Delgado raised an eyebrow. "I don't think I can put out an APB on an unscented perpetrator. Anything else you can remember?"
"You're not getting me. He had no smell. At all. Do you know how unusual that is?"
He looked at her blankly.
Kayla leaned forward over the table and angled her head towards him. "Here. Tell me this. What do you smell?"
Delgado leaned forward over the table and took a tentative sniff. "Strawberries?"
Holly felt his warm, minty breath brush her forehead and closed her eyes in reaction as an unexpected shiver travelled down her spine. "Exactly. My shampoo smells like strawberries. And you use Irish Spring soap and Tide detergent. Plus, you're wearing some kind of spicy deodorant. And don't mention this to your partner, but he needs to lay off the garlic a bit."
He chuckled. "Wow. Good trick. You're like a bloodhound."
Holly didn't mention that she'd given him a really good sniff during the few seconds she'd been in his arms earlier. She usually couldn't tolerate strong scents, but he had smelled heavenly; manly and subtle, like a guy should. It had been a comforting scent at the time, exactly what she'd needed to feel safe and protected. And despite her terror, desire had stirred in the pit of her stomach. Even before she'd had a good look at his face, she'd wanted to breathe that clean, warm scent in and hold it in her lungs. To keep a part of him inside her as a talisman against harm.
"Thanks," she grinned ruefully. Had he just called her a dog? "But my point is that he didn't have even a trace of scent. Nothing. Do you know how rare that is? I mean, you really have to work at it to find unscented products. And they're typically more expensive than the smelly ones. People just aren't accidentally scent free. It's calculated. I think that means that he's sensitive to them himself, or someone close to him can't stand smells at all. What do you think? Is that a good theory? Can you use this at all to catch him?" She looked up at the officer hopefully, but he just stared across at her and rubbed his strong chin thoughtfully.
Holly couldn't help but notice that Delgado was smooth-shaven, but starting to show the dark-shadowed signs of stubble along his jaw-line. He was probably one of those guys who had to shave twice a day to avoid looking unkempt. Idly, she wondered how he would look after a few days in bed. Probably like a very sexy Grizzly Adams. Shocked at the wayward direction of her thoughts, she forced herself to stop thinking about all the delicious ways she would like Constable Delgado to give her whisker burn.
He stopped rubbing his chin and gave her an apologetic look. "I don't really see how. At least not in any official capacity. I suppose if we caught a prowler with a similar M.O. we could check to see if he had a scent allergy or was married to someone with an aversion. But otherwise, I don't see how we could conclusively link him to your case without a more solid lead. Can you think of something else? You're sure he didn't say anything?"
Holly's heart dropped in her chest. She'd never felt such profound disappointment before. She knew her observation wasn't exactly a positive identification, but she still thought it had some merit. She appreciated the cop's honesty, but it would have been nice if he'd allowed her to cling to her deluded belief that she'd provided some useful information. She desperately wanted that horrible man to be put away. The thought that he was out there, probably in a rage at having his plans interrupted, terrified her. Worse, what if he took out his disappointment on someone else? She couldn't even contemplate that idea without feeling panic surge through her body.
She shook her head. "No. He didn't say a word. I don't even know how long he sat there. I just woke up with the feeling that I wasn't alone, and then you were pounding at the door. It all happened so fast. Except for the smell thing, I really don't have any impression of him at all." She laced her fingers together and looked down at her mostly naked lap, trying unsuccessfully not to cry. To her complete mortification, hot tears started running down her cheeks uncontrollably. She whisked them away with the side of her hand, but more just kept coming.
"I'm really sorry," she said, darting a glance at him and then looking away. "I don't even know why I'm crying. I must look like a complete basket case, right? Nothing violent even happened and I'm falling apart." She grabbed one of the paper napkins out of the vintage, diner-style dispenser on the table and began rubbing vigorously at her flushed cheeks.
"Miss Chambers?" He said her name softly to get her attention.
"What?" She said, sounding a bit muffled.
"I don't think you're a basket case. In fact, I think you're pretty damn brave. And I don't think you're falling apart either. What you're feeling is a delayed reaction to the adrenaline spike from earlier. It's completely normal and you shouldn't be apologizing for being upset." His tone turned dark and threatening, like he could barely contain his rage. "That dick-head who snuck into your home in the middle of the night is the one that should be sorry. Really sorry. Not you."
She looked up at him, and was shocked at his intense expression. He suddenly resembled an avenging angel, bent on the ultimate destruction of all adversaries, not a seasoned cop doing his job. Until this second, he had been sweet and kind, but detached. A real professional. For just an instant, she got a glimpse at what was actually going on behind those gorgeous brown eyes, and she felt a completely inappropriate thrill go through her again. This guy was kind of scary, but in the sexiest way imaginable.
Then he got control of himself and his expression became placid again.
"Like I said before," Delgado said, his professional tone back in place. "You've had a rough night, and you shouldn't beat yourself up just because something awful DIDN'T happen. That really is basket case talk. So give yourself a break and cry if you want to."
He looked like he was about to say more, when Holly's front door burst open and her mother, Emma Chambers, rushed into the apartment, with Constable Gill following in her wake.
Mrs. Chambers embraced Holly while simultaneously admonishing her once again for living in "this Godless cesspool of a city." She glared at the two police officers over Holly's head. "Well? What are you two Keystone Cops doing exactly?" She pointed at Constable Gill with one gem-encrusted hand. "This one is outside, dumpster diving like some kind of fool, and the other one is in here, drinking tea with my indecently dressed daughter." To drive home her point, Mrs. Chambers grabbed a tea towel from the nearby stove's handle and wrapped it around the front of Holly's body, attempting to cover up her daughter's ample cleavage.
"Would it be asking too much for you to be doing something useful? Like, I don't know, catching the psycho who came in here and assaulted my child?"
Holly groaned. Her mom had a tendency to get antagonistic when she was upset. And being called in the middle of the night and being informed that her daughter needed her would definitely bring out all of her protective instincts. Holly loved her, but she really couldn't see how criticizing the police would help this situation. Her mother was just going to alienate the only people who actually gave a damn about finding the man who had invaded her home. If she kept this up, her mother would be lucky to avoid spending the night in jail herself.

Instead of annoyance, Holly was shocked to see a look of amusement pass between the two officers. They weren't offended at all. She sincerely hoped that her mother didn't see that amused glance. Mrs. Chambers had very little sense of humor to begin with. If she thought these men weren't taking her seriously, she'd have one or both of their badges by morning. Or at least she'd try, rather than focusing on the fact that her daughter had very nearly been seriously hurt.
"It's okay, Mom." Holly said, attempting to placate her mom before she went into a complete tailspin. "I asked Constable Delgado to stay with me, and I'm sure Constable Gill was just doing a thorough search of the area. Not dumpster diving." The eye roll she sent Constable Gill made the older cop grin, but he was quick to cover it up.
Holly's mom took a step back from Holly and gave her a doubtful look. She was just going to start arguing when Constable Delgado stepped forward.
"Mrs. Chambers?" He continued when she nodded haughtily, confirming that she shared her daughter's surname. "I can assure you that Constable Gill and I will do our very best to find the man who did this. In fact, tracking him down will be our number one priority. So, please, take your daughter with you and we'll keep her informed of our progress. Rest assured, we'll do everything in our power to keep her safe once she returns."
Both Holly and Constable Gill gaped at him. Officer Delgado spoke calmly enough, but clearly he had gone off the rails. He'd practically promised to be her personal bodyguard once she returned to the city. Not exactly standard operating procedure under the current circumstances.
Mrs. Chambers looked Constable Delgado up and down, assessing him for any sign of weakness, but something about his sincerity and genuine concern for Holly stopped her from going off on her usual tirade. Instead, she smiled at Delgado and nodded approvingly. He met her direct gaze without wavering.
"Well, I would hope so." Mrs. Chambers said, gesturing at Holly to get up. "Now, unless you fine officers need more from us, we're going to return to the suburbs where people can sleep safely without worrying about raving lunatics invading their homes. I trust that Holland gave you our contact information?" She raised one finely arched eyebrow at Delgado as she walked imperiously towards the hallway leading to the front door of Holly's apartment. She didn't even look back to see if Holly complied. She was that confident that her daughter would do exactly as she'd ordered.
Holly obediently slid off her bar stool and followed her mother towards the door, holding the tea towel against her chest. Usually, she would rage against her mother's domineering attitude, but tonight it was almost comforting. She could just sit back and let her mom take over. And her mom would gladly take charge of everything. Well, everything except Holly's complete terror. That was hers alone.
Holly paused by the door long enough to grab a long trench-coat out of the hallway closet. Delgado had been following her out of the kitchen and he gently took the dark garment from her hand. Almost tenderly, he turned her away from him and then held up the coat so Holly could tunnel her arms into the sleeves. She held her breath as he reached into the coat collar to scoop out her long chestnut hair and drape it down her back. His touch was casual, almost perfunctory, but it still made her knees go weak.
Standing in front of him, Holly became aware of his size and heat against her back. He towered over her and she remembered how wonderful it had felt to be cradled against his hard chest earlier that evening. She fought the impulse to lean back against him and take solace in his big, hard body. But as much as she wanted to touch him, he wasn't hers and it would just make him uncomfortable. She had already done enough damage to her dignity tonight. Pawing him in the foyer of her apartment while her mother and his partner waited at the elevator would just make her look desperate and more than a little pathetic.
She was just about to put some distance between them when his large hands closed on her shoulders and he leaned forward to speak directly into her ear. "Holly. You're going to be okay. I promise. Alright?"
She closed her eyes and nearly collapsed against him. His breath tickled the loose curls at her temple for a moment and then he moved away, leaning down to pick up the small bag she had packed earlier to take to her mom's place. He brushed past her and looked back at her expectantly, obviously waiting for her to lock the door so they could leave.
As much as she wanted to do that, her senses were on overload and she couldn't move. Was it completely crazy that she was so turned on by this cop? Especially considering the situation? She was suddenly so aroused that she felt she could gladly return to her room and her bed if only he would join her there, preferably without his uniform. But this was neither the time nor the place to be suggesting a one night stand. So, she grabbed her keys from the bowl on the hallway table and was just about to follow him into the hallway when a thought occurred to her.
"What if I don't? You know. Get over this?" She murmured, looking up at him.
He smiled tenderly down at her. "You will."
"How can you know that?" Eyes wide, she gestured towards her room. "What if I never get another good night's sleep?"
"And what if we catch this guy? And you never have to worry about this again?"
"Do you think that's possible?"
He leaned down and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear in a gesture that was completely unprofessional and totally hot. "Yes, I do. Now, Harpinder and I have an evening of dumpster diving ahead of us, so lets get you out to your mom's car, so we can find this odorless little worm, okay?" He smiled down at her and stepped back to give her room to close the door after them.
Despite her horrible night, the corner of Holly's lips lifted in an unsteady smile. Feeling bold, she impulsively reached out and touched his hand. "Thanks for being so great tonight. I hope you do find him."
As her fingers slid over the bare skin of his knuckles, she felt a pleasant jolt of electricity flow through her body. It started in her fingertips, but ended deep, deep between her thighs. It would have been delightful if she hadn't caught his horrified expression at her touch. He looked like she'd just touched him with something nasty rather than her pale, shaky hand. He backed away from her with a muttered, "Just doing my job, Miss." Then he followed his partner and Mrs. Chambers toward the elevator without another word or glance.
Holly felt tears gathering once again. It would appear that she'd stepped over some kind of line. It hardly mattered. She probably wouldn't see the handsome cop again. But for some reason that just made this whole situation that much worse. Not only had she nearly been tortured and raped, she'd also been rejected by the first interesting guy she'd met in a very long time.
Tightening the belt on her trench, she thought perhaps it was for the best. She wanted to put this night behind her. Dating the hot cop would be a constant reminder of what had very nearly happened to her tonight and that was the last thing she needed. If she had her way, she would put this night behind her and never, ever think of it again. She only hoped that was possible.
Surreptitiously wiping her cheeks for any errant tears, she turned her back to her companions and locked the door, wondering idly if she'd ever be able to return here and feel safe again. At this moment, it didn't seem likely. She was the victim of a crime that hadn't actually happened. And how was she supposed to deal with that exactly?



Chapter One


Three Months Later…
" Forgive me for asking, but what was in the bag?" Miss Bright asked, eyeing Holly over the rims of her glasses.
They were sitting in the one of the ostentatious private offices at Delta of Venus Inc., and Holly had never felt so intimidated in her life. She came from an upper middle class background, and had encountered truly wealthy people at art exhibits and charity functions, but this office space looked like Donald Trump would be comfortable lounging behind the desk. Everywhere she looked was marble, glass and stainless steel. It wasn't a warm place, but it was impressive.
The cool blonde woman sitting across from her was equally impressive. With just an arched eyebrow and a chilly smile, the Vice President of D.O.V. Inc., made Holly feel like a complete frump-a-dump in her loose jeans and oversized fisherman's sweater. Obviously, she should have dressed up for this meeting, but it had never occurred to her that an appointment with a representative from a female fantasy fulfillment agency would feel so much like a job interview for a position that was way out of her league.
"Well," Holly said, looking down at her lap. "I was only able to glance at the contents while the officers searched the bedroom, but there was a box of condoms, two sets of handcuffs, a blindfold, and some rope. And a very large knife." There was also a huge black spiked dildo in there, but she wasn't going to tell this stranger about that.

Miss Bright went a shade or two paler as Holly recited her list. "My goodness," she said, adjusting her glasses. "That's awful. No wonder you've been plagued with anxiety. It sounds like you narrowly escaped every woman's worst nightmare."
Holly glanced up and away nervously. "I did, and I'm so grateful for that. You have no idea. I can't even contemplate how actual rape survivors are able to move on with their lives. But for whatever reason, I didn't get away completely unscathed. Things have been, well, strange, ever since that night."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, the obvious stuff. I have trouble sleeping. My appetite has disappeared completely. I'm nervous all the time. I can't focus on work or anything anymore. Books, movies, basic conversation. I'm just not myself. And it's not getting better." The dark circles under Holly's pale blue eyes and the way her clothes hung on her frail frame gave testament to her words, but she was having trouble revealing the other disturbing side-effect of that night. The one that had brought her here.
"I'm sorry, Miss Chambers. I don't understand. Surely a therapist would be more helpful with your particular situation."
"I've tried that. And it really hasn't helped. Talking about it and all my feelings of guilt and fear just seem to make it worse. I have, well, nightmares I guess you'd call them."
"Guilt? Why on Earth would you feel guilty?"
"Well, unfortunately, two other women in my neighborhood haven't been so lucky. It’s been in the news. Last month another woman was raped. It was another home invasion. Same circumstances. And last week it happened again. This time she was badly beaten." Holly felt uncontrollable panic rising in her chest but somehow managed to keep her voice even and detached.
Miss Bright just stared at her client for a long time. When she spoke, her voice had lost that distinctive clipped tone that made her sound more machine than human being. "Holly. I'm really sorry, but I don't think we can help you. What you need is some kind of Post Traumatic Stress treatment. D.O.V. Inc., is for entertainment purposes only. Our Scene Facilitators are very talented at helping women work through their sexual issues, but this is way beyond their abilities. They might aggravate your condition. We can't risk that. You've been through enough." She shook her head decisively and folded her hands on her desk. "I apologize, sincerely, but we're unable to meet your needs. Thank you for coming. I really hope you find what you're looking for." She stood up from her desk, indicating that their consultation was over; when she noticed that Holly was blushing profusely.
Miss Bright sat back down. "Miss Chambers? What aren't you telling me?"
Holly leaned forward and placed her elbows on the edge of the massive marble-topped desk. Then she covered her flaming face with her hands. "Well. There's another side effect that I haven't mentioned."
If Holly hadn't covered her eyes she would have seen the expression of genuine concern which flashed across Miss Bright's face. But it was gone quickly and then the cool mask slid smoothly back into place. "Miss Chambers? I can't help you unless you tell me why you're really here."
"Oh God. You're going to think I'm the most twisted woman you've ever met."
"I sincerely doubt that." Miss Bright said dryly. "Just tell me."

Holly hesitated, and then let loose her confession in a wailed rush. "Those nightmares I mentioned. Well, they're not always scary. In fact, they're sometimes amazing. Every single night I dream about the same thing. Him. Coming into my room. But every once in awhile it's not that horrible man. It's someone else. And he doesn't hurt me."
Miss Bright arched one finely-drawn eyebrow at Holly's evasiveness. "What does he do?"
Holly lowered her voice to a low whisper. "He makes love to me. It sounds so ridiculously corny, but that's exactly what he does. He's forceful and demanding, but in those dreams I love every wonderful, kinky thing he makes me do. Things that I've never even thought about before."
Miss Bright primly folded her hands in front of her again and gave Holly an encouraging nod. "Well, that doesn't seem like a problem. Many women would be thrilled with that particular type of nightmare."
Holly shook her head in denial. "You don't understand. Every night I go to bed not knowing if I'm going to wake up screaming in terror or in pleasure. So, I rarely sleep more than an hour or two a night. I don't want this. I need things to go back to normal and it's just not happening. It's been months and I live my life either scared out of my mind, or hornier than a fourteen year old boy living next door to the Playboy Mansion. It's awful."
"What does your therapist say?"
"Well, she thinks that everyone reacts differently to trauma, but for whatever reason, I'm not recovering as I should. Even though what actually happened was quite minor, I can't seem to move past it. Which is why my subconscious mind is coping with all of this by trying to take my fear of what could have happened that night away and giving it a wildly positive outcome. So, instead of my dreams culminating in the worst case scenario, which would be normal, it's inconsistently fabricating an incredible sexual fantasy in order to compensate for my inability to get over what happened."
"Wow." Miss Bright exclaimed, uncharacteristically thrown by Holly's explanation.
"Yeah. I know. Twisted, right?"
"Your therapist hasn't prescribed something?"
"Nothing works. Believe me, if I could take a magical pill to suppress these dreams, I would."
"I still don't quite understand what you would like us to do about your problem."
"Well, this is going to sound odd now, but it seemed brilliant yesterday when I found your card. Of course I am sleep deprived so I may be deluding myself."
"You found our card? You mean, another female acquaintance didn't refer you to us?"
"No. I was sitting at the coffee shop in the front of my building, trying not to fall asleep at my laptop, when I noticed your card sticking out of my cup sleeve. Someone slipped it to me, I guess. The place was crowded, so I have no idea where it came from. I thought it was some kind of coffee promotion at first. A new flavor maybe. But I asked the barista and she had no idea what I was talking about." Holly shrugged and noted that Miss Bright was frowning at this explanation. "You don't usually advertise this way?"
"I should say not. We operate almost exclusively through word-of-mouth. Previous clients recommend us. We don't even have a website."
"Then where did this card come from?"
"I can assure you that I have no idea. Several years ago, our founder was distributing them at his discretion, but he's currently out of town. On his honeymoon actually. And to my knowledge he almost never hands them out anymore."
"That's very mysterious."
"Yes, but irrelevant to your situation. Perhaps you can explain what exactly seemed so brilliant yesterday?"
"Well, I thought. What if I quit fighting my subconscious? Instead of trying to avoid and suppress the dreams, why don't I orchestrate some kind of re-enactment that really embraces what my subconscious is trying to tell me? I mean, logically I know I'm safe and the man who invaded my home is unlikely to return. I'm not in any danger and yet I live in paralyzing fear most of the time. Whatever I do, the facts of my situation aren't sinking in. Maybe my subconscious can break through where my conscious mind can't. So, I'm thinking, what if we staged a home invasion fantasy that closely resembles the sex dreams my subconscious is sending me. A sort of shock therapy. What do you think?" Holly looked up at Miss Bright hopefully, but wasn't entirely surprised to see that the blonde executive's expression indicated she was adamantly opposed to Holly's proposal.
"Miss Chambers, I think this is a very bad idea. Do you actually think you'd be able to go through with this? Imagine yourself, lying in your bed, waiting for your Scene Facilitator to sneak into your room. Into your bed. Will you be able to lie there without succumbing to your fear? I very much doubt it. No one who's been in your situation could. Don't you see that?"
"What I see is that I don't have a lot of options. I either try this, or continue living in fear. And honestly, I don't know how much longer I can survive on adrenaline and caffeine. So, really, what do I have to lose exactly? Except $10,000 and a bit more of my mind?"
Miss Bright pursed her lips and tapped a pen against the green folder on her desk. "I'm sorry, Miss Chambers. I'm still not sure about this, but perhaps if we discussed the parameters of what you expect, then I'll have a better idea of what we're dealing with."
"Okay," Holly said tentatively. "What did you need to know?"
Miss Bright opened the folder and looked at the first page of the document. "Well, according to your application, you want a 'large, dominant man to invade your home in the middle of the night and force you to have sex with him.' Now, when you say 'force' I'm assuming you don't actually mean 'simulate a rape,' because none of our Scene Facilitators would be willing to participate in such an act. This would be strictly against our mandate which is about celebrating and empowering women. If you actually meant, 'rough sex' then we may be able to accommodate you."
"What's the difference?"
"Well, rough sex entails some forceful behavior on the part of the dominant partner, but it's usually understood that both parties are enthusiastic participants in the sexual act. Rape is about taking something that is not freely given. Demeaning that person and taking away their power."
Holly paused. "So, it sounds like you've had this kind of request before."
Miss Bright chuckled. "I can safely say that we've had just about every request you can imagine. And the rape fantasy is actually pretty common. Women sometimes want to indulge in some of the kinkier aspects of sexual relations, but want to be 'forced' so they don't have to take responsibility for their appetites."
"I don't see what the problem is then."
"The problem is that our SFs will not inflict severe physical or emotional pain on our clients. Some minor BDSM pleasure pain is acceptable, even desirable, but traumatizing a woman, even if that is her particular desire, will never be condoned by anyone at Delta of Venus, Inc. And in your case, I think re-living that night could do some significant harm to your already delicate emotional state."
Holly held out her hands in front of her in supplication. "Listen, trust me, I do not want any further trauma. I'm looking for a cure. And I really think this is the only way I'm going to get over this. Isn't that what your company is about? Empowerment? I realize that I'm taking unconventional steps to fix myself but I'm also taking action and having sex on my own terms. Personally, I think you should be applauding my approach rather than fighting me on this. Besides, is it really your place to decide if my fantasy is in my best interest or not?"
Miss Bright raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised at Holly's spunk. "Usually I would agree with you, Miss Chambers. We provide a service here and usually I would not dream of interfering with the integrity of your vision, but to be frank, I don't think you're in a rational state of mind right now. And I can't, in good conscience, take advantage of you when you are clearly not operating at your full mental capacity."
Holly couldn't even argue with Miss Bright. She was absolutely right. Holly was feeling more than a little off kilter since that terrible night, but she honestly felt like this was her only chance to recover. If this harebrained scheme didn't work then she was going to have to move, and that was her absolute last resort.
She loved her apartment. Not only was it adorable, it was also a steal. She had somehow lucked out and found the last reasonably priced apartment in Vancouver. It was a co-op building, so her rent was greatly reduced. Anything comparable in the area would most likely cost double or even triple the price, which she really couldn't afford. Or she'd be forced to move outside the city which meant either purchasing a car or taking all of her very expensive camera equipment on the Skytrain. Neither option appealed to her, and there really wasn't any guarantee that the dream wouldn't follow her to her new home. She'd had the nightmare while staying at her mom's, so it was entirely possible that geography had no influence over her subconscious. No, she definitely needed to take drastic measures before abandoning her home.
"I'm willing to sign a waiver, declaring that your company is not responsible for any repercussions that occur from enacting my dreams. Isn't that enough?" Holly glared at Miss Bright, willing her to back down and comply with her wishes. She was completely shocked when the woman actually dropped her eyes and began scanning the file again.
"Alright, Miss Chambers, if this is what you really want. But first, tell me this, how do you imagine your Scene Facilitator approaching you? Should he pose as a threatening stranger who roughly restrains you, and then takes you without any kind of preamble? Or did you imagine something more sensual? Perhaps a scenario where he pretends to be your lover, and surprises you in the middle of the night? Would something like that satisfy your requirements?"
Holly shook her head vehemently. "No, as much as I would prefer the kinky imaginary boyfriend route, I don't think that will help banish the dreams. It has to be as close to my nightmare as possible. And that means anonymous and vaguely scary."
Miss Bright leaned back in her throne-like chair and crossed her elegant arms over her chest. "Perhaps if you described the dream? Maybe that will give me some idea what you're looking for."
Holly held up her chin and ignored the heat that flared in her cheeks again at the thought of discussing her fantasy with Miss Bright. As mortifying as this discussion was, she didn't really see how she was going to avoid talking about this if she wanted to make her twisted fantasy a reality.
"Well," she said softly, looking down at the hem of her sweater, she began fiddling with a loose thread as a distraction. "I don't know what your dreams are like, but I don't actually know where it begins or ends. I'm just unconscious and then all of a sudden I'm in the middle of this situation. Most nights, someone is there, in the room with me, and they're hurting me. Holding me down and doing terrible things to me. Saying awful, ugly things and threatening to do worse if I don't shut up. But sometimes it's completely different. Someone is there, yes, but he doesn't want to hurt me. He wants to worship me."
Holly glanced up at Miss Bright and watche d her expression, waiting to see doubt there on her face, but instead she s aw complete indifference. This woman doesn't care, Holly thought to herself, but she's not judging me either. For some reason, that distinction g ave Holly the courage to continue her description.
"He shackles my hands to the headboard, and blindfolds me, but he does it all so gently. I fight him a little, but he's so powerful that it's quite clear that I'm completely at his mercy. Once he has me restrained, he begins kissing me. Everywhere. I mean, every square inch of my body. And as he does this he's talking softly to me. Saying these dirty, wonderful things to me. Telling me how gorgeous I am, and how much he wants me. How desperate he is for me."
Holly grinned at this. "I know it seems ridiculous that anyone would say those things to me, but in the dream I feel beautiful and sexy. He makes me feel that way. Like a goddess."
Miss Bright looks at her blankly for a moment. "Why is that ridiculous? You've never had a man tell you that you're desirable before?"
Holly rolled her eyes. "Well, yes. But you know men. They'll say anything to get laid."
"Maybe so, but that doesn't mean it's not true."
Holly gestured down at her plain clothing and ran a hand through her slicked-back hair. "C'mon. I'm no man's fantasy. I look like I haven't slept in weeks, and even before this happened, men weren't exactly panting after me. I'm twenty nine years old and I've only had three boyfriends. No one is mistaking me for a supermodel, believe me. But I'm okay with being plain. At least I was until this dream man came along and made me feel like I was missing out on something more."
Miss Bright shook her head in disbelief. "I have no idea how so many intelligent women are deluded into believing they're plain just because they aren't emaciated giants from the pages of Vogue. You, Miss Chamber, look like you could use a good long rest, and possibly a few good meals, but other than that, you're quite lovely. If the three men you had the misfortune to date neglected to convince you of that, then they were imbeciles."
Holly gaped at Miss Bright in shock, clearly surprised at her passion. "My boyfriends didn't convince me I was plain. My mirror did."
"Then your mirror is clearly of the fun-house variety." Miss Bright said, her voice completely deadpan.
Holly couldn't help it. A bark of laughter escaped her. Probably the first genuine laugh she'd uttered in months. It felt amazingly good. "Fun-house? Really?"
Miss Bright looked disgruntled. "Well, you have no idea how frustrating it is. Women come here. We're talking about incredibly smart and beautiful women of distinctive taste and charm, and yet they're worried that their SFs won't be attracted to them because they're too short, too old, too fat, too skinny, too something. I try very hard not to lose my temper with them but it's extremely difficult. The men who work here are paid a great deal of money to make our clients feel beautiful and yet they are so determined to believe they're undesirable. And the fact that they are paying for their fantasy just seems to undermine their confidence further."
"I had no idea."
"Forgive me, Miss Chambers. I should not be discussing this with you. But if one more client postpones their appointment because they want to get plastic surgery or a full body wax first, or they want to book extra personal training sessions so they can lose five more unnecessary pounds, I am going to start issuing refunds, and that is not something I do lightly."
Holly tried not to grin at the blonde executive's threatening tone. She had clearly hit a nerve. "So, your, uh, guys, they don't complain when they're set up with an average woman?"
"Certainly not. Like most men, they appreciate variety. If they were only interested in pursuing sexual relationships with 22-year-old bikini models, then they are in the wrong business. Besides, most men don't require the same strict standards of attractiveness that women impose upon themselves. And the men who work for Delta of Venus, Inc., appreciate feminine beauty in all its forms. Now, getting back to your fantasy. What happens after he kisses you and verbally titillates you?"
Verbally titillates? Oh yes, the dirty talk. "Well, then he makes me, uh, kiss him. Down there." Holly pointed down at her own crotch.
"He makes you perform or al sex? While you’ re restrained? So he straddles your chest and you fellate him?"
"Umm… Yes." God. Fellate sound ed so clinical and weird. Could Holly do that to a stranger? In the dream it had felt so sexy to give up control and do exactly what her dream lover demanded. But in reality, she thought maybe she would feel awkward performing that particular act with someone she would never see.
"And you would like to include this in your fantasy?"
Holly hesitated. To be honest, she wasn't too sure about this part. But if she wanted to be true to the dream then she didn't have much choice. She nodded in response to Miss Bright's question.
"And then?" Miss Bright prompted.
"Well, in the dream, he somehow manages to flip me over and then he takes me from behind. Hard and fast."
"Anally?"
"No." Holly nearly shouted. "He just props me up on some pillows and takes me. It's unbelievably hot and he makes me, uh, climax over and over again, before he finally, well, you know."
"Has his own orgasm?"
"Yes."
"And then he sneaks back out and you're cured?"
"Something like that."
"Hmmm…Miss Chambers. Tell me this. What does your fantasy man look like?"
The image of Constable Delgado's face flashed into Holly's mind, but she hadn't heard from him since that night. All contact she'd had with the Vancouver Police has been through his partner, Constable Gill. But it was still Delgado's face and body she imposed on her dream lover.
Sitting across from Miss Bright, she could easily imagine the hot cop's silky dark hair sliding across her skin, his large hands caressing her curves, his firm lips teasing her nipples and his tongue delving between her moist folds. In her darkest, most fevered fantasies, it was always him.
It took some effort to return Holly's attention to the conversation at hand. "Does it really matter? I'll never see his face. He could look like Shrek and I'd never know."
Miss Bright's lips twisted up in a half-smile. "Is that part of your fantasy? You'd like your intruder to be a green ogre? Because we could arrange it."
Holly gasped. "No. Of course not. Who would want to have sex with an ogre?"
"You'd be surprised. There are some women out there who are obsessed with that Lord of the Rings Trilogy. But seriously, looks don't matter at all?"
Holly hesitated. Did it really matter? Probably not, but she would enjoy this a lot more if she believed that her dream lover didn't resemble a monster. "I guess he should be well-built and not too hairy."
Miss Bright made some notes on Holly's application. "That's it? I must say that is the least detail a client has ever given me. Usually they have an extensive list of required physical attributes for their SF. Everything from eye color to shoe size."
Holly rubbed her forehead with the heel of her hand. She was getting a headache. Sleep deprivation was making her irritable and impatient. She desperately wanted Miss Bright to just get on with this. She couldn't wait to return to her normal, boring life, without wild sex dreams or nightmares plaguing her every night. Was that too much to ask without this interrogation?
"I supposed if I was actually doing this for my own sexual gratification, then his looks would matter. But I'm really just here to exorcise a demon, not fulfill some kind of weird fantasy."
"Why not?"
"What do you mean?’ Why not?' I told you why I'm doing this."
"Well, yes, but why can't we combine your purpose with some real pleasure? You must have had some kind of fantasy life before all this happened. All women have a secret desire they've always wanted to play out. Perhaps this is an opportunity to experience yours?"
Holly looked at her blankly.
Miss Bright's eyes widened. "You mean, you've never had a sexual fantasy before?"
Holly just shrugged. "What can I say? I'm just not a very sexual person. Now, can we get back to my purpose for being here?"
Miss Bright sighed. "If you insist, but are you sure you don't want to modify your scenario a bit? Maybe add another intruder to spice things up? Male or female?" Holly shook her head vehemently at this suggestion. "Or, I know, how about a movie re-enactment? We could do the 9 1/2 weeks refrigerator scene. You could remain blindfolded throughout the whole thing, just like Kim Basinger's character. How about something like that?" She looked at Holly expectantly.
Against her better judgment, Holly considered Miss Bright's proposal for a second. That scene had been pretty sexy. If she was honest with herself she felt intrigued by the notion of reliving it. But being fed random items out of her refrigerator by her dream man was too much of a departure from that horrible night. As much as she would like to explore her sensuality at some point in her life, it would have to wait until she was psychologically stable again. Which meant sticking to the scenario she'd already described. And hopefully she could do some exploring with a lover rather than a paid stranger someday. Once again, she thought of Constable Delgado, but then pushed his image away.
"I know you're just trying to help, but none of that's necessary. Just a home invasion, and some mildly rough sex. And then a swift departure. No fuss, no muss."
"And you wish to be blindfolded throughout the whole scenario?"
"Yes."
"Alright, but that seems a bit of a shame. Our SFs work very hard on their bodies. It's one of our requirements. So, I can't help but think you're being short-changed in some way. You are a photographer, aren't you? It seems odd to me that you would deprive yourself of this visual experience."
"As I said before, this isn't about my pleasure."
"So you keep saying. But it almost seems like you're purposely trying to make this as un pleasant as possible. Like you're punishing yourself on some level. Why is that?"
Holly looked down at her lap again. The truth was that she wasn't anticipating anything remotely pleasurable about this encounter. Or any encounter for that matter. At best, her previous sexual experiences could only be described as mildly pleasant. At worst, they had been unspeakably awkward, confusing and boring. She didn't really see how this unnatural situation would be any different. Until recently, she had believed she was frigid. Had even accepted it. Not everyone was wired the same, and she was just missing a sex drive. No big deal. People functioned with much more serious impairments and she really didn't feel an overwhelming need to solve her embarrassing problem.
Then the dreams had begun and she had discovered that a small, dark part of her was far from sexually unresponsive. Her problem was not physiological as she'd always believed. She was completely shocked to find that somewhere inside her there lurked an insatiable woman who wasn't even remotely afraid to take pleasure in all its shocking forms. A multi-orgasmic temptress with a lot of lost time to make up for.
On some level, she had hoped that the dream had somehow awakened her sexually. As an experiment, she had met up with Sam, an ex-boyfriend, a few weeks ago and had attempted to invoke that uninhibited side of her personality. They had broken up two years earlier mostly due to her disinterest in sex. Now that she was willing to put in some real effort he had been delighted at the opportunity to demonstrate his prowess once again.
Needless to say, it had been a disaster. Not only was she unable to achieve orgasm, she was completely unmoved by him and his unrelenting attempts to awaken her body to pleasure. Evidently, Holly's sexy doppelganger only seemed to take hold when she was asleep.
It wasn't even his fault. Sam wasn't a brute who used women's bodies without thought to their enjoyment. He prided himself on being a tender, patient and selfless lover. She couldn't even complain about him physically. A competitive cyclist, his body was sinewy and toned to perfection. Even better, he genuinely cared about her and made it very clear that he wanted more from her than just a trophy orgasm to prove that he was a real man. He wanted her to experience pleasure and he wanted to be the one to give it to her.
After 45 minutes of erotic massage, followed by another 20 minutes with Sam's face buried between her thighs, Holly had put a stop to his enthusiastic ministrations. He and his raging hard-on had left without a backward glance. So much for her theory regarding the dream being the catalyst for her sexual awakening.
Evidently, Sam's civilized approach to sex hadn't been what she needed. In the dream the foreplay had been extensive but the sex itself had bordered on primitive. On some level, she feared that animalistic element was what was missing from her previous sexual encounters.
She wished she'd never discovered this about herself. It was unnerving to find out that she wasn't who she thought she was. In her mind, she was a simple person. Kind, funny, and maybe a tad prudish. But apparently there was another side to her that she'd never suspected. Never wanted. And it was all the fault of that horrible man. If he hadn't invaded her home and her mind, she would have been content to live her average life with a dormant libido. Instead, here she was, at a fantasy fulfillment agency, arguing with this woman about what she needed from her male prostitute.
"Miss Bright, I appreciate your concern for my psyche." Holly's tone was sincere but impatient. "I really do, but I assure you I am not trying to punish myself. I just think the extra bells and whistles would be wasted on me. All I need is a man to sneak into my home and have his wicked way with me. No extra players. No movie props. No contortionist positions. Just a man. Now, is this possible? Or am I wasting my time here?"
Miss Bright pursed her lips and gave a disdainful little sniff. "Very well then. Far be it from me to encourage you to get the most from your fantasy." She turned the page of the document in the green folder. "Now, I understand that you are disease free and on the pill. And you are willing to refrain from any sexual activity until your scenario is complete. Is that correct?"
Holly nodded. Refraining from sex really wasn't a problem for her. She felt a little confused by Miss Bright's change in attitude though. One moment she seemed genuinely concerned for Holly's well-being and the next she was all business. It was almost impossible to keep up with this woman.
"And you'd like the entire scene to occur in the dark, so filming would not be required?"
"No filming!" Holly squeaked, imagining her mother's reaction if this ended up on the internet.
"That's probably wise. We do occasionally use infrared, but with mixed results. Everyone looks a bit like an alien, which gives the footage a cartoonish quality. Not exactly sexy." Miss Bright said with a small smile.
Holly didn't return the smile. She was feeling too overwhelmed to respond. What kind of fantasy demanded infrared technology exactly? This was sounding more and more like a covert surveillance operation, rather than a harmless little therapeutic sex scene.
"Now, we have your check and the code for your security system. And you'll leave your spare set of apartment keys with the barista at the coffee shop off the lobby of your building, correct?"
Holly nodded. "Yes. Her name is Emily. She's a friend and will be there until midnight. That's when her shift ends."
Miss Bright made a notation on Holly's application. "Are you sure you don't want him to come through the patio door as your original prowler did?"
Holly shook her head. "I don't really think I could handle that. Besides my neighbors are still on alert. Most of them are seniors and if they saw a strange man sneaking in through the glass door again, they'd probably break the front door down with their walkers. And that could be embarrassing for everyone involved. I'd rather not explain to them that I hired some random stranger to re-enact my home invasion."
Miss Bright gave her a sympathetic look. "Sounds like you have some good friends in your building. You're lucky. This city can be very anonymous."
"Yes. I'm very fortunate. Now, is there anything else you need? Are we good to go?"
Miss Bright looked doubtfully down at the mostly empty application form. "I suppose. If you're sure you don't have any other requirements for your SF? Wardrobe or physical attributes?" She raised an eyebrow on the word 'attributes' as if challenging Holly to request a man with a micro-penis.
Holly really didn't give a damn about his attributes. She did, however, think about requesting the he refrain from wearing cologne. Most strong artificial or chemical smells caused her to have a very unattractive reaction. Sneezing and coughing throughout her home invasion fantasy probably wouldn't set the sexy mood. But since she was feeling self-conscious enough without bringing her freaky super-sniffer into this situation, she decided not to mention it.
"I do have one request. I know this is a little odd, but since I won't be seeing him and my hands will be tied at least through most of it, I'm wondering if maybe I could request that he have a deep voice?" Holly flushed and craned forward in her chair to get a better look at the document Miss Bright was making notes on. "But it's not really a requirement. I mean, the man in the dream had a deep, raspy voice, but I know that must be difficult to come by. And I don't think it'll really matter."
"Actually, we do have one SF who does a fairly accurate Batman impression. The Christian Bale version. Not the Adam West one."
"That's a relief. Can't quite imagine Adam West talking dirty." Holly gave a little shudder. "That would be very disturbing. But I think I'll pass on the Christian Bale version too. He sounds a bit like he has a particularly phlegmy head cold in those movies. Just forget I mentioned it. If you have a guy with an authentic, non-crazy sounding, deep voice, then that would be my preference. But don't go to any trouble."
Miss Bright set her silver fountain pen down and gave Holly a severe look. "Miss Chambers, it's my job to go to any length of trouble to ensure your satisfaction, so please don't worry about inconveniencing me. I will find you an SF with the voice of a very butch angel if that's what you require."
"I appreciate that, but as long as he doesn't sound like Pee Wee Herman, I'll be fine with it. Now, are we set for next Thursday night then?"
Miss Bright closed the green folder and stood up, walking around the desk until she was directly in front of Holly. "Yes. I believe we are. Just give me a few days to sort out the details and I'll contact you via email."
Holly started to stand, but found that she was a bit unsteady on her feet. She had forgotten to eat again. This light-headedness was becoming a common occurrence in her life. No matter how much she tried, she just couldn't concentrate on even the most mundane tasks; even remembering to feed herself was becoming a challenge.
Before this had happened, she had been completely together. A successful freelance photographer, she'd ran her own business and managed a busy social life as well. Now, sleep deprivation was robbing her of everything. Her old life, where she went out, had fun, slept in late, dreamed of success and looked forward to the future seemed like an alternate reality to her now. All she thought about lately was getting some deep, dreamless sleep. Until she had that, nothing else mattered.
Hoping Miss Bright wouldn't notice that she'd nearly toppled over; she sat back down and pretended to rummage through her knapsack which was sitting on the cool marble floor next to her chair. As she waited for the dizziness to pass, she couldn't help but look directly down at the blonde's feet. Expecting the black power pumps worn by most downtown female executives Holly was quite surprised to find that Miss Bright was sporting unbelievably frivolous metallic strappy sandals with at least five inch heels. She also had a bright green leprechaun tattooed on one slim ankle. And each and every toenail had a bright yellow happy face painted on it.
Holly felt a little like Dorothy in the Land of Oz, getting a glimpse behind the curtain at the Great and Powerful Oz. Clearly, the ice queen persona was merely a facade. She grinned to herself, suddenly liking Miss Bright a great deal more than she had during her interview. Those whimsical adornments belonged on a real woman with a past and a sense of humor. Not the unfeeling cyborg she was emulating so convincingly. Holly didn't know the reason for the pretence, but she certainly felt better about putting her fantasy in Miss Bright's hands knowing that she was an actual human being.
Standing up, she allowed Miss Bright to escort her to the empty lobby. When they reached the elevator, Holly pushed the call button and then turned to face the other woman. "I know this must seem ridiculous to you," she said, nervously biting one seriously mangled thumbnail. "Trust me. If someone had told me a few months ago that I'd be paying to have a sexual fantasy fulfilled as a means of banishing my horribly erotic dreams, I would have laughed my butt off too. But I really don't know what else to do."
Miss Bright held Holly's gaze as the elevator door opened. Her expression was cool but not entirely unmoved by her client's desperation. "Holly," she said quietly. "I don't know if this is going to help you out at all. There's obviously more going on here than just a woman getting over a near trauma. Whatever the real problem is, I think you need to give up your reservations and really commit to this experience. Pretend this isn't some kind of unorthodox therapy session and abandon yourself to your fantasy instead. Even if it doesn't banish the nightmares or cure your sleep-deprivation, you'll definitely get more out of this if you stop feeling like you shouldn't enjoy it." She smiled and reached out to squeeze Holly's arm. "Now, please go home and try to get some rest."
Holly stepped into the elevator and gave Miss Bright a wry grin and a small wave. "If I manage to do that, I won't need your service, now will I? And you'll be off the hook."
As the doors slid closed between them, Miss Bright thought to herself, T hat is one refund I'd issue without a single reservation.

Turning on her heel, Elizabeth Bright walked back to her office. She wasn't thinking about Holly and her fantasy though. She was pondering the mystery of Holly's "Your Fantasy" card. She suspected she knew its source and was not looking forward to confronting the rogue ex-Scene Facilitator who was most likely responsible for its circulation. As much as she'd prefer to forget about it she really couldn't have him representing Delta of Venus Inc. Not when he'd been fired long ago. By her.
No, this was going to be a difficult conversation. But a tiny, traitorous, horny part of her couldn't quite contain its excitement at the idea of talking to him again. She stubbornly ignored that part of her and grimly sat down at her desk, prepared to do battle.



Chapter Two


Standing in front of the full-length mirror in her old-fashioned bathroom, Holly looked down at herself and sighed. She was doing everything she could to re-create the circumstances of that night, but her body wasn't cooperating. The pale lilac camisole she'd last worn three months ago was hanging off her now. Her once full breasts were noticeably smaller and her ribs were showing.
She'd been avoiding this moment for weeks, but she really couldn't deny it any longer, so she stepped onto the bathroom scale and closed her eyes as she waited for the large dial to settle on a number. Taking a deep breath, she opened her eyes for a moment, taking in the information, and then closed them again. It was worse than she'd thought. She'd lost 27 pounds in just over three months.
She knew most women would be thrilled with the news, but she was appalled. As a teenager, she'd periodically starved herself during particularly stressful times. At one point she'd realized that she was routinely and purposely eating less than 300 calories a day. Shocked at how far her obsession had gone, she'd woken up and sought help, but she still had a tendency to fall into those old patterns. As a result, she was usually quite diligent about maintaining a healthy body weight and eating regularly, even when she didn't feel like it.
Like everything else in her life, her eating habits had been impacted by the events of that night. Shopping for and preparing food just seemed so exhausting. Everything seemed to take so much more effort than she remembered.
Not wanting to bother cooking shouldn't have been a problem. She was surrounded by really fine dining establishments and yet she wasn’t comfortable eating at them. She wasn't in the mood to meet with friends, and eating alone was just awful now. She felt like she was being watched, all the time. Logically, she knew this was impossible, but her unease just wouldn't go away.
She'd returned to the city after two annoying weeks spent with her well-meaning but overbearing mother out in Chilliwack, a small city about an hour's drive from her place downtown. Walking back into her apartment had been difficult, but she'd insisted on doing it alone. If she was going to move forward, then she was going to have to face her fears and try to put her odd encounter with that man behind her.
At first being in her apartment alone had been okay. She'd missed her place. Missed everything about living in Vancouver. Her work, her friends, her kitschy kitchen with the black and white checkerboard tile and diner-inspired decor. The many coffee shops and excellent window shopping within blocks of her front door. Everything.
She'd even missed her nosy neighbors, the Kleins, who'd been responsible for calling the police that night. The ancient couple had welcomed her back like she'd been gone for months. Mrs. Klein had even dropped off a rather putrescent casserole for her to enjoy on her first night home.
Holly had almost felt too guilty to accept the dubious offering. In the past she'd been polite to the octogenarian couple, but had inwardly resented their personal questions and intrusive manner. She wasn't proud of this but she'd quite regularly stood at her apartment door, listening for the distinctive sound of their twin walkers maneuvering down the hallway before venturing out of her apartment.
The Kleins weren't malicious busybodies, but it was still disconcerting how they always knew her work schedule or never failed to comment if she had take-out delivered from the Thai place on the corner. But if having neighbors with a bit too much interest in her personal business saved her from what could have been rape or worse, then she would graciously put up with their tendency to know her every move. Even if it was a little off-putting.
That first day back she'd been settling into her familiar routine, not exactly comfortable, but not terrified either. But then night had fallen and her anxiety had sky-rocketed. To avoid going to bed she'd stayed up until the early morning hours. She went over the proofs for the print ad she was working on until she could no longer focus on the computer screen. And still she'd been unable to force herself to step into her bedroom. She'd spent the entire night cleaning and shopping online. As the sun rose outside, she finally fell into a light, restless sleep on her couch. That's where she'd spent every night since she'd been back. Tonight would be her first time actually lying on her bed, thought sleep was still unlikely to find her. Until her dream man left anyway.
Her second and third nights back in her apartment had been equally long and sleepless. Finally, on her fourth day back she decided to call the precinct to see if there'd been some progress on her case. She thought perhaps she could rest if she knew the police had a suspect or even a solid lead. Also, she was curious to know why Constable Delgado hadn't been in touch with her. He had promised her mother that he would keep her safe, and yet she hadn't heard a word from him. She was more than a little disappointed that he hadn't made some effort to contact her.
Summoning her nerve, she called the number on the card Delgado had left beside her phone. Her heart was beating like crazy as she waited to be forwarded to the handsome cop. Twice, she almost hung up r emembering the way he'd behaved so coolly towards her when she last saw him. He probably had women calling him all the time, feigning interest in a case when their motivation was actually more about getting inside his uniform. She really hoped calling him didn't make her seem like just another cop groupie.
When Delgado's partner, Constable Gill, picked up instead Holly was momentarily relieved. Until she realized how unhappy the older cop was to hear from her. In fact his tone had been downright hostile when he informed her that Delgado had left the force.
Holly wasn't quite sure why Constable Gill sounded so gruff, but didn't really care. Delgado was gone. Not wanting the ill-tempered cop to guess how shattered she was by this news, Holly quickly shifted the conversation towards the case.
"Well," Constable Gill said, clearly reluctant to share information with her. "We did have a suspect, but he alibi'd out. His mom confirmed his story that he was home with her on the three evenings in question. Too bad really. He looked good for it. A couple priors. B amp; E's and trespassing. That kind of thing."
"Trespassing?"
"Yeah. Apparently our boy liked to go for walks at night and peep in a few windows. Typical pervert behavior. Not necessarily dangerous, but you'd be surprised how many violent offenders start out that way."

Holly swallowed and tried to sound calm. "So, he's still wandering around. His mom got him off. Just like that?"
"Well, actually. He's in the hospital right now. Someone put him there. Really messed him up. He won't be sniffing around any windows for awhile, I can tell you that."
Holly thanked him for the information and requested that he call her if there was any further progress on the case, but was fairly sure he would lose her number immediately after hanging up. Constable Gill obviously thought she was overreacting to her home invasion and didn't see why he should feel obligated to keep her informed. He had bigger issues to deal with, like a new partner and a city where actual crimes were being committed every single second. Her almost rape didn't impress him in the least. He'd just been going through the motions of concern that night to avoid appearing insensitive in front of his former partner, who actually had seemed sincerely sympathetic.
Her next call was to the Delgado's friend: The one who installed security systems. An alarm wasn't as effective or as tempting as a hot cop bodyguard, but it seemed like her only option if she wanted any peace at all. Unfortunately for her, alarm systems weren't much of a deterrent for bad dreams. Or incredibly hot dreams where her intruder seemed to sound and smell just like Constable Delgado.
Stepping off the dreaded scale, she thought about stripping off the gaping camisole set and just going to bed naked to wait for her dream man. That would certainly save time and awkwardness. But she just couldn't do it. Sleeping in the buff was not her style. Even on the rare nights she'd shared her bed with another person she couldn't wait to get her clothes back on after the sex was over. She wasn't comfortable with her body and didn't see that changing anytime soon. Except in the dreams. There she was proud of her body. She flaunted her breasts and that hot, wet spot between her legs, knowing that she was driving her dream man crazy.
In reality, she was self-conscious about just about everything. All the things that empowered her dream self made her feel embarrassed, like the smell of her sex, the sounds it made when a man was thrusting inside of her, the unattractive way her breasts slid to the side as she lay on her back. There was nothing beautiful or poetic in this pursuit. It was animalistic and demeaning. But here she was. Waiting for a stranger to come and violate her on the unlikely theory that doing so would release her from a recurring dream.
God, this is so ridiculous, she thought to herself as she padded into the bedroom on bare feet. Why can't I just get over this? But she'd tried everything her therapist had recommended, and yet she was still suffering. She really didn't know what she would do if this experiment didn't work. She strongly suspected that she was wasting her time, not to mention ten thousand dollars on an idea she'd concocted while high on caffeine and sleep-deprivation. But she would go through with it, if only to see if a professional was capable of coaxing some response from her dormant libido.
Sliding between the crisp white sheets, she breathed deeply and waited for panic to claim her. She felt vulnerable and nervous in her own bed for several long minutes, but finally her eyes drooped shut and she fell into a light, dreamless sleep.

She woke suddenly, less than a half hour later, to the familiar feeling that someone was there, in her apartment with her. She had awoken so many times to this exact scene, this feeling of terror, that it was impossible to tell if she was dreaming or not. Panic set in as she waited for the fear to really take hold of her. Then she heard something completely out of place which convinced her that she was safe in her apartment, waiting for her fantasy to unfold instead of her nightmare.
Someone was cursing, loudly and creatively. Evidently her less than stealthy Scene Facilitator had tripped over the coffee table in her family room.
Holly stifled a giggle as he gave the offending coffee table a good kick in retaliation and then swore at the offending piece of furniture again as he re-injured his toe.
Whatever trepidation she had been feeling diminished into low-grade excitement. She'd been imagining her dream man as some kind of deadly serious, erotic phantom who would come to her in the dark, attempt to pleasure her, and then disappear. A guy who tripped over things and swore at inanimate objects didn't fit her fantasy at all. She should have been disappointed, but she wasn't. His clumsy entrance made him seem significantly less threatening and mysterious. More human. She liked that. A lot.
As her bedroom door creaked open, instead of feeling fear wash over her, she felt a small tingle of anticipation. She also had to fight the urge to burst out laughing. Nervous laughter, but still, she felt mirth bubbling up within her chest. It was a good feeling, but it certainly wouldn't contribute to setting the mood, so she buried her face in her pillow to stifle any amused sounds that might escape her.
Still feigning sleep and hoping that the grin on her face wasn't visible in the dim light from the patio door, she turned onto her back and raised her hands above her head to make them easier to shackle to the wrought-iron headboard. She waited for him to pounce, but he didn't make a move toward her. He was standing over the bed. She could feel his presence there, hear his quiet breathing. She really wanted to crack an eye open and get some impression of his face and body, but she needed to maintain the integrity of the dream. And that meant he must stay completely anonymous except for the sound of his voice and the feel of his skin.
When she felt like she couldn't stand the anticipation a moment longer the bed finally dipped as he settled on the edge next to her hip. From the way her firm mattress shifted her body towards him it was obvious that he was big, really big. She could feel the firm heat of his long muscular thigh all along her side. It was incredibly odd, yet exciting to be willingly in such close proximity to a stranger. She carefully avoided sitting next to anyone on the Skytrain and yet here she was, waiting impatiently for this unknown man's touch.
She really hadn't counted on enjoying this so much. In fact, she'd been hoping to get it over with as quickly as possible. Now she wasn't quite so sure she wanted to rush this experience. Having her dream man here, in the flesh, was much more entertaining than she'd anticipated.
She waited for some of her residual fear to surface and sabotage her pleasure, but it remained dormant. She was surprisingly relaxed and calm. She'd expected to be feeling some anxiety over his every move, but instead she felt an unfamiliar yet delicious tension gathering between her legs.
She knew what arousal was, had even experienced it during heated make-out sessions with her high school boyfriend and more recently, while reading some really torrid historical romance novels, but for the most part, this was very new for her. She was surprised and delighted to find that she was drawn to her mysterious visitor and desperately wanted him to touch her.
"What have we here? Sleeping Beauty?" he said softly, finally reaching out with one large hand, he brushed the side of her face with his fingertips. His voice was low and deep. It wasn't raspy exactly, but there was a roughness to it that made it sound like he'd just woken up or had spent the previous night shouting to be heard over a concert or professional sporting match of some sort. In short, it was exactly the sort of voice Holly remembered from her dreams. Miss Bright had promised that her Scene Facilitator would have the voice of a butch angel, but he sounded more like a very sexy demon.
His touch was unexpectedly tender as he traced a knuckle over her forehead. In the dream he was never this gentle, but she still felt herself responding to it. He was spreading her hair out around her pillow now. Raking his fingers through the long tresses, and arranging them in a chestnut halo all around her head. Still trying to appear to be asleep, Holly felt like purring as his hands worked through every single strand of her hair, pulling and tugging gently at her scalp, sending little impulses of pleasure through her without touching her skin at all.
"Hmmm… Look at you. Do you have any idea what I want to do to you? I don't even know where to start." He murmured as he began tugging the white sheet down her body, slowly exposing her silk-clad chest, her rib cage, her tiny waist and then her gently flaring hips. The slide of the cotton sheets against Holly's mostly naked skin caused goose-flesh to rise and her nipples to harden. She had to fight the impulse to cover her chest with her hands. She knew he could probably discern very little about her body in the dark room, but she still felt embarrassed by her body's reaction to his voice, and the sensual friction of the sheet against her flesh.
When the sheet was finally pushed to the foot of the bed, she fully expected him to begin caressing her much more forcefully, but instead he was completely still for several long moments. Unable to resist, she cracked one eye open to see what he was doing.
She couldn't really see much. It was too dark to discern any real details. Her sneak peek had provided an impression of broad shoulders in a white T-shirt, and a strong profile topped by wavy dark hair, but his face was completely in shadows. All she could really tell was that he was looking down at her body, studying it intently. She found this both embarrassing and flattering. What could possibly be that interesting about her shape?
He leaned forward and she felt his warm, minty breath against her face. For one heart-stopping moment she thought he was going to kiss her. It should have seemed much too soon for such intimate contact, and yet she found that she wanted to feel his lips on her very badly. She lifted her chin slightly to give him better access to her mouth, but he just turned his head and began rustling around for something he'd placed on the floor.
Had he brought a bag with him? Like the one the intruder had brought with him? That thought should have sent her into a blind panic. After all, that horrible man had brought instruments of torture into her home and had intended to used them on her. Instead she found herself wondering what kind of instruments of pleasure were now sitting on her innocent bedroom floor. Handcuffs. Certainly. A blindfold. Most likely. But what else? How kinky was this going to get? She wasn't well-versed in this arena at all but her curiosity was definitely piqued for the first time in her life.
What if her friends could see her now? Emily and Josie would be totally shocked to see her participating in a sexy, role-playing scenario. With a complete stranger. She almost wished she had the nerve to tell them about it, but suspected they wouldn't believe her. This was so out of character for her.
She had a small group of female friends who got together regularly over martinis at an intimate club just down the street from her apartment. Occasionally these gatherings lead to discussions of her friend's wilder sexual exploits. Understandably, she usually tried to steer clear of this subject. Partly because such frank talk embarrassed her, but mostly because she knew eventually the focus of such conversations would eventually turn to her and her lack of enthusiasm for sex would be discussed at length. Again. Eventually these debates over the genesis of her dysfunction would lead to well-meaning but pointless advice. As much as she loved her friends for wanting to help, she just couldn 't abide being the object of their pity.
Judging by all the erotic possibilities that bag represented it seemed she was going to get an erotic education to put her friend’s tame exploits to shame.
When his attention returned to her, she took another peek and there was something hanging from his hand. He was leaning over her again, so she expected to feel the cool bite of metal against her wrists as he snapped on a pair of handcuffs. Instead she felt something smooth and unbearably soft against the inside of her right arm which still rested next to her face on the pillow.
Whatever he was using to caress her felt like a strip of silk or perhaps satin. He was trailing this item slowly along the sensitive skin of her elbow and then her naked armpit. She felt like cringing. No one had ever touched her there. Not ever. She'd always considered it a rather nasty body part, prone to unwanted hair and sweat. And yet her skin seemed to come alive as he slid the material over that sensitive crevice again and again.
Just when she was getting used to this unfamiliar sensation, he abruptly slid one of his powerful hands beneath her neck and lifted her head easily from the pillow. In a flash the silk scarf he'd been using to torment her was wrapped around her eyes and secured firmly in a knot above her right ear. It all happened so quickly she wasn't quite sure how to react. Should she continue to pretend she was asleep? Try to escape? Moan some encouragement?
Before she could decide on an appropriate reaction he was leaning over her again. Grabbing her wrists in a vise-like grip, he pressed them into the pillow, effectively pinning her to the bed. Shifting slightly, he lowered his large, muscular chest until all the wonderful ridges and contours of his upper body were flattened against her from hip to breast.
"Now," he said, breathing directly into the sensitive shell of her ear. "You can stop playing opossum. I know you're awake and I can't wait a second longer to make all your dirty dreams come true."



Chapter Three


Holly felt herself responding to his playful tone with a smile of her own. As much as she needed to make her home invasion fantasy feel like a threatening situation, there was something about his demeanor that told her he considered her scenario just a great big sexy joke. He wasn't taking it seriously at all. She should have been offended. Her sanity was on the line here. She really couldn't think of anything more unpleasant than experiencing the slow and steady unravelling of her mind. Especially over an incident that should have lost its power over her months ago. And yet he was amused by the whole thing.
Instead of bristling at his flippant attitude, she wondered if maybe this was exactly what she needed. An opportunity to lighten up and enjoy life again instead of focusing on what could have happened to her. Was that what her subconscious had been trying to tell her? Worse, had the frosty Miss Bright been right? Should she abandon herself to whatever pleasure she could find and forget about why she was doing this? Or try to make it as real as possible? Or maybe both?
"Get off me," she gasped, jerking her ear away from where his warm breath still tickled against her earlobe. She began to struggle against him, bucking her hips in a futile attempt to dislodge him and twisting her wrists to release them from his grasp. But her efforts were useless. He was just too big. And to be honest, she really loved the sensual glide of his big body pressing against her. His substantial weight should have felt oppressive and yet she had the clear sense that he was purposely taking care not to crush her much more delicate frame.
"Whoah!" He said, laughing as she turned her head in an attempt to nip his arm with her sharp teeth. He jerked his arm out of range and gave her a gentle little shake. "No biting, Sweetheart. Unless you plan to kiss it better afterward."
"I'm not kissing anything of yours. Now. Get Off Me!" She redoubled her efforts, bucking wildly and twisting to the side.
"Oh, you'll be kissing a very big part of me before the night is over. And you'll like it. I swear." He said, just as she managed to get one hand loose. He quickly subdued her again, chuckling as she groaned in frustration.
"I am going to scream my head off if you don't get your hands off me and leave." She said bravely, wondering if there was any way in hell she would have been able to react like this in real life. She hoped so, but was fairly certain that she would have been a quivering, pathetic mess if she'd been forced to confront her real attacker. Ultimately it didn't matter. This was her fantasy and she was in complete control. If she wanted to be a warrior when faced with imminent danger then she had the power make it happen.
"Oh. You'll be screaming alright. But feel free. Those fossils next door must be deaf and the guys on the other side are away, so no one will hear but me." He leaned down and lowered his tone until it was a rough growl. "And I can't wait to hear you scream."
He pressed a hot kiss against her temple and Holly felt some of the fight drain out of her. His lips were very soft and no one had touched her with such tenderness in a very long time. She'd forgotten how pleasant it was to be close to another person. Not to mention the fact that his voice was positively hypnotic.
But how did he know about her neighbors? She'd mentioned the Kleins to Miss Bright, so she supposed he might be aware of her elderly neighbors, but Kevin and Randy, the gay couple on the other side, had never been discussed. How did he know they were gone to the Island exactly? Did SFs usually do such thorough surveillance? Perhaps it was part of the contract, but a brief lick of unease swept over her as she wondered exactly who was lying on top of her.
"The boys came back early and the Kleins aren't that deaf, so unless you want to spend the rest of the night in prison, you really need to get out of here." She said through gritted teeth, testing to see how much he actually knew.
"Nice try. But I'm not going anywhere until we get your little problem sorted out. Now, if I let go of one of your hands for a second, do you promise to behave?"
"Oh, absolutely. I'll just lie here like a docile little lamb and wait for you to have your wicked way with me."
He chuckled again. "I seriously have my doubts about that, but I'm willing to trust you. Don't disappoint me now." He brought her hands together in front of his chest and held them tightly in one massive fist. Then he eased to the side and reached towards the floor again. This time Holly did hear the distinctive sound of metal rattling as he brought forth the next item from his bag of tricks.
While he was leaning over the side of the bed, she was unable to resist pushing her clenched hands against his firm chest, sending him momentarily off balance. He let go of her wrists long enough to catch himself before he topped off the bed completely, but the momentary lapse gave her just enough time to roll away from him and make a break for it.
She had nearly scampered to the other side of the bed on her hands and knees when something enormous and very heavy landed on her, flattening her against the mattress and forcing the breath from her lungs in an 'oomph' of exhaled air. She snatched at the duvet, trying uselessly to pull herself out from under him, but he just grabbed both of her outspread hands and stretched them over her head, pressing them into the white eyelet comforter until she was very effectively trapped beneath his large, hard frame.
"I thought you were going to be a docile little lamb?" He said against her temple, still sounding amused at her antics. He eased up slightly so she could breathe, but still covered her like the world's sexiest blanket.
"Fuck you!" She grunted, wiggling around wildly to dislodge him. She wasn't usually big on the profanity, but the situation seemed to warrant it.
"If you keep doing that, I will. And without the foreplay either." He growled, grinding his very obvious erection against her soft buttocks. The gesture should have been crude and mildly threatening, but it was done with such a devastatingly sensual rolling motion of his hips that it felt more like an act of seduction than a threat.
Holly went completely still. There was no denying it. The impressive physical evidence of his desire gave her a huge thrill. She knew she should be defiant, but all she really wanted to do was spread her legs a little and feel more of his swollen flesh against her suddenly very moist folds. But no, her fantasy demanded that she exhibit some real hostility towards her would-be attacker. Giving in so easily was not in the game plan. Or was it? If he kept flexing like that she really wouldn't have much choice but to allow herself to be seduced.
It really wasn't fair. She wasn't supposed to be enjoying this. Why was he making this so fun anyway? Couldn't he just be a big, rough jerk like she'd requested? But no, he had to be weirdly gentle and amusing. He was ruining everything.
Feeling daring and not a little frustrated, she called his bluff, half hoping that he would carry through on his warning. "Go ahead and do it then. Get it over with if that's what you want." She said, pressing her hips upward, purposely goading him to take her hard and fast. On some level she knew he wouldn't do it. She had no idea who he was and yet something in her was certain he wasn't capable of hurting her.
He shifted to the side slightly, so the ridge in his jeans wasn't pressing so deeply into her silk-clad bottom. Nudging her hair away from her neck with his nose, he brushed his lips against the nape of her neck and blew warm air against her flushed cheek. "That's a tempting offer, but what I want has very little to do with what's going here. This is about you and what you want. 'Cause, trust me, if this was my fantasy, Honey, you'd be sneaking into my room and having your wicked way with me. Not the other way around."
Oh, the images his words evoked. Holly felt herself growing warm at the thought of being the aggressor rather than the victim in her home invasion fantasy. It was so out of character for her to even contemplate being anything other than the submissive. She'd never considered taking on the role of the dominant in this scenario or any other. But now that he mentioned it she found herself intrigued by the concept. Could she turn the tables on him and come out on top? Literally. But first she needed to get control of her hormones and remember her role here. Melting when he nuzzled against her cheek was not appropriate behavior for this situation.
So Holly snorted and summoned up a very convincing haughty tone. "Well, why don't you go home and wait for me, and I'll be right over," she said sarcastically, her voice muffled by the comforter.
He chuckled again and gave the side of her neck a little nip that made her shiver in reaction. "You have no idea how much I would like that."
Then his lips were beneath her ear and she felt the tip of his tongue flick against the sensitive lobe. Unable to help herself, she angled her head in the opposite direction to give him better access to her very sensitive neck. She was failing miserably at resisting him, but she was starting not to care.
Was it the blindfold? Is that why his mouth on her skin felt so electric? Were her senses really more acute because she was deprived of her vision? Or did he just have the softest, silkiest lips in the entire world?
Against her will, a small sigh escaped her as he pressed his open mouth against that magical spot where her neck met her shoulder. For a relatively innocent touch, she felt the heat and seductive power of that kiss deep, deep between her legs and she shifted restlessly beneath him, trying to relieve some of the tension that was rippling through her body.
Holly was just beginning to relax under his touch when she heard the tinkle of metal against metal and noticed that one of her hands was completely free from his grasp.
Before she had time to react, the handcuffs were slapped onto her free wrist and he was crouching over her, stretching out her shackled arm until he was able to attach the other ring to her wrought iron headboard.
"Damn it!" She cried, yanking on her arm to determine if he'd left enough room for her to wiggle loose. She grunted in frustration as he lowered himself back on top of herself. Now she was firmly attached to the headboard and trapped beneath his incredibly warm, hard body. Evidently he'd been able to stow the handcuffs somewhere on his person while using his very distracting lips to divert her attention. The man was diabolical.
"C'mon now." He coaxed. "Don't be a sore loser. I'm willing to compromise. If you promise not to poke my eyes out or leave any scars, I'll even let you keep one hand free. What do you say?" He loosened his grip on her opposite wrist, but then tightened it again when she tried to jerk it out of his grasp.
"Promise me," he taunted as his free hand gently tugged her camisole strap down her arm and he gave her shoulder blade a soft, sensual lick.
"Really?" She asked suspiciously. "Why?"
"Well, I know you're really into sticking to this whole 'at my mercy' script, but I'd really like it if you touched me. In fact, I can't wait much longer for that to happen. So, I won't keep you trussed up like a prize calf as long as you play nice. Meaning that the blindfold stays on and at no point do you draw blood." His voice grew quite husky as he added one last addendum. "Unless it's because you lose control when I'm deep inside you. Then I'm really okay with some nail gashes in my back. Or in my forearms if I happen to be taking you from behind." He rubbed his very prominent hard-on against her upturned buttocks for emphasis. "What do you say?"
Holly's lower body clenched at his bold words and she felt an unfamiliar rush of moisture pooling between her thighs. Did he actually think she would react that strongly to his sexual skills? Despite her current heightened state of arousal she couldn't really imagine herself being so mindless with pleasure that she would actually lose control to such a degree that she drew blood. But she was wildly curious to find out if it was possible. She cleared her throat and tried to sound bored. "And where would you like me to touch you exactly?"
His chuckle was full of dark sensuality. "Well, I have a few areas in mind, but if you promise not to maim me then I'll let you choose. How does that sound?"
"Anywhere?"
"Nothing off limits. Except my ribs. I'm a bit ticklish."
She felt herself smiling at that. A tickle fight would certainly put her fantasy permanently off the rails, but might be fun under very different circumstances. She imagined a wrestling match would quickly ensue, followed by a battle for who would assume the sexually dominant position. If only she had the freedom to pursue that kind of light-hearted fantasy instead of the serious one her own troubled subconscious demanded.
"Hmmm… I don't know." Having one of her hands free was so very tempting. She really did want to explore his powerful body with one hand, at least, but in the dream she had been completely subdued and unable to interact with her attacker in any way. He had been in charge and that was kind of the point of her fantasy. If she was the uncompromising victim then she couldn't feel guilty for taking pleasure in the situation. Willingly using her hands on him definitely crossed the line into complicity and made her a partner in her own seduction. And that wasn't supposed to happen, no matter how much she ached to touch him. She couldn't help but wonder how far off script could she go and still exorcise the dream from her system.
"Too late. I'm putting the other cuff on," he said, bouncing off her with surprising agility for such a large man he deftly flipped her onto her back and then gently lifted her until she was lying face up in the middle of the bed again. He then straddled her waist and leaned over her as he brought her other wrist up to the headboard so he could fasten it to one of the bars.
"No! Stop! I'll touch you. Leave it off." She cried, the words bursting forth before she'd even realized she'd made her decision.
He froze above her. "Really? Where? Where do you want to touch me?" He demanded, lowering her wrist until it rested on the pillow beside her head.
"Your face. I want to touch your face. And you can't touch me while I'm doing it."
He sighed and eased back until he was no longer looming over her. "Not exactly what I was hoping for but it's a start." He gently carried her small hand to his face, gave her fingertips a lingering kiss and then let go of her hand.
The first thing Holly noticed was how far she had to stretch her arm to reach his face. He was still sitting astride her waist and his torso was very long. Warmth seemed to radiate off his skin, even through his T-shirt and she could feel the heavy weight of his arousal pressed into her stomach as he leaned forward to give her better access to his face.
She had meant to do a very perfunctory examination of his facial structure, but tracing his mouth with her thumb was such an unexpected pleasure that she found herself lingering over the task. His lips were just as soft as they'd seemed when they'd been lingering on her neck earlier. When he playfully opened his mouth and nipped at the meaty flesh of her thumb and then sucked it into his mouth to soothe it she felt another rush of heat between her thighs. She pressed her legs together, seeking some relief from the tension in her body, but that just made the emptiness seem more apparent.
For the first time in her life she was aware that she desperately needed something to relieve that ache. She needed his hand or his mouth there, between her legs. But more than that she wanted his big, hard cock thrusting deeply within her body. Relentlessly pounding into her until she achieved the ecstasy that had always eluded her. Until now.
Holly felt her cheeks flushing at her thoughts. What had this man done to her? They hadn't even kissed yet and she was squirming with desire for him. It was downright scary what the right situation and some truly explosive chemistry could do to an otherwise reasonable and formerly frigid woman.
Needing a distraction from her weeping pussy, she moved her fingers away from his treacherous mouth and swept them up the strong blade of his nose. It wasn't a small nose, and she could tell by the bump in the bridge that he'd probably broken it at least once or twice.
"I know what you're doing," he said, his breath sending warm puffs of air against her arm.
"What am I doing?"
"You can try to memorize my face with your adorable fingers all you want, but you won't be able to identify me. That only happens in the movies."
Despite herself, she giggled. That's exactly what she'd been thinking when she'd chosen his face as her touch zone. But now she was enjoying the tactile sensation of his skin under her hands too much to think about picking him out of a line-up. That would n ever happen, of course. This was just a fantasy after all.
"What's this?" She asked as her fingertips skidded over a rough patch high on one cheek bone. It felt like a long cut, about two inches long, with stitches still embedded in his flesh.
"That's nothing for you to worry about. I got into a fight recently."
"Did you climb in the wrong window?"
"Something like that. But it'll heal and then I'll be back to my usual studly self."
"Are you?"
"Studly, you mean?"
"Yes. Would you say you're handsome?"
He let out a bark of laughter. "Hell, no. Definitely not handsome. Don't get me wrong. I'm not scaring small children or anything, but I'm definitely not going to be on the cover of a magazine anytime soon. Why? Still think you'll be able to describe me for the sketch artist?"
"No. I'm just curious. I mean, I know it shouldn't matter, but this would be easier if I was pretty sure you weren't a complete monster." She brushed one thick eyebrow with her index finger and felt his long eyelashes flutter against the palm of her hand.
"You mean you'd feel better about being attracted to me?"
"I didn't say I was attracted to you. I'm just making the best of a horrible situation." She jerked her hand away from his face and brought it down until her arm was crossed protectively over her breasts.
"Oh, baby. You don't have to say it. I know you are." He leaned forward and whispered against her temple. "You see, while you've been fondling my mug, I've been studying you. There's a flashlight aimed right at the bed and I can see every beautiful inch of that sweet little body of yours."
She shook her head in denial. "You have not!"
"Afraid so. And I just love the way your mouth has dropped open just enough that I can see your adorable pink tongue. Every once in a while you lick your lips and it's driving me crazy, I want to taste you so bad. And don't even get me started on your breasts. You can try and hide them all you want but your nipples have been as hard as pencil erasers for the past ten minutes. Just begging me to suck on them."
"It's cold in here. I can't help that. And my lips are dry."
A deep chuckle escaped his throat as he nuzzled the side of her face and flexed his hard flesh against her stomach. "It's like a sauna in here, and I'd be willing to bet that your lips aren't dry at all. In fact, I'm pretty certain that they're soft, moist and very, very sweet."
Holly gasped. He was most certainly talking about another set of lips entirely. Why did his words make her even wetter? The crotch of her lavender boy-short panties w as a soggy mess and she felt heat flood her cheeks at the thought of him discovering the evidence of her arousal at some point this evening.
Unaware she was even doing it, she licked her lips nervously and was startled when he groaned and pulled back to a sitting position.
"Honey. You have got to stop doing that or I am going to lose it. I'm boiling in my own skin here and watching you do that is just making it worse"
She heard some rustling and was aware that he was removing his shirt.
"Heww. That's better." Leaning down again he gently removed her hand from where it had been resting on her shoulder and brought it back up to his face. She resisted for a moment, unwilling to expose her treacherous nipples to his gaze again, but he pulled insistently until she conceded. She was feeling a bit self-conscious about her emaciated frame, but judging by his behavior and his massive erection he didn't find her body distasteful in the least. Besides, the thought of him watching her while she was completely in the dark was incredibly erotic.
He kissed her fingertips again and pressed her palm against his unscarred cheekbone. "Now, are you done mapping my face or can I choose the next touch zone? Cause I think it's time to take this road trip south. Way south."



Chapter Four


"I'm not done," she nearly squeaked, panicking at the thought of touching that great column of flesh pressed into her stomach. She was fascinated by the impressive size and shape of him but her incompetence in this area would be too shamefully obvious if he was serious about choosing his penis as the next touch zone. She needed more time to get used to the idea.
Trying to distract him, she slid her hand up until it was sifting through the silky strands of his hair. She couldn't tell the color, of course, but she imagined that it was dark. There was a bit of a wave to it, and it felt shaggy under her fingers, like he needed a trim, but couldn't be bothered.
Experimentally, she wound her hand around to the back of his neck and pulled gently on the short strands at the base of his skull. He had tugged on her hair earlier, and she had been surprised at how pleasurable the sensation had been. Judging by the long, low groan that escaped him and the way he was flexing his hardness restlessly against her stomach, he was enjoying it just as much as she had.
He pressed his head into her palm, rubbing back against it like a big cat. "That feels so good," he growled and leaned forward. "Don't stop. I want to taste that pink tongue of yours while you do that."
Not waiting for permission, his mouth was suddenly pressed against hers. He had lifted her chin with one large hand and his kiss was not gentle or sweet. It was hard and insistent and incredibly enticing. His tongue licked at her mouth and then delved between her lips, taking what he wanted and devouring the last hint of her resistance.
Against her better judgment, Holly found herself responding to the undeniable sensual energy of his kiss. The playfulness was gone from his demeanor and all that was left was intensity and a deep-seated urgency. His passion was the most powerful aphrodisiac she'd ever encountered. She, who'd never inspired more than a lukewarm reaction from any man, had drove this dream man to this white-hot level of passion without even trying.
She'd never felt so wanted in her life. Without thought, she opened wide to allow him access to her own eager mouth and it seemed like the most natural thing in the world to have his silky tongue thrusting deeply between her teeth, showing her how he wanted to take her body with the same rough force.
As he kissed her he slid the hand that been stroking her throat down to cup one pert breast. He molded the soft mound with his palm, learning its shape and contours through the camisole, but avoiding the ripe nipple entirely.
Holly nearly whimpered in frustration as he stopped kissing her just as his talented fingers left her breast. For a moment she was confused. Until she felt his callused palm sliding under the hem of her camisole and tugging the soft material up her body until it pooled at the base of her neck. Her breasts were exposed now and he was completely still. She could feel his eyes on her and had to fight the impulse to cover her chest again, but she kept her free hand firmly anchored in the soft hair at the nape of his broad neck and waited.
"Jesus," he said softly. "You're even prettier than I imagined." And then he was squeezing both breasts together to create a deep valley which he licked in one long sweep. He flicked one tight nipple with his tongue and then the other, switching back and forth between the two as if comparing their taste and finding them equally delicious. Finally he settled on one and sucked the crest deep into his mouth. He tugged at it rhythmically while circling the tip of the opposite breast with the center of his palm causing a delicious friction that seemed to ignite every single nerve in Holly's body.
"Oh. Yes. That's good." She sighed, shifting restlessly beneath him.
"Do you like that?" He whispered against her breast.
"Yes. Oh yes." Rubbing her thighs together, she lifted her hips, searching for something to ease the ache between them.
"How about this?" He gently scraped one nipple with his teeth and then latched onto the tip once again, circling it with his tongue to soothe it. Then he nipped it again, harder this time.
Holly's eyes under the blindfold flew open in shock. He was biting her and it felt incredible. Not enough to break the skin or cause any real pain, but he was definitely using his teeth on her. Was that normal? Should she like it so much? Probably not, but she couldn't seem to help the way her pussy pulsed in response to his rough treatment.
"Yes, I like that." She said, not recognizing her own voice, it was so husky.
"Hmmm… I could do this all night. Your nipples are as sweet as honey. Has anyone ever told you that?" He said, switching his attention to the other breast.
Holly just shook her head from side to side.
"As much as I'd love to make you come just by sucking on your nipples, my dick is feeling pretty left out. So, you ready to relinquish your hold on my hair? I mean, your hand feels good back there, but I'm gonna be bald if you keep that up."
Holly finally noticed that her hand had been clutching at his nape, so tightly that her fingers were actually cramping from the way she'd wrapped the strands around her knuckles. "Oh. I'm so sorry," she said, yanking her hand out of his hair.
He grabbed her fingers and brought them back up to his lips. "Honey, don't apologize. It makes me feel like a god when you lose track of what you're doing like that. If making you feel that good costs me a few strands of hair then I am so willing to make that sacrifice. I've got lots to spare. Maybe not in twenty year, but right now, yank away."
Holly felt herself smiling. "Well, I'll try not to yank anything else quite that hard again."
He groaned and began sliding her hand down his neck. "Remind me not to kiss your nipples while your sweet little hand is on me, okay? I don't want to end up in the hospital tonight if I can help it."
This time she actually laughed. "I'll keep that in mind. Now, you're turn. Are you sure you trust me down there?" She asked, allowing him to smooth her hand over his collarbone. She couldn't see the path her hand was taking, but she could imagine from the smoothness of his skin that his chest was mostly hairless and very muscular, like he worked hard to keep it big and tight.
"I don't, but my dick is pretty enthused about the idea." He circled one of his flat, round nipples with just the tip of her index finger and groaned when they contracted in response.
Holly felt her own answering groan well up, but she bit her lip to prevent it from escaping. The texture of his warm flesh under her palm was like rough velvet over granite. He gently forced her hand down his rippled stomach, slowly tracing the ridges of his defined abdominal muscles with her fingers until her journey stopped when she touched the waistband of his pants.
She hesitated, unsure how to proceed. She wanted to touch that massive erection he'd been teasing her with for what seemed like hours, but still couldn't quite make herself do it voluntarily. She was fairly certain he would be both amused and aroused at her lack of expertise rather than repulsed by it, but still, she didn't want to break this sensual spell between them, so she waited, and continued to let him take the lead.
With infinite gentleness, he moved her hand past his belt loops and down the front of his body until her palm was pressed against the solid evidence of his arousal. He flexed his hips and spread her fingers so she could feel exactly how big and firm he was under his zipper.
"Do you feel that? How hard I am for you?" He asked hoarsely, rubbing her hand in a circular motion that matched the slight rolling motion of his hips.
"Yes. Yes. I feel it. That can't be comfortable."
He gave out a bark of choked laughter. "Well, you're right about that. And I would give just about anything right now to have you slip you hand inside, wrap it around my cock so nice and tight, and maybe give my balls a little tickle while you're down there, but I'm not going to make you. If you want to touch me then you're going to have to do it on your own. Cause I've pretty much reached my limit with this whole dubious consent thing."
"What do you mean?" She tried to yank her hand away but he held it tightly against his thick arousal.
"You heard me. I want you to touch me because you want to or better yet because you just can't help yourself. Not because I'm forcing you. Now, are we done here or are you going to start participating?" He moved his warm hand away from where he'd been holding her fingers against the juncture of his thighs, and waited for her decision.
Holly was appalled. This was not part of her fantasy. She was supposed to lie here quietly and be forced to do things against her will. Why was he doing this? And why did she want so desperately to touch him exactly as he'd described. She needed to feel that big cock of his in her hand and know that she was the one in charge of his pleasure. More than that, she wanted to experience her own release and strongly suspected that she would never get another chance. Especially not with a man like this who made her hot and amused and irritated even under the most uncomfortable circumstances imaginable.
Instead of answering she smoothed the fingers of her one free hand up his zipper and to the single button holding his pants together. She struggled to open the closure but was unable to quite manage it. She was relieved when he assisted her, and hoped that he would take over again, but once the button was released he just slid both his hands up her ribcage to her breasts where he resumed teasing the nipples with his fingers.
"Oh, Thank God," he whispered, when she began tugging on the zipper. "I'm sorry, Honey. I just need you to touch me so bad. But if you don't want to, you don't have to. This is your fantasy, and I shouldn't be high-jacking it like this. I'll go back to bullying you if that's what you want."
Holly thought about taking him up on his offer, but her curiosity, not to mention her slick pussy, prompted her to proceed with this new and empowering version of her fantasy. "No. It's okay. I want to do this. I'm just not very good at it. And being half-shackled isn't really helping with my awkwardness." She said quietly as she finally unfastened his zipper all the way. Tentatively, she reached into the opening, expecting to touch cotton underwear of some sort. Briefs or boxers. Instead a huge, warm column of flesh met her fingers and she found herself touching his bare penis.
Unable to help herself, she wrapped her hand around the impressive girth of it. Surprised, she nearly pulled away when she realized that her fingers didn't meet when they encircled his rock-hard erection. Incredulous, she slid her fingers up, wanting to see if his length was just as impressive. Her hand eventually reached the silky, plum-sized head and she circled it with her thumb, and then resumed her path back downward to the base.
"Jesus," he hissed. "I thought you said you weren't very good at this."
"I'm not; I just can't believe what my hand is telling me. You're big. Too big."
He groaned. "As much as a guy likes hearing that, I'm pretty sure it just seems that way because of the blindfold. Everything seems bigger."
"I've never heard that before." She said suspiciously.
"I swear, my dick is pretty normal."
"Hmmm… normal for a horse maybe."
He laughed again at her appalled tone. "Well, later, when I'm sliding all of it deep between those pretty thighs of yours, you can tell me if you still think I'm too big then, okay?"
"And then what?"
He tweaked both of her nipples and let go of her breasts. "We'll get creative. Let's worry about that later. Now, why don't you slide that hand down a little further, like this." With one of his own hands, he guided her fingers down to the root of his aching cock. "Now, slowly squeeze it all the way up to the tip. Just like that. Nice and firm. Yeah. That's so good. Keep doing that." He let go of her hand and pushed his pants down his slim hips as far as they would go, exposing his body entirely from his powerful thighs upward.
Holly repeated the motion he'd shown her, and felt his penis grow even harder as her hand grasped him, sliding it up and down his length, gradually moving it faster as his hips jerked in response.
"Like this?"
"Oh yeah, just like that. You have no idea how good that feels." His attention returned to her breasts but he was no longer content to just play with them. He began squeezing her soft mounds between his warm hands, pushing them together and holding them in place. Simultaneously, he slid his body upward until he was straddling her rib cage rather than her waist.
Holly stilled her hand. "What are you doing?" She asked as he gently removed her hand from his body and guided it to one of her own tight nipples.
"I'm making your fantasy come true. Even if it kills me." He squeezed her high firm breasts together and then slid the slick head of his cock into the valley created between her soft mounds.
It was odd, and weirdly exciting to feel him there, and the grunt of satisfaction he made as he pushed himself between her breasts caused her pussy to clench in reaction. She had never been so aroused in her entire life. She felt like the slightest touch between her legs would give her everything she needed to reach her previously elusive climax. How was it possible to be so on edge with so little stimulation?
He began thrusting himself between her breasts in earnest now, circling her nipples with his thumbs as he slid forward and then back, his movements careful and firmly in control. "Oh God. I wish you could see how hot this looks. Your breasts were just made for this, did you know that? Now, open your mouth."
"What?" She'd known this was coming. She had requested this act after all, but uncertainty started to seep into her consciousness at the logistics of performing oral sex in this position. How was she supposed to breathe exactly? And what if he climaxed?
"You heard me. Open wide, baby. I'm going to fuck your mouth now."
Tentatively, Holly opened her mouth just a little. He let go of her breasts and shifted forward until his thighs were now on either side of her chest. Gently, he lifted her neck and placed a second pillow under her head until her chin was nearly resting on her chest. Then she felt the fingers of one of his hands against her lips, his thumb tracing their shape and occasionally delving in between.
She couldn't see it, but she knew his heavy erection was just inches away from her lips. Heat and energy seemed to emanate from him in waves and she breathed in his warm clean scent. Then he removed his fingers and slid his big body forward another inch and she felt it there against her mouth. He had taken his big cock in his hand and was now sliding the head around her lips.
"Now, do you want this?" He asked hoarsely.
She nodded, parted her lips and reached out with her tongue to give the head of his penis a small lick.
That was all the encouragement he needed. He thrust his hips forward and slid his thick shaft into her waiting mouth. Holding still for several long seconds, he allowed her to adjust to the unfamiliar sensation of all that hard flesh between her lips, but then he began to move, slowly and shallowly, in and out, his passion carefully restrained in an effort not to make her gag or choke.
Holly had never experienced anything so erotic or overwhelming ever, not even in the dream. Her dream man had made her do this exact act and she had loved the way he had taken control. But now, with this very real man, it was different. There she had been a receptacle for her figment's lust, not a part of it. Tonight, she felt almost like the man she was currently pleasuring was more interested in what she wanted than his own needs. Which she supposed was normal considering she had paid for this scenario. Yet it felt like more than an act. It felt real. Even blind-folded she could tell how careful he was being, how gentle and controlled all his movements were. She was pretty sure even the most skilled professional could not be that considerate in the midst of receiving oral sex, especially in this position. It was ridiculous, but it almost felt like he cared for her.
Above her, she heard her headboard creak as he grasped it tightly with both hands to steady himself. His movements were becoming less rhythmic and she could taste his salty pre-cum against her tongue. Incredibly sexy grunts accompanied each forward thrust of his hips and she thought how much she loved the sounds he was making. How much it turned her on to make him react to her body with such animalistic joy. It made her feel powerful and sexy like never before. Just like in the dream, but so much better.
Wanting to encourage him, show him somehow that it was okay for him to climax in her mouth, she removed her hand from where she'd been squeezing her own breast in cadence with his movements, and grasped the base of his penis. She began moving her hand up and down his shaft, matching his speed and rhythm.
Just as she thought he was about to explode, he stopped moving his lower body entirely. Then she heard a click as her handcuff was unlocked. Suddenly, she was free. Holly sighed in relief when her chafed wrist fell onto the pillow, but then she noticed that he was gently disentangling his penis from her mouth and moving away from her.
"Damn it," he whispered as he collapsed on top of her with his warm face buried in her breasts. His breath was hot as it tickled across her skin and she could feel his still rock-hard erection pressed against one of her thighs. Unsure what was happening, she grasped his head tightly to her and plunged both hands into his silky hair, holding him to her, relieved that he wasn't leaving her quite yet.
"Did I do something wrong?" She asked after several long moments of listening to him pant against her.
He lifted his head from her chest. "No. Of course not. You're incredible. But this doesn't feel right. I mean, what we were just doing felt amazing, for me, but it was like you were a doll or something. Not really present. The handcuffs and blindfold, I don't know. I usually get off on that stuff but not with you." He sighed and lowered his head again. "I'm just not cut out for this whole wanna-be rapist thing. I thought I could do it, but I can't. Not even as part of a fantasy. I'm sorry. I really wish I could give you what you want. “He began to lift his large frame off her entirely but she held him tight.
"Wait," she said, shifting restlessly beneath him. "Don't go."
"Holly. I'm really not the right guy for this particular scenario. I'll see that you're compensated though, okay?" He pressed a light kiss between her breasts and then reached back to remove her hands from his hair.
"I don't care about the money," she said fiercely. "Are you sure you didn't stop because of me? I know I'm terrible at this. I've never really got the hang of it." Her voice broke and she let her hands drop to her side.
"Holly, listen to me." He stopped pulling away and shifted on top of her until his face was even with hers. She could feel his pleasantly minty breath on her forehead. "You are not terrible at this. And I'm stopping because I feel like I'm using you, not because I'm not incredibly turned on." He rubbed his raging hard-on against her hip. "Feel that. It's like an iron bar and has been since I walked through your door. There's not a drop of blood above my waist because of you. Your skin and your scent and those little sounds you're making are all making me feel like I'm gonna internally combust if I don't get inside you. Do you get it?"
She reached up and found the silky skin at the back of his neck again. "Then don't go. Forget about the fantasy. Just be with me. Make me forget about everything and just be with me." Pulling downward on his neck, she was able to find his lips with hers. She kissed him gently and sweetly, gliding her tongue over his full bottom lip and then nibbling on it just once before pulling away.
"Are you sure?" He asked hoarsely.
"Yes. Oh yes," she said, wrapping her arms around his broad shoulders. She kissed him again, this time with all the passion she'd been holding back since he made his ungraceful entrance into her home. He groaned into her mouth as she spread her thighs beneath him and raised her knees slightly, forcing his pelvis right where she wanted it. Now he was kneeling between her thighs and his thick erection was pressed against the damp crotch of her damp panties. She was surprised to find that she wasn't embarrassed at all by the slick evidence of her desire. She was actually grateful for it because she suspected he wouldn't be unable to resist her body's enthusiastic invitation to fuck her senseless.
Tentatively, she began rocking her hips, mimicking that rolling motion he'd made earlier when he'd been trying to subdue her. She slid her silk-clad pussy up and down the length of his shaft as far as she could reach and was rewarded when she felt a small, short burst of pleasure ignite high up between her folds. Wanting more of that sensation, she raised her knees up high on his sides and locked her ankles in the small of his back, bringing his big hard cock tight against her to increase the friction between them.
"God. You are so ready for me, aren't you?" He said, gyrating his hips in a circle he raised himself up on his elbows and gently removed the pillows from beneath her head, exposing her throat. He began kissing his way down her neck as he pressed himself between her thighs as deeply as her panties would allow. Moving from side to side he was able to wedge his shaft between her folds another half inch, just enough to be able to brush against her sensitive clit.
For the first time in her life she knew what everyone was talking about. As the pleasure began to build, her hips took over and she began writhing against him, wildly seeking the stimulating touch that would push her over the edge.
She sobbed in relief when he reached between them, plunged his fingers into her panties and began massaging her hot little button in time with her bucking hips.
"Please, baby. Just come. I want to hear you. Do it." He growled as he bit down on the side of her neck.
His hot words were all Holly needed. She froze as whatever had been holding her back loosened and then spiralled away, leaving just pure hot pleasure to wash over her in a wave of complete unbridled sensation. Her climax rocked through her and she abandoned herself to it, revelling in the joy her body was finally able to experience after so many years of deprivation.
Moments later, when she became aware of her surroundings again, she found that her arms and legs had tightened convulsively around his strong back to keep him close. There was also the unmistakable echo of a scream ringing through the room, a sound she was completely unaware she'd even made.
"Jesus, that was incredible. Every muscle in your body went rigid." He shifted on top of her, kissed her forehead, and removed his large hand from her panties.
"That was my first," Holly whispered.
"You're kidding. You mean, with another person, right?"
"Nope."
"Ever?"
"Ever."
He went silent, absorbing that information.
Holly loosened her grip on him but didn't let go of his wondrous body. She smoothed her hands up and down the ridges of his long, muscular back and even reached down with one hand to squeeze his tight, round bottom. As her breathing resumed its natural cadence she became aware of his prominent erection still pressed against her soaked panties.
"Umm, did you want to do something with that?" She asked, wiggling against his hardness.
"Oh, don't worry. We're getting to it. I just thought you might need a minute."
"I'm good," she purred, reaching between them, her fingertips brushed the head of his penis and she began to wrap her fingers around his incredible hardness.
He grabbed her hand before she could get a grip on him and forced her wrist above her head again. "As much as I love your hands on me, I really need to see if all your muscles do go rigid like that when you come. I'm especially curious about the ones deep, deep inside. So, let's get these panties off you, okay?"
Holly nodded eagerly and angled her hips upward as he abruptly slid off her body and bounced off the bed. She smiled as she heard the hurried rustling of fabric that indicated he was removing the rest of his clothing, followed by the unmistakable sound of a condom package being ripped opened. Then she felt the bed shift under her as he kneeled at the foot between her spread feet.
His callused fingertips tickled her sensitive hipbones as he slowly began sliding her very damp panties down her legs. Once that tiny scrap of silk was gone, she felt him lift her foot by the ankle and press his lips playfully against her instep. It was an unexpected touch that made her pussy flare to life once again. When he sucked her big toe into the warm recesses of his mouth and sucked on it, she actually arched off the bed and gasped in heated reaction.
Slowly he made his way up her body, nibbling on her ankle and then pressing a soft open-mouthed kiss to the sensitive inside of her knee. Reaching up, he smoothed his big hands up her silky thighs and then pressed them apart so he could kneel between them.
He leaned down and licked her, low on her stomach as he brushed his thumb delicately over the dark hair covering her lower lips. He tugged on a few curly chestnut strands and parted her damp folds, baring her to his gaze. "You've probably never looked at yourself before, so I'm going to tell you what you look like." He blew warm air over her aching flesh and leaned down even further so he could give her exposed clit a little flick with just the tip of his tongue.
Holly reached down blindly and found his hair with both hands. "Do that again," she said, her voice guttural and demanding.
He had the nerve to chuckle. "Wow. You're really impatient now. One orgasm has made you very greedy. You need to work on your stamina." He circled her aching bud with his tongue but didn't actually touch it this time. "First, I'm going to tell you how pretty and pink your pussy is when you're all excited like this. It's all creamy for me and I can't wait to taste it." He swirled one finger around the entrance of her body and then proceeded to trace her inner lips with his tongue.
"Oh God. Just do it. Please."
"See? Greedy. But I do like the way you say that. All polite. Now if would just give me more specific directions, maybe I could help you out."
"I don't know." She cried, and rolled her head from side to side against the mattress.
"It's simple really. Just tell me to lick your pussy." He demonstrated by dragging the flat of his tongue from the very bottom of her slit all the way to her lower stomach. "Or you could sweetly ask me to fuck you with my tongue." He plunged deeply between her folds, giving his tongue a little wiggle that sent stars igniting behind her eyes. "Or you could request that I suck on your clit. Now, what would you like?" He asked, waiting for her response.
"I don't care. Please just do something." She said desperately.
"Hmmm…my choice then?" She nodded vigorously. "Well, then I'll just surprise you."
Holly sighed in relief as he proceeded to ease two fingers deep into her body while continuing to torment her clit with his tongue. She felt her body stretching deliciously as he added a third large finger and began sliding all three in and out in a gradually increasing tempo.
"God, you're sweet," he murmured against her and wrapped his lips around that demanding bundle of nerves she'd spent her entire life ignoring. Holly felt her second orgasm of the night explode deep within her as he sucked and nibbled at her convulsing pussy.
This time he didn't give her a grace period to recover. As soon as her body stopped vibrating he was angling his hips forward until the tip of his massive erection was poised at the entrance of her body. Without preamble, he plunged just the head of his cock into her dripping pussy and she heard him grunt in satisfaction as her flesh gripped him tightly.
"Jesus. You feel unbelievable," he groaned, sliding forward another inch and then stopping.
Holly's body suddenly felt very full. It was almost too much. There was a tantalizing pressure deep within her that should have been painful but instead just pulsed along her nerves promising unbelievable pleasure if she could just have just a little bit more of him. She arched her back and lifted her hips but he remained half-embedded, refusing to give her what she so desperately needed.
Determined, she removed her hands from his hair and slid them down and around to his butt. She grasped those twin mounds with the palms of her hand and pushed at him, trying to get him to move.
"Hold on, Honey. I'm giving you time to adjust."
"Because you're too big, right? Just like I said."
He choked out a laugh. "No, because you're so small and tight. I don't want to hurt you."
Holly parted her legs as far as they would go. "You won't hurt me. I want all of you. Please."
He rolled his hips forward and Holly heard him gasp as her flesh engulfed him all the way to the hilt. Suddenly he was very serious as he began thrusting his massive cock slowly in and out of her slippery channel. He rose up on his arms to avoid crushing her and circled his hips from side to side increasing the delicious friction by rubbing the base of his shaft against her clit as he took her from a new angle.
Holly felt little mewling cries escape her throat as he began quickening his thrusts until he was pounding into her so deep and hard that she felt her own body responding to the urgency and energy flowing through his body and into hers. Another orgasm overtook her and she tilted her hips upward, matching his accelerating rhythm until she heard his shout of satisfaction and felt his hips jerking in reaction to his own powerful orgasm.
He collapsed on top of her, still buried deep within her flesh. Minutes later, Holly did not feel him shift to the side and slip from the bed as silent as any phantom. She didn't notice when he paused long enough to tenderly remove the blindfold from her eyes and press a gentle kiss against one of her naked shoulders.
Exhaustion had completely overtaken Holly and she was peacefully and dreamlessly asleep. Alone. Her final thought before drifting off was: Why did he not have a scent?



Chapter Five


The next day was a strange one for Holly. For the first time since that horrible night three month ago, she slept in until the morning was gone and the afternoon world was loud and busy outside her window. Lying in bed, luxuriating in her own laziness, she relived the unexpected delights of the previous evening. She was a bit sore between her legs, but overall she felt better, more alive, than she had since before the original home invasion.
She contemplated the future with real excitement and a carefree attitude that had been absent from her personality for months. That awful man had robbed her of her sleep, but he'd also taken away her ability to experience joy as well. And she had let him do that to her. But not anymore. He didn't have any power over her. He never really did. He was just some twisted little pervert who got off on hurting women. Not some all-powerful demon. She knew that now.
Without sleep deprivation clouding her judgment it suddenly became very clear to her that she hadn't needed to re-enact her dream to vanquish her nightmare. All she really needed to do was take control of her thoughts and acknowledge that, on some level, she'd been aroused by the idea of a stranger in her bed. Add the hot cop who'd come to her rescue and she had actually been living out her most deeply repressed fantasies every single night by combining the two concepts into one hot mess of subconscious desire. The fear and anxiety actually came from trying to deny her own sexual nature. But not anymore. She would embrace her sexuality from now on. In the privacy of her own imagination anyway.
Taking a long, hot shower was a sensual pleasure she'd never noticed before. Usually she bathed quickly and efficiently, but today she stood under the spray for long minutes and really experienced the warm water sluicing over her skin in a silky caress. Taking the bar of soap from its dish, she lathered up a soft, cotton washcloth and smoothed it over every inch of her body, paying very special attention to her breasts and her inner thighs.
Unable to help herself, she rubbed the cloth over her warm pussy and thought about the sound of his voice as he'd described how pink and pretty she was down there. Then she thought about his firm cock filling her, how he had been so ruthless and demanding once he'd been all the way inside her.
Dropping the cloth, Holly pressed her own fingers deep within her cleft while strumming her sensitive bud with one slippery thumb, just like he'd done the night before. Just thinking about him and his talented fingers and tongue was all it took to send her spiralling into her first solitary orgasm.
Back in her room, she got dressed with a small smile on her face. Looking at herself in the mirror over her dresser and seeing the flushed glow on her cheeks made her smile widen. She looked happy. Still thin, but the dark circles under eyes were definitely less noticeable and there was no denying the way her lips looked naturally red and swollen without even a hint of cosmetics. She looked like a woman who had been loved long and hard the night before and it suited her.
In the mirror's reflection she could also see the wreck that was her bed. The duvet was half off and the many pillows were either squashed into submission or on the floor. But he'd left nothing behind. Even her panties were neatly folded on top of her dresser. She'd been hoping he'd left one of the hand-cuffs or the scarf behind as a souvenir, anything to remind her that her night with her fantasy man had really happened, but there was no tangible sign of his presence at all. Even the security alarm was still set. Had she dreamed the whole thing?
Realizing that she'd never discussed a concrete plan for the return of her apartment keys with Miss Bright, Holly rushed out to the living area, looking on her coffee table and then the small dining table in her kitchen. Still nothing. Not a note or anything. She'd been half-expecting her spare apartment keys to be sitting in some obvious place, but they weren't anywhere to be found, which meant he had returned them to Emily, the barista at the coffee place off the lobby, or he still had them.
She looked at her watch and saw that it was just after three in the afternoon. Emily would be arriving for her shift soon. Instead of pulling on her usual sneakers, Holly searched through her hall closet for the high-heeled wedges she rarely wore. She wanted to feel pretty today and a cute pair of shoes wouldn't hurt her confidence if she happened to run into her dream man. Not that she would recognize him if he was there. Or would she? She really didn't know for sure but she hoped.
When she arrived at the coffee shop, Emily saw her right away and gave her a huge knowing grin over the heads of the customers waiting in line for her to take their drink orders.
Holly grinned back, and sat down at her usual table, knowing that her friend would bring her regular order over to her when she had a few minutes to spare. Judging by the eager expression on Emily's face, she would be doling out caffeinated beverages at turbo-speed in order to chat with Holly about her mystery man.
Holly tapped her fingers against the small, wooden table and looked around for any familiar faces, but there weren't any tall, broad-shouldered men anywhere to be seen. Reluctantly, she admitted to herself that she was torn. As much as she was a little distressed at the thought of a stranger still being in possession of her keys, at least it left the door open for him to make another appearance at her apartment tonight.
Is that what she wanted? A continuation of the fantasy? Could they just meet in the dark and live out whatever twisted desire that occurred to her? The idea had some merit. After living so many years without understanding the appeal of physical passion, she was not prepared to give it up now. Just one night had reformed her views entirely. She wanted more exquisite sex, and for her that seemed to begin and end with him.
Or did she want something else? More perhaps? But a relationship with a male prostitute? She really didn't think she was ready for that. And despite her modest career success she really couldn't afford to pay him ten thousand dollars a night. This had been a one time extravagance for her, and besides she was fairly certain that Delta of Venus Inc., did not offer repeat performances.
Of course, she could probably go to Miss Bright and say that her Scene Facilitator hadn't met most of her requirements and demand a repeat performance. That part was true, at least. She had requested a large, dominant man to invade her home in the middle of the night and force her to have sex with him. That's not exactly what she received. He hadn't really forced her to do anything at all. And she'd also requested that she be shackled throughout the entire scenario, which had not happened. And he had not taken her roughly from behind either. All in all, very few of her requirements were met.
Not that she was complaining. He'd given her exactly what she needed and so much more. But Miss Bright didn't need to know that. Holly could plead dissatisfaction and have another evening of complete and utter bliss with her dream man if she desired.
Waiting for Emily, she grinned to herself at this idea. As much as she might fantasize about black-mailing her dream man into a repeat performance, she would never actually do such a thing. Exploiting him like that would be the equivalent to forcing him and she wasn’t capable of being so ruthless. Besides, he'd already proven that he was incapable of fulfilling her fantasy. He wasn't the type of guy who could degrade women, even if they wanted it that way. She couldn't very well demand that he try the same thing again. Especially considering she had no interest in that particular scenario ever again. She was over it.
And who was to say that Miss Bright would send the same man anyway? The thought of being with someone else held zero appeal for Holly. She wanted one guy and one guy only. Even if she wasn't absolutely sure who he was.
Looking up, she saw that Emily was finally headed in her direction. And the tall red-head was dangling Holly's keys from the tip of one pale finger.
Holly tried not to let her disappointment show as Emily dropped the keys in front of her and set a frothy Frappucino and muffin beside them. Holly thanked her friend and took a sip from her drink to stall as she gathered her emotions. It was over then. He wasn't going to be coming back tonight or any night. And he hadn't put the keys back in the padded envelope she'd provided, so now her friend knew exactly what her dream man had been picking up. This was not good. The interrogation would now be unavoidable.
"Holly!" Emily said in a hoarse stage whisper as she sat down. "Why didn't you tell me you were having a booty call? Damn, girl. It's about time. And that guy! Whew, he was something else." She fanned herself with her apron like she was in the middle of a heat wave.
Holly gave her friend an admonishing look. "He was just testing my alarm system for me. I was at my mom's last night and he needed to get in there to take a look at it." Holly said lamely.
Emily's grin widened. "He came in at 11:30 last night to pick up that mysterious package and then dropped the keys off at 5:30 this morning wearing the same exact clothing, except his shirt was on backward."
Holly just shrugged.
"He looked like his hair had been attacked with a rake and you're trying to tell me that he was testing your alarm all night long? I think he was testing something else all night long. Am I right?"
Holly went on the defensive. "What were you doing here this morning anyway? I thought you were working the afternoon shift."
"Had to switch. Concert tonight. I'll be leaving in about 20 minutes to get ready, so spill it. Who is he? And did you finally have the big 'O?' Cause Mr. Tall, Dark and Dangerous looked like he was packing some serious heat." She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.
Holly flushed and looked down at her muffin but a little smile lifted the corner of her full mouth.
"I knew it." Emily crowed. "Of course, he'd been watching you for awhile, so I really wasn't surprised when he came in here this morning looking like he'd just been rode hard and put away wet." She patted Holly's arm and took a corner off her muffin. "I knew you had it in you. So happy for you. He's a really sweet guy. Big tipper, but then you probably already know that." Emily winked and snorted at her own little double entendre.
Holly didn't laugh, she went a bit pale. "What? Watching me? Here?"
"Yeah. He's a regular. Most afternoons around 3 or 4 he'll show up and sit in the back. I kind of thought he was waiting for something, the way he watched the door. Then I noticed that you usually show up around the same time, looking for your muffin fix." She pointed at the maple nut confection. "He used to come in with his partner late at night, but not lately. Too bad. He really filled out that uniform. Man, I love cops. You are so lucky."
Suddenly, Holly was grinning from ear to ear. She stood up and planted an unexpected smacking kiss on Emily's cheek. "Oh. You have no idea how lucky I am." She drew a twenty dollar bill out of her wallet and placed it on the table next to the muffin, not even waiting for change as she began backing away from the table towards the door. "I have to go make a phone call. Thanks for everything, Em. Enjoy your concert tonight, okay?"
Shaking her head in puzzlement, Emily watched her friend practically run out of the coffee shop. Now, what was that all about? she thought to herself. Of course, if she had a stud-muffin like Constable Delgado burning up her sheets, she wouldn't be wasting time hanging around a coffee shop either.

Two nights later…
Holly slowly made her way down the dim hallway of the unfamiliar apartment. Using the wall to guide her she carefully counted until she was standing in front of the third door on the left. Smoothing her hands down her body, she pulled tight on the belt of the dark trench-coat she was wearing over her completely nude body.
She hesitated befo re reaching for the doorknob. What had seemed brilliant this afternoon seemed downright stupid right now. Especially considering she had no i dea what her dream man's reaction would be when she showed up in his b edroom. What if he was horrified? Or thought she was unhinged? Ju s t because he'd been watching her for months didn't mean he wanted a n ything more from her than one night of mind-blowing sex. And perhaps t hat was a pity thing. Or possibly a guilt thing. He had promised to protect h er. Maybe he thought providing orgasms fell under his bodyguard dutie s?
No, that was rid i culous. There was something between them. She knew it. If she was wrong about this then at least she had tried to do something daring and bold for a change. And calling him on the phone had just seemed lame considering they'd already been about as intimate as humanly possible.
Biting her lip, s he pushed on the door and was relieved when it didn't squeak. It sw u ng open smoothly and she carefully stepped into the dark room, trying not to trip in her 5-inch heels. It was even darker inside, but she could make out the shape of a massive bed in the middle of the room. S he could also see that the bed was occupied by a very large, dark for m lying among st the pale sheets.
Approaching the be d, she was just reaching into her pocket for the hand-cuffs she'd bo u ght that afternoon, when a flurry of movement on the bed caught her a t tention. Startled, she started to back away, but it was too late. A dark hand reached out for her and effortlessly pulled her onto the be d.
Once again, she w as lying on her back with a huge, unyielding weight on top of her. This t ime, however, there was a sudden and blinding light from the lamp n e xt to the bed and then she was looking up into the handsome but shocked face of Dante Delgado, stalker, former police officer, and dream m an.
"Holly," he e xclaimed. "What the hell are you doing here?" He quickly remove d his bulk from where he was sprawled on top of her and helped her sit u p on the side of the bed. Leaning back against the headboard, he rubbed his eyes and took a good look at her. "And Christ, w h at are you wearing?" His eyes travelled down to where her trench-co a t had parted to reveal most of her legs.
Holly tugged on th e trench-coat until the sides covered most of her thighs, but her concentration wasn't really on preserving her modesty. She was too busy taking her own visual invent o ry of his incredible body. Boy, had she been stupid to we a r a scarf over her eyes for t heir last meeting. What a waste!
H is body was pure m asculine perfection. The light blue sheet was pooled in his lap but h e was completely naked from the waist up. His smooth olive skin was sl i ghtly tanned, like he'd been working outside recently, and there w as a slight smattering of hair between his defined pectoral muscles. Fro m the broad, sloping shoulders to his sinewy forearms, he looked lik e he'd been crafted from marble. It was all she could do not to reac h out and run her hand down his six-pack and see where his tan ended.
H is body seemed positive l y huge, which is part of the reason she hadn't really believed he w a s her dream man. In his uniform he had looked fit, trim and compact. Without his clothes he looked and felt like Superman or maybe Tarzan judging by the wi ld appearance of his dark hair.
"Surprise," s he said weakly, pulling the hand-cuffs out of her pocket. This was n ot going as planned. She'd really hoped that he would just jump her and they'd live happily ever after. Instead he looked confused and m ore than a little cautious.
"I don't under s tand. How did you get in here?"
"When I finally f igured out who you were, I called Miss Bright and told her I needed t o see you. She didn't go for it at first, but eventually I convinc e d her, and she called your brother. He was more than happy to help m e out. I told him coming here tonight was part of a practical joke."
"That doesn ’ t surprise me. He's always more than willing to give me a hard ti m e."
Oh dear, that di d n't sound very positive. "Are you upset that I'm here? I'm n ot a crazy stalker or anything. If that's what you're thinking. ”
"That's not wh a t I was thinking at all." He gave her a h alf smile and touched her hair. "I'm just a bit overwhelmed. I think I was dreaming about you. A bout the other night in your apartment. An d then you we re here." He tugged on the belt of her trench-coat. "Looking like every man's fantasy. What do y ou have on under there anyway?"
She removed the tail of her belt from his hand. "That's part of the surprise. But you can unwr a p me later. First things first."
Dante eyed the fuz z y pink shackles doubtfully. "And what are you planning to do with t h ose?"
"Well," she s aid, moving closer to him. "You helped me out a lot the other nig h t, and I thought I'd return the favor. You said you'd like that, remember?" She dangled the cuffs in front of his eyes for a mome n t and then took his closest hand in hers and lifted it until it was pressed aga i nst the headboard. Then she gently wrapped one ring around his powerf u l wrist and clicked it into place.
He grinned, watc h ing her with interest and not a little heat. "Umm… Holly? Where are you going to attach that? I don't have any bars."
Holly frowned in d i sappointment. His headboard was a monstrous slab of carved wood cover e d in dark blue suede. Not exactly ideal for the activities she had in mind. "It doesn't matter, we can just pretend. Just keep your hands here," she said, reaching across him, she pushed his othe r hand against the headboard. "And I'll do the rest. Okay?"
He nodded his asse n t with a lopsided grin and shook his hands like they were helplessly sh a ckled to the headboard.
Holly tried to rem a in appropriately serious, but it was a losing battle. He looked a b i t ridiculous with one fuzzy, pink cuff dangling from his thick wrist. Only he could simultaneously look both silly and absolutely sexy as hel l. There was something so erotic about seeing him powerless like this. Now that she had decided to embrace her sexuality she could admit that s he liked having him at her mercy. Even if it was under false preten c e s.
Unsure where to be g in, Holly touched his cheek, gently tracing the long scar along his cheekbone. "Does this hurt?" She asked.
"Not anymore."
She shook her head and leaned forward to press her lips against the wound. "Did you get this w hen you went after that man? The suspect?"
He closed his eyes for a moment. "You know about that then?"
She nodded.
He sighed. "I r ealize this makes me look like a violent asshole. But I want you to k n ow that I've never hit a woman. Would never do that. Ever. I' m not like that." His dark eyes burne d with intensity as he looked do wn at her.
Holly shook her he a d and traced one of his dark eyebrows with one thumb. "I know you’re not like that, Dante. I could tell from the gentle way you touched me the o ther night. I'm not worried about that at all."
"I actu ally got this from my idiot brother."
"Damien hit you? ” She cried, clearly appalled.
"Nope. Differe n t brother. And we hit each other. This was an accident."
"You boys play ro ugh."
He grinned. "Yo u have no idea. ” He waved one shackled hand at his face. “Am I hideous? With the scar, I mean. Not as studly as you imagined. "
Holly shook her head vehemently and studied his handsome face. Honestly, the scar took away some of the boyishness that still existed there in his visage and transformed him into something else. Something dark and dangerous. “You’re gorgeous. More handsome than I remembered.”
Dante rolled his eyes. “I really doubt that, but I’m glad you don’t think I’m a monster.”
Distracted by his b ody, Holly smoothed her hands along hi s massive shoulders and then ove r his powerful chest. He looked so strong. She really couldn't fa t hom how he managed not to crush her.

Slowly, she slid one hand down his body. She fluttered her fingertips along his ribs a n d tried to look innocent when he raised an eyebrow at her.
"What?" she s aid. "You don't like that?"
"I'm pretty su r e we agreed to no tickling."
"I have no idea w hat you mean. That was a completely separate fantasy. It has no bea r ing on what's happening here tonight. New fantasy. New rules."
"Is that what th i s is? A fantasy? Or is it something more?" He asked, removing his wrists from the headboard, he gently grabbed her hands where they were tormenting his ribs and pressed the m against his stomach to keep th em still.
"This is your fa n tasy," she said, looking up at him seriously. "And it can be w hatever you want."
"Holly, you do n 't have to do that. I mean, I love that you're here. And I re a lly love that you seem to be completely naked under that coat, but I n eed to know what's going on. I hate to sound like a chick, but wh a t does this all mean?" He gave her hands a little shake and the loo s e hand-cuff rattled against his hip.
"What do you thi n k it means?"
"I don't reall y know. You obviously went to a lot of trouble to track me down, and I have no idea how y ou figured out it was me. I even scrubbed m yself down with un scented products to keep my secret identity intact."
"That was pretty impressive. Though it did make me wonder if I'd just had sex with t h e creep from that night."
He went pale. "J eez. I didn't think of that. I was more concerned with you recogn i zing my scent."
"It's okay. T he thought crossed my mind, but it was pretty obvious that you weren ’t a rapist. You couldn't even go through with the rough sex part of my fantasy."
"Since you're h ere, I'm going to assume that you w eren't terribly disappointed.”
"Are you kidding? No, I wasn’t disappointed at all. I had no idea sex could be so good. Which is part of the rea s on I'm here. Because I want more of that. If you do, that is. ”
"Honey. Nothin g would make me happier than giving you all the sex you could possibly w a nt. But is that all you want? We can leave it at that if you want, but I'm hoping there's more. A lot more to this."
Holly looked down at their clasped hands and then stared deeply into his beautiful brown eyes. " I'm also here because you've been keeping me safe for months, sa c rificing your time and e nergy to fulfill a promise. I know I should be strong and independent and hate the fact that you feel you need to prot e ct me but it also makes me feel so grateful and secure, knowing you g i ve a damn about what happens to me. I just can't tell you how much it means to me that you c a re so much." She lifted his hands to her mouth and kissed the knuck l es, trying to ignore the pink handcuff.
"Holly, I don' t want you to be with me just because you feel grateful and horny. Ple a se tell me there's more."
"Hold on. I' m getting to that part. Be patient." She leaned back and gave him an a dmonishing look.
"Fine. I'll s hut up. But stop kissing my hands for a few seconds or I'm not goin g to be able to concentrate on what you're saying."
She lowered their h ands to his stomach again and couldn't help noticing how the sheet wa s tenting over his lap in a truly impressive manner. "I can see that you're a little distracted. Now I am too." She said, licking h er lips.
"What can I say? Guys are simple creatures. Be d + half-naked girl = massive hard on. You ha ve a very predictable effect on my anat omy.
"
"And for that I' m eternally grateful."
He groaned. "No more gratitu d e. Just tell me what you want. Please. I need to hear you say it. ”
She leaned forward and pressed a kiss just above his heart. "I want you. Not for one night or just a fantasy. I want everything. I don't know why, b u t I feel like there's more between us than just chemistry. I felt i t the night you rescued me and I felt it again when you tried to fulfill my fantasy. For me, what's between us is real and can't be deni ed. I really want to be with you and fi nd out if we can have an actual, normal, adult, long-term relationship. How about you?"
He drew her agains t his broad chest and kissed her passionately. When he pulled back they were both breathless. "There's really nothing I want more, but I hav e one more confession to make."
Holly traced his l i ps with her fingers. "Pleas e don't tell me that you're goin g to continue to work at Delta of Venus Inc."
He laughed. "No way. I'm definitely not cut out for that. That was a one-time on l y deal. Apparently I'm the second worst Scene Facilitator they've ever had."
"Second? Who' s the worst?"
"You met my brot h er? I assume he let you in?"
"Hmmm…Re a lly? I would think he'd be excellent at fulfilling women's fantas i es."
"Not sure I like the sound of that," he growled.
Holly shrugged and looked innocent. "He just seems v e ry capable. Now, what's your confession?"
"Well. I actua l ly noticed you more than a year ago at that coffee shop. I wanted to a pproach you then but kept chickening out. When I burst into your apartment that night I couldn't believe my luck. I got to play k night in shin i ng armo u r to the girl of my dreams. My own personal fantasy."
"Seriously? Wh y didn't you just come up and talk to me? I would have been thrilled. Believe me." She smoothed her hand over his chest again. "I m ean, look at you. You're incredible."
"Incredibly awkw a rd when it comes to sweet, sexy women apparently."
She shook her head in denial. "I can't believe that."
"It's true. A sk my brother. He'd be more than happy to share all my short-coming s."
"Hmmm…I r eally can't see any shortcomings." Her hand wandered down to his l ap and squeezed his prominent erection.
He gasped at her b o ld caress. Grabbing her by the waist he picked her up and placed her astride his lap with hi s cock jutting up between them. Yanking on the belt of her coat he rou g hly pulled the lapels apart and studied her naked body as it was reveal ed to him.
"God, you're beautiful," he murmured, pushing h er coat entirely off her shoulde rs. He roughly palmed her breasts and then leaned forward to lick one hard, pink nipple.
"No more confess i ons?" She asked, lifting her body until her slick pussy hovered o v er the head of his straining erection.
"Nope. All out of secrets. Now let's get on with my fantasy, shall we?"
"M y p leasure," she sighed as she slowly and sweetly had her wicked way w i th him.
I t was a dream come true, for both of them.
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