























God, what if he didn’t remember her? No. Of course, he would remember her.
He had to.

She twisted the tie about her wrists and used her teeth to help her tie a lose knot.
Lying back against the overstuffed pillows, she raised her hands over her head, just as
Dylan had once positioned her. She spread her legs slightly and glanced at that mirror
across the room.

She looked like a wanton. Moisture dampened the crotch of the teddy. For
tonight, she vowed to be any damn thing Dylan could possibly want. As long as he did
to her all the things he’d done before. As long as he commanded her body, brought her
the excruciating pleasures he had before, and slaked his own insatiable lust inside her.

The sound of her own breathing brought her back to the present. Her pussy
throbbed, and her nipples drew tight against the lace cups. Please let him hurry.

As she lay there, trying to regulate her breathing and calm her racing heart, she
wondered whether tonight would go well. And if it did, could it be the start to a
long-term affair?

The newspaper article had said he’d just bought a five-thousand-acre vineyard in
the Napa Valley and was here on the coast to meet with investors. His main American
headquarters was somewhere in Florida, where he owned a multimillion dollar
mansion and two other wineries.

If he was going to be spending time here on the West Coast... She grinned and
her breathing sped up all over again at the thought of Dylan calling her with that sexy
Latin accent, saying, “I'm in town. Meet me at the Rosemont.”

She could have the best of both worlds—daily independence and the occasional
sexual guidance of a talented master. And no one but the two of them need know about
her darker, deviant side. There was no point in informing the world that she wasn’t
always in control, that she loved it when Dylan told her to lick his balls.

She held her breath when she heard the click of the electronic lock on the front
door. The room was dark now, night completely fallen outside. The only light filtered
through the bedroom door from the sitting room, splashing across the bed, making her
feel as if she were under a spotlight.

Straining to hear what he was doing, she thought she heard the bar fridge open
and close. Ice clanked in a glass. “Come on, come on,” she whispered. What if he
decided to watch television or read the newspaper first? What if she lay here for hours
before he came to bed? What if he tossed her out?

Her insecurities warred with her courage. As she debated the logic of either
dragging him to the bedroom or hiding until he went to sleep, a shadow fell across the
bed.

His tall, lean body stopped, silhouetted in the doorway. His hand moved, and
then lamplight flooded the room. He stood there in dark slacks, his cream-colored shirt
open at the collar, the sleeves rolled back to reveal his darkly tanned forearms. In one



hand was a glass of amber liquid. But it was the deep amber of his eyes that snared her.
His intense gaze took in her body from head to toe, heating her even more, sending a
thrill skyrocketing through her.

She took a deep breath for courage. “Hello, Master,” she purred, her body so
ready for him she could barely keep from squirming.

A slow grin spread over his chiseled features as he sauntered toward the bed.
The sexy dimple that'd been her undoing two years before winked at her.

He hadn’t changed much. His discerning eyes were still framed by fine lines that
crinkled at the outer corners whenever he was amused. He’d kept his thick brown hair
trimmed on the sides, but let it grow longer on top, which gave him a rakish look as
errant strands fell across his brow.

“Well, now,” he said in his deep, sexy accent, “I like the sound of that.”
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