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About the Book

Louisa Dane is going places, her model agency is due to get a cash injection of millions and she enjoys the nightly attentions of a smart and handsome lover. Basically, New York City is at her feet. So why is she spitting mad?

Paolo Tessario is the reason – her new business partner, who is responsible for the millions. She’s only just found out where Paolo’s money comes from. No matter that he’s eager to get to work and that his hot and brooding Italian looks send a sensual shiver down her spine – nobody willingly beds down with the Mafia …


Prologue

Louisa Dane turned over in bed, stretching out her limbs as far as they would go. Mixed feelings of excitement and trepidation washed over her as she savoured her first waking moments and listened to Andrew splashing about in the bathroom. Slowly she pulled the sheet back from her face and examined the daylight filtering in through wide windows on the opposite side of the room.

Andrew’s voice broke through her thoughts. ‘It’s a murky sort of day,’ he commented, as he leant over her, shaking his head and showering her naked flesh with water. Louisa squealed with surprise and grinned up at him.

‘No,’ she replied, ‘it’s a lovely day. In fact it’s an excellent day, a most resplendent, exciting, satisfying, fulfilling …’ The words tailed away as Andrew fixed his lips across hers and in an eager response she pulled him down and onto her, the remaining droplets of water transferring themselves from one body onto the other as they rolled across the bed. Louisa shivered, suddenly wanting him inside her, her kisses deepening in intensity until, through the mass of flailing limbs, she realised that Andrew’s intentions were not necessarily the same as hers. Reluctantly, she released her arms from around his neck and he immediately reached out to stop the buzzing alarm clock, which, in her sudden passion, she had wilfully failed to hear.

‘Damn,’ he said, lifting the clock into the light. ‘Sorry, Louisa, I’ve got to get a move on.’

‘Andrew, no.’ She pouted persuasively, running her hands down the sliver of damp hair on his chest and towards his groin. ‘Surely we can have just a few more minutes.’

‘No, honestly. Woah,’ he gasped involuntarily as she reached downwards to grasp his clearly excited member, and draw him back towards her sex. ‘I have to go.’

Louisa sighed and gave up, releasing her hold on him. There was no arguing with Andrew once he had made up his mind. And he was always quite specific. If he said he had to go now, then he really had to go. Spontaneity, she thought, was never the word she would use when describing his character.

‘I’m sorry, darling,’ he apologised, sprinting away from the bed and towards the wardrobe, a bit too eagerly, she thought. ‘But I’ve got an early meeting with the partners, and anyway,’ he continued with a glance back at her, ‘you’ve got to get to the office and start creating an empire.’

Louisa lay back on the bed once more as her hands, hidden beneath the sheet began to drift downwards. The urge to touch herself was almost irresistible now that Andrew had deserted her, and with delicate surreptitious strokes she began to release the tension within her.

‘Well,’ she said, ‘I don’t think anyone’s going to mind if the boss is just a few minutes late. Anyway, after today I shouldn’t think I’ll ever leave the office again.’

Andrew cast her a sideways look as he pulled on his jacket. ‘Hypocrite,’ he announced. ‘Stop trying to sound bothered about being chained to the desk. You know you love it. That’s why you took on the capital partners.’ He reached over her to give her a final goodbye kiss. ‘You wanted to be in charge of a much bigger show. And now you are.’ He smiled. ‘I know you, you want it all. And I’m sure you’ll have it.’

He let himself out of the apartment and Louisa lay back against the chocolate-coloured sheets, her blonde hair spreading out in a halo around her shoulders. The need for sex, raw and hot, flared up inside her groin once again and she groaned with frustration, wishing Andrew could have spared just five more minutes. ‘God,’ she thought, ‘two minutes would have done the job.’ Sometimes she didn’t want finesse, she just wanted to feel fucked.

The thought of sex was now utterly irresistible. Louisa’s fingers ceased curling her pubic hair and moved to the warmth between her legs, gently stroking the eager swelling bud of her clitoris. Moaning softly to herself as lustful sensations and images intensified, she ran the fingers of her other hand around her nipples, pulling and mistreating them. Gingerly, Louisa let the strokes against her clit lengthen and deepen and felt her way inside her sex. Splitting her thighs apart she slid her cool fingers into the hot, sticky moistness of her hole and then, with a practised ease she increased the pace and violence of her actions, driving herself towards a sharp gasping climax.

She lay on the bed, feeling her senses strung out on the moments of ecstasy that too soon became an ebbing throb and then slowly washed away. She was left somewhat satisfied, but still wishing she had a man there to attend to her sexual needs and also with the lingering wish that Andrew didn’t find it quite so easy to drag himself away from her.

Finally Louisa rose from her bed. Pulling a creamy silk kimono around her shoulders she walked through the kitchen, poured herself coffee and strolled out onto the balcony that ran along the side of the building. She looked out over New York which, despite its reputation, still seemed pretty sleepy this morning. It was, after all, only just coming up to six o’clock, and she had plenty of time to get ready for work.

‘This is it,’ she thought. ‘My chance. My time. The moment I’ve been waiting and working for.’ She allowed herself a moment of self-satisfaction and drank down the hot, strong Colombian coffee, before turning indoors to prepare herself for the day ahead.

The Dane Model Agency had been in existence for almost six years. Louisa had devoted that time to building up the business; finding new models, fighting for commissions from magazines, developing the business’s name and seeing the whole supermodel arena ebb and flow around her, but always as a fairly small time player in the industry. However, it was her baby and she loved it.

Louisa had never been a model herself but she had always loved the glamour and high profile of the fashion business. She was also fortunate in that a reasonably substantial family trust meant she could choose her own destiny, although she still had to make a go of things. Her financial independence did not extend to allowing her to become a dilettante, moving from one project to another. She served her apprenticeship in a series of well known agencies, learning about the business and the industry as a whole and then, when the time seemed right, she committed herself and her funds to creating the business.

Her wealthy East Coast family background, her New York business contacts, a European education, and her Wasp looks – blonde hair, green eyes and a classic bone structure – gave her a head start over much of the competition. But, for all that, she still needed luck. For a long time she was in the position where many of the girls on her books were in the profitable but less glamorous niche lines, showing their nails, hands, hair and faces rather than taking to the catwalk. But now some of the newer models she had brought into the business were finding fame on the catwalks and as cover models, with burgeoning supermodel celebrity status. This had swung the pendulum of success further in her favour and when she had looked for investors there had been a lot of interest. In a way the change in the business had all happened quite suddenly: an overnight success that only took six years to develop.

‘Six years,’ she thought as the shower pummelled her back, and she moved from there to the dressing room to dry her hair and apply her usual daytime make-up. It was a long time to operate alone and unchecked, and now at last she had chosen to have a partner. She laughed at her ingenuous reflection. ‘You liar,’ she told herself. ‘You would have begged for a partner to bring in this sort of cash.’

It was Andrew who had come up with the goods and had found a suitable venture capital firm, willing to take the risk and put up the money to expand the agency. Her new partners were eminently respectable, and they obviously thought she was going to do well, she told herself with delight. Of course, it was inevitable that they would now own most of the company, seventy-one per cent to be exact, but that was the price for a cash injection of several millions, and she was lucky to retain so much control. The deal was such that, although the third party investors nominally controlled the business, she was in charge unless the business was unable to meet pre-set targets. Or in other words, if she failed. ‘No chance of that,’ Louisa said to herself. ‘I know what I’m doing.’

The investors’ primary input at this stage would be to install someone on the board to work with her, plus ex-officio and non-voting directors to assist the two of them in decision-making. Today was the first formal introduction session; she would be meeting her new executive director, a former member of the fashion council in New York and a long-time magazine editor, although now retired, Alex Prince. He would be great to work with, she thought as she buttoned up her blouse and pulled on her stockings, then finished her hair and make-up. He was extremely well-known, his reputation was good, he had terrific contacts in all aspects of the fashion world and he was looking for a business to be involved with in his retirement. So in many ways, the Dane Agency was ideal for him; no personal financial risk, as much involvement as he wanted, and a means of keeping his name on people’s lips and in the fashion papers.

Louisa turned away from the wardrobe to examine her reflection in the mirror. She had chosen a creamy silk Armani skirt and blouse and set them against a contrasting olive jacket and she stepped back to admire the overall effect in the long mirror on the far side of the bedroom wall. She looked wealthy, smart and sophisticated: her blonde hair was deeply golden against the olive green of the jacket and beneath the cream silk skirt her long slim legs stretched down to where her feet were stylishly encased in high-heeled Bruno Magli shoes. She nodded with approval. ‘Right,’ she said. ‘Here we go.’
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