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      She’s off-limits. Inappropriate. A tease, a brat, a scandal waiting to happen, and a royal pain in my ass.

      Oh, and she’s one more thing too: all mine.

      …She just doesn’t know it yet.

      

      I have a problem. A five-foot-five, brown-haired, green-eyed little tease of a problem. A problem that’s lived under my roof ever since I took her in as if she were my own years ago.

      Lola. Princess Lola, that is. Lola with the fiery sass, the softest lips, the sweetest skin, and the most temping curves these rough hands have ever wanted to grab ahold of

      I’m her guardian – the man who took care of her and raised her up. But my eyes have started lingering longer than they should. My thoughts have turned darker, and there’s no turning back.

      See, I want the little Princess to be my little Princess. I want her laid out dressed in nothing but jewels and a smile – a present waiting for me to unwrap and claim.

      The world will say this is so f*cking wrong. They’ll say I’m more than twice her age. They’ll say a rough, hardened, ex-soldier like myself has no business being with her. They’ll say a lot to try and keep us apart.

      …They can all go to hell.

      Because whatever my Lola wants, she’ll get. And she’s about to get every inch of what she wants.

      …But only if she says please.

      

      Are you sitting on your throne? Got your tiara and jewels ready? Good, you’re going to need them. Get ready for that kind of book. You know what I’m talking about ;).

      Wild, out of control, and pure dirty fantasy at it’s finest. Packed with insta-love, kindle-melting steam, and one very dominant alpha. As with all my books, this one is safe, with no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Xavier

      

    
    
      The woman smiled, her red lips pulling back to show a flash of perfect white teeth. Candlelight flickered over her face — over stunningly good looks that could have and did turn most heads in the dim, intimate restaurant we were sitting in.

      She was regal. The right “stock” — the right type of royalty. Cultured, rich, perhaps a little snobby, and definitely thought she was going to get my cock that night.

      She wasn’t.

      Not even close.

      But the point is, she was appropriate for me. More appropriate than, well…yeah, that. The date that night with the “appropriate” woman — a countess — wasn’t a date for me. It was medicinal. It was a necessary, surgical move to try and save me from myself. From my demons. From my obsession.

      But it was. Not. Working.

      Because I couldn’t concentrate on the Countess Victoria with her ridiculous cleavage, her fake tan, her fake bottle-blonde hair. I could even follow what she was saying to me, much less acknowledge it when her hand tried to hold mine.

      Because all I could think about was her.

      My problem. My obsession. The very off-limits, very never-can-happen her.

      Lola.

      My Lola.

      I’d been strong for longer than I’m betting most men would have been. But no longer. I couldn’t pretend anymore — couldn’t ignore what I knew I was feeling.

      …I couldn’t ignore the fact that Lola Abington, my sweet, innocent, nineteen-year-old ward, got my cock harder than a diamond. Not after what I’d seen the day before — the scene I’d walked into that’d gotten me more furious and more turned on than I’d ever been before. A confusing mix of emotions I was still trying to come to grips with.

      Seeing her like that had flipped a switch inside of me. She’d gone from my young innocent little ward to a woman, and suddenly, what I’d been ignoring for years couldn’t be ignored any longer. I’d been doing everything in my power to pretend I didn’t see it, but I had. Oh had I.

      Little Lola had grown up, and she’d grown up a lot.

      And now I couldn’t ignore her anymore. And believe me, I’d tried. But seeing the look on her face, and the way she’d shrieked and covered her bare tits, but not quick enough that I didn’t get a tempting glimpse of pale pink nipple and the soft curve of her body. The way she’d looked right at me, her face wild and heated, her hands cupping her breast, and my cock about to rip a hole through my pants.

      All of that had struck me like a branding iron, and I couldn’t go back to pretending anymore.

      “Xavier?”

      I blinked my thoughts away, turning and narrowing my eyes as I realized what was happening. The Countess Victoria had sidled around to my side of the table, now sitting directly next to me in the round banquet-style booth. Very, very next to me. She licked her lips, arching her brows suggestively. Her hand dropped to my thigh, and she grinned.

      “Oh I think someone’s already ready for me, isn’t he?” she purred, clearly feeling the completely un-ignorable tent in my pants.

      Yeah, it was time to shut this down. Now.

      I pushed her hand away, ignoring her gasp as I slid from the table, trying to will my erection away as I stood.

      “I have to leave.”

      Her jaw dropped. “Wait, seriously? We haven’t even gotten our food yet.”

      “Something’s come up at home.”

      Something had come up at home. The day before. The week before. The fucking month before. And I was done pretending it hadn’t. My sweet little Lola had been a bad girl two nights before. Vey, very bad. So bad that she’d crawled under my skin and lit a fire there. So bad that my cock had barely gone down since. She’d decided to play the temptress, or the tease, or the brat, or whatever fire it was she’d been playing with that night. But that was done.

      And I was done holding back.

      I dropped a few hundred dollars on the table with a nod.

      “Thanks for lovely evening,” I half-lied. I turned, ignoring Victoria’s huffs and curse words as I stormed from the restaurant. The valet brought my all-black vintage Mustang around — a classic for a classic my friends always joked with me, given my age.

      My age.

      More than double hers.

      The engine roared as I floored it, pointing towards home.

      This was wrong. This was inappropriate. This was filthy, and lewd, and so fucking forbidden.

      But I was done fucking caring. I was done waiting, and ignoring this. I was done living right down the hall from the tempting little tease who’d had my cock hard for longer than I even wanted to admit, and not doing a thing about it.

      My little Lola had grown up

      She was already “mine,” but now I was going to show her just how mine she really was.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      
        Two Nights Before:

      

      John’s lips pressed to mine, and I instantly hated it. I hated what I was doing, and why. Come to think of it, I didn’t even like John very much.

      But then, this is what I was supposed to be doing, right?

      I mean, a young, rich, un-engaged princess like myself? Kissing boys and making rash decisions was basically the handbook for me right? There were so many other girls with my exact title and background on Instagram or in tabloids, hooking up with famous rock gods or movie stars, and there I was at nineteen still moping around his manor.

      …But then, that was the other part of my problem.

      He was the other part of my problem — Xavier, the Duke of Bandiff. Also known as the man who’d basically been raising me for the last five years.

      I shook my head. No, I couldn’t go there anymore. I’d promised myself not to have those thoughts anymore and made my body pinky-swear to stop reacting the way it had been whenever I thought of him.

      But it wasn’t working. Not even a little bit. After months — years even — it wasn’t working, and I was starting to lose it. I couldn’t think the thoughts that I’d been thinking about him. I just couldn’t.

      It was wrong

      And so inappropriate.

      Xavier wasn’t my father, but he’d been the closest thing to one I’d pretty much ever had, what with my real dad always being gone, and then in prison — along with Xavier’s ex-wife, actually. She was still there, but my dad had skipped out and disappeared years before, which is when Xavier had stepped in to take me under his wing.

      And life had never been the same for me.

      But then, that’s why I was there that night, I guess. Xavier was out, and I’d invited John over because, well, maybe I thought it would help. John — Prince John, actually, the kind of douchey, but kind of good looking guy I’d known from school. Maybe I thought if I just put the inappropriate thoughts out of my head for a while and just got lost in some other guy, it would all go away. And then I could stop thinking these wicked, filthy thoughts about the man who’s roof I lived under.

      The man more than twice my age.

      The man who made my pulse skip a beat, who made my breath catch.

      …The man who made my panties slick and messy.

      “Ouch.”

      I winced as John’s clumsy hand groped my breast awkwardly.

      “Yeah you like that huh?” He hissed.

      No, not at all.

      “Just— go slower, okay?”

      He moved in to kiss me again, and I braced myself. Fuck, why was I even doing this? Right, Xavier.

      Just get him out of your head.

      This was going to be terrible, but I knew I’d be cured of my poisonous filthy, totally wrong thoughts afterward. I certainly hoped so at least.

      John’s lips brushed mine for half a second and then went to my neck, licking my skin like that was some sort of sexy move. His hands moved to my shirt, pushing it up my body.

      I swallowed. Okay, this was it. If I could just get it over with, I’d be free of my obsession with thinking about the one man I never should have been obsessing over.

      “It’s like ripping a bandaid off,” my friend Riley had said when I’d asked her once about the whole losing your v-card thing.

      Right, just like a bandaid.

      Wonderful analogy.

      I pulled away from John, swallowed, and reached down to hook my hands into my shirt. I pulled it up, not slowly, just a quick yank off my head, my long dark hair tumbling down to the middle of my back.

      Just like a bandaid.

      John grinned wolfishly, his eyes darting down to my bare tits. Riley had also suggested not wearing a bra. I should really have stopped listening to my friend.

      “Fuck yeah babe,” he growled as he moved in. His hand dropped to his belt, yanking it open as my stomach sank.

      Oh fuck, what the hell am I—

      “WHAT THE FUCK!”

      The voice boomed through the room, making my heart lurch into my throat and John shriek, jumping from the couch like he’d been electrified. I whirled, gasping as I covered myself with my hands and looked up into his eyes.

      Xavier.

      Xavier home early and standing in the doorway to the living room. His jaw was clenched so tight I thought he might break it, and the fire in those eyes of his — holy shit. That look was fierce, and savage, and furious.

      “You,” he roared, jabbing a finger like a murder weapon at John as he stormed into the room.

      “Hey, listen man, I was—”

      John cried out as Xavier grabbed him by the neck, picked him up and sent him crashing right through the coffee table.

      Whoa.

      “Get up!” Xavier roared.

      “Hey!” John shrieked again, his voice cracking. “I am prince of—”

      “I said GET. UP!”

      His mouth snap shut, and he nodded, his eyes wide as he stumbled to his feet.

      “Sir—”

      He winced as Xavier yanked his arm behind his back, twisting it and making him scream as he pushed and kicked him through the doorway to the main hall and foyer of the manor. I heard the huge, heavy oak door open, and a hitting sound followed by John shrieking again, and then the door slammed shut.

      Then there was silence.

      Oh, I’m in trouble.

      The silence sat there for a second before I heard footsteps. Xavier stormed back in, his face furious and his eye locked on me, huddled on the couch holding my breath.

      “Xavier—”

      “No, Lola,” he growled, shaking his head. “I don’t want to fucking hear it. Him? Seriously?”

      “What, picking my boyfriends now are you?” I snapped.

      Xavier’s eyes narrowed at me, his face glowering.

      “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

      “Nothing, you just think you can run my life!”

      He was silent.

      “I’m nineteen—”

      “I’m aware.”

      “So I can do what I want!”

      “Can you?” he snapped, moving towards me. I gasped as he stepped closer and closer, his muscled body bristling and his eyes fierce as he stormed over to where I sat, still topless and holding my breasts on the couch. I could feel my pulse racing, my stomach fluttering. My nipples hardened to little points against my palms.

      “Can you, Lola?” he growled.

      “It’s not like he’s my boyfriend or anything,” I muttered.

      “He’s not anything in this house ever again or I’ll cut his fucking head off.”

      I swallowed thinly, shivering.

      There was that dark streak — that something that lingered under his gorgeous, handsome face, and those rippling muscles that a man half his age would be jealous of. That something that made this more than a crush and lit something fierce inside of me. I’d been pushing my wicked thoughts away, trying to ignore how Xavier made me feel for too long.

      And that night was the breaking point.

      Getting busted by Xavier that night, I knew all my attempts to not think the way I thought were in vain. Because deep down, the only thing I ever wanted — the only man I ever wanted — was right in front of me, leaning over me with his fierce beautiful eyes blazing into mine. His hands dropped to either side of me, against the back of the couch as he loomed over me, like he was pinning me to it.

      And I realized something else, too. I couldn’t just do it with some guy. I couldn’t just rip the bandaid off. Because deep down, hidden away where I’d hid it for years, there was one thought that came rushing to the surface.

      ….deep down, I wanted Xavier to be my first.

      My first and my only.

      “Am I in trouble or not?”

      Ugh, there it was — my go-to response to him recently. It’s like as my own thoughts about him grew harder and harder to ignore, I’d compensated by being ruder, and sassier. Like throwing attitude at him would make these desires go away. But of course, it only ever made his eyes flash fiercely or his jaw clench tight, and all that ever did was make him even more irresistible.

      “Keep testing me, Lola,” he growled.

      “Oh, and what?”

      “And you’ll see what happens,” he hissed through clenched teeth. Fuck, he was so close, looming over me, his face inches from mine. I shivered, my nipples hard as little pebbles against my palms and the heat blooming between my thighs.

      I sneered. “What, you going to punish me, Daddy?”

      I froze, my mouth snapping shut. Xavier’s face went dark, his eyes crackling with this fiery blaze as the heat teased through me.

      …Why had I just called him that, and why did saying it send something electrifying through my body?

      “Xavier, I—”

      “Go to your room, Lola,” he said quietly, suddenly moving back from me, standing upright and taking a step away. That fierce, steely gaze on that chiseled handsome face lingered on me for one full second, melting me into the couch and setting every part of me on fire. I dropped my gaze, unable to meet his any longer as my face grew hotter, thinking about what he’d just walked in on me about to do.

      I felt mortified, and terrible, and yet also so fucking turned on that I was sitting there with just my hands and my will to keep them where they were stopping him from seeing so much of me.

      And I was about to say something — to apologize even for my shitty, rash behavior, when suddenly, I saw it. I saw it and my pulse skipped a beat.

      I saw it — the thick, big bulge tenting the front of his pants. My mouth opened a little, my eyes going wide as my pulse roared through my ears.

      And then suddenly, he whirled and stormed from the room, leaving me panting for breath, tingling with something hot, and soaking through my panties.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Xavier

      

    
    
      I drove home from the restaurant where I’d left the countess with a fire inside of me. My hands gripped the wheel tight, the blaze inside of me flickering hotter and hotter. This date had been a fucking mistake. A last-ditch attempt at correcting my course before I went out of control. But it was too late.

      Way too late. I was already lost in her, and there was no coming back.

      …I didn’t want to come back. Not for the world, and certainly not for fakeness like the Countess Victoria.

      My mind flashed back to kicking that fucking boy out the other night, tearing him away from her — the protective, fierce, and completely jealous emotions roaring inside of me. I remembered wanting to kill him as I dragged him by the neck to the door, and I almost did when I thought about what he’d seen.

      He’d seen her. He’d seen more of her than I ever had. He’d crossed a line with her I’d fought to get away from, because I knew crossing it was wrong. It fucking burned knowing how hard I’d fought to stay away, and having that piece of shit cross it so easily — so readily.

      I thought back to storming back into the room after not murdering the piece of shit, and seeing her still sitting there — so fucking bare. My mind flashed back to her hands covering her full, soft breasts. And once again, I’d somehow found the restraint not to react. Like not killing the fuck-wad I’d thrown out, somehow I stopped myself from yanking her hands away, pulling her against my body, and tasting the forbidden fruit I’d denied myself. Somehow I stopped myself from feeling her skin under my hands, and peeling those legs apart. I’d stopped myself from lining my cock up against her soft, slick little untouched pussy and driving it inside, making her squeal as I filled her to the brim with every inch as her tight, velvety walls stretched around me.

      Instead, with the restraint of a fucking saint, I’d turned and stormed away, with every single cell in my brain screaming about what an idiot I was for doing it.

      I’d gone directly to my quarters, sat in my chair, pulled my cock out, and stroked. I’d groaned, finally letting go — finally letting the thoughts I’d kept chained up and locked away run rampant through my head. I pictured every single thing I wanted from her — guiding her down on my lap as her pussy took all of my cock. I pictured that sassy mouth of hers opening wide for me, her soft, pink lips wrapping around my cock and sucking. I pictured pushing her legs back and up, spreading her wide as I dragged my tongue from her asshole to her clit until she was dripping down my chin.

      I pictured taking her, and fucking her every which way until her hungry little cunt sucked the cum from my balls to fill her up. I imagined every single one of those things as my hand slid up and down my big, throbbing hard cock. I thought of taming her, of making her mine.

      Lola was slowly spinning out of control. Maybe I’d been soft because I was trying to hide the way I felt about her. But she needed discipline if she was going to keep living with me.

      My cock throbbed, and my hand tightened around it, precum making my shaft slick and glistening.

      Lola needed rules.

      I groaned, my balls starting to tighten as I felt the cum start to boil over.

      She needed control. She needed protection. She needed love, and also discipline.

      …She needed a daddy.

      I’d groaned as the cum erupted from my pulsing cock, thick ropes falling over my hand, my abs, and my balls as I groaned out my release, thinking of only her.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The gates to my manor opened by remote as I approached. I drove in and started up the long winding drive through the grounds.

      We’d had something good, even if it was confusing. Lola and I shared some of the same pain, since it was the failed coup that wrecked both of our failed families and brought us together in the first place.

      When she came to me six years before — or rather, when I took her in, we were both damaged goods. Her father, Prince Jeremy Abington, had been a friend once, but he’d gone to the dark side of life. Booze, drugs, women — the man I’d known and once respected became a lying, gambling piece of shit. Lola’s mother had passed young, and with Jeremy off living up the pampered royal life to the fullest in Monaco or wherever most of the time, Lola had mostly been raised by nannies and the such. But then, Jeremy had shown his true colors, and it was a lot worse than just being a lousy father and an asshole.

      The attempted coup on King Rian had shaken our country. Rian was a just, kind king, and the people loved him. Some of those in power though, did not like his style of governing which always helped the common people and not the rich and royal.

      On the plus side, the plot to kill him had been stopped. On the bad side, the people involved shocked us all.

      I’d known Shana, my ex wife, had been cheating on me. Our marriage was over long before it actually was, and I’d lost any feelings for the woman I thought I’d loved once it was clear what a self-serving, discriminating, cruel person she really was. I’d been arranging for a divorce anyway when I’d gotten the call — Shana was cheating on me, with one of King Rian’s army captains. But that wasn’t the worst part.

      The worst part was, she was personally involved in the assassination attempt. In a major way.

      There was group in our country that’d decided they were tired of King Rian’s approach to governing. He was having open elections to elect a parliament of the people, and those with the power they’d been born into didn’t like that one bit. Shana, the captain, a few others and Lola’s father had plotted to detonate a bomb at a damn children’s hospital the day of a visit from the king. The plan was to blame it on extremists and use the chaos and the death of our king to seize power.

      Thankfully, they’d failed.

      King Rian and I went way back, and my loyalty was never on trial. I did testify though, against Shana, which cleared me of any connection. Jeremy and the rest of them were also tossed in prison. It wasn’t long before his money and connections got him sprung in some sort of jail break, but he’d gone on the run and disappeared, leaving Lola in the lurch. When it was clear that she had no other family, I’d acted without thinking.

      And just like that, she was my charge.

      My ward.

      My own, really.

      That’d been six years before. We’d been fine for years. I treated her like my own, and yet gave her the freedom to be herself. In turn, she’d mostly respected my rules.

      But things had changed. She’d changed.

      She’d grown up is what the problem was. And I couldn’t pretend I didn’t see anymore. I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t see that her walking into a room brightened it — that her brushing past me got my blood roaring and my cock throbbing.

      …That her smile got my heart racing like nothing ever had

      And like I said, I was done pretending.

      I roared the car up the drive, my jaw tight as I tried to fight back and tried to push down the flames burning inside. I took the last turn, tires squealing as I pulled up to the front of my manor, when suddenly, I slammed on the breaks. My hands tightened on the wheel, my jaw clenched, my eyes narrowed. The fury exploded inside.

      The red sports car in the drive certainly wasn’t mine. Too new, too sporty. And I instantly knew who’s it fucking was — that boy from the other night. The one I’d almost fucking killed.  The one she’d been with with her fucking shirt off.

      He he was back. And now he was a dead man.

      The car door slammed behind me and I stormed up the big stone front steps of my manor estate. The front door boomed open, and I didn’t even bother closing it as I marched right up the sweeping stairs towards her wing of the house.

      My pulse thundered in my ears, and my hands closed to fists. My anger burned like a jet engine inside — blind jealousy, furious indignation exploding through me.

      Her door was shut as I stormed down the hallway towards it, but I never stopped. I never slowed. I never took a breath. I walked right into it, barreling my shoulder into it, and fucking crashed right through it as the roar almost ripped from my throat.

      Lola gasped, whirling as she dropped the towel.

      …And my mind went blank as I stumbled to a stop.

      Inches from her, naked, and totally alone in the room.

      “Where—” I blinked, my jaw clenched tight as the rest of the world sort of faded away.

      “Where are—” My eyes slid over her, and my mouth stopped working. Because right there, for the very first time, was all of her. And fuck had she grown up. She was all woman, all soft curves and smooth skin. And my mind just went blank.

      Her hands moved to cover herself, but it was a lost cause. She didn’t move. She didn’t shriek or scream, or run. She just stood there, her chest rising and falling quickly and a slow pink blush creeping over her neck and her face as her eyes locked onto mine.

      “Whose—” I shook my head, my eyes fixed on hers. “Whose car is that?”

      She blinked. “What, the—”

      “The red one,” I snapped.

      “Faith’s.”

      The breath I didn’t even know I’d been holding exhaled slowly, my shoulders unclenching slightly. Faith, as in the Princess Faith, her friend. Not a boy’s car. Also maybe not a great reason to break down a door and stumble in on her naked.

      Shit.

      “She’s— she’s downstairs in the movie room,” she whispered. “I was just…shower.”

      I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath. Yeah, this was it. I’d officially gone off the fucking deep end. I’d officially pushed a foot over that line.

      “Sorry,” I growled, turning, forcing my eyes to drag away from her. “I’ll fix your door in the—”

      “You thought I had someone in here?”

      I froze, half turned away from her, my hand on the doorframe.

      “Yes,” I said quietly.

      “So you broke down the door?”

      “Yes,” I hissed.

      “Why?”

      “Because,” I growled lowly. “Because I told you—”

      “You told me no boys.”

      “Exactly.”

      I started to turn again.

      “Why else?”

      The room went quiet except for the thudding of my pulse in my ears, my whole fucking body tingling and aching with the nearness of her. She was right there, naked and bare to me, and all it’d take is one move to make her mine, and claim what I’d been denying myself for way too long.

      Feeling this way for her was wrong. Wanting her was a sin. Lusting after her was forbidden.

      “Why else, Xavier?” she said quietly. Her hand touched my arm, and I felt a pulse of heat explode through my skin at the spot. Her fingers slid over my arm, the pulse of heat grew faster, and suddenly, something in me snapped.

      …The very last of my resolve.

      “This,” I growled as I turned, slid my hands around her hips, pulled her right into me, and fucking kissed her.

      Hard.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      It was over before I even knew what was happening. One second, my lips were pressed tight to his, my whole world spinning off its axis. And then the next, he was gone — pulling away, his eyes blazing with fire as he slowly shook his head, turned, and stormed away, leaving me gasping for more.

      “Hey, sorry about the car.”

      “Huh?”

      I turned, blinking at my friend in the dim light of the big home theater in the lower levels of the manor. We’d been watching Chocolat — obviously the best Johnny Depp movie of all time — but I’d barely been paying attention. Or, at all, actually. All I could concentrate on was thinking back to before I’d stumbled down here in a daze — to Xavier.

      I’d crossed the line. Well, we both had, but it didn’t matter who was to blame, we’d both gone crashing over it. And it was consuming every part of me — his kiss lingering on my lips as I sat in the dark, burning with heat.

      “My car?” Faith made a face. “Did I park it weird or something?”

      “Um, what?”

      She sighed. “The Duke, when he came home, he seemed—”

      “You know you can just call him Xavier.”

      Faith, ever the well-mannered good one of our little group of friends, scrunched up her nose. “Okay, well, he seemed pissed when he came home.”

      I blushed in the darkness.

      “No, that was…” I shrugged. “It was nothing.”

      “You sure?”

      “Yeah.”

      I shivered, thinking of the way my heart had jumped into my throat as he crashed into my bedroom, that look on his face sending fire through every part of me. And then his eyes drinking all of me in, with me neither able or wanting to do a thing about it.

      “Wait, do you have a new car by the way?”

      “Oh,” Faith quickly looked back to the movie screen. “Sorta.”

      “Sorta? You sort of have a new car?” I grinned quizzically. “Faith, you can’t ‘sort of’ have something. I think it’s like being pregnant. You either are or your not. You’re not sort of pregnant.”

      Faith blushed deeper. “Okay, no one is pregnant.”

      “Pretty sure we’d have to be getting laid for that to happen.”

      Faith’s face turned a shade darker.

      “So, the car?”

      “Yeah it’s this whole thing,” she mumbled, brushing the question off.

      I wasn’t one to let up though.

      “Um, go on?”

      She sighed. “It was a gift, okay?”

      “From?”

      My friend groaned. “No one, okay? Can we just drop it?”

      I knew Faith’s parents, and while loving, they were definitely on the stricter side, especially when it came to Faith. They certainly weren’t the type to get her a freaking red sports car, princess or not.

      “You know I’m not going to let this go, right?”

      She groaned again. “Yeah, I know. Later, okay? I got some things to figure out.”

      “Well now I’m even more intrigued.”

      She grinned at me, her face flushed as she chewed her bottom lip. I always liked teasing my friend, and in this case it was even better since it took my mind away from the huge thing that’d just happened upstairs in my room.

      Well, it sort of took my mind away from it. Kind of. Not really.

      “Does this have anything to do with that tattoo you’ve been trying to hide all night?”

      Faith gasped, yanking her sleeve back up over her wrist and covering the little rose tattoo she’d been trying to keep out of sight all night.

      “I—”

      “Oh, are you going to tell me it’s fake?”

      She frowned.

      Faith, Princess of Devoney, along with Callie, the Princess of Arbor, and Riley, the Duchess of Irin, was one of my best friends. But where Riley and I trended a little to the wilder side, Faith and Callie were always a little more reserved. A little more of the good girl type I guess you could say.

      …A new sports car and a tattoo weren’t exactly keeping with that for Faith.

      “Okay, fine,” I threw my hands in the air, sighing. “We’ll let it go.”

      “Thanks.”

      “For now.”

      Faith grinned as I winked at her.

      “I am sorry I missed Xavier getting all pissed though.”

      “Why?”

      Faith bit her lip and raised a brow at me as her face reddened. “You know why.”

      I felt the heat creep up my neck. Oh, I knew. We’d all joked about this before, at a sleepover. My friends had all joked about how unfair it was that “my dad” was so hot.

      “He’s NOT my dad.”

      “Yeah and good thing,” Riley giggled.

      “Okay, gross?”

      “Please, you think he’s gross?”

      I’d blushed back then when they’d been teasing me, because I knew then what I certainly knew now. I knew even back then that I was hiding all sorts of filthy, forbidden thoughts about the man whose roof I lived under.

      So, yeah I knew why seeing Xavier mad was a thing to see. Because somehow he got even more attractive when he had those storm clouds around him. I shivered, thinking about that look just now upstairs. I remembered him storming into me, putting his hands on me. And then our lips crushing together like something I’d been waiting for for years.

      A breath I’d been waiting to inhale.

      Water I’d been dying to drink.

      The forbidden fruit that’d been tempting me for way too long.

      He’d kissed me, he’d pulled me into his body, and I’d melted. Everything in the world had stopped on its axis. And then he’d pulled away, given me a hard, lingering look, and left.

      Just like that.

      And now all I wanted was more.
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* * *

      Faith left late, and even though I’d made a big show of yawning when I’d walked her out to her frankly gorgeous new red sports car, I wasn’t tired.

      I was very awake.

      Xavier catching me the other day had lit something inside. That fire had kept spreading, and now, it was out of control. I couldn’t wait anymore. I couldn’t pretend that someday he’d just wake up and notice me in the way I wanted him to.

      This life I lived here at his manor and under his care was cushy, but I couldn’t keep letting that deter me. I knew the risks. I knew I might say something, or do something and it’d be the wrong move and I’d be out, or whatever we had now would be ruined. But I had to take that leap or I’d go crazy wondering what if.

      And besides that, the kiss said it all. The kiss was the dare, and now, it was time for me to act.

      [image: ]
* * *

      My pulse pounded in my ears as I stood outside the door to his garage. Xavier liked to fix old cars, which was funny for a man like him of the position and means he had.

      …But also insanely attractive.

      There was something about the combination of his being both this cultured, well-mannered, powerful royal — a Duke of an entire country — but also this rough guy who could roll his sleeves up his muscled forearms and get his hands dirty that was insanely hot.

      The hallway outside the garage door was dark. My skin tingled under the thin silk robe I wore. He’d given this to me for Christmas the year before — this thigh-length red silk bathrobe. I’d probably looked too deep into it then, but now — wondering for nights on end what it “meant” and if it was him trying to tell me something, even if it was just a robe. But now, I didn’t care.

      Now he was going to see me wearing his gift.

      And nothing else.

      I knocked, my knuckles rapping on the heavy wood.

      “Yeah.”

      The knob twisted under my hand, and I pushed it open and stepped inside. Xavier was wearing dirty jeans and a white undershirt, on his back on the floor, lying on one of those mechanics’ wheely things. He slid out from under the old powder-blue muscle car he was working on — his “project car,” he called it.

      “Lola.”

      His voice was tight, and I could see the chiseled muscles of his shoulders and arms clench. His fierce gaze tingling right through me, like I was wearing nothing at all as he looked at me.

      “What are you wearing?” he said quietly.

      “A robe.”

      “I can see that, honey.”

      I moved closer to where he was on the floor on his back, next to the old car. Xavier’s jaw tightened, and I watched, pulse pounding as his eyes slowly lost the battle and slipped down over my robe-hugged body and bare legs.

      The fire flickered inside of me.

      I moved even closer, and I watched his muscles ripple, hands tightening to fists on the edge of the car frame. And then I moved even closer, and when I saw his eyes flicker and that fire spark behind them, I knew he could see what I’d wanted him to see.

      …That under the robe he’d bought me, all there was was me.

      And oh, he could see alright. From where he was laying on the floor, I could see that his eyes had a clear view up under the thigh-length robe to my bare, pink pussy.

      “What is it?” he said thickly.

      “Earlier…”

      “What happened earlier, Lola,” he shook his head, tearing his eyes away from me in a way that almost stung. He closed his, taking a deep breath.

      “That can’t happen.”

      “Why not?” I said quietly.

      “You know why not,” he growled, jumping to his feet. He wiped his hands on his ripped jeans, that jaw of his clenching. “Because I— fuck, Lola you know why not,” he hissed.

      “You think I’m too young.”

      His eyes flashed. “Yes.”

      “I’m old enough.”

      Xavier groaned. “It’s not right.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because,” he growled, the muscles of his shoulders and neck bunching as he clenched up. “Because you’re my…you’re my—”

      “Your what?”

      His mouth shut, the silence settling over us as he held my gaze fiercely and shook his head.

      “You kissed me,” I whispered.

      “And I fucking shouldn’t have.”

      “I disagree,” I snapped back.

      My gorgeous, older guardian glowered at me, leaning against the car at his back with his bare, muscled arms folding over that chest that I just wanted to lay my head against.

      “Why are you here, Lola?”

      “I wanted to apologize for the other day.”

      Xavier bristled. He knew what I was talking about. “I don’t want to think about the other day.”

      “But you have been, right?”

      His eyes darted sharply back to mine.

      “Watch it.”

      “I’m not wrong though, am I? You were thinking about seeing me like that weren’t you?”

      Xavier stood, his arms dropping back to his side and his hands clenched into fists as he took a step towards me.

      “You need to watch it, Lola.”

      “Did you like seeing—”

      “I fucking hated seeing you with him!”

      The garage went silent as his roar echoed through it, both of us feet apart from each other, pulses racing. It felt like we were standing on this cliff’s edge, in the dark, and even if I had no idea where the bottom was, all I wanted to do was jump. With him.

      “Why?” I whispered.

      “You know why,” Xavier muttered back.

      “Tell me.”

      “Fuck, Lola—”

      “I only had him over because I couldn’t have what I really wanted!”

      “Yeah?” Xavier roared back. “And what’s that?”

      “You know.”

      “I know what you think you want, but trust me—”

      “No you trust me,” I hissed. “I’m not little girl anym—”

      “Trust that I have noticed.”

      I gasped as something in him broke, and he suddenly crossed the distance between us in two steps, until he was standing right in front of me, our bodies inches apart.

      “What are you really doing in here, Lola?” he purred.

      “I wanted to apologize.”

      “You have.”

      Not yet I haven’t.

      I took a shaky breath. “Earlier, when you came into my room…” I swallowed, my whole body tingling.

      This was it. This was me jumping into the darkness right off the edge. My eyes dragged up to meet his steely cool gaze, and I felt a shiver tingle through me.

      “…Did you like what you saw?”

      Fire flashed behind his eyes, his body tensing as he drew a heavy breath. A second that felt like an eternity slipped by.

      “You know I did.”

      His voice was edged in steel, quiet, but so fucking powerful that I all but whimpered at his words.

      “Maybe you want to see more,” I breathed, my voice shaking.

      “Careful, little girl,” Xavier groaned through clenched teeth, his whole body tensed like he was fighting.

      “I told you, I’m not a little girl anymore.”

      And here’s the plunge.

      “See?”

      I locked my eyes with his, yanked open the ties to the robe, and with one motion, let it shrug off my shoulders and slip to the floor.

      Xavier was silent, his eyes trembling as they held mine, before suddenly, they broke. His gaze dropped, and I watched that fierce look bloom over his face.

      “Fuck,” he hissed quietly.

      “I’m yours.”

      His eyes darted back to mine, his face hardened, and suddenly, he snapped.

      I gasped as he yanked me into him, my body molding to his firm, hard, muscled frame as his lips kissed me hard. I moaned, melting into him and feeling my heart jump into my throat as he whirled us. He pushed me back until my ass hit the side of his project car, metal and chrome on my bare skin as his powerful hands held me tightly by the hips.

      Xavier kissed me hungrily — fiercely, with nothing held back. His hands slid up my hips to my sides, teasing over my skin and sliding around to my back. He slid one up my spine, tangling into my hair and tugging it, making me moan lowly into his kiss. His other hand slid down, cupping my soft ass as his rock-hard body pressed into me.

      I whimpered, my tongue dueling with his as my own hands wandered down his body. I pushed his undershirt up feverishly, shoving it up his muscled, grooved body — the raw masculine feel of his hard muscles and hair pressing against my skin.

      He pulled away just enough to yank the garment off and toss it away before he groaned and dove back into me, hands gripping me tight as his rock-hard body pressed against me. Fuck, he was so hot. This muscled, perfect body. Forget it being “for a man his age,” Xavier was in ridiculous shape for a man half his age.

      I moaned as I felt his thick, throbbing bulge against me, pulsing against my bare slit as he moved between my thighs. I gasped, kissing him harder and rocking my hips to feel his cock twitch against my little pussy.

      “I— I want you to take me,” I blurted out, gasping as I broke from our kiss to look him in the eye.

      “Lola, honey—”

      “I’ve…I’ve always wanted it to be you,” I whispered.

      Xavier groaned, moving in to kiss me again, his hands tightening on my body and sending a thrill through me.

      “You’ve never been with a boy, have you.”

      I shook my head, and then whimpered as I felt his hand tighten on my hip. It slid over my skin, making my breath catch as his fingers teased across my hip bone, and then over my stomach. He lingered at my belly button, making my belly cave slightly before his fingers walked lower, and lower, until my jaw started to go slack.

      Oh God…

      When his hand pushed deep between my legs, and his fingers slid over my slick, dripping wet pussy, I melted against him. Xavier’s whole body tensed, moving into me as he groaned lowly into my ear.

      “Someone’s been a bad girl.”

      I moaned as his big, thick fingers stroked my pussy, teasing over my entrance and then up to roll over my aching clit. I was wetter than I’d ever been, my slickness coating his fingers as he teased my nub.

      “So fucking wet,” he growled into my ear, his teeth nipping at my earlobe, making me whimper loudly. “Did this pretty little pussy get all wet for me?”

      “Yes,” I choked out, panting as his finger started to move in slow circles around my clit.

      “Yes Daddy.”

      We both froze.

      There was that word again, tumbling from my lips. And just like before, there was that raw, unstoppable heat that came with it — that illicit, filthy, undeniable lust that came with that word coming from my mouth.

      Xavier and I locked eyes, and right there, I knew it struck the same chord in him as it did in me. We froze for one second, and then we crashed together.

      I moaned as he kissed me hard and deep, his fingers rolling over my clit again and again, like he was demanding the orgasm from my body. He pulled away, sucking at my bottom lip and making me whimper before his mouth moved to my neck. He groaned into my skin, one hand tangled in my hair and the other one moving between my legs, stroking my slippery, soaking wet pussy over and over again.

      I gasped, losing myself entirely as I slid my hands down his muscled abs to his belt buckle. One hand kept going, and when I felt his throbbing cock bulging at the front of his dirty jeans, I felt a tremor of raw lust flash through me. I yanked at his belt, turning my head to capture his lips with mine as I started to tug his jeans open to get to what I wanted.

      “Fuck, wait.”

      Xavier growled, pulling away from me. His face was red, his eyes ablaze as his muscles rippled with his breath.

      “Lola, wait.”

      “No, please—”

      “Not like this,” he growled quietly. He stepped back into me, his hands sliding up my sides again. But this time, it was as if he had a little bit more control than before as he looked down into my eyes.

      “When I take you, I’m taking you like the princess you are, angel,” he whispered. “When I take you, it’ll be on a bed of silk with jewels draped over your perfect skin.”

      I bit my lip, starting to look away when his hand cupped my jaw, staying me and keeping my eyes looking at him.

      “But that doesn’t mean I’m done with you,” he groaned, his voice gravelly and smoky in a way that lit a spark inside of me. “That doesn’t mean I’m not going to make you mine right the fuck now.”

      I gasped as he picked me up from the edge of the car, sliding us towards the open driver side door. He lowered us, setting my bare skin down on the soft, warm leather of the vintage seats.

      “Lay back,” he growled, crouching low and kissing me hungrily. I moaned into him before he pulled away and gently pushed me back across the big bench seat. His eyes and his hands slid down my body, his gaze locking on my pussy as his hands slid between my thighs and started to push them apart.

      “Spread those pretty legs for me, baby girl,” Xavier growled thickly, his muscles bunching and his jaw rippling. His hands opened my legs, pushing one up so that my knee draped over the steering wheel. I blushed, feeling so exposed, and so open, and so, well, naked, like I’d never felt before. And suddenly self conscious. Suddenly. I remembered that he was so much older than me, and that he’d probably been with so many other gir—

      “You are perfect, angel,” he whispered, his eyes locked on me as I focused mine. “Completely fucking perfect, and totally fucking mine.”

      He moved in, and when his lips started to kiss their way up the inside of my thigh, the whole rest of the world melted away…
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        Xavier

      

    
    
      My cock throbbed hard as stone as I knelt between her spread legs. I growled, my hands sliding up her smooth, bare skin, pushing her thighs apart for my hungry gaze. My eyes slid up higher and higher, slowly, taking my fucking time until finally, I let them blaze right between her legs.

      Fuck.

      Perfection. The sight of her sweet, slick, glistening pink pussy made my pulse thunder through my veins, and made my balls tingle as they filled with cum. My hands tightened on her skin, gripping her like she was mine as I moved closer. I kissed the inside of her leg, by her knee, and she trembled. I moved higher, kissing the inside of her thigh, and she moaned.

      I watched as her belly caved, the muscles in her legs clenching and her hips slightly raising, as if her tight little body couldn’t wait to let me taste it. I’d dreamed of this little cunt. I’d imagined parting her lips and running my tongue up her gorgeous pussy, making her scream as she came on my tongue.

      And now, she was mine.

      I moved higher, and higher, her breaths catching sharper and louder as I let my breath tease over her glistening lips. Fuck she was so wet, so eager, so wanting my tongue. I pushed one of her legs up, hooking her knee over the steering wheel of the powder blue Chevelle and spreading her wide to my gaze. Her lips opened for me, that pretty pink pussy captivating every ounce of my attention and making my cock ache between my legs.

      …No more waiting. No more not tasting her. I leaned in, and slowly dragged my tongue over her sweet little pussy.

      Oh hell yes.

      I groaned into her. Fuck she was so fucking sweet, like candy. I dragged my tongue over her again, from the very bottom of her slit up to her hard little clit, parting her folds as I went. Lola cried out this choking, gasping, moaning cry of pleasure, and I looked up to see her face red and flushed, her eyes wild as they stared at me.

      “This what you came here looking for, baby girl?” I growled. “Looking to have your naughty little pussy licked? So eager for me to play with this perfect little cunt?”

      She moaned, her hair tumbling over one half of her face as she swallowed thickly and nodded.

      “Yes,” she panted.

      I moved in again, sliding my tongue up and down her lips before pushing the tip against her opening.

      Untouched. Unclaimed. Virgin.

      She could have been with a thousand men and I’d still want every fucking piece of her — I’d still want to claim her as mine and show her how none of them could have ever given her what I could. But her having never been with a man at all triggered something fierce inside of me. It ignited that caveman, alpha need to dominate — to possess her for myself. Mine and mine only.

      No other man had touched her? Good. Because from now on, I would be the only man who would. My hands would be the only hands to tease over her soft, supple body. Mine would be the only mouth to taste the sweat from her skin as she writhed in pleasure for me. Mine would be the only cock to drive inside that soft, heavenly little cunt until it came all over me.

      I groaned into her pussy, my tongue pushing in and out of her opening, teasing her. I dragged it higher, teasing her clit with the tip as she arched her back and moaned so sweetly for me. My lips closed around her little nub, sucking gently as I let my tongue circle it again and again. My little Lola gasped so sweetly, her toes curling and her hands clawing at the leather seat of the old muscle car — my fucking angel, laid out and open for me to claim.

      My tongue moved faster, my hands stroking her thighs and her hips as my groans rumbled through her. Part of me wanted to draw it out — to make her beg for the release. But then, I’d waited too long for this. I’d dreamed of tasting her sweet cum for longer than I should have, and as she started to tremble and rock against my face, I knew there was no turning back.

      “Come for me, baby girl,” I groaned into her, my tongue swirling over her clit as my hands tightened possessively on her hips. “Come for Daddy.”

      Lola bucked hard against my face, her whole body tensing and clenching tight as I demanded the orgasm from her. She threw her head back and screamed, hands clinging to the seat and her hips shaking as my tongue teased her right through her climax, until she was gasping for air.

      Oh but I was far from through with her.

      I stood, my pulse thundering and my muscles rippling as I yanked at my belt. Lola whimpered when I slid my jeans and my briefs down my thighs, and I looked up to see her eyes hooded with lust as they narrowed on my thick cock, throbbing between my legs. Her face flushed, and when I wrapped my hand around my shaft, she gasped quietly.

      “Whatever boy you thought you’d just have over to do whatever it is you thought you’d do, I promise you, baby girl,” I purred, ducking down and starting to crawl into the big front seat of the Chevelle after her.

      “I can promise you they wouldn’t have this for you.”

      She gasped, tongue darting out to lick her lips as her eyes slid up my body to my eyes.

      “Xavier—”

      I kissed her, slowly at first, letting her taste her candy-sweet pussy on my lips. And when she moaned deeper, and kissed me with a hungry passion, I felt my whole body ignite. I slid into the car, covering her with my body, and relishing in the feel of her soft skin against mine. She moaned eagerly, spreading her legs and wrapping them around my hips. And when I ground into her, letting the underside of my big dick slide up and down her pussy, she started to kiss me harder.

      Fuck, I wanted to take her right there. I wanted to nudge my swollen head down, line it up against her tight little opening and just drive in, claiming her as my own. But no. I’d waited this long, and I hadn’t been lying before. When I took her — and I would take her — it would be as the princess she was. When I claimed her body and let her feel a man’s cock in that sweet little untouched cunt for the very first time, it’d be with silk at her back and jewels on her skin.

      I’d wait, but that didn’t mean I didn’t want more of her right there.

      She whimpered as I rolled and pulled us up, pulling her into my lap as I sat back on the big bench seat. Her legs went astride me, trapping my pulsing cock between my abs and her slippery cunt. My hands gripped her ass tightly, grinding her into me, feeling the steering wheel at her back and the leather seat against mine.

      I rocked her into me, sliding that perfect pussy up and down the underside of my thickness and feeling her slick honey trickle down to my heavy balls. I could feel her hard little clit dragging up and down my girth, her lips spread around me as she started to whimper these soft, sexy as fuck little moans.

      “Slide that pussy up and down, baby girl,” I growled into her mouth, kissing her hungrily. I kept one hand on her ass, gripping her and guiding her as she rocked against me. The other teased up her back, sliding into her long dark hair and grabbing it in my fist. I tugged, making her gasp in pleasure as I pulled her head back. My lips found the soft skin of her neck, and as she rolled her hips into me, I pumped mine, thrusting against her.

      I could feel her arousal dripping down, coating my rock-hard cock with her cream as she started to moan louder, and faster.

      “Fuck, Xavier…”

      “Just like that, angel,” I moaned into her neck, my hands gripping her tightly as she bucked her hips against me faster and faster. “Make that little pussy come all over Daddy’s cock. Make that pussy come for me so I can feel your sweet cum dripping down my balls.”

      Lola cried out, her arms tight around my neck as she started to bounce faster in my lap. Her hot little cunt dragged up and down the underside of me, making my balls tingle and every muscle in my body clench tight. We moved faster and faster, the slick, hot, velvety heaven of her pussy milking and  stroking every inch of me, until suddenly, I felt her tense up and then explode in my arms.

      “Xavier!”

      She hugged me tight as her body rippled with her climax, her thighs clamping tight around my hips. She crushed her lips to mine and screamed her orgasm into my mouth. I groaned, my cock throbbing against her pussy, my balls so full of cum that I felt that I’d explode at any second. I growled, my hands gripping her tight as I pumped my hips against her, pushing closer and closer as I felt the lingering tremors from her orgasm ripple against me.

      “Wait,” she moaned, rolling her hips to meet my thrusts, her lips brushing mine as she mewled in pleasure.

      “Lola—”

      “I want to taste your cum.”

      My cock twitched against her as those filthy words tumbled from her sweet mouth.

      “Fuck, Lola—”

      “Please,” she moaned, panting against me as her lips kissed over my cheek to my ear. “Let me swallow your cum, Daddy.”

      I fucking melted. My whole mind went blank as my little vixen slid off my lap, getting on her knees with her tight little ass up in the air next to me on the wide leather seat. Her small fingers curled around my thick shaft, and she lowered her mouth, opening those soft red lips.

      When her mouth engulfed me, I thought I’d fucking lose it right there. Soft, wet, warm lips wrapped around me, and when her teasing little tongue started to swirl around my head, I felt my balls pull tight. She moaned deeply, pushing her pouty lips up and down my cock, taking as much as she could. I groaned, my hands sliding to her hair and her ass, gripping her tightly and guiding her up and down as I felt myself start to fucking lose it.

      “Lola, baby—”

      “Let me taste you,” she moaned around my cock. Her hot little heavenly mouth slid down half my length, and suddenly, my control shattered.

      I roared as the cum rocketed from my balls, pumping out of my swollen head and splashing against her tongue. Lola moaned deeply, bobbing her mouth up and down and milking more and more from me as I pumped every drop of my cum right down her throat.

      I saw stars. My head spun, my whole body rippled and clenched as she swirled her tongue over the underside of me, coaxing one last drop out before she pulled away. She looked up at me, licking her swollen lips with her hand still wrapped around my cock. She moved closer, her lips brushing my ear as she curled into me.

      “Thank you, Daddy.”
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      I had her on the grand piano in one of the living rooms — legs spread wide, that red robe hanging off her elbows, and my fingers deep between her legs. Lola moaned into my lips, her tight little cunt gripping my fingers like a velvet vice as she gasped and clawed at my back.

      I could not get enough of her. I’d never get enough of her, actually, and I knew that without a second’s doubt.

      I’d partially dressed — I did have a household staff, and while they knew to mostly leave me be, I couldn’t exactly go strolling through the manor from the garage with my naked cock hanging out and my gorgeous little Lola draped in my arms in just a skimpy robe. But once here, with the double doors slid shut, my clothes were shedding as fast as her robe.

      I pushed between her legs as her hands pushed at my jeans. There was no more pretending, or exploring here anymore. What’d just happened in the garage said it all. It said that we both understood that what we’d both been holding back couldn’t be resisted anymore. We tore at each other’s clothes, my hands shoving her robe off of her as she slid her little hands into my briefs to curl her fingers around my thickening cock.

      The knock on the door had Lola gasping, and me snarling as I whirled.

      “Sir?”

      Humphries, my chief of household cleared his throat on the other side of the door.

      “Yes!” I hissed, furious at the interruption from what deserved every single bit of my attention. My hand stayed between her legs though, stroking her slick pussy as my thumb swirled over her clit.

      “Sir, your attorney is here.”

      I growled, my jaw clenching.

      “Later!”

      I started to turn back to her, when Humphries cleared his throat loudly.

      “Sir, I believe it’s important.”

      I groaned, closing my eyes as I touched my forehead to hers.

      “It’s okay,” she whispered, grinning as she cupped my face with her hands and kissed me softly.

      “I’m not done with you,” I grunted.

      “I certainly hope not.”

      I smiled, my heart swelling as I kissed her back. “I’m just getting started with you, actually. And besides…”

      She raised a brow. “Yes?”

      “Someone hasn’t been properly punished for the other day yet.”

      She moaned quietly, kissing me.

      “You going to punish me later?” She bit her lip, pulling close as her breath teased across my ear. “Daddy?”
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* * *

      “What,” I growled flatly as I stepped into my office. I’d changed into a button up shirt and clean jeans before heading here, but I wasn’t fucking happy about it. Not when I knew Lola was in her room wearing absolutely nothing.

      Winston, my attorney, huffed, his brow furrowing at my entrance.

      “Sorry,” I grumbled, waving my hand. “I’ve had a day.”

      “You’re about to have a worse one.”

      I groaned. “Goddamnit, now what?”

      Winston’s face soured, like he had news he didn’t want to give.

      “It’s Shana.”

      Shana, as in my ex wife. As in the fucking terrorist who’d wanted to blow up a goddamn hospital full of children. Her being a lying cheat kinda paled in comparison to that one.

      “Let me guess, she’s having a hard time going on shopping excursions and talking down to people who she thinks are ‘lesser’ than her while in prison?”

      Winston chucked, leaning against my desk. “Sadly, that’s not it.”

      “Well?”

      “You aren’t going to like it.”

      “Speak.”

      He shrugged. “She’s assembling a legal team.”

      I snorted. “Little late for that, isn’t it?”

      Winston didn’t answer.

      “To do what exactly?”

      He cleared his throat. “To sue you.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “To sue you and have your testimony stricken from the record which would result in her sentencing being stayed. They’d call for a mistrial without your testimony.”

      I whistled lowly. “You’re fucking kidding me. On what grounds?”

      “That you can’t be forced to testify against a spouse.”

      I snorted, my brow furrowing. “I wasn’t forced. I did it pretty fucking willingly if I recall.”

      “She’s calling it punitive and a breach of your marriage contract.”

      Fuck me.

      “Does she have anything to stand on with this?”

      Winston shook his head. “A little, maybe. More than zero, which are odds I don’t like. The one thing she’s going to go after is that her dalliance—”

      “The word is affair, Winston.”

      He smiled. “Well, whatever it is, she’s saying it was mutual. That you had an open arrangement to your marriage and you went back on it when you got jealous.”

      I closed my eyes, regulating my breathing as my hands came up to rub my temples.

      “You realize this is fucking insane, right?”

      “Oh, it is. It’s every legal loophole in the book, but she’s got a good team.” Winston sighed. “What this means is though, you have to stay away from women.”

      My eyes darted to his. “Pardon?”

      “The Kingdom of Bandiff has retroactive culpability laws, and she’s got a very hungry legal team and an army of private investigators.”

      “So?”

      “So it’s only been six years since the divorce and the trial. And if they see you in a relationship, she’s going to say its proof of you being out there dating.”

      “I’m single.”

      Winston shook his head. “She’s going to say it’s character proof that you were also seeing women while you were married.”

      “Bullshit,” I hissed, standing and striding towards the bar cart against the wall. I needed a drink, now. “No judge in the world would uphold that!”

      “Xavier, you pay me because I’m the best.”

      “I do.”

      He shrugged, spreading his hands wide. “Well, this is my best advice. Stay the fuck away from women. Any women.”

      I swore, pouring a big splash of bourbon into a glass. I raised the bottle his way, but he shook his head no.

      “You were on a date the other night, yes?”

      I could have debated the word “date” applying to my brief, cold meeting with the Countess Victoria, but I just shrugged.

      “Yeah.”

      “End it.”

      “It already is.”

      “Good. Did you sleep with her?”

      “Fuck no.”

      “Will she back that up?”

      “I think she was more than a little pissed that I didn’t,” I muttered.

      “Well, good.” Winston pulled out a legal pad and made a note. “Anyone else?”

      I froze, quickly taking another swallow of the whiskey.

      Oh, only my nineteen year-old ward. You know, the insanely too young for me, wildly inappropriate little cock-tease with the legs that were made to spread around my hips as I slide every inch of my cock deep into her virgin cunt? The one I just made come on my mouth and then again all over my cock before she swallowed my cum? That anyone else, Winston?

      “No,” I growled shortly.

      “Is there anything else I should know about?”

      “No, dammit.”

      My attorney chuckled, holding his hands up. “Okay, okay. Well we’re good then. Keep your nose clean. You’ve got that royal wedding tomorrow right? Over in Robling?”

      I nodded. “King Milton.”

      “And the bride is one of your Lola’s friends, right? Princess Callie?” He arched a questioning brow. Yeah, he wasn’t the first to wonder how the hell a gorgeous, smart young woman like Princess Callie of Arbor was going to be marrying the slovenly, crude, prickish, sixty-something year-old King Milton.

      “It’s arranged,” I muttered. “A debt or something.”

      “Welcome to the twenty-first century, huh?”

      “Exactly,” I snorted.

      “Well stay out of trouble there. No women,” he chucked. “Silver fox or not.”

      I shook my head. “Winston no one calls me that.”

      “Well, dibs then when I go grey, or silver.”

      “It’s all yours,” I muttered, finishing the last of my drink.

      “Seriously though, any of Shana’s legal team or her private eyes could be there, and you’re in for a world of shit if they find anything to hang you with.”

      Winston gathered his things and shook my hand before jabbing a finger at me. “No women, Xavier.”

      “I heard you the first time,” I grumbled as I walked him out.

      No women. And the only one I wanted in the whole world, the one who’d captivated me utterly and completely, like nothing ever had before, was upstairs sleeping down the hall from me. All I wanted was to go to her, and pick up where we’d been interrupted. But then, as much as I fucking hated it, I knew Winston was right: bullshit laws or not, Shana could fuck me over if she found out about Lola. She could get out of jail if she found out, and I couldn’t allow that, not with knowing what sort of monster she was.

      All I wanted was Lola, but getting discovered could destroy so much.

      …Forbidden temptation had just gotten a lot more forbidden.

      We were supposed to fly out the next day to Robling, where we’d be staying the night in some of the guest quarters at King Milton’s palace before the day of the wedding.

      …I started packing right after Winston left, and called my plane to be ready in an hour.

      I wanted to go with Lola. Fuck, I wanted to do everything with her. But I knew I couldn’t be near her. She was too fucking tempting, and the stakes were too fucking high if we got busted. Forget people snubbing their noses at our age difference. I couldn’t give less of a shit about that. But what I did give a shit about was my choices in bringing  her into this mixing her up with Shana and her fucking legal team.

      I couldn’t let that happen. I couldn’t let the cold monster I’d once been married to taint the pureness of the girl under my roof. I knew I should have at least said something, but then, I couldn’t bring her into it. I couldn’t let any of this poison touch her.

      So I packed, instructed Humphries to assist Lola in getting to my other plane the next day and explain my having left earlier, and drove myself to the airfield.

      She’d come the next day. I fucking hated myself for it, and for not being able to tell her, but I knew it was the only way. The only way to protect her was to distance myself from her.

      My hands gripped the wheel as I roared to the airfield, hating every single mile marker that took me further from her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      I was still sulking as the car shuttled me from the airfield in Robling to King Milton’s palace. Even before everything had exploded between Xavier and me, I’d been really looking forward to the flight with him here. It’s funny, because even as stern and gruff as he always seemed, I’d always seen the warmth behind the scowl, especially when I was younger and new to his house and he’d take me places. We’d gone everywhere — hiking in Asia, safari in Africa, scuba diving in the South Pacific. He’d even taken me to Paris to go school shopping for my first days of high school.

      I loved traveling with him, and here he’d gone and left without me, without even a word. Well, no, that morning there’d been a note from him on the breakfast plate Humphries had prepared for me. A very brusque, short little note that just said something had come up and that he needed to get to Robling early.

      That was it. I mean, it’s not like I was looking for a “and I love you and want to make you a woman. Signed, Xavier” at the end, but something besides just a “—X” would have been nice.

      So, yeah, I was still pouting. But then, I was also still tingling. I’d fallen asleep hard the night before after Xavier was called away for his lawyer. It was late, sure, but I knew it was also the sheer excitement and thrill of it all that’d exhausted my adrenaline. I’d hit the pillow and gone right to dreamland, and all I’d dreamt about was him. All I dreamt about were all the amazing, dirty, hot as hell things he’d done to me. And that next day, as mad as I was in that car on the way to palace, I was also something else.

      Wet.

      It felt like my skin was being electrified — like I was being teased even without him near me. And mad or not, I wanted him, badly. I wanted him to do everything he’d done the night before and more.

      I wanted everything, and I wanted him to be the one to take it.

      The late afternoon shimmered in the sky, and my thighs squeezed together, my body tingling as the car wound up the long curved drive of the palace.
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* * *

      “You’re here!”

      Callie jumped into my arms, her long blonde hair falling into my eyes and making me laugh as I hugged my friend tightly.

      “Oh, as if I would ever miss your sham wedding!”

      She made a face as I grinned at her. Call it gallows humor, or just making the best of a shitty situation, but that’s what the four of us had started calling this whole thing. Her “sham” wedding. I mean, it was. King Milton was awful, and gross, and a total sleaze-bag. But he was rich, and with Callie’s parents and their kingdom being in the financial straits they were, Milton’s offer to bail them out in exchange for Callie’s hand had been too much to say no to. It wasn’t even like her parents forced her into anything either. Callie volunteered, because she knew it’d save her kingdom.

      …I mean, I wanted to say I’d have done the same thing, but I wasn’t so sure. It was total shit that Callie was being forced into this arranged marriage thing as if we still lived in the dark ages, but I knew it was our job — me, Riley, and Faith — to be there for her.

      “Slice?”

      I looked past Callie, grinning at Faith sitting at a table with two open pizza boxes and a bottle of rosé. We were in Callie’s temporary quarters in Milton’s palace — temporary because after the wedding, well, she’d be in his quarters. Gross.

      “Uh, yeah, actually.”

      “More importantly, wine?” Callie sighed, gulping at her glass, pouring me one before I could even answer.

      “Drowning in our sorrows are we?”

      “In pizza and wine? Uh, yeah?”

      I grinned, putting my arm around her and hugging her close. “Hey, you’re going to get through this. And you know what? I’m going to make it my personal mission to find you a hot young thing to be your official, uh, what's the guy version of a mistress?”

      “A mister?”

      I snorted. “Whatever it is, I’m going to find him for you.”

      Callie pouted. “Does Xavier have any hot friends?”

      “Uh, duh?”

      Callie blushed, but I knew I was too. Xavier had a pretty small group of close friends, and yeah, they were good looking guys.

      “Well, there’s King Hayden.”

      Callie went red. “Oh, him. Yeah I think I met him at my eighteenth birthday or something. Kinda growly and like, huge?”

      “That’s the one.”

      She grinned. “I mean, I guess he’d do.”

      “There’s also King Sven?” Faith added.

      “Eh, I’ve seen him at a few functions. He seems a little intense. He’s got that whole dark cloud aura thing going on.”

      I giggled as I snagged a slice of pizza. “You’re being very particular about your imaginary future personal man-whore you know.”

      “It’s the night before my wedding, I’m allowed to be.”

      I sighed. “Okay picky. How about Prince Cole? That guy is hot. All those tattoos and—”

      “I think he’s got a girlfriend.”

      The words blurted from Faith’s mouth, and I raised a brow as I turned to her.

      “Uh, okay?”

      She blushed. “You know, just saying. I think he’s out.”

      I peered at her. “Yeah, you know this is all pretend right?”

      Faith blushed deeper, taking a big sip from her wine.

      “Ummm.” I arched a brow at her.

      “What?”

      “This have anything to do with that thing you were going to tell me about later but that I know you well enough to know you won’t?”

      “Wha— no, I—” Faith sputtered, stammering as her face turned red.

      “Wait, what thing?” Callie crossed her arms over her chest.

      “Care to tell us, Faith?”

      “Uh, no,” she muttered, staring into her wine glass.

      “Wait, is this about her tattoo?”

      Faith swore and yanked the long sleeve of her blouse down some more.

      I laughed. “Dude, maybe pick a spot a little less in the open for your next hidden tattoo, okay?”

      “Hang on, does the tat thing have to do with a guy, and you’re holding out on us?”

      “Can we please go back to the pizza and wine pity party?”

      I laughed. “Fine, but only because today and tomorrow are about Callie. Don’t think you’re off the hook entirely, Lafleur. I’m onto your shenanigans.” I frowned. “Hey speaking of shenanigans, where the hell is Riley?”

      Callie snorted, rolling her eyes. “Back in her room. She’s in major pout mode about something.”

      “Yeah her and a flask of something strong,” Faith added primly.

      “Well, we’ll find her later. For now…” I sank into one of the chairs around the table. “I say we kill both of these pizzas and then binge Rom-coms all night.

      “Deal,” Callie sighed, pulling up a chair. “Might as well do what I want before His Highness doesn’t let me do anything after tomorrow.” She glanced at Faith and me. “Listen, single, un-forced-into-arranged-marriage friends, let me just say, go out there and you do you. Go wild and have fun before fate drops a turd on your front steps.”

      “Hey,” Faith reached over and squeezed her hand. “This is going to be okay.”

      Callie made a face. “Yeah, well, it’d be a lot more okay if I’d gone out and just, you know…” She blushed. “Lost it to some guy. Like, literally, anyone but King Milton.” She shuddered, and I felt my stomach churn. Yeah, I did not envy her having to loser her v-card to freaking Milton. There was no sugar-coating that one.

      “So, my bridal advice to two of my best friends?” Callie raised her glass. “Go out there and get laid, okay?”

      Faith and I snorted, clinking glasses with her as we all devolved into giggles.
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* * *

      Faith crashed halfway through You’ve Got Mail. Callie made it past the first few scenes of Love, Actually before she also conked out on the big couch. But me? I was still wide awake, and I had Callie’s words blazing through my head.

      I knew she’d been mostly joking, but still, I couldn’t get it out of my head. Because every part of me couldn’t stop thinking about Xavier. It’s not like I was due to be forced into some sort of arranged marriage or anything like that, but I knew firsthand how much life could change in the blink of an eye. First my mother, getting sick how she had and going so quickly. And then my father turning out to be the monster he was.

      Life was short, and life changed fast, and not going after what you wanted, and what made you feel alive was a crime.

      …And I was done not going after what I wanted.

      I knew Xavier was probably a little freaked out about what’d happened. I knew he was probably avoiding me and keeping his distance because he was worried about me, and about hurting me. But that just meant I had to show him how much he wasn’t going to. I had to show him that it was staying away from me that wouldn’t be good for me.

      And suddenly, I knew exactly what I needed to do — what I wanted to do more than anything.

      I turned the movie off and pulled blankets over my friends asleep on the couch before I tiptoed out of the room. I crept out of Callie’s quarters, my heart pounding as I headed towards the guest wing of the palace.

      Oh, I knew what I was about to do alright.

      …And I wasn’t letting him tell me no again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Xavier

      

    
    
      I growled, prowling the balcony off of the room I was staying in. I sipped on the glass of good scotch in my hand, my eyes scanning over the magnificent view of the kingdom from the palace balcony.

      …But I wasn’t seeing a damn thing. All I could see, right there in my eye, was Lola.

      I hated that I’d left her behind like that. I’d told myself I was protecting her, but deep down, I knew it was about me as well. I’d run, like a fucking coward. And worse, I hadn’t even told her what was really going on. I’d just left her to come to her own conclusions, which was worse.

      I knew she’d arrived, but I’d kept busy. First, I’d reluctantly joined some of the other royal men who were guests of the wedding in a cocktail hour with King Milton himself. Good God, the man was a piece of shit. A terrible king, a worse leader, and an all-around failure of a human. The cocktail hour turned out to be Milton throwing himself a bachelor party. I’d arrived thinking there’d be some drinks and a few cordial talks about politics and the such. Instead, I’d walked into blaring music, flashing lights, and Milton drunk in a throne with four naked strippers cavorting all over him.

      Yeah, fuck that.

      I only knew Princess Callie — his bride to be — a little, but she was one of Lola’s best friends. She was a smart, gorgeous girl, and even though I knew this was arranged and all part of paying off some debts, I still hated the idea that a girl like her was going to marry a fuckwad like Milton. My mind wandered to Lola being forced into the same situation, and my anger turned to rage as I paced the balcony.

      Milton didn’t deserve to be in the same room as Callie, I knew that much. And if there was any justice in this world, someone good would come and steal her away from that piece of shit.

      I shook my head as I downed the last of my drink. And quite easily, my thoughts drifted back to, well, really the only thing I’d been thinking about at all since the night before.

      Lola.

      I knew all the reasons I should keep away. Beyond the bullshit with Shana, I knew deep down I was bad news for her. I came with baggage — lots of it. My divorce and the trial and all of that, but also my darkness from my time in the service, when I’d been younger. And even if I wanted to say fuck it, our age difference wasn’t something you ignore. Fuck, I was more than twice her age, and part of me wanted to scream how wrong that was, for her. She deserved a younger man — someone who could go see the world with her, and take her to clubs, or whatever it was young couples did.

      Something darkened inside of me, and the idea burned.

      But fuck that. I’d seen the world with her, for years. And I’d provided for her, and cared for her, and loved her. And really, I was pretty damn sure “clubs” were the last place Lola ever wanted to go. She just wasn’t that kind of girl.

      …So many reasons why I should stay away, and yet there I was tearing down every single one of them, one by one.

      And finally, something snapped.

      Fuck this.

      Fuck the age difference. Fuck what people would say. And especially fuck Shana and her bullshit. I’d tasted the forbidden fruit. I’d flown too close to the sun. I’d seen what life could be like with Lola, and I couldn’t go back to the darkness.

      And I wouldn’t.

      I slammed the glass down on the banister and whirled, storming back into the room and heading for the door. Forget all of it. I’d fight the damn world to keep her by my side — as mine.

      My body throbbed with determination, my pulse roaring as I turned the knob and yanked open the door to my quarters…

      …To find none other than her, standing there, red faced, eyes wide, and her fist raised as if she’d been about to knock.

      “Lola,” I growled.

      “Hi,” she whispered.

      “Honey, what are you—”

      Her lips hit mine before I could even think, and suddenly, no other thoughts in the world existed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      I moaned, my arms wrapping around his neck as I kissed him liked I’d never let him go. He was stiff for one second before suddenly, he came alive, making me shiver as his powerful hands grabbed me and yanked me against him. He pulled me into the room, kissing me hungrily and fiercely as he kicked the door shut and pushed me up against it.

      My hips rolled against his, his thick bulge pressing into me as I held him tight, losing myself in that kiss. Until suddenly, like lightning striking, his lips left mine, and he pulled away.

      “No, Lola—”

      “Don’t say that, please.”

      “We can’t do this!” he hissed.

      “Yes we can!”

      “No,” the word growled from his lips.

      “Why not, and don’t you dare say because of our ages or because I’m too young to know what I want.”

      His stern look faded to a small smile as he reached out and tucked a lock of my hair back from my face.

      “I wouldn’t dare say either of those things, sweetheart,” he purred before his face darkened again. “There’s…there’s more to this than you and me.”

      “I don’t care what other people—”

      “Lola.”

      His gruff yet soothing voice stopped me.

      “I should have told you this earlier. I didn’t know how. Now,” he shook his head, his eyes flashing. “Now I know there’s no other way than to tell you everything, because the alternative is walking away from this—”

      I stiffened, but his look was fierce as he held my gaze.

      “But that is never happening.”

      I nodded, taking deep breaths.

      “What is it?”

      And then he told me all of it — everything about Shana, and her legal team, and all the shit she was trying to pull. I wanted to scream, or to find his ex and smack her for being such a horrible person, or both. But mostly, I wanted to love him. Mostly, I just wanted to make it all better for him, and slip into his arms and against his lips and tell him I was there however he needed me.

      “But this is ridiculous! She can’t—”

      “She can,” he growled. “It is what it is for now. Lola, baby, I can’t—”

      “You were there when no one else was!”

      “This is wrong, Lola.”

      “Then why do I feel this way?” I whispered, holding his arms. “And why do you?”

      Xavier looked away, his muscles clenching under my fingers and his jaw tightening.

      “I—”

      “Don’t you want me?”

      He growled, this low, animalistic sound as his eyes blazed fire into mine.

      “You know I do,” he hissed.

      Fuck, there was that darkness that surrounded him sometimes. That powerful, irresistible edge that he got that just did things to me. And right there, it was doing all sorts of things to me. I licked my lips, pulling against him as my hands slid up his firm chest and my eyes locked with his.

      “Don’t you want to be the first one to fuck my little pussy, Daddy?”

      There wasn’t even a second’s hesitation before his hands grabbed me tight, and suddenly, we were whirling as his lips crashed into mine. I moaned, kissing him hungrily as I half jumped and half was hauled up into his arms. My legs wrapped around his waist, my arms around his neck as his big hands grabbed my ass and carried me bodily across the room.

      We crashed into a wall, both of us grunting but never breaking the kiss. He pressed into me, my legs spreading wide around his muscled hips. I’d arrived at his door straight from Callie’s quarters, where I’d changed into a tank top and sleep shorts, and I shivered at the way his hard body felt against me with so little on. I moaned as I felt his rock hard cock press between my thighs, pulsing against my hot, wet pussy.

      We parted, and he set me on the ground just long enough for both of us to tear our clothes off. His t-shirt and dark jeans hit the floor the same time as my tank top and shorts, and then suddenly, I was right back in his big arms. Only this time, there was nothing between us. This time, I could feel every inch of his thick, gorgeous cock throbbing against my belly.

      “Come,” he growled, panting as he pulled away from the kiss and took my hands in his.

      “Where?”

      He grinned hungrily as he pulled me into him.

      “I told you, baby girl,” he purred. “When I take you, it’ll be like a princess. Pampered. Ready. In a bed — my bed. Silk sheets at your back, and covered in jewels. Because you’re not just a princess, angel.”

      His eyes flashed fiercely as he leaned close, his lips brushing mine.

      “You’re my princess.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      Xavier pulled me into the huge, white tile and softly lit bathroom off of his guest quarters. He scooped me up in his arms, kissing me deeply before he sat me on the edge of the marble sink as he turned to start the water in the big, sunken, porcelain tub in the middle of the room.

      I bit my lip, watching the way his muscles rippled as he leaned over to test the water temperature before turning back and setting his eyes on me.

      I shivered eagerly.

      He moved back towards me, but instead of into my arms, he grinned as he reached for the long candle-lighter on the edge of the sink. The whole marble countertop was adorned with a number of soft white candles, and slowly, Xavier started to light every single one. When they were lit, he turned and clicked off the light, and I gasped as the room turned into this flickering, gorgeously romantic scene.

      He moved back into me, this time pushing my legs apart as his lips found mine, his hands on my hips.

      “Uh-uh, baby girl,” he groaned. “Don’t you dare close those legs for Daddy.”

      I whimpered into his kiss, moaning as his hands slid under my ass, lifting me back into him. His big, swollen cock throbbed against my pussy, teasing me as he turned and moved towards the tub. He stepped in, turning me as we both sank into the hot water, my back against his muscled chest.

      I could feel his thick erection against my ass, and I moaned as his hands slid up my sides, teasing every inch of my skin. He reached for a cup on the side of the tub, plunging it under the surface before brining it up above us and letting the water cascade over my hair. He did it a few more times, getting my hair wet before he set the cup down and reached for a bottle of shampoo.

      I groaned as his hands and the silky shampoo massaged my head, lathering my hair and making me moan quietly as I sank into him.

      “Okay, this…” I purred.

      “That an approval?”

      “A girl could get used to this.”

      “This girl better get used to this,” he growled.

      He rinsed my hair when he was done, making me coo in pleasure. He reached again, this time for the soap, rolling the soft white bar in his hand and lathering them before he moved back to me. His hands slid over me, slippery this time as he soaped me up, making me slick as and bubbly.

      …And also making my pussy wetter with far more than just the bath water.

      His hands slid up my arms, over my shoulders, massaging deeply as they slid over my skin. He moved down to my breasts, cupping them in his strong, soapy hands and stroking my skin as he teased my nipples to aching pink points. He pulled my legs out of the water, hooking my knees over the edges on either side of us before he lathered more soap in his hands. He slid them smoothly up and down my legs, making me soapier and teasing me even higher. My breath caught, and I sank back into him, relishing the feel of his masculine body against mine and his big, throbbing cock so eager for me.

      His hands slid higher and higher up my thighs, making my breath catch and my pulse race, before he teasingly pulled them away. I felt him lean into me, his lips brushing my ear in a way that sent a bolt of raw fire through my core.

      “Bend over for me,” he purred

      Oh fuck…

      I gasped, whimpering as his teeth raked over my earlobe.

      “I—”

      “Bend over, baby girl,” he growled, more dominant this time in a way that had me gasping. “Daddy needs to wash all of your places.”

      I trembled, biting my lip and blushing as I slowly moved away from him. I moved to the edge of the tub, my arms crossed and my elbows on the tile of the floor surrounding the sunken tub. And slowly, feeling my pulse race, I raised my ass up in the air, getting on me knees right in front of him.

      And Xavier growled.

      I felt the water stir as he moved, my breath catching. And when I felt his hands slide over my ass, gripping me tightly, I trembled in anticipation. He reached for the cup again, scooping soapy water and then letting it trickle over me. I gasped as I felt it drip down the cleft of my ass, the water trickling in little teasing rivulets over my pussy and my thighs.

      He poured more water over me, his other hand moving between my legs and stroking my pussy, making me shiver and moan.

      “Just like that, baby girl,” he growled, his fingers slowly driving me wild.

      Finally, with one more pour, he put the cup aside, and when his hands slid over my ass again, I moaned as I felt him move closer. His hands tightened, pulling me open and baring all of me to his dominant, hungry gaze.

      Suddenly, I gasped as I felt the warm wetness of his tongue drag over my pussy. I cried out, arching my back and biting my lip as his incredible tongue teased up and down my slit, pushing deep as he groaned into me. His hands gripped me tightly, fingers digging into my skin as he spread me wide for his mouth. He teased low, flicking the tip of his tongue over my clit before dragging it higher, and higher still. His wicked tongue swirled over my most forbidden place, making my asshole quiver and my body tremble with pleasure I’d never felt.

      “Oh fuck, Xavier…”

      He growled, moving lower again and tonguing my pussy. His powerful hands gripped my ass tightly, pulling me so open for him and against his mouth as his tongue circled my clit again and again, groaning into me until I could feel the heat starting to explode through every part of me.

      But Xavier only moved faster, and more purposefully, pushing me higher and higher, and tonguing my slippery, dripping wet pussy more and more until my legs started to shake and my pulse started to thunder in my ears.

      His tongue swirled over my clit, his hands dug into my skin, and his hungry groans rumbled through me, and I broke.

      The climax slammed into me, forcing the air from my lungs in a deep moan of pleasure. My back arched, my ass pressing back into him as his lips fasted around my clit and his tongue teased it mercilessly, pushing me right through my orgasm. I clawed at the tiles of the bathroom floor around the sunken tub, writhing against him until I couldn’t even stand it anymore.

      I pulled away with a gasping, whooshing sound, whimpering in pleasure as I sank into the water and gasped for air.

      Xavier chuckled deeply, moving behind me and wrapping his big arms around my body. He pulled me close, like this comforting, familiar warmth that instantly grounded me as I blinked.

      “That…what the hell was that?” I moaned quietly.

      “That was pent up for too long is what that was,” he rumbled back into my neck.

      I shifted, and when I felt his huge, thick, swollen cock throbbing against my ass, the fire sparked to life inside of me. I bit my lip, swallowing as I slid my hand back and between us. My fingertips found his warm, pulsing shaft, and when I curled them around it, he groaned into me.

      “I want this,” I whispered, turning into him. “I want this to have all of me.”

      “If you think you’re read—”

      “You know I’m ready.”

      His eyes flashed, and his jaw tightened as he leaned close and pressed his lips to mine. “Let’s get out of this tub.”

      “Uh-uh,” I ginned, shaking my head as I chewed on my lip. “Not yet.”

      He frowned, but when I pushed him back against the edge of the tub, and nudged him so that he moved out of the tub to sit on the edge of it, he started to get it.

      “Fuck, Lola, honey.”

      “You got to taste me,” I whispered in a husky, edged voice. “And now it’s my turn.”

      Fuck, his body was so hard and chiseled, and my eyes lingered on every inch of him as I slid through the soapy water between his legs. He was older, yes, but hardened in a way. Not like a boy, he was man. He was all man — rippling muscles, scars, silver hair and all.

      …And that thick, twitching, enormous muscle between his legs jutting out from his muscled abs, with the big, swollen balls hanging beneath it most certainly was the cock of a man.

      I slid between his legs, running my nails down his muscled thighs. His cock throbbed, twitching in front of me, and I moaned quietly as I saw pearly-white precum start to bead at the tip and then run down his veined shaft to the water.

      “You want to taste, huh?” He growled, his fierce gaze locked on mine.

      I nodded, licking my lips as I held his gaze.

      Xavier groaned lowly, and one of his hands slid down to grip his gorgeous cock in his fist, making it throb and twitch and swell up even harder. More precum dribbled from his fat head.

      His other hand moved towards me, sliding into my hair and pulling me gently but possessively towards him.

      “Then open your mouth, baby girl. Open those sweet little lips and let me feel that tongue on my cock.”

      I moaned deeply, leaning forward and opening my mouth. I dipped low, my tongue teasingly swirling across his big balls, making him groan in pleasure. My tongue danced over them before I moved higher, trailing so slowly up the twitching underside of him, moving higher and higher until my lips parted and I sank my mouth over his crown.

      “Oh fuck, Lola…” Xavier groaned, throwing his head back, his abs rippling as I moaned around his big dick. His hand tightened in my hair — not pulling me, but guiding me as my mouth bobbed up and down, slurping on his big, thick girth. I whimpered, sucking harder and trying to fit more of him into my throat as I swallowed his cock. My blood roared like fire in my veins, and I squeezed my thighs together tight, feeling how hot and wet my pussy was.

      Xavier groaned, muscles tensing as his hands gently pulled me away. I looked up at him, licking my lips slowly and teasingly, watching the raw lust bloom over his face. He stood, his eyes never leaving mine as he leaned down to help me up. He reached for a big, fluffy towel, wrapping it around us both as he pulled me into him and kissed me hungrily.

      “Now, angel,” he murmured into my lips. “Now it’s time.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Xavier

      

    
    
      I wasn’t joking about the jewels. In my mind, that’s how I’d take her — stretched out across silk sheets in nothing but diamonds. I was so sure about the way I envisioned the fantasy of taking Lola’s virginity as my own, that I’d actually ordered them.

      Literally, in the space between leaving her when I had her on top of the piano, through changing and then meeting with Winston. A man of my means has “people” and it was just such a person I put that late night call into, detailing what I needed couriered ahead to my guest quarters at Milton’s palace.

      Yes, I knew what the cost was.

      Yes, I was aware of how large some of the pieces I was ordering were, or how rare, or how much royal history some of them carried.

      And no, they could not ask who they were for.

      I’d actually forgotten about the whole thing in the aftermath of the talk with my attorney, but sure enough, the package from the jewelers had been safely secured within the wall-safe in my room when I’d arrived.

      …And now, I could give them to her.

      I carried Lola in my arms out of the bath, my cock hard as steel as her soft, perfect body pressed tightly to mine. I strode to the big vanity mirror and chair to one side of the room, setting her down in front of her own reflection as I moved to stand behind her. Lola blushed, her eyes taking in her own flushed skin.

      I reached for the first of the five black boxes, my blood pumping a little faster at the thought of what I was about to give her. And it wasn’t just meant as fancy trinkets, or as any sort of “buying her love” type bullshit. It was about making her first time something out of a fucking fairytale. It was about giving the girl who’d become a part of me something she’d never forget when I took her as my own.

      “What are these?” Lola said softly, glancing up into my eyes through the mirror’s reflection.

      “They’re yours.”

      She blushed. “No, I mean what’s in them?”

      “Well open it and find out.”

      She grinned as she took the small black box in her hand, peeling the ribbon away and then raising off the lid. Her breath caught, her hand flew to her mouth.

      “Xavier, this is—”

      “For you, angel,” I murmured. I took the box from her hand, placing it on the vanity in front of her and pulling out the long, delicate strand of diamonds, with the silver and jeweled moon pendant hanging at the middle.

      Lola gasped, her face reddening as she watched in the mirror as I brought the long, shimmering strand up and draped it across her skin. The pendant hung low between the soft tempting curves of her breasts, and when I fastened it at the back, I stepped away to admire how fucking beautiful she looked.

      Perfection.

      “This is too much,” she breathed. “There’s no way these others are for me.”

      I grinned. “Better open them and find out then.”

      I watched, feeling proud, the warmth burning through me as she opened the second box, gasping at the silvery strand of diamonds and red rubies on this one.

      The jeweler I knew was a master, and the pieces I’d selected were fit for a queen. Literally. The first one, the one with the silver and diamond moon pendant, was a new piece. But the others were antiques from some of the biggest houses and crowns of the four hundred years.

      I watched in a sort of rapture as Lola pulled necklace after necklace from their small black boxes, helping her fasten them around her perfect neck and watching the glittery jewels cascading down her nude body. The huge diamond earrings that were in the last box finished the whole thing, and when she dropped her hands and stared at herself in the mirror, her eyes wide and her jaw dropped, I smiled as I moved close to her.

      “Now, you’re ready,” I murmured.

      Her skin flushed, and her soft little pink nipples hardened to points, the strings of silver and diamond and gold tumbling down over her breasts. I took her hand and pulled her up, scooping her into my arms and kissing her slowly as I moved towards the huge bed dominating the room.

      Lola whimpered as I laid her out across the bed. I turned, moving back to the bathroom and grabbing some of the candles before stepping back into the bedroom. I placed them around the room, and on the bedside tables, illuminating the whole room in a soft golden glow before I moved back to the foot of the bed, and gazed down on her.

      My blood roared. My cock throbbed hard as iron, and my whole body tingled with the aching need to have her. She was perfect, laid out across the sheets with her long dark hair cascading around her and the jewels tumbling down between her breasts.

      Laid out and ready for me, like a prize for me to take. My prize, the one I’d waited my whole life for.

      I moved onto the bed, muscles rippling as I stalked over her until my body covered hers. Lola moaned softly, biting her lip as her big green eyes looked up into mine.

      “I’ve always wanted it to be you,” she whispered.

      “Baby girl,” I groaned back, cupping her face as I leaned down to brush my lips across hers. “It was always going to be me.”

      She whimpered as I moved my hips forward, spreading her thighs wide around me. My thick, bulging cock slid against her, my swollen head dragging over her lips and leaving a sticky trail of my precum. I kissed her deeply, tasting her lips as I rolled my hips, this time letting the fat head of my cock nudge between her lips and center at her opening.

      “Mine,” I whispered in the kiss.

      “Make me yours,” she gasped.

      I pushed, and it was like heaven. The whole world melted around me as I slid into Lola’s sweet, tight, velvety little cunt. I could feel her slick walls opening for me, stretching around my head and then letting me inside as I pushed. I slid slowly into her, relishing every single millimeter and letting her soft moans tease through my ears.

      “Oh fuck, Xavier…”

      Her eyes closed, her mouth falling open as the pleasure melted over her face. I groaned, muscles clenching as I pushed deeper, sliding every inch of my cock deep in her candy-sweet pussy until I could feel my heavy balls resting against her.

      “And now you’re mine, angel,” I groaned into her ear, flexing my cock and letting her feel every inch of me throb so deep inside.

      “Am I?” she whispered, biting her lip with just a little bit of mischief in her eyes as she looked up into mine. “I might need some reminding.”

      “Reminding, hmm?”

      She moaned as I pulled back, sliding my cock out until just the thick head was nestled within her dripping wet lips.

      “Well allow me to remind you.”

      I drove back in, making her scream in pleasure as I filled her little cunt to the hilt in one stroke. I groaned, feeling my cum boiling in my balls as her tight little pussy rippled around me, milking every inch of my cock as I throbbed inside. I pulled back again, rolling my hips back before rolling them back into her and sliding every inch back inside. Lola moaned, her arms tight around my neck as she threw her head back in pleasure. Her chest arched towards me, the diamonds and other jewels sparkling like sunlight across her skin in the dim candlelight, tumbling over her breasts and her hard pink nipples as I started to move faster.

      I growled, one hand cupping her jaw as the other moved down to grab her hip possessively. I moved faster, and harder, fucking my cock into her slick, eager, pink pussy and nailing her to the bed at her back. She squealed, spreading her legs wide and wrapping them around my muscled hips as I started to drive in and out of her.

      Remind her, huh?

      I almost grinned.

      Oh, I’d remind her all right. From that day until eternity, I’d make it my life’s fucking work to make sure my angel and her sassy little mouth knew exactly whose she was. I was going to make sure that bratty ass and this sweet little cunt knew exactly whose cock they belonged to.

      I started to fuck her harder, bringing a whole new groan of pleasure from her lips as she cried out and clung to me tightly.

      “Fuck, that’s so good,” she gasped. “That’s so fucking good.”

      “Remind me,” I groaned, my thick cock driving in and out of her wetly.

      “Remind you what?” she gasped.

      “To punish you later for having such a dirty mouth for a royal princess,” I growled.

      Lola whimpered, kissing me hungrily as her hips started to raise to meet mine.

      “I don’t think you should wait,” she moaned. “I think you better punish me now.” Her eyes sparked as she looked at me slyly. “You know, in case you forget since you’re so old.”

      Her whole face flushed with excitement as she saw mine tense, my eyes flashing fire and my muscles coiling.

      Oh, she was in for it now. Which was exactly what she wanted.

      “Old, hmm?” I growled. I slammed my hips into her, making her squeal as my throbbing cock drove deep inside before I pulled out. Lola gasped as my firm hands grabbed her, rolling her over onto her front and then grabbing her hips and pulling her tight little ass high in the air. I groaned, my cock throbbing and precum dripping from my crown at the sight of her pink, glistening little cunt there between her thighs.

      So fucking beautiful. So fucking sexy.

      …So fucking all mine.

      I moved into her, grabbing her hips tight as I lined my thick, swollen head against her eager lips.

      “Guess I’m just an old guy, huh?”

      “Careful,” Lola turned her head, that teasing, mischievous look on her face as she bit her bottom lip. “I wouldn’t want you to have a heart attack or anyth-ooh fuck!”

      I drove my cock into her hard, my thick girth stretching that tight little cunt wide as I slid balls deep. Lola cried out, her fingers scrunching up the bedsheets and her back arching in pleasure as I groaned, letting her sweet pussy ripple and quiver around me.

      “You want to tease me, hmm?” I growled, pulling out and then fucking her hard, my cock plunging back inside as she moaned wildly. “Well tease away, baby girl. Tease away while I fuck this sweet, bratty little pussy like it deserves to get fucked. Like you’ve never even dreamed.”

      I pulled back and then drove back in, my hips rolling as I started to fuck her hard and deep. Lola screamed in pleasure, her back arching and her hands clutching the sheets. She turned her head, her cheek to the bed, her eyes squeezed shut as the pure pleasure melted over her face. I gripped her hips in my powerful hands, my muscles clenching as I fucked my cock in and out of her. Her sweet little ass rippled against my chiseled abs, her hair tumbling over her face as I gave her the fucking of her life.

      “Still think some smug, clumsy limp-dicked boy could fuck you the way you deserve to be fucked, baby girl?” I growled, driving my cock balls-deep in her tight little pussy.

      “No!” she gasped, panting and moaning in pleasure as I slid in and out of her, her lips clinging tightly to me on every thrust.

      “Good,” I hissed into her ear, leaning over her as my hips crashed against her tight little ass. “Because you’re all fucking mine now.”

      My fingers dug into her skin as I plunged my cock to the hilt in her heavenly cunt, and when I pulled back and let my palm smack against her ass, Lola screamed in pleasure as she arched her back and thrust back into me.

      “But maybe I should stop,” I purred, grinning as I slowed. Oh she wanted to play the tease? Two could play at that.

      Lola whimpered, pushing her hips back like she was trying to keep me inside. But my hands held her firmly, making her wait — teasing her clit with the thick head of my cock.

      “I am so old, after all,” I growled. “Maybe we should just take a brea—”

      “Please keep fucking me,” she gasped. She turned her head, the long ropes of jewels and diamonds glittering around her neck, over her breasts, and across the bed sheets.

      “I’m not sure I heard you,” growled quietly, easing my head just inside and then keeping it right there, making her whimper in frustration. Lola’s face was flushed, her eyes wild as she locked her fierce gaze on me.

      “Please keep fucking my pussy, Daddy.”

      Oh that fucking did it.

      I roared as I drove in to the hilt, making her scream in pleasure as I gave her every inch. My hands gripped her hips tightly, fingers digging into her skin as I started to fuck her hard and deep. My heavy, cum-filled balls slapped against her clit on every thrust, and when I brought my hand down on her sweet little ass, spanking her as she rocked on my dick, she started to come apart.

      Her moans got louder and louder, her soft, mewling whimpers of pleasure melting into my ears and dragging me to the edge with her. I slid my hands up her soft, supple body, wrapping one arm round her middle and grabbing her hair in the other hand. She cried out as I pulled her up flush against me, my hips still plunging my cock in and out of her slick, eager pussy as my lips found her neck.

      “I want to feel you let go, baby girl,” I rasped into her ear. “I want to feel this naughty, baby-girl pussy milk the cum from my balls. I want to feel you come, and I want to feel that cum dripping down my big cock. And then, angel,” I growled, my teeth raking over her earlobe as her whole body tensed and rippled against me

      “And then, I’m going to fill this pussy with so much of my cum that it’ll be dripping down your pretty thighs all night.” My hand slid down her belly, down so that my fingers rolled her clit and spread her lips around my plunging cock.

      “This little pussy is mine now, baby girl,” I hissed. “This is daddy’s pussy now.”

      Lola exploded.

      My strong hands, or my fingers, or my filthy words, or maybe my thick cock driving all the way inside - whatever it was, she suddenly went crashing over the edge. She screamed in pleasure, her ass pushing back into me and her whole body rippling as her muscles clenched. The orgasm tore through her, and when I felt her heavenly little cunt grip me so tightly and flutter and clench tight around every inch of me, I lost the rest of my control.

      I groaned as I buried every inch and let go, my balls twitching and pulsing as my hot, sticky cum pumped from my cock deep against her womb. I roared, holding her so tight to me as I pumped rope after thick rope of my seed into her, until the both of us went crashing into the bed.

      We lay there, panting, our hands finding each other’s, fingers interlocking. She turned into me, and when my lips found hers and I kissed her deeply, I never wanted to stop. I never wanted to not be inside of her, or kissing her, or holding her like that.

      The diamonds and the gold and the silver glittered in the flickering candlelight — a fortune sparkling across her soft skin.

      …She was the crown jewel though.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        Xavier

      

    
    
      That first night I spent with Lola in my arms was possibly the best night of my life.

      Actually, fuck “possibly.” It flat out was.

      I didn’t stop with that first time, of course. After we caught our breath, I rolled her on top of me and let her ride me, moving slow at first until she came screaming, bouncing up and down on my cock as I filled her up all over again. I took her again after that, against the wall of the shower, before we slid into bed and I wrapped her in my arms.

      Sweet, exquisite perfection.

      We slept in. Actually, we slept in so much that when we both opened our eyes and saw the time, Lola yelped as she jumped from the bed. She was one of Princess Callie’s bridesmaids, of course, and apparently, there was a schedule.

      “Hang on,” I growled, stopping her at the door and pulling her into my arms. She grinned, blushing as she fell into me.

      “I’m going to be late,” she whispered.

      “Ask me how much I care.”

      She giggled, biting her lip as she playfully punched me. “Hey, it’s one of my best friend’s wedding, and it’s…” She made a face.

      “To King Milton,” I finished, making the same face as her and making her giggle all over again.

      “Alright, get,” I grumbled, playfully smacking her ass as she turned for the door. “But don’t be surprised if I find you and kidnap you later.”

      She gasped dramatically. “A kidnapper? Uh oh, are you going to tie me up?”

      She immediately blushed as soon as she said it, and my cock jumped at the thought.

      “Only if you say please, baby girl,” I purred, pulling her into me and kissing her deeply.
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* * *

      Later, after she’d gone to meet with her friends, I got dressed and headed down to the lounge where I knew breakfast and coffee was being served to overnight guests. Hayden and Sven were arriving that day, but I knew Cole had arrived the night before.

      “Morning sunshine.”

      My friend winced as he looked up from his coffee before he realized who it was and grinned at me. “Hey, man.”

      Cole had one of those reputations that always seemed to follow him — rebel, bad boy, trouble-maker, partier. The tabloid stories of him and various women — married or otherwise — or of his late night exploits and debauchery were a mile long, and legendary. Thing is, most if not all of them were bullshit or a matter of being in the wrong place at the wrong time. But that didn’t seem to matter to my buddy. He actually seemed to revel in the negative press.

      Of course, all the visible tattoos and that cocky attitude didn’t exactly do that rep of his any favors. Neither did the mean looking hangover it looked like he was nursing.

      “Rough night?”

      He frowned into his coffee. “Something like that.” He cleared his throat. “Sorry, by the way. I was gonna let you know when I got in last night—”

      “Don’t worry about it.” I shrugged. “I—”

      Fuck. I wanted to tell him. Hell, I wanted to tell the whole fucking world about Lola — to bellow it from a damn mountain top. But Winston’s words echoed in my ears. The warning about Shana and her vicious law team and private eyes wasn’t bullshit, and I knew it. And I knew what her having any scrap of evidence to work with could do.

      “I had some work to do,” I finally mumbled out. A waiter strolled over and I ordered a black coffee.

      “What the hell did you get up to last night?”

      Cole shook his head. “Long story, man.”

      “I’m all ears.”

      He chuckled. “Later. When I can fucking think straight.”

      He pushed his fingers through his dark hair, his sleeve pulling up and flashing some of his ink just as two ladies in waiting walked by, making them gasp and then quickly mutter disapprovingly amongst themselves as they briskly walked away.

      I grinned. Yeah, that was us. It was why I was friends with the men I was friends with. None of us really fit the mold with the whole “royalty” thing. Well, I didn’t exactly have tattoos on my neck and my hands like Cole did, or other ink that couldn’t be hidden like Hayden. But I had my own “non-royal” traits. My thing with fixing up old cars and getting my hands dirty, for one. Or that I’d served real time in the military during one of the inter-kingdom wars twenty-five years before when I was a young man. It's not like there were a lot of royals who’d served active duty or had ever seen combat.

      So, really none of us were the shining example of proper royalty. Maybe Sven, just because of the stern way carried himself, but even still.

      Cole sighed, his fingers still rubbing his head, when I noticed something — something that triggered something I’d almost forgotten. My brow furrowed, my mind ticking as my eyes narrowed on the newer looking ink on his forearm.

      A red rose.

      “You got some new ink I see.”

      Cole arched a brow at me, his eyes studying my face for half a second before he relaxed.

      “Oh, yeah. You know me, can’t get enough.”

      I nodded, but inside, I was connecting the pieces. I’d seen another tattoo just like that one — also new. Also on someone who’d brushed it off when asked. It’d been the night I’d stormed into Lola’s room to find her naked from the shower. I’d gone downstairs later, when she was watching her movie with her friend, and I’d found myself lingering by the half open door to my home theater.

      It’d just been for a second, but I knew what I’d heard. And seen.

      Yeah, I’d seen someone else with a new rose tattoo squirming to get out of talking about it alright.

      …Lola’s friend Faith, the Princess of Devoney.

      “So.” I smiled benignly at Cole. “Where’s your usual harem that follows you around?”

      He rolled his eyes. “Fuck off, man. That’s all gossip magazine bullshit rumors and you know it.”

      There he went, stepping right into my trap.

      “Rumors are typically born from reality.”

      He frowned, shrugging. “Yeah? Which rumors are those?”

      “The ones involving Princess LaFleur having the same fucking tattoo.”

      Cole’s jaw went tight, and his eyes snapped to mine. His hand curled into a fist on the table top, and I smiled as I watched his lips pull back in a snarl.

      “Watch it,” he growled. “I could say the same thing about you and rumors.”

      It was my turn to bristle.

      “Such as?”

      “You know what I’m talking about.”

      “Careful, Cole,” I growled.

      “You and Lola?”

      My teeth flashed, and my scowl was deep as I leaned across the table and narrowed my eyes at him.

      “You need to—”

      “I need to what? Be Blind?” He shook his head. “C’mon, man. Don’t come in here trying to hang me on some rumor when you’ve got your own skeletons. I see how you look— hey!” He held a hand up as I started to stand. “C’mon, sit. I’m not fucking judging, Xavier, I’m just saying I notice. Sven and Hayden do too, by the way, and they’re probably going to give you more shit about it than me.”

      I sat, grumbling, my hands tightening to fists as my pulse roared.

      “I’m not wrong, am I?”

      I glanced at my friend. I didn’t say anything, but then, I didn’t have to. It wasn’t that I couldn’t keep a poker face, it’s that I just didn’t care to any more. Not when it came to her.

      “Well, shit,” he whistled, shaking his head. “I guess I don’t have to tell you that people will talk.”

      “Fuck people.”

      He chuckled, raising his coffee cup in a toast. “And that is why we’re such good friends, old man.”

      “Oh now you’re just asking to get your ass kicked.”

      He laughed, shaking his head. “Look, I’m just saying figure it out before it gets figured out for you. You know?”
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* * *

      An hour later, I was back in my quarters, pacing the room. I moved past the bed, my fingers trailing over the sheets where she’d become mine. I imagined I could still feel the warmth of her, even if I knew it was long gone. And then I tried to imagine never feeling that warmth again, and something tightened in me.

      I didn’t have to think. I didn’t have to plan it out, or weigh my options. Figure it out, huh?

      …Winston, my lawyer, picked up on the second ring.

      “How’s the royal wed—”

      “I need you to draw something up for me. A document. Immediately. I’ll email you the details.”

      I hung up before he could say a word, dropping the phone on the side table as I let my fingers trace where she’d slept again.

      Oh, I’d figured it out alright. And I knew exactly what I wanted.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      “Riley?”

      I frowned, glancing around the garden. I knew my friend had come out this way, and I needed her, since we had to get back to Callie’s room and finish helping her with the final dress fitting.

      But, I couldn’t find Riley. Riley, who’d thankfully taken any suspicion my friends might have had about my own odd behavior away, because she’d been acting like a hurricane since she’d shown up.

      I grumbled as I stepped down the path of King Milton’s gorgeous rose gardens. I was getting pretty close to the end of them and still no sign of her. Up ahead, there was a little archway in the hedges that led to a field — for the day, it’d been used as extra parking for the limos and sports cars of the royal elite who were attending the wedding.

      “Riley, where the fuck are you?”

      I muttered again as I stomped down the path and barged through the archway.

      “Oh!”

      I gasped, half jumping back as I almost walked right into the very girl I was looking for. Except, Riley wasn’t alone. Standing close to her — very close, I noted — was a gorgeous, stern looking man with dark hair and blue eyes.

      A man I actually knew, by way of Xavier.

      Riley’s face was bright freaking red. Actually, a lot of her was red and blushing, from her cheeks down to her chest.

      “Uh, Lola,” she stumbled over her words. “This is King Sven, of Northlund.”

      I kept my eyes locked on my friend, a grin starting to creep over my face. Holy shit, I knew that look on her face. I knew it because I’d just had it all over my face the last few days. But especially, that first time when Xavier and I kissed in the doorway to my room.

      That was that look. It was a look that said “I just kissed someone I shouldn’t have but damn am I glad I did.” Oh, me and that look were on familiar terms at that point.

      I eyed her another second before I dragged my gaze over to the King.

      “Of course, Your Highness.” I smiled my most princess-y smile, curtseying as well.

      Riley rolled her eyes at me.

      “Your Highness,” King Sven growled. We’d met before, though I hadn’t seen him at the manor in a while.

      “We were just talking about his car,” Riley said quickly. Very quickly.

      “Oh yeah?” I turned my head and glanced past her to the beautiful vintage looking Rolls Royce behind them. But my eyes suddenly darted from the gorgeous chrome and old detailing to the side door, where someone had scratched a very large, very comical dick into the paint.

      I snorted, a hand flying to my mouth.

      “Vandals,” King Sven growled. “You never can be too careful.”

      He and Riley glanced at each other, her face flushing redder, and his tensing even more. And very quickly, I definitely wanted to know the details of what I’d apparently almost just walked in on.
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* * *

      “Yeah, uhh, so what was that?”

      “Nothing,” Riley blurted from behind me.

      I rolled my eyes, whirling on my heel and catching her mid-step as we headed down the garden path back to Callie’s quarters.

      “I call bullshit.”

      I crossed my arms over my chest, giving my friend a stern look.

      “You can call it whatever you like,” Riley muttered. “C’mon, let’s go. We’re late.”

      “And just what were you just doing back there with King Sven?” I grinned at her.

      “Nothing!” she snapped again, clearly on edge about something. “I was doing nothing with Sven, okay? I came out here for a drink, and he just happened to be out here too.”

      “Was that you that did that to his car?”

      “No,” she blurted quickly. Too quickly. My eyes went wide, and my jaw dropped.

      “Are you serious? Riley, you scratched a dick into his car?”

      “Oh shut up.”

      I shook my head, actually genuinely concerned now instead of just trying to tease her. Riley had been on this weird tear ever since she’d arrived that morning. I mean she was always kind of a hurricane, but there was definitely something up with her that she’d decided not to share — something that was pretty out of character for her.

      “Dude what is with you today?”

      “Nothing, okay?”

      “C’mon, Riley, you’ve been…”

      “I’ve been what?”

      “Kind of out of control today.”

      She glared at me. “You’re supposed to be on my team, you know.”

      I grinned. The joke in our little friend group was always that Faith and Callie were the goody-two-shoes, and Riley and I were the troublemakers. Team troublemaker.

      “I’m fine, okay?”

      “No, you’re off the rails today.” I dropped my eyes to her dress, where I knew she had a little flask of whiskey tucked away that she’d been sipping at all day.

      “You’ve been drinking since you got here, and you’ve been this ball of like, chaos. What’s going on?”

      “Nothing!”

      “Do not say nothing. We’ve been friends for way too long.”

      Riley sighed, putting her hands on my shoulders as she looked me in the eye. “Lola, I love you, and you know I love you. But drop it, okay? It’s Callie’s day. Let’s just concentrate on her today.”

      “Ugh, tell me about it.” I wrinkled my nose. “You think she’s going to go through with this whole arranged marriage shit?”

      “Callie? Have you met Callie?” She sighed, shaking her head. “Of course she is.”

      “It’s so shitty.”

      “Yeah.” Riley sighed. She hiked her bridesmaids dress up and pulled the little flask from her garter belt. “Drink?”

      I shook my head. “No, thanks.”

      Riley grinned mischievously, wagging her brows at me. “Ahh, right, right. We wouldn’t want Daddy catching you with booze on your breath, now would we?”

      I felt my whole face blush and tingle as I glared at her.

      It wasn’t the first time my friends — Riley in particular — had used that name for Xavier. I mean, he was my guardian, he was older — the name made sense, sort of. But before was different. When she’d teased me with that name for him before, I’d just blushed and shrugged it off.

      Now, with what we’d done? With having just lost my virginity to him, and with both of us using that “daddy” word the way we had? Well, let’s just say that her using that name now hit me a whole different way.

      “Knock it off,” I muttered.

      “I’m just giving you a hard time.” She grinned. “Sure you don’t want a sip?”

      I shook my head again, as tempted as I was. “Later, maybe.”

      “You know where to find me.”

      “C’mon.” I hooked my arm into hers, determined to brush the heat away. “Don’t go thinking your evasive moves have thrown me off that very tempting trail that leads to you and King Sven canoodling out in the gardens just now.”
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* * *

      I could barely concentrate on helping Callie with everything. Because all I could think of was one thing: I’d just lost my virginity the night before to the most incredible man I knew.

      And I just wanted more of him. Always, constantly. Hell, I’d been wet and tingly the entire time I was with my friends, only partially adding to the conversations with half of my head still firmly in fantasy land. Until finally, when Callie had to go meet up with the seamstress for the finishing touches on her dress, I slunk away.

      …To find Xavier, of course.

      My whole body tingled with this raw energy as I prowled the hallways, heading down towards the main ballroom where I knew some of the official pre-wedding festivities were going on. I loved the power he exuded, and the spark he’d lit inside of me. I loved what he did to me, and how he wasn’t just some new guy, but that he’d been such a force in my life even long before we’d crashed together.

      Xavier Danes knew me better than anyone, and now, he knew all of me.

      I blushed, thinking again of the night before and all the ways he’d taken me, and made me scream for more. I loved the rough and yet tender way he held me, and the filthy, sexy things he whispered in my ear that had me melting for him.

      And I loved being bad for him.

      A thought crossed my mind, and I paused, grinning to myself as the heat flushed through me. I glanced around the empty hallway, my pulse racing as I slipped my hands under my bridesmaid dress, hooked my fingers into my panties, and quickly yanked them off. My whole face burned hot with the idea of someone waltzing around the corner at the worst possible time, but thankfully, no one did. I balled my panties up into a fist as I quickly bolted down the hallway towards the ballroom.
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* * *

      “I need to talk to you.”

      Xavier turned from a few stuffy-looking older types he’d been talking to, and his eyes blazed as he realized it was me tugging on his sleeve.

      “Excuse me.” He smiled benignly at the elderly men he’d been chatting with and turned, taking my elbow and moving me towards the edge of the room.

      “There are eyes everywhere, Lola,” he whispered lowly, his eyes saying and doing all the things we both knew he couldn’t say and do in public right then.

      “So we should go somewhere they aren’t.”

      He arched a brow, a hungry smile crossing his lips.

      “And what do you need to talk to me about?”

      I pulled close to him, and without him realizing it, I slipped my balled up panties into his jacket pocket as my lips brushed his ear.

      “How badly I want more of your cum in me.”

      Xavier growled, his jaw tensing and his hands tightening on me, making me gasp.

      “Fuck, Lola…” he groaned, a warning edge in his voice.

      I smiled sweetly at him as I leaned in again. “Oh, and there was something else I wanted to talk to you about, Daddy.”

      The rumbling growl caught in his throat.

      “Check your pocket.”

      Xavier’s eyes burned into mine, that raw power behind them burning hotly as he reached into his jacket pocket. He froze, his eyes glancing down as he half pulled them out. I took his other hand, and before he could even say anything at all, I pulled it up under my dress, pulling his big hand up to my bare, wet pussy.

      “I forgot my panties,” I whispered heatedly into his ear as I felt his whole body clench tight.

      “Come with me, now,” he hissed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      We barely kept our hands off each other as we raced away from the ballroom, ducking into the first empty room we could find and slamming the door behind us. I moaned as Xavier yanked me against him, kissing me hungrily as his hands slid down my back to cup my ass.

      He picked me up, making me gasp as he pulled me against his body with my legs around his waist while he carried me across the room. We were in an office of some kind, and he strode over to sit me down on the edge of the big wooden desk to one side. My legs spread wide as he moved between them, kissing me deeply as his hands pushed my dress up to my hips.

      But I had other plans.

      I pushed him away as I slid off the desk, whirling us so his back was against the edge of it. I kissed him wildly, whimpering into his mouth as my hand slid down to cup the huge bulge in his pants.

      Fuck, did I want him.

      I kissed him once more, sucking on his bottom lip before I pulled away. And slowly, I started to drop to my knees in front of him. I wanted him — needed him. I couldn’t freaking get enough of him. All I wanted was to worship his beautiful cock, and taste his sweet precum with his hands in my hair again, controlling me, like he had before.

      My knees hit the floor, and my hands slid up his muscled thighs to his belt, tugging at it and then yanking down his zipper. I hooked my fingers into the waist of his briefs and his pants, and when I tugged, his big, thick, bulging cock suddenly sprang free. Xavier groaned, his eyes blazing as I brought my hand up and curled my small fingers around his thick shaft. I stroked him slowly, licking my lips as I looked up into his fierce gaze.

      “Do you want me to put my mouth on it and suck it, Daddy?”

      Xavier groaned, his hands sliding down and into my long dark hair, sending a thrill through me.

      “You need me to show you how, baby girl?”

      “Yes please,” I whimpered back, my green eyes burning into his. “Please fuck my mouth.”

      He growled, his hands tightening just enough to send that heat blazing through me. I opened my mouth, leaning forward as he guided me, and slowly, I let my soft lips slip over his swollen head.

      And I moaned.

      My tongue swirled over him, teasing the little hole at the tip as hot, sticky, sweet precum leaked across my tongue. Xavier’s hands pulled me closer — gently but firmly — pulling my mouth onto his fat cock. I whimpered as he filled my mouth, my lips stretching around his thickness as I moaned and hummed around him.

      “Oh fuck, angel,” he groaned, his jaw clenched so tight as his cock throbbed hard as steel in my mouth. “Just like that, baby girl.”

      I swallowed more of him, feeling the thrill of it explode through me as I started to suck on his big dick. My hands slid between my legs, pushing up under my dress to stroke my bare pussy lips. Pleasure blossomed through me, the combination of touching myself and being on my knees worshipping his cock sending me from zero to a hundred in seconds.

      “Open those pretty lips for me, baby,” he growled, looking down into my eyes as he shrugged his jacket off, loosened his tie, and started to unbutton his shirt, showing me more and more of his muscled chest.

      “Open that pretty mouth and swallow that big cock for me, baby girl. I want you to suck that cock like a good girl. Make my balls fill with cum so I can give you every drop.”

      I moaned wildly, humming and slurping wetly on his cock as I bobbed my head. I dragged my soft lips up and down, swirling my tongue across the velvety underside of him and feeling the thrill of my own fingers, and his in my hair. I reached up and tugged his pants down more. My fingers teased over his big, swollen, heavy balls, and when I cupped them in my hand and moaned around him, I could feel his body tensing as he hissed in pleasure.

      “Fuck, Lola…”

      He pulled me away from him, his chest heaving and his cock throbbing as it jutted thickly from his rippling abs.

      “My turn,” he growled. He pulled me into him, swallowing my moans as he kissed me before snatching me up into his arms. He turned, setting me up on the desk and then spinning me so that I was on my hands and knees facing away from on the big wooden top. Xavier’s firm hands slid my dress up my legs, pushing it up over my bare ass so that all of me was so exposed to him.

      “Such a pretty little pussy,” he groaned. His hand slid up between my legs, his firm fingers stroking over my slippery lips and making me whimper in pleasure.

      His hands slid to my ass, spreading me wide and making me blush as I felt him lean in close, his breath teasing over my pussy. His tongue suddenly dragged over me, making me cry out. He groaned, dragging his tongue up and down my eager slit again and again, making me arch my back and push back into him.

      His tongue pushed into my opening, sliding deep and making me moan as he slowly fucked me with his tongue. He dragged it down to my clit, wrapping his lips around my aching nub and letting his tongue dance across it as I lost my mind, moaning and whimpering in pleasure.

      He pulled away and stood, and suddenly, I felt the thick, throbbing head of his big cock tease over my lips. I whimpered, pushing back and letting my pussy slip over his crown, making him groan in pleasure.

      “Such an eager little girl,” he growled, pushing his cock into me and making me cry out. “Such an eager, greedy little girl.”

      He drove the rest of the way in, making me gasp in pleasure as his thick cock filled me to the hilt. His firm hands gripped my hips as he pulled out and then slid back in, burying every inch inside as I moaned heatedly. He started to fuck me slowly, teasing me, making me feel every single thick inch as he rocked in and out. His hands gripped my hips possessively, and when he drove in deep, I could feel his heavy balls slap against my ass.

      Suddenly, he pulled away, and I whimpered in protest, glancing over my shoulder at him.

      Xavier chuckled. “Oh I’m not through with you at all, little princess,” he purred. “But I was just thinking…”

      His eyes turned fierce as he narrowed them at me.

      “I believe I did mention I’d be kidnapping you and tying you up later.”

      My pulse skipped a beat as the heat flooded through me. He turned me around, setting me on my ass on the desk and pulling me into him, my legs going around his muscled hips.

      “But only if you want to, baby girl,” he whispered fiercely.

      Right, like any girl ever was going to say no to that.

      “Are you going to tie me up?” I cooed in a soft voice, biting my lip. “You gonna tie me up, Daddy?”

      The fire roared behind his eyes.

      “Oh, now I most certainly am,” he hissed, pulling me into him and making me gasp as he suddenly strode around the desk with me in his arms. He set me down in the big office chair, my dress still pushed around my waist. He reached up and ripped his tie off — the one with his royal crest and blue and gold colors — and before I knew it, he was tying my wrist to the arm of the chair.

      And my whole body burned with pure heat.

      Xavier pulled the pocket square from his jacket breast pocket, shaking it open and then using it to tie my other wrist to the other arm of the chair. I could feel my pulse racing, my breath catching as he pulled the ties tight, binding me to the chair. He ginned hungrily at me as he moved to his knees between me and the big desk.

      He pushed my legs wide, moving between them. His lips teased up the inside of my thigh, making me whimper out as he moved higher and higher. A deep moan tumbled from my lips, and when his tongue dragged over my aching clit, I cried out in pleasure.

      “You like getting this naughty little pussy licked, baby girl?” he groaned. “You like it when I spread these pretty thighs wide and taste how naughty you can be?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I whimpered, gasping and arching my back, my wrists straining at the ties.

      Xavier pushed one of my legs up high, hooking my knee over his shoulder. His hand slid down, and then suddenly gave a sharp spank against my ass, making me gasp in pleasure.

      Suddenly, there was a pounding on the door.

      “Lola? Are you okay in there?!”

      “Holy shit, that’s Riley!” I hissed, my heart jumping into my throat. I jerked my leg from his shoulder, sending a pile of folders and a lamp crashing off the desk as Xavier swore.

      “Lola!”

      Xavier barely had time to duck under the desk, which was only open at the side facing me, as the door crashed open and Riley came stumbling in. I quickly pulled my chair close to the desk, flashing her my most innocent smile as I tried so hard to swallow the heat from my face.

      “Um, hi.”

      She blinked quickly, her eyes darting around the room. I glanced down, seeing Xavier’s fierce gaze looking right back at me from under the desk. He grinned, his eyes dropping to my spread legs, and before I could snap my knees shut, he was moving between them, making me gasp as my pulse skipped a beat

      Was he crazy?

      “Uh, Lola?” Riley cleared her throat, and I blinked, smiling as wide as I could as I dragged my eyes to her.

      “Hey! W-what’s up, Riley?”

      Xavier’s fingers teased up my legs, making me tremble as they slid higher and higher.

      Riley arched a brow. “Uh, are you okay?”

      “Oh, yeah, totally.” I laughed awkwardly. “Totally fine.”

      She crossed her arms over her chest, thankfully still standing by the door. “I heard something.”

      And that’s when Xavier decided to drag his tongue over my pussy again. Pure, heated pleasure exploded through me, and my hands tightened on the arms of the chair as I fought with everything I had to keep my face normal.

      “Did you?”

      Fuck. My voice totally squeaked.

      “What, uh, what did you hear?”

      Riley’s eyes moved to the pile of books, folders, and the crashed desk lamp on the floor next to the desk.

      “Uh…”

      “Oh, that,” I laughed nervously, my whole body tensing and melting as Xavier’s tongue started to swirl lightly around my clit, driving me wild. Fuck, he was making it impossible to try and get rid of my friend before she caught me in this extremely awkward situation.

      “Yeah, I was just poking around and just bumped into the desk. I’ll pick it up later, don’t worry.” I smiled again, but I knew Riley well enough and could recognize the look on her face enough that I knew she was only half buying it, at best.

      “Lola, I know I heard something.”

      “Well, I—” The gasp choked in my throat as Xavier’s lips fastened around my clit, his tongue darting over it again and again. “Well, whatever you heard, it wasn’t me!”

      Riley glanced around the room again, frowning before she finally sighed and shrugged. Maybe not quite believing me still, but at least satisfied enough to drop it.

      “Okay, whatever.” She shook her head. “C’mon, we have to go.”

      My eyes half closed, my mouth hanging open as my gorgeous older man’s tongue swirled over my clit. One of his big fingers slid into me, curling up against my wall and stroking in and out. “A-and where are we going?”

      “Callie’s getting married.”

      I gave her a strange look. “Uh, yeah, no shit. It’s her wedding da—”

      “Not to Milton.”

      Wait, what?

      I started to jump to my feet before I remembered my wrists, and luckily caught myself before I gave the whole thing away by crashing over.

      “Hang on, are you seri-ooh.” His tongue was pushing me past the point of being able to control myself, and I quickly coughed, as if something was stuck in my throat, to cover the sound of me moaning in pleasure.

      “Are you serious?”

      “Very.” Riley frowned, her eyes narrowing at me. “You’re sure you’re okay?”

      “Uh-huh!” I smiled, barely keeping it together as Xavier and his wicked tongue pushed me right to the edge. “But wait, so who the hell is Callie marrying then?”

      Riley looked around before she gave me this wild-eyed look. “King Hayden.”

      Xavier lunged to his feet and immediately smacked his head against the bottom of the desk. Apparently I wasn’t the only one forgetting current circumstances.

      “Okay, what the hell was—”

      “Stubbed my toe!” I said quickly, hissing like I’d done just that and it wasn’t that the older, gorgeous man who’d been between my legs teasing my pussy with his tongue had just tried to stand up under a desk.

      “Wait, Callie is marrying King Hayden? Today?”

      “Yeah, like literally right now! So let’s go, okay?”

      Yeah, that wasn’t going to happen. Not when my wrists were tied to the damn chair, not when my dress was pulled up around my waist, and not when a mostly naked Xavier was crouched under the desk with a rock-hard erection and my pussy all over his mouth.

      “Uh, how about I meet you there, okay?”

      Riley stared at me, slowly shaking her head as her brows knit. “Dude, are you sure you’re feeling okay?”

      Xavier’s fingers teased over my slit just as I was about to respond. Instead, I snapped my mouth shut and just nodded quickly.

      “Are you high or something?”

      My cheeks flushed as Xavier’s finger slid back into me, sliding in and out and fucking me just enough to make me crave the real thing.

      “I just have to go do something,” I blurted quickly. “I’ll meet you there right after.”

      Riley looked confused. “Look, will you just get off your ass and follow—”

      Her eyes dropped, and suddenly, I watched them go wide. I followed her gaze, and when I realized she was staring right at my wrists, my whole face went bright red.

      “Okay what is—”

      Her eyes suddenly went wide, snapping back up to mine. And this time, she grinned, as if she could suddenly see through solid wood and knew exactly what was going on.

      “Uh, how about I just see you there?” she whispered gleefully, still grinning as she wagged her brow at me. Our eyes locked, and I knew. I knew she knew — at least enough that this cat was officially out of the bag.

      “TELL ME LATER,” she mouthed at me. My cheeks burned fiercely as I nodded at her as she backed out the door and shut it behind her.

      Xavier was on his feet, pulling me free of the ties in a flash.

      “Uh, you heard all that, right?”

      “Yes,” he growled, pulling his tie free of me and the chair. “I heard, and I think the shit is about to hit the fan. Hard.”

      “What should we do?”

      I mean, I knew what we both wanted to do was stay there and finish what we’d started, but he was right. If King Hayden was seriously about to marry Callie on her wedding day and steal her away from King Milton, that was going to get ugly really quickly.

      “Find your friends, angel,” he purred, pulling me close and kissing me as he started to button his shirt back up. “I’ll find mine, and then I’ll get you so we can get out of here. I’m one of Hayden’s best friends,” he growled when he saw the question on my face. “And I’m pretty sure Milton believes in guilt by association. I think it’s best if we get the hell out before he finds out.”

      “Uh, yeah.”

      He grinned as he pulled me into him, his hand smoothing my dress down as his lips brushed mine.

      “But don’t go thinking I’m done with you, baby girl,” he whispered into my ear. “Oh, and I’m keeping these.”

      He pulled my panties out of his pocket, clenching them in his fist as he leaned down and kissed me deeply.

      “Trust me when I say you will not be needing them later when I get my hands on you again.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        Xavier

      

    
    
      It was insanity. It was bat-shit crazy. But then, fuck, I also had to hand it to Hayden. And really, most of me was proud for my friend. He’d seen what he’d wanted, and he hadn’t let anything get in his way.

      Plus, I was hardly one to start throwing stones about being with a girl he shouldn’t have been with.

      “Xavier.”

      Cole nodded at me with his chin and arched a brow as I stepped into the ballroom and saw him.

      “Guessing by that look on your face that you heard?”

      “I just did.”

      Cole swore, shaking his head and grinning. “Well, shit, looks like this wedding is about to get a lot more interesting.”

      “Where is he?”

      “Getting married.”

      I stared at him. “Wait, right now?”

      “Apparently. He flew in that priest that was friends with his dad and everything. Faith said Sven’s there too—”

      His mouth snapped shut, but not before he had my full attention.

      “Cole—”

      “I’m really not looking for a fucking lecture,” he hissed, his tone icy as he stared me down.

      But I just grinned. Fuck it. I could have given him shit about Faith since he’d basically just admitted it. But like I said: who the hell was I to start getting on a high horse about being with someone he shouldn’t be with? Hell everything in the world said I shouldn’t have had a damn thing to do with Lola, but it’s not like that was doing a thing to stop me.

      “Well I’m fresh out of lectures, dick,” I shot back, grinning at him. “You going to be okay there?”

      “With her?” His jaw clenched.

      I nodded.

      “Yeah,” he growled, his eyes growing fierce before he sighed and shook his head. “Look, I know there’s every reason for a guy like me to stay the fuck away from a princess like that, but I just…”

      I clapped him on the shoulder. “You don’t have to try and explain to me, man,” I sighed.

      “Love, huh?” Cole grinned at me. “Who’d have thought I’d ever be stumbling into that whole thing huh?” He shrugged. “Well, maybe me, but you?”

      I flipped him off as he chuckled.

      “Duke?”

      The voice came from behind us, and I frowned as I turned towards an unfamiliar man in a dark suit. His thinning hair was slicked back, and he had this kinda rabbit-like buck-toothed smile.

      “Duke Danes?” He stuck his hand out, and I shook it. “My name is Robert Tile.”

      I frowned. The name was vaguely familiar. Like I’d read it somewhere.

      “Yes?”

      Robert smiled this rodent-looking smile.

      “I represent your ex wife, Shana.”

      Fuck. Yep, that’s where I’d read the name — on the material Winston had given me on Shana getting together her new law team and investigators. Robert Tile was one of her new crooked, highly-paid lawyers.

      “What do you want?” I hissed.

      He just kept fucking smiling at me. “I think you know what I want.” He popped the briefcase in his hands and pulled out a file folder. “These are for you.”

      I took the papers from his hand with frown, but when I glanced down at them, that frown turned into a mask of rage.

      “She’s suing me?”

      The attorney grinned smugly. “She is, Mr. Danes.”

      “For what?!”

      “I think you know what.”

      “Enlighten me,” I snarled, drawing glances from a few other nearby guests. I felt Cole’s hand land on my shoulder as I moved towards Robert, like he was cautiously holding me back from taking a swing at the guy or doing something else that would certainly bite me in the ass in the long run.

      “Do you want me to say it outloud?” Robert tossed back with this smug, shit-eating look on his face.

      I glanced back at Cole before leveling my eyes on the asshole lawyer. “Yes.”

      He shrugged. “Princess Lola? And yourself?” Robert made a tsking sound as he shook his head.

      “Hey, you know what?” Cole growled, pushing past me and shoving a finger in the man’s face. “I think you need to fuck the hell off, right now,” he hissed.

      “Oh,” Robert chuckled, holding his hands up as he grinned away like a fucking weasel. “I’m not judging, I mean she is one hot little thing, now isn’t sh—”

      I lost it. I roared like a fucking animal as I lunged for the man. Cole swore, his hands grabbing me and yanking me away, holding me back.

      “Hit me, sir,” Robert spat, the fear in his eyes taking away any sort of toughness the words might’ve carried. “Go ahead and hit me and see how that pans out in court!”

      “You son of a bitch…” I snarled.

      “You know,” Robert grinned right at me, clearly trying to provoke me. “I’m actually impressed that a man your age can keep up with her.”

      “Keep up with my boot in your ass,” I snapped.

      He chuckled. “Well, you know the terms, and you’ve provided us with all the ammunition we need.”

      He reached into his briefcase again, this time pulling out a stack of black and white photographs. I felt my blood run hot as he held them out to me. I knew what they were before I even took them. But when I did, and saw the shots of Lola and I kissing in the shadows of a dark hallway — clearly shot by a pro with one hell of a remote camera or a drone or something — my heart clenched, and my eyes narrowed at him.

      Fuck. Double fuck.

      “That right there, Duke,” Robert sneered, “is all the proof I need to sue the fuck out of you, have your testimony dropped, and see my client freed from the completely unjust way she’s been imprison—”

      “Your client is a murderous psychopath,” I growled at him through clenched teeth, my hands closed into fists. I moved towards him again, but again, I felt Cole play the sensible card and hold me back before I did something rash.

      “Allegedly, Duke Danes.” He smiled. “Allegedly a murderous psychopath.”

      I could feel every nerve in my body sizzling with rage. I felt wronged, and like the one goodness I’d found was about to get ripped away from me.

      “I’d tell Lola to get hidden for a while,” Shana’s prick lawyer chuckled. “Because when these go public the way I plan on making them public, I think we both know there’s going to be a very big spotlight on her.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      I tripped through the gardens, biting my lip as I scanned the hedges and rose bushes for any sign of Riley. When she’s blurted out the news to me back in that office about Callie, I’d barely had time to process it while also trying to get her to leave. Which meant I hadn’t even been focused enough to ask her where the hell “there” was when she’d said she’d just “meet me there”.

      The gardens seemed like a good place to at least start looking though. For one, because people get married in gorgeous rose gardens, right? And for two, because these were the same gardens where I’d caught Riley earlier with King Sven.

      Okay, it wasn’t a bulletproof place, but it seemed like a good place to start.

      “Lola.”

      Something froze in me, and my feet came to a stuttering stop. The cold feeling inside spread, turning to ice as it crept over my skin, chilling me to my core. The voice I’d all but forgotten from my past uttered my name for the first time in six years, and it felt like the world was dropping out from under me.

      …It was the voice of my father.

      Slowly, I turned, and there he stood, like some sort of apparition.

      “Dad?”

      It’d never been hard to forget this man. I hadn’t lost him when he went to jail and I went to live with Xavier, I’d lost him years before that. I’d lost him when it became pretty obvious that he’d never wanted to be a parent, and that I was more of a burden than a joy to him. And then of course, he’d gone to jail, and moving on from that had been a sort of relief when I’d moved in with Xavier. When my father had used the last of resources and favors to bribe his way out of jail before his final sentencing and escape to God knows where, I guess in my mind I’d considered that a final closing of that door.

      In my mind, after that, he was just gone, and I was okay with that.

      But the man standing in front of me was very much there in the flesh and blood. He looked haggard, and a little bedraggled. His hair was longer than I remembered it, and there was a grizzled week-old beard on his roughened face. Dark circles pocketed under bloodshot eyes, and he looked at me with this weird sort of skittishness.

      He smiled at me, but it was this forced-looking smile, like he had to put on an act to do it.

      “Hey there buttercup,” he said in a haggard voice. I frowned. “Buttercup” wasn’t ever a name he’d called me. He leaned closer, eyeing me, and then I could smell the booze on his breath.

      “Dad…” I swallowed, shaking my head at him. “Dad what are you doing here?”

      The man in front of me, stranger to me or not, was a wanted criminal. He might have once been my father, but the man he was now was a man who’d actively plotted to blow up a children’s hospital so that he could make sure his power remained in his own hands.

      I took a step back, and his bloodshot eyes narrowed.

      “The fuck do you mean what am I doing here?” he muttered. “It’s a royal wedding, Lola. And a man of my standing—”

      “Dad, what standing?” I balked at him. “You’re a wanted felon, you know.”

      “By those lesser than people like you and me,” he hissed. “People who have no birthright to even speak to me!”

      I snorted, scowling at him as I shook my head. God, he’d really drunk the kool aid. He, and the others like Xavier’s ex-wife who’d planned the violence they’d almost carried out truly believed that they, as “royalty,” were actually better than other people who weren’t. I mean, it was also clear my father was drunk, or maybe on drugs or something too. But that God-complex thing was still there at his core.

      “Lola—”

      He reached for my arm, but I yanked it back, backing away from him. His eyes narrowed.

      “I’m your father, Lola!” he spat.

      “What do you want?”

      His eyes darted from side to side, his jaw grinding.

      “My, uh, my funds have been frozen.”

      “Yeah, that will happen when you escape from jail after planning mass murder and treason,” I hissed.

      An anger sparked in his eyes, but he just kept glaring at me.

      “You’re my flesh and blood, Lola. And I need you to—”

      I barked out a laugh. “Are you here asking me for money? Is that it? You’re back after all these years because you ran out of drinking money?”

      “Goddamnit, Lola!” he roared, making my pulse jump in fright. “Maybe I wasn’t father of the fucking year, but you will not turn your back on me right now!”

      “Dad,” my voice trembled, my eyes starting to sting. “You need to leave.”

      “You don’t speak to me like that!” he snapped. He moved towards me, making me gasp as I stumbled back.

      “Get away from me!”

      “Or what?” he snarled. And then slowly, a cruel, evil smile crept over his face. “Or are you going to call you new daddy on me?”

      I shivered, and he laughed a brittle laugh.

      “Oh, a little bird told me all about that,” my father hissed.

      “Get away,” I choked out. I don’t even know what you’re talking—”

      “You and Xavier.”

      My heart jumped, that cold feeling like a knife twisting in my chest.

      My father swore and shook his head at me. “You little slut. What, working out your daddy issues by screwing my friend?”

      “Get away,” I hissed coldly, fighting back the tears. “Get away before I scream for the fucking police.”

      But he didn’t budge. In fact, he just smiled.

      “How about we do this instead, hmm?”

      He reached into his jacket pocket, and I swallowed thickly as he withdrew a manilla envelope and popped it open. He reached in, and when he pulled out the photographs, the whole world started to tumble around me.

      Oh God.

      I knew what they were before he even showed me.

      …They were of me. Me and Xavier, to be exact — shot by either an insanely sneaky photographer or a drone or something. Pictures of us kissing, and of Xavier holding me so tightly and so possessively. They were pictures of me at my happiest, but there in my father’s hands as photographs, they were the opposite of that.

      In those pictures, they were poison.

      “How about this, daughter of mine. You free up my funds and pass them my way, and if you can do that, these won’t hit the newspapers.”

      I swallowed, fighting back the tears as I squared my jaw and scowled defiantly at him. “Go for it. I don’t care.”

      He chuckled. “Sure you don’t.”

      I took a shaky breath, and closed my eyes. I breathed again, and then slowly, it hit me. Slowly, I realized it wasn’t just calling his bluff.

      …Slowly, I realized it was true.

      I didn’t care. I wasn’t ashamed. I wasn’t concerned with what anyone had to say about Xavier and me. What could anyone say? That the man I loved was older than me? That it was “inappropriate”? So fucking what? Hell, one of my best friends was supposed to have been marrying a total creep that day because of some arranged debt-settling bullshit. Who the heck was going to say that was “appropriate” but me falling for Xavier wasn’t?

      I didn’t realize that I was laughing quietly until I realized my father was staring at me like I was crazy.

      “Tell the papers,” I spit back at him. “Tell anyone who will listen to you. I don’t actually care, and I’m not giving you any mon—”

      I gasped as his hand suddenly shot out, grabbing my wrist tight and yanking me close.

      “Yes you are,” he hissed, his eyes narrowing violently at me as his grip tightened. Fear shot through me, even as I tried to fight, and tried to yank my arm back.

      “Let go of me!”

      “My own flesh and blood!” he roared. “Denying me help!”

      “Let go of—”

      My father grunted, his grip on me going slack as he suddenly went toppling over and crashing into the hedge next to me. A new hand grabbed me, pulling me back and into a familiar chest and a familiar smell.

      Xavier.

      My heart jumped, and the relief washed through me as his strong, loving arms went around me, holding me tight and pulling me back from my ranting, unhinged father.

      “Stay right there, Jeremey.”

      Xavier’s voice was edged, but also almost breaking with emotion. And I got it. Things had been different back then, but I knew they’d once been close friends. Hell, it was the reason Xavier had taken me in in the first place.

      My father whirled though, ignoring Xavier’s words as he took a step towards us, his face snarling with rage.

      “You,” he hissed, jabbing a finger at Xavier.

      “I’m warning you, Jeremy,” the man I loved said quietly but firmly. “You will keep your distance from her.”

      My father laughed a cold, cruel laugh. “You piece of shit. Putting your hands on my daughter? Really, Xavier? Were you just so fucking eager to lend your testimony to put Shana, and me, and the others away just so you could get your fucking mitts on my Lola?!”

      I felt Xavier’s hand tighten on me, and I watched the anger ripple over his face as his muscles clenched tight.

      “I was there for her when you left her, Jeremy.”

      “You were my friend!”

      “And you were mine,” Xavier hissed back. “Before you decided you wanted to blow up children.”

      “The cause was greater than any of that bullsh—”

      “What cause?!” Xavier roared, pulling me behind him, like he was shielding me from the rantings of my father.

      “The cause of bringing back a corrupt system where those with money rule everything?”

      “Yes,” my father spat. “The way it’s supposed to be. King Rian with his nonsense about elected officials? Commoners in positions like that? It couldn’t be stood for!”

      Xavier shook his head in disgust. “You’re delusional. Is this why you came back? To corner her like this and spew your lies and anger at her?”

      “She knows why I came to her.”

      I snorted. “He wants money.”

      “And I’m not fucking leaving here without it, Xavier,” my father growled out. He waved the envelope and then reached in to show Xavier the photos. “Don’t think for a second that I won’t let the media see this scandal.”

      I felt my heart sink again, but the Duke — my Duke — just started to smile. He turned away from my father, looking right at me as that smile on his face grew bigger.

      “Do what you want, Jeremy,” he said quietly, looking right at me. “I know what I want, and I know that there’s nothing you could say or do to stop me.”

      “Keep your hands—”

      My father lunged at us, when suddenly, Xavier whirled on him. He roared, his big, powerful hands grabbing my father and stopping him cold before shoving him back into the hedges behind him.

      “Keep your mouth shut, Jeremy,” he hissed, pinning my father with one hand on his neck. Xavier reached into his jacket pocket and passed me his cell phone.

      “Your choice, Lola,” he said quietly, turning to me. “We can call the guards, or we can walk away. Let this piece of human trash go where he wants, but I can promise you, he won’t ever hurt you.”

      I swallowed, my heart racing as I held the phone in my hand.

      “He’ll be out there, though. Free.”

      And then there was the other part. The part that reminded me that even if I knew in my heart Xavier would always protect me, it might not be me my father hurt later. He’d shown his colors, and shown what he was capable of. What would happen if I just told him to get lost and he went out and actually hurt someone, or children, just because of his hardcore and shitty beliefs?

      Time held still for a second as I just stared at the phone.

      “It’s your choice, angel,” Xavier said quietly.

      “I’m your father!” my father screeched.

      And I think that’s what did it. That’s what made me snap.

      “You were never a father to me!” I screamed, the anger and the rage and hurt from being left the way he’d left me when I was younger coming right to the surface. “You abandoned me!”

      “Oh take your fucking daddy issues somewhere else! All this emotional bullshit!”

      Xavier had stepped back, but he growled as he moved between my father and me, like he was shielding me. But my dad just kept right on blabbing.

      “You know, your mother was the same fucking—”

      I started to dial the number for the royal guards, and his eyes went wide before he scoffed.

      “You’re really gonna turn in your old man, huh?”

      “Yes,” I said quietly. I looked up into Xavier’s eyes — into the strong but caring, fierce but kind eyes of the man I loved.

      “I’m standing up for what’s right.”

      I hit the call button.

      My father bellowed, and he lunged for me, but Xavier was faster. He caught my father fast, spinning him and sweeping his legs and dropping him to the ground.

      “Stay down,” Xavier hissed at him. “Don’t make me hurt you, Jeremy.”
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* * *

      It wasn’t long before a whole troop of the palace guards barreled around the corner, quickly surrounding my father and cuffing him. Yeah, they knew who he was. And this time, there wasn’t going to be any escape. I knew part of me should have been more upset, but like I said — he’d left me a long time before. And the only family I considered my family was standing right at my side, holding me close, kissing the top of my head, and telling me it was all going to be okay.

      …Like he always had.

      “I know it is,” I said quietly, smiling as I turned to him as the last of the guards headed back up the path. I leaned up, and before he could say a thing, I kissed him — slowly and softly at first, but then deeper and hungrier, until I was right where I knew I always wanted to be: lost in him.

      It was the loud sound of a helicopter that pulled us apart, and I looked up and saw that it was coming in for a landing right on the front lawn of the palace.

      My brows knit. “That’s an interesting spot for a land—”

      Suddenly, I realized that the decal on the side of it was the royal crest of King Hayden Anders, and it all clicked into place. While I’d been busy dealing with my father, something told me Callie had gone ahead and done something very un-Callie-like.

      ...Like marry King Hayden.

      Xavier cleared his throat. “We should go. Hayden—”

      “Is running off with Callie, I know.”

      He chuckled and shook his head. “Well, the ride’s been offered to us, too. I think it’s safe to say there’s going to be a shitstorm when King Milton realizes that my friend’s run off with his bride-to-be.”

      He held his hand out, and I grinned as I took it. “Let’s go home then.”

      He started to pull me with him, when suddenly, he stopped short and turned back to me, taking my hands.

      “We have to do something first, angel.”

      “Oh?”

      He smiled, his fierce eyes blazing right into me. “I wanted you covered in jewels. A princess, Lola, like you deserve to be.” His jaw tightened. “Now, I can give you jewels, baby girl. I can give you all of my love.”

      He took a deep breath, his eyes burning fiercely.

      “But I can’t give you the title you want. The one you deserve to have. I can’t make you a queen, and with me, you’d no longer be a princess. You’d lose that title.”

      “Who says I want it?” I said quietly, shaking my head as my hands tightened in his.

      “You’re a princess, Lola. And I can’t be the one who takes that away from—”

      “And you’re the man I love,” I whispered fiercely back, biting my lip and looking up into his eyes as I pulled him close. “You’re the man who showed me more love than I’ve ever known. You’re the only man who’ll ever have my heart.”

      Xavier took a long, slow breath, his eyes never leaving mine.

      “You’re sure about this.”

      “One million percent.”

      He grinned, nodding his head. “That’s funny, because I’ve was thinking the exact same way about this.”

      When he dropped to his knee, my heart jumped into my throat.

      When he reached into his pocket and pulled out the ring, I didn’t realize I was screaming in joy and throwing my arms around his neck until he hugged me right back, holding me so tight like he’d never let me go.

      “I have to ask first, baby girl,” he purred into my ear.

      “Well hurry up and ask already!” I squealed.

      “Marry me.”

      “That doesn’t sound like a question.”

      “It’s not.”

      The heat bloomed through me, and I threw myself into his arms again, melting into him as I kissed him again and again.

      “Yes,” I gasped, moaning into his lips as he picked me up and spun me around. “Yes yes yes yes yes!”

      He spun me once more before dipping me low and kissing me slow and deep, until I was out of air and not even caring.

      “Now,” he purred into my lips. “I think we have a helicopter to catch.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Lola

      

    
    
      “This is terrible luck, you know.”

      “I’ll have to remember that.”

      He growls as he pushes my poofy white dress high up my thighs. His eyes catch sight of the lacy white stockings and garters, and he groans deep in his throat. Xavier keeps pushing until he sees my lacy, basically see-through panties clinging wetly to my pussy.

      …Soaking, as usual around him.

      “You-” I blush. “You weren’t supposed to see all of this until later.”

      “I think we’ve established that neither of us is good at not doing the things aren’t supposed to do, haven’t we?”

      “I think that’s fair,” I moan, kissing my soon-to-be-husband fiercely. I gasp as he lifts me up, pulling me up into his chest as he carries me across the room. His tuxedo jacket is already off, his shirt unbuttoned, and I can feel the bare, hard muscles of his chest pressing against my nipples through the sheer white dress.

      He topples us over onto the bed, pinning me under him and making me feel so captured and so his. And fuck do I love that feeling.

      “We’ll have to make this fast,” I whisper heatedly, whimpering into his passionate kiss as his hands skim up my thighs. “I think we have someplace to be in like ten minutes.”

      “Someplace like the altar?” he purrs. “To get married?”

      I whimper, heat flushing through me. There’s something about the whole marrying him thing that gets me even hotter, and he damn well knows it. In fact, he’s been using this wedding as foreplay for a month now, and I’ve been loving every second of it.

      “Someplace where I’m going to make you my fucking wife?”

      He yanks open the front ties to my white gown, pushing it away from me and baring my breasts to his hungry eyes. My aching pink nipples harden for him as he dips low and swirls his tongue across them, bringing a shudder to my body. His lips fasten around one, his tongue teasing it and making me moan lowly.

      “Oh God, say that again,” I gasp.

      “You’re going to me my wife, baby girl,” Xavier groans, making me moan in pleasure. I can feel his big, thick cock pressing against me, pulsing against my pussy. My hands reach down, tearing at his belt and zipper and pushing his pants down. His cock springs free against my thigh, making me gasp as I feel the sticky hot trail of his cum leaking over my skin.

      “And you’re going to me my husba-ooooh…”

      I gasp as his big fingers slid down to tease over my pussy. He hooks them unto my panties, pulling them to the side, and when his big swollen head teases over my slippery, soft lips, I arch my back, wanting him so badly.

      …Yeah, so, this is our happy ending. The truth was, neither of us cared one bit what people might say. People did, of course - say things, that is. The tabloids had a freaking field day with it, and that might have hurt if I didn’t have the strength he gave me. Him and my friends, and his friends too, who all came out to publicly trash the tabloids stories as the, well, trash they were.

      And I have to say, the people of Bandiff didn’t care one bit. They all knew Xavier, and me as well, and at least in our kingdom, it was a day of celebration when we went public. We’d gone before King Rian to break the news to him ourselves. I’d met Rian before of course, but as Xavier’s ward.

      …Not as his fiance.

      But the King was only smiles, and so amazing about it. Actually, the only thing he did do was pull me aside and thank me for turning his “grouch of a Duke” into much more of a “people person”.

      I’ll take that as a complement.

      “Grouch, huh?” Xavier had grumbled later.

      “No, he said you were a grouch. I’ve made you much nicer, you know.”

      He’d chuckled and kissed me. “A grouch…” he’d muttered again. “This coming from the only single King I know?”

      I’d ginned. “Yeah why is he single?”

      I mean, King Rian was a very good looking guy. And built. And kinda growly in that sexy way. And a King, of course. It was actually becoming a story of interest in Bandiff that he still wasn’t tied down.

      “I’d tell you to introduce him to your friends,” Xavier had chuckled lowly. “But they’re apparently all taken.”

      “I blame your friends.”

      He’d grinned. “You should.”

      I mean, all my friends were taken. Yeah, even Faith, though that’s another story for another day.

      But the news breaking, and us going public and all that was a month ago, and this is now. It’s ten minutes before our wedding vows, and I can feel Xavier’s thick cock about to do what I love most about it: fuck me.

      He pushes in, making me hiss in pleasure as I spread my legs wide for him. He tears his shirt off, his muscled arms pinning me to the bed with my big poofy wedding dress puffed around my waist with my legs wide. He growls, driving in deeper and making me cry out as his big dick slowly slips inside of my tight, eager, dripping wet pussy. Suddenly, he plugins the rest of the way inside, making me scream in pleasure as I claw at his arms and pull him down to kiss him fiercely.

      This is it, the start of the rest of our lives. We’re free from all of those shackles that were pulling us down, too.

      My father went back to prison, for real this time. And you know that saying about it being a dog eat dog world? Well, it turns out him, Shana, and a few of their other co-conspirators all tried to make deals to try and lower their sentences by ratting out some of the others with more damning evidence. The thing is, all it did was incriminate all of them even more. So, they’re going to be in there a while. My father’s not coming near me, and Shana isn’t going to get her claws in Xavier ever again.

      Cause he’s mine now.

      I rock my hips up to meet him, both of us groaning as we grind into each other.

      “You know you being a Duchess now or not, you’re always going to be my princess,” he whispered thickly into my ear.

      I moan as he plunged inside, fucking me so deep and so well, making my toes curl. I groan into his neck, raking my teeth over his earlobe.

      “You know you’re always going to be my daddy.”

      Xavier growls, his cock swelling inside of me as he starts to fuck me harder, and deeper. I cry out feeling his thick cock plunge in and out of me, dragging over my clit on every thrust and making my whole body tremble with pleasure.

      “We’re- were going to be late for our own wedding,” I gasp.

      “Then you better be a good girl and come for me, baby girl,” he kisses me fierce. “Be a good girl and make that gorgeous little cunt come for daddy. Come for daddy, baby girl,” he growls. “Milk all of daddy’s come from his balls into that pretty little princess pussy.”

      My body tenses, and the heat starts to explode through me.

      “When I marry you in front of everyone, I want to know that my cum is dripping into your panties. I want to known my hot cum is making a fucking mess of that little cunt when you say I do.”

      Pleasure sizzles through me, the filthy thought only driving me higher and higher, until I’m gasping for air.

      “Fuck me, daddy!” I cry out as I start to tumble. “Fuck me and give me all of that daddy cum!”

      Xavier roars, his powerful hands pinning my hips to the bed as his lips crash into mine and his big, fat cock fills me to the brim. And suddenly, I lose it.

      I scream as the orgasm just explodes through me, shaking me from my heeled toes up to the tiara on my head. He swallows my moans, groaning into our kiss and pumping his hips against mine as he fucks me with that perfect cock of his right through my climax. And when he swells up even bigger and suddenly roars into my lips, I come all over again as I feel the hot, thick pumps of his cum splashing inside of me.

      We slowly come to a panting halt, clinging to each other as we gasp for air.

      “Sir!”

      There’s a pounding on the door, which only temporarily shakes us, since the door is locked.

      “Sir, they’re looking for you?”

      It’s Humphries, Xavier’s stone-faced chief of staff. Well, stone-faced except for the one time he pulled me aside after he heard the news and literally gushed to me how excited he was for us.

      “I’ll be right out,” Xavier mutters.

      “They’re, uh, well, they’re also looking for your fiancé, sir.”

      Xavier looks right at me, still blushing and pinned under him with my legs around his waist.

      “She’ll be right out too.”

      I groan, the heat rising in my cheeks as I hear Humphries clear his throat and say something about “informing the guests that we’ll be starting shortly” before walk away.

      “You ass,” I giggle quietly, punching Xavier playfully in the arm.

      He makes a tsking sound. “Language, young lady.”

      A familiar sizzle tingles through me. God, I know that tone. And I love that tone.

      “Did I say a bad word?” I coo quietly, biting my lip as I look up at him. I flex my muscles, squeezing his still rock-hard cock with my pussy and then moaning as I feel him grind into me.

      “Keep up the language and daddy might have to wash your dirty mouth with soap,” he growls.

      “Soap?” I blush as I look him right in the eye. “I can think of something much more fun.”

      “Oh now we’re definitely going to be late for our own wedding.”

      “Sounds good to m-ooooh…”

      I moan as he slowly pulls out and then drives back in, sending fireworks exploding through me.

      “I love you, baby girl.”

      “I love you too,” I whisper back.

      “Now be a good girl,” he growls as he leans down to brush my lips with his. “And come again for daddy.”

      

      The End
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      Hi, you lovely smut-fan!

      Thank you so much for reading, and I truly hope you enjoyed this one! Reviews from fans mean so much to an indie author like myself, so if you felt like leaving a little love on Amazon, it would mean the world to me!

      As I tend to do with new releases, as a special thank you for picking up the new release edition of this book, I’ve included three other books of mine here for your reading enjoyment.

      If you’re done reading, or don’t want to dig into these freebies, that’s totally okay! You’re done! But, if you’d like to escape reality for just a little longer, scroll on for the dirty parts ;).

      On the following pages, you can find a few more “daddy” themed books for your reading enjoyment. Tempting Daddy’s Boss, Triple Daddies, and Professor all involve some especially yummy, especially dirty older alpha heroes, and you can flip the page to find them!

      All of this and every book I write is for readers like you, and so I just want to thank you so much for your continued support. You make this whole thing so much more fun!

      Happy reading!

      <3,

      Madison
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          Triple Daddies

        

      

    
    
      
        Some brats like to break the rules,

        Boys, fast cars, and skipping school.

        But for dirty girls who flirt and tease,

        Sometimes big daddies come in threes…

      

      She’s the forbidden fruit. The apple of temptation. The girl I never saw coming.

      Too innocent. Too so-much-younger. Too much my student.  Too much our student, actually.

      Fate threw her in front of me. The feel of her lips on mine had me taking what I never should have touched.

      …My inability to walk away from trouble had me saving her when I should have let it be.

      But now she’s here in my house – me, her college professor. And it’s not just me either, there are three of us living here. Three big, rough, hardened older men – men twice her age.

      …Men who can’t f*cking look away from the tempting little tease sleeping right down the hall.

      But saving her or not, there are rules that she’ll follow under this roof. And when Cora Hartley decides she doesn’t need to follow them, she’s going to learn just how wrong she is.

      Three men like us can only be teased and tested for so long, before she gets a firm hand of discipline.

      …Or three.

       

      Hang onto your tushies, we’re about to wild. Don’t show your friends this book, they’ll probably judge you. Luckily, I won’t, and my lips are sealed ;).

      Alpha af, wildly over-the-top, silly, steamy, and sweet enough to make your teeth hurt. This mfmm romance is all about her – no m/m. Safe, no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed.

      Please note: this is a VERY loose sequel to Double Daddies, involving side characters from that book. You absolutely DO NOT have to have read that book to fully enjoy this one though!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Nolan

      

    
    
      The gasp caught in her throat, the whimpered moan breathed into my ear. My muscles clenched, hands grabbing her tighter as I pushed deep inside. She moaned louder, fingers sliding up my neck and twisting through my hair as her legs clamped around my waist, urging me on.

      I growled into her neck, inhaling the scent of honey and lavender and whatever the fuck it was that’d been driving me wild since the minute she bumped into me — magic pheromones, or voodoo. Whatever it was, it’d had me tripping over my goddamn tongue to taste her since the moment we’d met.

      …An entire ten minutes ago.

      She cried out, arching into me and hugging me tighter as I pinned her to the bathroom door. Her plaid skirt bunched around her waist, the slutty, too-tight too-short white blouse hanging open, her hard, pale pink nipples grazing across my muscled chest. My hands gripped her ass tight, my teeth grazing across the sensitive skin of her neck. Her softy body undulated into me as I drove deep inside, her soaked panties pushed to the side as the slippery heat between her legs welcomed me in.

      No words. No names. No faces — both of ours obscured with the black masks that covered our eyes that the bar had been giving out at the front door. Me, I was dressed as, well, me — dark jeans and a white button-up shirt. The front door guy had asked if I was dressed as a mafia guy. I’d just said “sure.”

      The dirty little school girl rocking her hips against me though — shit, that was something else. Short plaid skirt, barely-there white blouse, knee-high socks and heels. The pigtails and the little white cotton panties were the filthy icing on the cake. The fact that I was actually an educator made the whole fantasy that much more completely wrong, but that didn’t change the fact that my cock was harder than a fucking steel rod.

      “More,” she gasped into my ear, her body tensing against me as her legs pulled me in. I growled as I cupped her jaw with one hand and crushed my lips to hers.

      I wasn’t exactly complaining, but this was not how I’d pictured my night going.

      [image: ]
* * *

      It’d been the bachelor party that wasn’t. Or rather, it’d still been a bachelor party — as in, a couple of unmarried guys partying it up, but that was it. There was no “and then he got married” part at the end of the story. No, when the bride-to-be runs off with her massage therapist, weddings have a ways of going up in flames like the fucking Hindenburg.

      Oh, don’t feel sorry, my buddy had dodged a big fat bullet on this one.

      No, it wasn’t me who’d been left with my dick in my hand in favor of a douchebag of a “massage therapist” with a spray tan and frosted tips. It was my best friend, Garret, which is why it’d been Max’s and my duty to take him out tonight — the night that was supposed to be his bachelor party — and get him properly fucked the hell up. The mission had been a roaring success, by the way. We’d been asked to leave two bars, been flat out kicked out of a third, and closed down three more. Max had shouldered on and matched Garret drink for drink. I’d followed at my own pace — after all, I had class in the morning and still had a shitload of papers to grade.

      Just because I wasn’t going to get totally fucked up though, it didn’t mean I wasn’t going to be damn sure that I was there for one of my best friends in the world in his hour of need. That’s what the three of us did — we were there for each other, always. Always had been, always would be. We’d grown up basically as brothers — when my parents got taken out by a drunk asshole in an Chevy, it’d been Max’s parents — their best friends — who took me in. Garret lived next door with his mom, and the three of us had been thick as thieves.

      Life had taken us a few different places — me to Wall Street and now academia, Garret to the Navy and now teaching at Gilman College with me. And Max — the skinny kid with the nosebleeds who’d somehow grown up to go first round draft in the NFL and killed it for four seasons before a knee injury took him out.

      Max had already cabbed it back to my place with a completely wasted Garret, but I’d driven my own car. I’d kept my own drinking at a pretty moderate pace most of the night, so I was fine to drive. For whatever reason that night, I took the long way back, and swung by Lake Drive on the way home. I still have no idea why — maybe I just wanted to look out over the water that night. Maybe I just wanted one drink alone before heading home. Maybe I was thirty-five and trying to figure out what the fuck I was doing with my life.

      I mean, I was still young, relatively speaking, gainfully employed doing what I loved which was teaching finance. I had a ton of cash saved up from my Wall Street days, I was single, and I kept in great shape. And yet, there hadn’t been a woman in, fuck, I don’t even know how long. It just hadn’t interested me. No woman had really grabbed my attention in a long ass time.

      Lake Drive was relatively quiet that night, even though a couple of sports bars and a few rows of popular apartments for upperclassman made it a hot spot for the college crowd. But there was also Rory’s, which had been my spot for years, and always had an older-enough crowd and a un-hip enough vibe to keep the college masses away.

      Well, except for that night. That night, I walked up to something between mardi gras and a comic-con spilling out of Rory’s all over the sidewalk. I’d scowled when Sean, the bouncer, had shrugged sympathetically at me and the huge crowd of college kids behind.

      “Did I somehow not know it’s Halloween?” I’d growled.

      “Nah, just a costume party,” Sean had grumbled right back, passing me a mask. “And they’ve got drink specials tonight. Owners wanted to try something new I guess.”

      “Great.”

      But fuck it, I was already there. And the crowd really wasn’t that bad. Minimal “frat bros,” and as much as I’d like to claim it, a saint I am not, and the sheer amount of barely-there costumes and co-ed skin on display was certainly better than the usual crowd of drunks.

      Nothing wrong with looking, I told myself, slipping the mask Sean had given me on as I grabbed a whiskey from the bartender.

      Nothing wrong with looking.

      That is, until I didn’t look, turned sharply, and bumped right into her.

      Her.

      I swore as the whiskey dumped against my shirt, but as the girl tumbled into my arms, suddenly, I didn’t give a shit about my spilled drink. My arms circled her small, tight little body on instinct, the glass shattering to the ground at our feet. Dark chestnut hair spilled against my chest, the scent of her filling my senses and suddenly sending me reeling, every muscle in my body tensing as the smell of her fucking hooked me. She gasped as she looked into my face, and I damn near lost myself in those big blue piercingly gorgeous eyes behind the mask.

      Dark brown hair, lithe figure, legs for fuckin days under the tiny, flirty little schoolgirl skirt. She blinked quickly, her cheeks flushed red and pouty soft lips parted.

      “Sorry,” she breathed, her chest rising and falling under her skimpy little top.

      “Didn’t see you.” I grumbled.

      Her hands gripped my arms tight through my shirt, and her fingers tightened as she glanced behind her through the crowd, her brow wrinkling with worry. My own brow furrowed as I recognized the fear in her eyes.

      “Hey, are you okay—”

      She whirled back, looked me right in the eye, and before I could say a damn thing, she’d thrown her arms around my neck, leaned up, and fuckin’ kissed me.

      Maybe a better man would’ve not kissed her back. Maybe a man thinking with the right head would have stopped, realized he was a professor at the local college in a bar full of college students, and put two-and-two together to get “bad fucking idea.” But like I said, I was hooked the second she crashed into me. I was addicted from the moment I smelled her shampoo, or pheromones, or whatever the fuck it was that’d clawed its way under my skin and wasn’t letting go.

      I didn’t pull back. I didn’t tell her no. I didn’t walk away.

      I fucking kissed her back. Hard. Hard enough that I think I surprised her, her gasp trembling into my lips as my hands slid around her body and yanked her into me. The crowds swirled around us in the dark of the bar, but to me, the rest of the world faded away when I tasted those lips.

      Slowly, she opened her lips for my tongue, moaning quietly as I claimed her mouth. She kissed me back, her body slowly melting into mine and her fingers tightening on my shirt sleeves. The blood roared through my ears, and my cock throbbed rock hard, tenting my jeans as I pulled her against me. This was nothing like me, and not at all the way I operated. But like I said, something about her had me fucking hooked.

      I yanked her into my arms, my hands dropping down to that sweet little ass and grabbing it like it was mine. She whimpered as I pulled her up into me, her legs going around my waist and her body trembling against mine as I pushed the crowd out of the way. I didn’t even stop kissing her as I stormed down the back hallway of the place, or when I kicked open one of the bathroom doors to find two girls dressed like mermaids doing coke off the bathroom sink.

      “Out,” I barked, glaring at them. “Now.”

      The door had barely closed behind them before I’d slammed my mystery girl up against it, crushing my lips to hers and swallowing her moans as I moved against her.

      “What’s your name, beautiful?” I growled into her lips, spreading her legs around my waist and grinding into her, letting her feel exactly how fucking hard I was.

      She whimpered, kissing me hard as her hands dropped to my belt, yanking it open.

      “Isn’t it more fun without names?”

      I groaned as she opened my jeans, her hands sliding inside.

      “Careful, little girl,” I growled. “Didn’t your mother ever tell you to watch out for strangers?”

      “Maybe she didn’t warn me about ones that kissed like you.”

      Her hands pushed inside my jeans and my boxers, and when her fingers curled around my thick cock, she moaned into my lips.

      Fuck, I knew it was a bad idea. I knew with that crowd that night, the chances of her being a student at Gilman were real good. But when my lips seared to hers again, and when I swallowed those sweet, soft moans and felt her body hungrily wrap around me, I knew it was a lost cause. I knew I was a lost cause, when it came to her.

      My jeans dropped to my feet, my hands tearing open her blouse as I eased against her. I hooked her little panties to the side, our tongues swirling together as I pushed the swollen head of my cock against her slick opening.

      “Last chance to say no, baby,” I growled, every muscle in my body tensed and my cock pulsing as it leaked pre-cum over her lips.

      I knew she was running from something. Hell, I knew I was, in a sense. I knew this whole thing was bad fucking news. But she just shook her head, one finger raising to press against my lips as her eyes blazed with raw heat.

      “Fuck me,” she whispered, trying so hard to sound casual and sexy, but not doing a very good job of hiding the trembling innocence in her voice.

      Last chance gone. I’d given her the out, and now, she was going to be mine. My lips crushed to hers, my my hips pushed forward, and she moaned into my lips as I slowly drove every thick inch of my cock deep inside her velvety soft, slick little cunt.

      She rocked against me, legs clamped around my waist as I pinned her to the door and started to fuck her. We clawed and kissed at each other fiercely, going hard and fast, my cock plunging inside her tight little pussy again and again. Soft, mewling little cries of pleasure fell from her lips, her hands clawing at my back as I drove into her hard and fast.

      We moved faster, and slammed together harder. This was raw, animalistic, frantic fucking, and I could feel every single cell in my body craving even more of her. I kissed her like I wanted to possess her, grabbed her like she was already mine, and fucked her like I never wanted her to forget the feel of me filling her up.

      No words. No names. No faces. But I knew just from the sounds of her moans when she was close. I kissed her hard, slamming her against the door as I drove my cock to the hilt inside of her until I felt her fucking explode around me.

      She screamed into my mouth, her hands clawing at my shoulders and my chest and her legs locking around me as she came. I groaned, tasting the moans from her lips as I felt my cock throb deep inside, crashing into her until we came to a gasping stop.

      Slowly, I pulled free of her, slipping her panties back into place and groaning hungrily at the thought of my cum filling them. I set her down on shaky legs, watching the way she took a deep breath and smoothed her skirt down, her face flushed as she re-buttoned her blouse.

      “I, uh...” She bit her lip looking up at me like she wanted to say something. Fuck there was so much I wanted to say too — that what’d just happened had been the hottest, most explosive sex of my entire life. That nothing in this world had ever felt so real, and so totally and completely good, and like it completed a part of me I didn’t even know was missing before.

      But she shut her perfect, soft lips and shook her head, and the moment was gone.

      “No names, huh?”

      “Someone told me it’d be more fun that way,” I growled, pulling her close and leaning down to kiss her. She moaned into my lips, draping her arms over my shoulders until a pounding on the door shook us from it.

      “People are waiting to pee out here!” A girl’s voice screeched through the door over the music.

      “Guess we should go.”

      “Guess so,” I said tightly, my jaw clenched and my anger rising at the idea of letting her walk away from me. I was a big boy, I knew what random, no-strings sex was.

      …That had not been random, and there sure as fuck were strings.

      “Nice to meet you,” she said quietly. She leaned up, pecked me on the cheek. Then she whirled, yanked the door open, and slipped out.

      I was still standing there, blinking, shaking my head, and trying to figure out what the hell had just happened when one of the mermaid chicks burst back in, screeching at me to get out of the girls room.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Nolan

      

    
    
      I left the bar in a daze, every cell in my body on fire and wanting more of her. I could smell her on me, and the taste of her lips lingered on mine even after I’d gone to the bar and knocked back a whiskey to steady myself. I’d scanned the bar, like a total pussy, looking for her. But she was gone.

      Maybe that was for the best.

      Yeah, right.

      I walked back to my car with a cloud following me, pissed at myself for not just grabbing her, pulling her back and telling her she wasn’t walking away from that. Or hell, throwing her over my shoulder and taking her home like that. I shook my head as I started the engine, rolling my eyes at myself for pining over a random girl like some heartsick teenager.

      I pulled out from the lot behind Rory’s, swinging back onto Lake Drive past the bar scenes. I drove slow, past the groups of smokers outside one bar, past some wasted looking couple making out against the wall of another, with the guy’s hand slipping up her skirt.

      Part of me wanted to roll down the window and tell them to make good fucking choices before I rolled my eyes at myself. Jesus fuck, I was turning into an old man already. Not to mention a hypocrite considering what I’d just done with a girl I’d known for ten whole minutes back at Rory’s.

      I was just about to pull a u-turn and head home to call it a night, when I saw it. This couple was different, even if they too were pressed against a wall. I slowed, my eyes narrowing as I saw the girl twisting in his arms. He held on, and my jaw tightened. They twisted again, and this time, when the neon light from the bar sign fell across her face, something froze inside of me.

      Her. My mystery girl from the bar. Her mask was still on, but I’d have known those lips fucking anywhere. God, she was pretty even from that distance. I glared at her in the guy’s hands, and I told myself to just fucking leave it, when suddenly, one of his hand came back and slapped her right across her cheek, sending her reeling to her knees.

      Oh, FUCK that.

      My car screeched as I roared to a stop half up on the curb. I lunged from the driver's seat the second I killed the engine, and before I could even ask myself what the fuck the plan was, I was on the kid. I barreled into him like a fucking truck, grunting as I knocked him to the ground, wound back, and slung my fist across his jaw. He screamed like a little bitch, his mask falling off and his arms flailing at me as I saw red and punched him twice more in the face.

      I blinked, pausing for one second, and suddenly, my gut dropped.

      Aww hell.

      He was covering his face with his hands, but fuck, I knew the kid. Matt-something. He was in my sophomore Principles of Economics lecture — some asshole who basically slept in the back row and who was probably going to squeak by with a D+ or some shit. Bottom line though, I’d just knocked the fuck out of a student.

      I jump to my feet, and I was whirling away from him when I suddenly came face to face with her.

      …And my heart just stopped. She wasn’t pretty, she was gorgeous. And young. And so innocent looking. And…

      Oh shit.

      And I knew her. Not from the bathroom ten minutes before, I fucking knew her. The realization hit me like a bat to the head, and I could feel my heart skip and drop through my gut.

      Cora Hartley. She’d been in my freshman Survey of Finance class last year, and she was in my Ethics of Business lecture this year. Drop-dead beautiful, smart, ball-achingly innocent, and nineteen years old. I’d never once creeped on a student, but this girl? Shit, with her, I knew the rules were out the window. Cora Hartley pushed every single one of my buttons. And here I was face to face with her, our eyes locked, with both of us knowing one thing: ten minutes before, she’d been coming for me as I fucked her hard against a bar bathroom door.

      “Oh God,” she whispered breathlessly, one hand touching her lips and those big blue eyes wide as she just stared at me. “Oh my God, you’re—”

      “Are you okay?” I growled, stooping low to look her in the eye. Shit, she was so much smaller than me, and as I leaned into her, I got a whiff of that damn shampoo or pheromones again — whatever it was turning me to fucking putty right there.

      …And I was hooked.

      “What?” she breathed. Her eyes slowly went wide with recognition as she looked into mine under the brim of my hat. “Oh my God, you’re—”

      “Are you alright?” I growled deeply, gently reaching up and pulling her hand away from her cheek. The fucker had left a red mark, that was for sure, but she didn’t look too bad.

      Her soft tongue darted out, wetting her lips as she swallowed thickly and nodded, her big blue eyes still glued to me in shock.

      “Yes,” she said softly, her voice so achingly sweet.

      “Hey, asshole!” The douchebag was standing behind me. “Get your fucking hands off my girl—”

      I whirled, wordless and seeing red as I slammed him back into the brick wall behind him and sunk my fist into his stomach. He groaned pitifully, doubling over around my fist as I leaned in close to his ear, making sure he couldn’t see my face.

      “If I ever see you again,” my voice rasped out, full of venom and fire. “You’d be wise to run the other direction.”

      “Fuck—”

      I punched him in the gut again, shutting him the fuck up.

      “And if I hear about you laying a hand on a woman again?” I ground my teeth. “Then you might want to leave the country, because I will bury you.”

      He trembled, nodding his head quickly.

      “Good. I’m glad we understand each other.”

      I whirled away, pulling the mask that I’d let drop around my neck up, hiding my face. I moved right towards her, grabbing her hand and holding on tight as I started to pull her after me.

      Bad idea. What the fuck are you doing? BAD idea!

      But I wasn’t listening to the rational voice inside, I was listening to the blood roaring through my veins. I was listening to the way her hand in mine sent a jolt of something so real and so wrong right through me, making my heart swell in my chest and my cock throb between my thighs. Stopping an assault was one thing, but hitting a student was another thing entirely.

      Oh, right, and fucking one in a bar bathroom, and making her come on my cock, and then filling her sweet young pussy with every single drop of my seed? Yeah, we can go ahead and file that one under bad idea. But when that student was my student, and fucking beautiful, and nineteen years old, and entirely responsible for the thick erection pulsing in my jeans as I pulled her towards my car?

      Yeah, that was another thing entirely. That’s was what you’d call a nuclear level bad fucking idea.

      But I didn’t care. I couldn’t care — not about the ethics, or the morals, or anything. Because once her hand was in mine, and once I felt those small fingers lace into mine and felt the thud of heat roar through me, nothing else mattered.

      “Where are we going?” she gasped quietly as I opened the side door and helped her in. I leaned over her, buckling her seatbelt as she blinked, still in shock as she looked into my eyes.

      “Home, Cora,” I growled quietly. “I’m taking you home.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Cora

      

    
    
      Every part of me tingled and buzzed as the car roared away from the bar. I swallowed thickly, a million questions tumbling through my head but not a single word coming to my lips. My eyes darted around the car, to the road, to my knees, to his face — briefly — before I looked away. It felt like I’d just taken a quad-shot of espresso or something, the way my whole body buzzed restlessly and antsy.

      I turned to him silently, trembling as he turned — those sharp blue eyes of his blazing right into me in the darkness of the car.

      I slept with my professor.

      No, “slept with” was putting it mildly. I’d flat out thrown myself at the man, let him pull me into a bar bathroom, and had the single hottest sex experience of my life as he fucked me against the door.

      My lip caught between my teeth, and I tried to swallow back the heat from my face as his fierce gaze burned into me.

      “Are you okay? Besides that asshole hitting you?”

      I nodded quietly. “Yeah, I— I think so.” I glanced down at my fingers, twisting anxiously in my lap. “Thank you, Profess—”

      “Stop, no,” he growled, his hands tightening on the wheel of the car and his eyes blazing as they stared at the road. He shook his head, his brow furrowing. “Don’t…” He sighed, his jaw clenching. “Don’t call me that. Not after…” His brow tightened. “Just call me Nolan.”

      “Thank you, Nolan.”

      We sat in silence for a minute as we drove, both of us clearly realizing the full weight of what’d just happened back at the bar.

      “Look, can I drive you back to your dorm or something?” he finally said.

      I frowned, looking down at my lap again.

      “I— I don’t live in the dorms.”

      I don’t live anywhere.

      To say I’d come to college on a budget was being generous. Really, I’d come to college broke as a joke. What’d helped was that since I was twelve, I’d grown up in the town next door, living with my Grams after my parents had passed. So, I’d never had to pay to live in the dorms, which was great. Even better, my Grams was awesome, and as a surprise graduation present before I started my freshman year at college, she’d gotten a guy from her church to renovate the tiny little apartment above the garage, all for me.

      “You’re in college now, hon! You need your space!”

      And as much as I loved her, having my own space had been great, especially when I’d been juggling a full course load, late night studying, and a part time job at the campus coffee shop. It was a great arrangement for my freshman year at college, but then, right before sophomore year started, the whole thing came crashing down.

      My Grams was a proud woman, and part of that had been never letting me or really anyone know how sick she was. Losing her — yeah, that’d been hard. I’d loved growing up with her, and on top of that, she was the last of my family after my parents, which meant I was alone then. From there though, it’d just gotten worse.

      Besides hiding her illness, Grams had also hidden then massive debt she still owed on the house. When she passed, the bank swooped in, and very suddenly, I didn’t just find myself without a family, I found myself homeless.

      It’d been two months since I’d had to leave Grams’s house, and I was reaching the end of my lifeline. I’d juggled staying with a few friends at their dorms for a few weeks. I’d spent the odd weekend with my good friend Kenzie, who lived off campus in that huge house. But then, her situation was….complicated. And by complicated, I mean she lived with two boyfriends — two much older, stupidly good looking guys who adored her. I wasn’t put off by it — far from it. What they had was something special and loving and amazing.

      But, maybe I’d inherited more of my Grams’s stubbornness and pride than I thought. I knew she’d have let me move in forever if I asked, but I couldn’t. And so I never asked. Actually, I’d kind of hidden how dire my living situation was from her and any of the other friends I’d stayed with. I’d even spent a night or two in the backseat of my beat up old SUV parked in the school parking lot.

      Eventually, for whatever stupid reason, it’d been Matt, who I’d dated briefly the year before, that I’d gone back to. I mean, the guy was a total prick, and the relationship had been over almost before it began. I have no idea why the hell I turned to him as my last option once I was running out of friends to lie to and places to stay, but I had. And that’s where I’d been the last week.

      But, don’t go thinking Matt was being this noble, chivalrous guy “letting me” stay at his apartment off campus. Yeah, no. Since the first night I’d come over with my backpack and pathetically small suitcase, he’d made it pretty clear that he’d be needing a certain something in return for his “kindness.”

      Barf.

      Also, I had zero intentions of being the kind of girl who sleeps with someone for a place to live. Ick. And certainly not with Matt. I’d played excuses for the last week — that I was sick, that I was on my period — but that night, at the bar he’d made me come to, it’d come to a head.

      It was Matt — drunk, aggressive, and trying to drag me to the bathroom to screw me Matt — who I’d been running from when I’d gone crashing right into the gorgeous, tall stranger with the haunting blue eyes through his mask, and the arms made out of steel that’d wrapped around me. The beautiful stranger who’d taken my breath away, swept me off my feet, and made me lose my freaking mind.

      I’d never acted like that before — not once. I’d never been so insanely impulsive that I’d just gone and kissed a stranger, let alone what happened after. But whatever it was about him, I’d lost my damn mind. Maybe it was that when I fell into him and his arms went around me, I’d felt safer than I’d ever felt before. Maybe it was because the feel of his body against mine and his hands on me lit a fire inside of me I’d never felt before.

      Maybe it was because I was running scared, and he was there to save me.

      The kiss had been one thing, but when he’d scooped me into his arms and pulled me away like that, I knew it was everything I wanted — escape, release, and something wild. A gorgeous stranger to take me away from all the shit in my life, if even just for a little while.

      …And now, it turned out, that gorgeous stranger was my gorgeous professor.

      I’d run out of the bar right afterwards and run smack into Matt, who was even more wasted than when I’d run from him before. And that’s where we’d been when Professor Jameson — Nolan — had stepped in.

      I turned and glanced at him in the dim light from the dashboard, and felt a shiver tease through me. God he was gorgeous. Seriously, seriously gorgeous. Dark hair, bright blue eyes, this perpetual five o’clock scruff, and the man was built. I mean, he was in his mid-thirties, and the guy was in perfect shape. Big, broad shoulders, the kind of big arms that make girls lose their ability to think, and a great ass.

      Professor Jameson was the kind of teacher that every single girl in the class had an enormous crush on, and lusted after — myself included. I’d been drooling over my stern, take-no-shit economics professor since freshman year, and here I was at two o’clock in the morning in his car, driving into the night.

      …And fifteen minutes before, he’d been fucking my brains out against a bathroom door.

      “I— I don’t live in the dorms.”

      Nolan nodded, his face white. Okay, I got it. I got that he was probably a little bit freaked out about what we’d just done. I mean, if it got out, I might get in trouble, but he’d be fucked.

      “Alright, so where’s your apartment?”

      I was silent as I looked away.

      “Cora.”

      I closed my eyes, my cheeks blushing with embarrassment. “I, uh…”

      I felt the car slow to a stop.

      “Where do you live, sweetheart?”

      The change from cold to warm in his voice broke through the walls I was trying to put up. I shook my head, my eyes still closed as I tried my hardest not to cry.

      “Could you just drive me to the student parking lot back at school? That’s where my car is parked.”

      “Cora, I’m happy to take you home, just tell me where—”

      “That is my home, okay?”

      The words just blurted out, and suddenly, the tears came too. I looked away, wiping at my face, when suddenly, his arms were around me. I turned on instinct or something, burying my face in his chest and letting the tears I’d been holding back for weeks just come out. Nolan held me tight, his big, strong hands stroking my back softly.

      “Hey, I’m here,” he murmured into my hair. “I gotcha, Cora.”

      We stayed like that a minute, just sitting in the darkness of the idling car as he held me close and let me cry until I was done.

      “I was kind of staying with Matt, but—”

      “But you’re sure as fuck not going back there,” he growled, pulling back to look me hard in the eyes. I nodded, sniffling and biting my lip.

      “And you’re not going to sleep in your damn car.”

      “It’s really fine,” I mumbled.

      “It’s really not.”

      His eyes narrowed, flickering, before he nodded.

      “Okay, you’re coming home with me.”

      Something flip-flopped inside of me, and for the first time in I don’t even remember how long, I felt the spark of something warm in my heart.

      “Profes— Nolan, you don’t have to do that.”

      “Yeah, well, I am.”

      “Look, if this is about…” I blushed, looking down. “If this is about what happened, I’m not gonna tell—”

      “We’ll talk about that later,” he said, his voice edged and dark.

      I scowled. “You don’t have to baby me, and you don’t have to take care of me, okay?” I snapped. “I’m really—”

      “Fine? Okay? Sleeping in your car in a fucking parking lot?” He narrowed his eyes at me as he shook his head. “I don’t think so. And I don’t live far.”

      He turned, putting the car back into drive and pulling onto the road. But that spark of heat I’d felt never went away. In fact, it grew, and expanded, and slowly melted through me. I turned again, feeling my heart skipping a beat and jumping up into my throat as I snuck another glance at my professor. Twice my age, gorgeous, sexy as hell, and taking me home.

      “Uh, I should probably mention something else, actually.”

      I turned to see him frowning in the dim light of the car.

      “You’re not my only houseguest.”
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* * *

      “Sit tight, I’ll get you something to sleep in.”

      He disappeared down the dark hallway, opening a door at the end that I guessed was his room. I turned back to glance over the amazing room I was going to be sleeping in. A huge, four-post and absolutely cozy looking bed stood against one wall, and big french doors opened to a balcony. I’d literally never slept in a room that nice.

      “You’re going to be swimming in these, but, they’ll be comfortable.”

      I turned back at his voice, smiling as he handed me a pair of short, men’s running shorts and a basketball jersey.

      “Thank you,” I said quietly. My heart pounded, my emotions were swirling through me, and I almost felt like I was going to cry again, like a total spaz.

      “You’re safe here.” Nolan’s deep baritone voice rolled over me like a warm blanket as he moved close, rubbing my arm again. “We’ll figure this shit out in the morning.” His brow furrowed. “We’ll figure a couple things out in the morning, actually,” he growled, his grip tightening on me for a second. “But for now, sleep, Cora. Just sleep.”

      “Thank—”

      My voice caught, a lump forming in my throat before I looked back up at him. Our eyes locked, and I shivered as I felt the piercing heat of those big blue eyes burn right into me.

      “Thank you,” I whispered.

      And then, without even thinking, without taking a single second to ask myself what the fuck I was thinking, I stepped forward, leaned up, and kissed him.

      Fireworks exploded through me, and I felt my whole body shiver and my head spin as his lips seared to mine. I could feel him tense, but then growl lowly, and suddenly, I felt his hands sliding around my waist. My heart jumped into my throat, and my body trembled as he pulled me close and kissed me like I’d never been kissed before.

      And then, just as suddenly as it’d happened, it was over. Nolan growled as he pulled back sharply, taking a step back and holding me at arm’s length. His eyes blazed with heat as he slowly shook his head, staring right at me.

      “No,” he growled, his jaw clenched tight and his look fierce.

      I winced. “I’m sorry, I don’t— I mean, I…”

      “We can’t do that,” he hissed quietly, his eyes blazing right into mine. “We never fucking should have, and we sure as hell can’t now. You’re my student, Cora.”

      “I’m— I’m sorry,” I whispered, my face falling as I looked at the floor. “I think I’m just…”

      “It’s been a long night.”

      My eyes stayed locked on the floor, my face red as I wished I could just melt through it.

      “Get some sleep, sweetheart,” he growled. His hands tightened on my arm enough to draw my eyes up. His jaw twitched as his gaze burned right into me. He pulled back, exhaling slowly and never taking his eyes away from me.

      “Good night, Cora.”

      And then he was gone, leaving me alone in the big beautiful room, with my heart racing, my lips tingling, and a fire I’d never felt before burning like the sun inside of me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Nolan

      

    
    
      I’d known I was in trouble the minute she’d crashed into me. But the second her lips touched mine, I knew I was lost.

      Soft, sweet, innocent and yet so full of fire that I felt it roar through my entire body. Taking her, and claiming her like that had been like falling into heaven — like I’d found the part of me I’d never known I was without. She tasted like the sweetest temptation, and as fucking wrong as it was, and as totally fucked as I could be because of it, I only had one thought in my head.

      More.

      I wanted more of her. Always, constantly. Hell, part of me had almost snapped right there in the doorway to the guest room. I’d almost shoved her against the wall and kissed her harder than she’d ever been kissed before. Part of me had wanted to tear that little fucking outfit off with my teeth, push her legs wide apart, and see if her tight college girl pussy tasted as sweet as it’d felt wrapped tight around my cock earlier. I wanted to feel her cunt slide down every inch of my cock again, taking me deep until I emptied my balls inside of her gorgeous little body for the second time.

      But somehow, I’d clawed my way back from the edge of my sanity, pushing her away while every single cell in my body craved her closer.  I could barely remember saying goodnight to her, and actually walking away, closing her door and feeling the lust turn to rage at myself for denying myself as I stumbled back to my room.

      The door slammed shut behind me, I walked in a daze to the bed. I collapsed across it, staring up at my ceiling as the heat and the rush of that kiss blazed through me.

      So wrong. So fucking wrong. Every single thing about her screamed off-limits. Hell, it was wrong for me to even think of her like that. She was too fucking young — I mean she was what, nineteen? Basically half my age? And of course, she was my student. Forget the social stigmas of a man my age with a girl like that — my fucking employer would have a thing or two to say about me putting my hands on Cora.

      But I’d had a taste of that forbidden fruit, and I wanted more. I wanted her. Wrong or not, taboo or not, and completely fucked up or not, I wanted every single part of her, again. I wanted to possess her, and feel her tight little body press to mine. I wanted to taste those lips again and swallow her moans as she spread her legs around my waist and slid down every inch of my cock. Pulling her away from that piece of shit earlier had been one thing, but I wanted to keep protecting her. I wanted to save her from the world.

      A girl like that — as whip smart as she was — screamed to be taken advantage of by assholes like that Matt kid. I mean, fuck, had I done the same thing? I knew her as my smart-as-hell, clearly good-girl student. She got A’s, she did all the bonus work. She always sat in the front row, and never looked stoned or hungover like most college kids at a morning class.

      Seeing her that night, lost and at the mercy of the world, had lit something inside of me that I’d never felt before. One part protective, two parts possessive, and a whole fucking heap of raw need. Plus, that outfit — I groaned into the darkness of my room, my cock throbbing rock hard as my blood roared. There was something so fucking hot about knowing the good girl from class could dress so, well, slutty. The little skirt that barely covered her tight little ass, and that skimpy little blouse and knee-highs that made a man’s pulse do fucking cartwheels.

      I imagined her back in the guest room, slipping out of the little skirt and letting it pool at her feet. I growled, my hand sliding to my belt and yanking my pants open as I imagined her standing there in those little white cotton panties — the ones I’d pulled aside while I slid my cock deep in her pussy. The ones that were probably sticky and wet from my cum. I pictured her biting her lip as she opened the door back up for me. I imagined dropping to my knees, grabbing her ass in my hands and using my teeth to pull those soaked panties away from her glistening little cunt.

      My cock sprung free of my pants, hot, hard, and throbbing as I wrapped my hand around the shaft. I stroked, groaning as I felt my thick pre-cum bead at the tip and trickle down, making my hand slick as I started to pump. I was still slick from her, and I could still smell the sweetness of her little cunt as I stroked my hand up and down my length. I imagined picking her small body up in my arms, my mouth still buried between her thighs, and carrying her over to her bed. In the fantasy, I threw her down and spread those legs wide before I crawled between them. I imagined her begging me to fuck her again, clawing at my back as I eased my big cock into her tight little slit and drove it home.

      The memory of her soft, angelic lips pressed to mine roared through me, my blood burned like fire, and my balls tightened.

      Untouchable, inappropriate, and tempting as original sin, lying all alone in a bed just twenty feet down the hall.

      With a groan, I felt myself let go. My cock pulsed in my fist, my balls jumping as my cum jetted through my shaft to come spurting from the swollen head. I growled into the darkness, my thick, sticky cum landing in hot white ropes across my abs and my hand, dripping down my balls as my muscles flexed and my breath caught.

      …And the memory of those soft, off-limits lips on mine, her sweet little moan, and those big blue eyes were the only thing in my head through the whole thing.

      Oh, this was going to be a problem. This was already a big problem. I’d let temptation into my house. I’d broken every moral code and fucked my student. And now she was sleeping down the hall.

      But I knew one thing: in the morning, morals be damned and rules be fucked, I was going to have to figure out how to keep her, because the thought of her not being under my roof made my blood boil.

      That, and I was going to have to explain to my two best friends how and why a nineteen year-old student had spent the night in my house, wearing my clothes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Garret

      

    
    
      “What the fuck were you thinking?”

      I glared at my friend, shaking my head, which was a bad idea because the hangover came back with a fucking vengeance. I grimaced gripping the coffee mug tighter.

      “Nolan,” I growled into the mug, narrowing my eyes at him.

      “The fuck was I supposed to do?”

      “Literally anything but bring her here.”

      His jaw tightened. “She needed help, man.”

      “So you call her some help.”

      “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      I snorted a bitter laugh, looking away from my friend. I’d been awake for a whole thirty minutes, and the guy had decided now was the time to mention that he’d brought one of his damn students to the house the night before, “because she needed help.”

      Christ, at least he hadn’t fucked her, not that I thought Nolan was the kind of guy to do that.

      “Well I know she’s your student,” I growled at him. “I know she’s fucking beautiful, and would have been just your fucking type eighteen years ago.”

      He raised a sharp brow at me. “Beautiful, huh? So I guess I’m not the only one looking at students, or noticing her, for that matter.”

      I shot him a look. “Fuck you.”

      I could see that humor in his eyes, but I knew it was only because it was me. I knew how my friend got. If it’d been anyone else saying “yeah I scoped out that chick too,” he’d have laid me out already. Even if it meant confirming that I thought this whole thing was more than him just “wanting to help her.” But it wasn’t like that between us. Not between any of us. He and Max and I were all too close for petty jealousy shit like that.

      “Yeah, I know who she is,” I muttered. “Fuck off Nolan, I’m not going to pretend to be a monk. She took a survey class of mine last year.”

      He smirked.

      “I looked, I didn’t fucking take her home.”

      “I didn’t ‘take her home,’ Jesus, man. She needed a place to stay, and that fucking little prick…” he growled, shaking his head. He’d told me about what he’d seen, with that Matt kid slapping her around, and thinking about it got my blood running hot.

      “I could’ve fucking killed the kid, but I took her away from there instead.”

      “To here, your house.”

      “Let it go, asshole,” he hissed. “She’s here.”

      I looked away.

      This was how Nolan and I always sparred. It was how all three of us did, really. It was probably one of the reasons we were all still best friend and hadn’t killed each other years ago. We were always honest with each other — we spoke our minds. It was still funny that somehow we were all back together again, and even more hilariously, that the three of us were all under one damn roof. Melanie, my train-wreck of an ex-fiancée was trying to pull all sorts of legal gymnastics to try and keep the house she and I had bought a few months back. I mean, I knew damn well I could have stayed there — it was my house. But then, there was also a pretty real chance of me going to jail when she inevitably brought her new boy toy home and I inevitably threw him through a window.

      But fuck all that anyways. I didn’t need that sort of shit where I slept and lived. And here Nolan was with a huge damn house right off campus, so the move had been easy.

      Max was the wildcard, as ever. He’d been out of the NFL for six months after that knee thing at the playoffs, and it was clear he wasn’t going back. The man had more money than he knew what to do with, and even if retiring at thirty-two maybe wasn’t his plan, it’s not like the guy was ever going to be hurting for money. But still, I think after the team had moved on without him, he’d just gotten fuckin’ bored out there on the west coast. Naturally, Nolan and I had invited him out, and a weekend visit had turned into a month.

      But like I said, Nolan had a huge damn house, and the three of us were all basically brothers anyways.

      But fuck.

      Yeah, I knew who Cora was. I knew exactly who she was. I’d been teaching a long time, and before that, there’d been the Navy and officer training, and then years as the attaché to the US Secretary of State. I’d seen the world, I’d lived it, and then I’d come back to what I wanted to do: teach. My dad had been a science teacher, and man, I’d always had respect for that.

      But Cora? Shit, yeah, she stood out. She was beautiful and sexy as hell, but not like the other college girls who were all always trying too hard. C’mon I wasn’t an idiot. I knew I kept in great shape, had a nice smile, and a full head of hair. And college girls aren’t exactly known for their subtleness. I heard the whispers, and saw the knowing winks. I’d even gotten the flat-out offers before.

      But fuck that noise. I’d wanted nothing to do with any of them. Well, until her.

      Until Cora.

      She was beautiful without trying — almost in that way where you weren’t quite sure she even knew how much of a knockout she was. Plus she was smart as hell, and eager for knowledge in a way not all college students were. I didn’t know her, but you could see she’d fought through some shit to get to where she was. And you knew Gilman college wasn’t just “some place” she decided to go. She’d worked hard to get here, and she’d probably pinched every fucking penny to do it.

      So yeah, I’d seen her, and if we’re being honest, I’d lusted over her too, for all those reasons. But the Navy had taught me discipline — something Wall Street sure as fuck hadn’t taught my best friend. I wasn’t sure what I’d have done if I’d seen some little prick slapping Cora round though, I will say that. I wanted to say I’d have done it differently than taking her home, but fuck, would I have?

      I sipped my coffee, my mind wandering. I pictured her lying upstairs in his guest room — her dark brown hair splayed out across the white sheets, her soft lips parted in sleep. I pictured the sheet slipping over her shoulder, showing her pure, supple, unblemished skin. I pictured her opening her eyes, looking right at me, and biting her lip as she crooked her finger for me to join her…

      God help me, my cock throbbed. The blood roared in my ears, and I could feel my balls swelling with cum.

      Fuck, here I was doing what I’d just given Nolan shit for — fantasizing about damn student like the cliched creep of a teacher.

      “Morning, assholes.”

      We both glanced up as Max came shuffling in, almost looking worse than I felt. His pretty-boy blond hair that Nolan and I always gave him shit for was all tousled up, and his eyes looked like they were dealing with the same hangover I was.

      He grumbled, raking his nails over the stubble across his jaw. He sipped his coffee, and then frowned, turning to raise a brow at the two of us.

      “Awfully fucking quiet in here, gents.”

      Nolan glared at me and shook his head. Max just grinned.

      “Soooo, what are we talking about?”

      “We have a houseguest,” I grumbled.

      Max snorted. “Dude we are the houseguests.”

      “No, we have another one,” Nolan growled.

      “And this one's barely legal.”

      Max froze, his eyes darting to me. “What?”

      I cleared my throat, smiling thinly. “Yeah, someone brought a student home.”

      Max whirled to Nolan, who snarled at me. “I told you to stop fucking saying that. It's not like that,” he growled to Max.

      “And it’s like…how exactly?”

      “She needed help. Some asshole — her boyfriend or whoever, was slapping her around. She’s got nowhere else to go, so yeah,” he glared at me. “I brought her here.”

      Max turned and gave me a look. “So what's the trouble then, asshole?”

      I chuckled darkly, shaking my head. “The trouble is, you haven’t seen her yet.”

      Max frowned. “I haven’t— oh.” He turned and raised a brow at Nolan. “Oh it’s like that is it?”

      “Fuck you two,” he spat back. “No, it’s not.”

      “Keep telling yourself that,” I grumbled. I eyed him, the wheels turning inside my head. I knew my friend, and he wasn’t telling the whole story here. He was hiding something and holding something back. Maybe it was something small — a little detail or whatever — but him not telling the whole truth had me trying to look inside his head.

      Because this could be bad. The problem was, this wasn’t just a problem for Nolan. It was going to be a problem for me too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Cora

      

    
    
      I woke up in a strange bed.

      I blinked, sitting up quickly and darting my eyes around the big, sun-drenched room before I remembered where I was.

      Oh, right, I’m here.

      Nolan Jameson’s house, in his guest room. I was in the house of the gorgeous stranger who I screwed last night, who — surprise — is my college professor.

      I groaned, sinking back into the pillows and pulling the blankets up over my burning face. What the hell had I been thinking? I’d never done anything remotely close to that, and especially not with a freaking stranger. What on earth had possessed me to decide to jump into the crazy pool last night?

      I closed my eyes, hoping for a second that I could just wish this all way. But slowly, I stopped myself. Because actually, when I started to think about it. I didn’t want that. Even as mortifying as it’d been to come face to face with the man I’d lost myself with and realized who he was — for my professor who always saw me as the good girl book worm to see me like that.

      I still didn’t wish it hadn’t happened.

      I slept with my professor. My totally hot, totally amazing, totally mind-blowingly good at fucking me economics professor.

      Slowly, I pulled the blankets back down and glanced around the room. It was so nice in there. I’d loved my Grams’s house, but it’d been nothing like this. And this was certainly leagues better than friend’s dorm room couches, or my car, or way better than Matt’s gross little apartment, pretending I was on my period so he wouldn’t try and fuck me.

      I shivered. Ick.

      No this was just so warm and nice and peaceful. My parents hadn’t really ever been there, even before they died. Mom was always in and out, and my dad was just mostly a drunk asshole who’d hit my mom and sometimes me when he was mad. But Nolan’s house? Yeah, this just felt like home, as weird as it was to even think that.

      I sank into the sheets, remembering the night before — his eyes blazing at me through that mask. The way his hands had grabbed me so tight, like I was his to hold. The way his lips had tasted and the way he’d slammed me against that bathroom door and claimed my mouth. The way his thick, perfect cock had eased inside of me, filling and stretching me open like no other man ever had. I mean, I’d only slept with my high school boyfriend and Matt, so it’s not like I had a lot of comparing to do. But holy shit, Nolan had been insanely amazing.

      Except…

      Except he was my professor. And judging from the way he’d pulled away from me when I’d decided to go full psycho and kiss him again, he wasn’t exactly happy about what’d happened.

      I groaned.

      Yeah, I was going to have to face that music. I mean, I guess I could have just slunk out of the house like a weirdo, but I’d see him in class eventually. For the rest of the semester, I’d have to sit in his class twice a week and look at him, trying to pay attention to his lessons when I knew all I’d be thinking about was his big, perfect cock driving between my legs until I screamed in pleasure.

      My teacher — the man who’d fucked me, the man who’d made me come harder than anything I’d ever known. The man who’d saved me, who’d took me home, who I’d then kissed.

      I groaned into my hand again before I finally flung the blankets off and slid out of bed. I dragged myself to the big floor length mirror and took stock of the situation.

      …I really wished I had some more clothes.

      For one, I looked ridiculous absolutely swimming in Nolan’s big basketball jersey. I’d rolled the running shorts up, but they still hung off of me, no matter how tight I tried to pull the drawstring. I mean, they were literally falling off my hips, showing my panties for God’s sake. And that jersey — yeah, no. The arm holes were so big, you could basically see all of my tits from the side. I couldn’t exactly go down to breakfast in that, now could I?

      Ahhh, but then I did still have my costume — the stupid one Matt had bought for me and made me go out in the night before to that costume party. I groaned as I stared at the skirt and the blouse I’d draped over a chair. Silly, ridiculous, and totally slutty, and it was still better than my nipples showing and my thong panties and half my ass peeking out of the shorts.

      Barely.

      I slipped Nolan’s clothes off and pulled the schoolgirl outfit back on. I frowned, trying to fix my hair in the mirror and wishing I had makeup with me, before I stopped myself. God, here I was primping for him. Here I was trying to look my best for a man I should have nothing to do with except listening to lectures and turning in homework. I turned to put my hand on the doorknob when I froze.

      Oh, fuck.

      Because right then, I remembered the rest of the night before, beyond having banged my professor.

      “You’re not my only houseguest.”

      My stomach dropped as my heart flipped. Right, it wasn’t just that I was waking up in my economics professor’s house. It was that he wasn’t the only man here. There were two other ones staying with him in the huge house, and even worse than that, one of them was another professor of mine.

      I wasn’t just ambling downstairs dressed like a freaking porn cliché to one man, I was going to walk down there to three men — my gorgeous economics professor who I’d slept with, the equally swoon-worthy and hot Professor Garret Cole, and God only knew who mystery man number three was.

      I glanced in the mirror and groaned again. This was going to be mortifying, even if Nolan hadn’t mentioned screwing me in a bathroom to his two friends.

      Actually, this whole day was going to be awful. I was going to have to face two of my professors plus some other guy looking like the living, breathing definition of “walk of shame.” Then I was going to have to figure out how to get over to my car. Then I was going to have to somehow get into Matt’s place and deal with that whole shit-storm to grab my stuff.

      Oh, right, and then I’d just have to figure out where the hell I was going to live.

      Wonderful.

      I opened the bedroom door and stepped out, feeling one last flash of heat tease through me as I thought about the night before. But then I pushed it aside and took a deep, shaky breath.

      Time to face the music.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Max

      

    
    
      “Oh.”

      I looked up at the sound — soft, sweet, melodic, and my whole body froze.

      Shit. Double, double shit.

      The girl was fucking beautiful. Soft, gorgeous face, big blue eyes, dark hair that tumbled past her shoulders. Full, mouth-watering tits, hips that were begging to be held on to, and legs that just kept going. She somehow managed to look sweet and innocent, and sultry and fuckin’ hot at the same time, and all like she wasn’t even trying.

      And she was staring at me, her jaw dropped and her eyes wide, her head slowly shaking side to side.

      “Are you who I think you are?” she said quietly.

      “I guess it depends on who you think I am?”

      “You’re Max O’Reilly. You played for San Francisco.”

      “And you’re Cora Hartley,” I said evenly. “You’re in my buddy’s lecture class.”

      She blushed, and I groaned inside. Fuck she was tempting. Tempting, and gorgeous, and that smile just fucking slayed me. It’d been a long time since I’d been around a woman that did that to me. When I was at the height of my game, there’d been women throwing themselves at me constantly. Fame attracts a certain type of woman, and so does money. Throw the two of them together, and it’s a pretty toxic combination. I’d learned that lesson early on, and for most of my career, I’d stayed away from that shit. Yeah, the tabloids had me painted as this panty-dropping, pussy-slaying bad ass, but really, my concentration had been the game.

      Until the game had fucked me over. The league wanted nothing to do with me after I’d blown my knee. Rehab and a half dozen surgeries had me back on my feet, but after that, I was done with pro ball. I’d gotten out better than most guys though. I still had my money thanks to being friends with a Wall Street wiz, I still had my health, and really, I was still young at thirty-two. The fake women faded with the glory, and honestly, I was fine with that.

      But now, there I was face to face with a damn angel. She had that look where you weren’t sure if you wanted to hold her tight and protect her from the whole world, or wrap those legs around your waist and fuck her until she screamed for more. And honestly, the first time I saw her there in that kitchen, maybe I wanted to do both.

      She smiled shyly at me, still blushing, but with those big blue eyes darting across my face like she was reading me. I wondered if she was trying to figure me out the same way I was trying to figure out her. She had her arms wrapped around herself, and I slowly took in what she was wearing.

      Damn.

      Blood rushed to my cock as my eyes took in the tiny, short, plaid schoolgirl skirt and the blouse that was barely capable of using half the buttons and doing a shit job of holding her full tits back. She was clearly uncomfortable wearing it — clearly embarrassed to be wearing whatever the hell stripper outfit it was from the night before down to breakfast the next day.

      “Here.”

      I reached down and tugged off the hoodie I was wearing, yanking it off my head and tossing it at her.

      “Oh, no, that’s—”

      “Just put it on. Don’t get me wrong, that getup is doing is all sorts of good things for you, but the sweatshirt might be a little comfier for a cup of coffee.”

      She blushed, smiling at me as she tugged it on, until she was basically swimming in it. And damn did she still look fucking gorgeous.

      “Thanks.” She flashed that killer smile at me again, and I felt my heart thud inside my chest. “It was a costume party,” she said awkwardly, nodding down at her skirt sheepishly.

      “And here I was thinking you were selling Girl Scout cookies.”

      She grinned. “Wouldn’t that be a Girl Scout costume?”

      “I’ll still buy anything you’re selling.”

      She blushed furiously, her bottom lip catching between her teeth and eyes sparking before she looked away.

      “Do you know where Professor Jameson is?”

      I smirked. Professor Jameson.

      Cora bit her lip and looked away. “Or, you know, Nolan.”

      “The Professor,” I put on a haughty, academia voice that made her grin. “Is unavailable. No, he’s at his office cranking through some papers I think.”

      “Oh, okay.”

      She frowned as she looked down into her coffee.

      “What’s up?”

      “Oh, nothing,” Cora said quickly, shaking her head. “It’s nothing.”

      “What do you need?” I said, my voice edged with concern as I saw the worry on her brow.

      She made a face, like she wasn’t really sure what to say.

      “You can tell me,” I growled.

      Cora nodded, her eyes locked with mine.

      “I just need to go pick up some stuff at this…this guy’s house.” She looked down again, scowling and blushing. “My clothes, and stuff.”

      I scowled. Garret and Nolan hadn’t told me much about the previous night before they both took off for campus. But they’d mentioned the asshole who’d hit Cora. My jaw clenched.

      “The piece of shit who knocked you around last night?”

      Her eyes darted to mine, her face paling.

      “Me and Garret and Nolan, we share everything,” I shrugged. “But trust me, that shit stays right here. Your stuff is at his place?”

      She nodded.

      “Well, let’s go get it.”

      Cora shook her head. “Oh, no, I really couldn’t ask you to—”

      “You’re not, I’m volunteering.” I stood and knocked back the rest of my coffee. “C’mon.”

      “Seriously, you really don’t have to do this.”

      She gasped as I turned and put my hands on her arms, rubbing her shoulders through the hoodie.

      “Yeah, but I want to. Let’s go.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Go the fuck away!”

      The mumbled, alcohol or hangover-slurred voice shouted through the door of the apartment. Beside me, Cora frowned and glanced at me.

      “Sorry, I knew this wasn’t going to be easy.”

      I turned and pounded on the door again, and again, and again, until the little shit inside started yelling.

      “What the fuck!” There were footsteps, the lock yanking open, and then the door swinging wide.

      “Who the fuck—” Matt stopped short when he saw Cora. And he smirked. “Well, well, look who comes crawling back.” My jaw clenched as he snorted and then glanced up at me. “Who’s this, Cora, your fuckin dad?” He laughed. “You bring this old guy here to—”

      He yelped as I kicked the door in sharply, knocking him off his feet onto his ass as I shouldered my way inside.

      “Dude! Are you fucking for real? You can’t just— fuck!”

      He yelped again as I kicked him in the ribs. I turned to a stunned looking Cora still standing in the doorway. “Why don’t you grab your stuff, princess?”

      She looked at me, blinking in shock before she nodded and quickly moved past us into the shitty apartment.

      “You can’t just barge into my apartment you fucking psycho!”

      “Yeah,” I hissed, my jaw clenched tight as I turned to glare down at Matt. “Yeah, I can. And I just did.”

      Matt narrowed his eyes at me before suddenly, there it was.

      “Oh shit, are you Max fuckin’ O’Reily?”

      “Yup.”

      “Dude! You’re the man!”

      “Get fucked, Matt.”

      He scowled, like I’d wounded him. “The fuck is your problem?”

      “You, Matt,” I spat, planting my foot on his chest and pointing a finger right in his face. “You’re my fuckin’ problem you little shit. You like slapping girls around, huh?”

      Matt paled, his eyes going wide as he shook his head. “Bro, I don’t know what that bitch told you, but I never—”

      He wheezed as I kicked him in the side again.

      “I’m done.”

      I turned to see Cora, in jeans and boots now, but still wearing my hoodie. I grinned. I liked that. She had two small suitcases with her.

      “Alright, let’s go.”

      I grabbed the suitcases and ushered her out the door, leaving Matt on the ground.

      “Hey, she’s all yours, asshole,” he yelled after me. “Have fun with your new old man boyfriend, or your dad or whoever he is, bitch. Yeah, work out your fuckin’ daddy issues with this fucking has-been.”

      I could see the heat on Cora’s face, but I just shook my head as I leaned close. “Ignore him, let’s go.”

      “Hey bro, just so you know, this slut was totally going to ride my cock just for a place to live. Fuck, she was begging me for it. She was ready to suck—”

      Matt didn’t get a chance to finish before I’d stomped over to him, picked him up, and thrown him into the wall. He slumped to the ground with a groan, a pile of cheap plaster raining down around him. Cora’s jaw was dropped with her hands covering her mouth and her eyes wide as I calmly walked back over, picked up her suitcases in one hand and put my other on the small of her back.

      “Let’s go, princess,” I said quietly, ushering her out the door and down the steps to my Land Rover.
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* * *

      On the way down, I worried I’d just freaked her out a little. I mean, I’m a big guy, and I probably could have seriously wrecked that kid back there. But when I turned to her, and saw her grinning from ear-to-ear, my worry went away.

      “So, that was awesome,” she gushed, grinning up at me as we got to the car.

      “Yeah?” I opened her door for her, letting her climb in.

      “Uh, yeah? That was seriously amazing back there!”

      I chuckled, closing the door and then heading around to the driver’s side and hopping in.

      “Guess I should smack assholes around more often.”

      She smiled, and I let my eyes drink her in a little.

      “More comfortable?” She frowned and I grinned. “Than the schoolgirl outfit.”

      She laughed. “Much. Oh, God, this is yours!”

      She went to tug the hoodie off, but I stopped her with a hand on her arm.

      “Nah, keep it.”

      Her eyes dragged up to mine, her cheeks flushed red. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips, and I could feel every muscle in my body clench tight as my cock twitched between my legs.

      Not good.

      Nothing about the thoughts roaring through my head were good, actually. Not thinking about how fucking beautiful she was, or how protecting her and guarding her from that piece of shit felt like the most fulfilling thing I’d done in years. Not about how the soft, smooth skin at her neck looked so fucking enticing, or how I could see just the littlest hint of bare belly between the top of her jeans and the hem of my hoodie as she’d lifted it.

      And definitely not how I wanted to run my hands all over her, and fucking kiss her, and feel her moan into my mouth.

      Not good thoughts, maybe, but there was no stopping them. The blood roared in my ears, and my hand on her arm tightened, until I was tugging her towards me. Cora swallowed heavily, her breath catching as we locked eyes.

      Fuck, she’s not MY student.

      Screw it.

      My other hand slid to her cheek, cupping her jaw, and as the gasp tumbled from her lips, I closed the distance between us and just fucking kissed her.

      Cora moaned into my mouth, panting as she parted her lips for me. I groaned, my blood blazing like fire through my veins. I knew it was wrong, and I did not care. Her soft, pouty lips tasted like fucking candy, and her little gasps were like honey in my ears. I groaned, kissing her deeper, holding her tighter, and feeling the heat blaze between us. My hands tightened on her, and when I suddenly pulled her right into my damn lap, Cora moaned deeply, her hands cupping my face as she melted into me.

      My hands slid down to her sweet, tight little college-girl ass, grabbing it like it was mine and grinding her against me. My cock ached, pulsing rock hard between her thighs, and letting her know exactly how much I wanted her. I knew she could feel it too — every thick inch of my throbbing cock grinding against her pussy right through her jeans. My hands slid up to the waist of her jeans, pushing the hoodie higher and hooking a finger into the waist. She trembled against me, her soft, smooth skin making me growl like a fucking animal into her kiss as I traced my fingertips around her hips. Her belly caved as I slid my hands to her front, and when I popped the button of her jeans, she whimpered into the kiss, her tongue hungrily swirling with mine.

      Her zipper slid down, both of us groaning as I slid my hand inside, palm facing her. My fingertips slid under the lacy edge of her panties, and when I pushed them deep between her legs, she cried out into my mouth. My pulse hammered in my ears as my fingers slid through her slippery, velvety-soft pussy lips, her arousal leaking all over my hand and soaking her panties. I held her by the hip as I eased a finger inside, curling it deep in her impossibly tight cunt and grinding my palm into her clit.

      Cora moaned into my mouth, rocking on my lap and grinding herself against my hand. I slid a second finger inside, stroking them in and out. Her eager little cunt gripped them tight, sucking them back inside as her sticky cream coated my hand. She moved faster, kissing me hungrily and moaning into my mouth.

      “Just like that, princess,” I growled into her lips. I curled my fingers in and out of her, stroking at that little spot just inside as I rubbed her clit against my palm. “Make my fingers nice and fucking wet, baby,” I groaned. “Make them all messy with your sweet cum so I can lick them all clean.”

      Cora whimpered into my kiss, bucking her hips faster and clinging to my shirt as her body trembled for me.

      “Max, I—”

      “Come for me, princess,” I growled, swallowing her moans as she clung to me, her pussy gripping my fingers like a velvety vise. I imagined my cock trying to squeeze inside of her slick, pink heaven, and I felt my balls tighten at the thought.

      “Oh God, Max, you’re— you’re going to—”

      “Come for me, princess,” I growled, my head spinning and her moans dripping in my ears as I kissed her with everything I had. “Make that pretty pussy—”

      “Wait!”

      I froze at the urgency in her words, her body tensing and freezing on top of me.

      “Cora—”

      “Wait, wait,” she panted, shaking her head and squeezing her eyes shut. “I— Oh my God, I can’t do this.”

      My brow furrowed with concern as I looked into her face, but she looked away, tears brimming at her eyes.

      Shit.

      I’d gone too far. I’d pushed, and fucking lost all sense of control around her.

      “Fuck, Cora,” I pulled my hand from her jeans. “Honey, I’m so fucking sor—”

      “No, no,” she shook her head. “No, it’s not you, I just…”

      She looked down, burying her face in her hands.

      “What is it, Cora?”

      “Nolan.”

      I froze. “What?”

      “I— you’re friends.”

      “Yes, and?”

      She looked up, her lip caught between her teeth as she peered into my eyes.

      “You— you don’t know?”

      Something started to rumble inside of me, like a little faraway warning light.

      “Know what?” I growled quietly.

      “He and I…” She swallowed, her face paling. “Oh God, you didn’t…”

      “You slept with Nolan.”

      The words felt like dead weight as they left my lips. My hands tightened on her hips, and without another word I moved her off of me back into the passenger seat.

      “He didn’t know who I was, and I didn’t know who he was, but…”

      I was silent, staring right ahead.

      “Max—”

      But I shook my head as I started the car, my eyes locked ahead. We drove home in silence.

      I wasn’t mad — not at her. Maybe at myself a little. Maybe a little at Nolan. Yeah, I was into her, but finding out about her and my friend wasn’t like some sort of macho territorial thing. It’s that Nolan hadn’t said shit. Garret, Nolan, and I shared everything. We didn’t keep secrets from each other, even if those secrets were fucking time bombs like “hey guys, I slept with my student.” Shit, if anything, something that explosive would’ve meant he’d tell us even quicker, to see what we thought he should do.

      But he hadn’t, and Nolan not telling us was big. It meant whatever had happened with him and Cora meant something, enough that he was keeping it to himself.  It mean that she meant something, and here I’d had her almost coming on my fingers.

      Fuck.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered quietly as we pulled into the driveway.

      “You don’t have shit to be sorry about,” I said, my voice low as I turned to her. “I’m the one who should be fucking sorry.”

      She started to shake her head, but I stopped her.

      “We should never speak about this,” I growled. “This never happened.”

      “Max—”

      “This didn’t happen, Cora,” I said tightly, my chest aching.

      She looked at me, her big blue eyes locked with mine, before she shook her head, shoved the car door open, and ran up and into the house.

      Now this was a problem. It wasn’t just that Nolan had slept with a student. It wasn’t just that I’d fucking lost my head around that same student and unknowingly dragged her into my lap and slid my hand between her legs.

      No, it was that I was into her. Badly. And I was pretty damn sure my buddy was too.

      …Now what?
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      What have I done?

      Horrible, swirling thoughts burned through my mind as I dashed up the stairs to Nolan’s guest room and slammed the door shut. I threw myself across the bed, curling into a ball as I chewed at my lip.

      Seriously, what the fuck was wrong with me? The last few days had felt like a spiral, and like I was totally spinning out of control. First, I’d just thrown myself at a total stranger in a bar — something I’d never done before. That in itself could keep a therapist busy for a while. I think I’d just been running and looking for something to crash into.

      Nolan had been that something. Nolan whose arms made me feel so safe and whose eyes and whispered words had made me feel more alive than I’d ever felt before.

      But then, the truth had come tumbling out, and the rest had been a whirlwind — coming to his house, kissing him again, falling asleep to the thought of him in his guest room.

      So what the heck had happened with Max? Was I that insane that any gorgeous, older guy standing up for me and making me feel safe was someone I was just going to throw myself at? Or was it just that I’d managed to find two men in the span of two short days who made me feel things I’d never felt before? Two men who made me feel alive, and lit a fire inside of me. Nolan, with his stern, steadfast fierceness, and Max with his wild, alpha sexiness.

      My whole body still tingled after how close he’d gotten me in the car. And for a minute, I wondered why the hell I’d stopped him. Nolan, of course. Because less than twelve hours previously, one of his best friends had been sliding his thick cock between my legs. It’s not like Nolan and I were “together” or anything — God, if anything after he’d pushed me away the night before, we were the most opposite of that possible. But maybe I just felt wrong doing that with Max so soon after. It felt dirty, and a little slutty.

      …The problem was, I couldn’t tell if that made me feel bad or way too good.

      Slowly, my heart still racing, my body still tingling, and the dull aching need still making me hot and wet between my legs, I got out of the bed. Out the window, I heard the sound of Max’s SUV spinning out of the driveway and peeling away. Part of me relaxed a little, knowing he wasn’t downstairs. I felt awful — for taking things that far and then pushing him away. I felt awful for the way he’d frozen up when I told him about Nolan.

      But mostly, I felt awful because the truth was, being with him that day had felt amazing. The spark I’d felt just being around him, and chatting with him, and knowing he was by my side through the shittiness of having to go to Matt’s place had been this rush of something so good.

      And I’d gone and ruined it.

      I opened the bedroom door, took a breath, and headed down to the empty kitchen. Maybe some coffee would clear my head.
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* * *

      “Think there might be one last cup in there.”

      I almost screamed as my heart jumped into my throat and I whirled at the sound of the deep, baritone voice behind me.

      Right, there’s three of them.

      Somehow, in the haze of the night before and the whirlwind of the day so far, I’d forgotten that there were actually three men living in this house. Max had just roared away in his Land Rover, and Nolan was presumably still on campus getting work done. But Professor Cole I hadn’t even known was there until he’d spoken from the breakfast table behind me.

      I swallowed heavily, my pulse still racing as I took in the tall, built, ridiculously handsome man sitting facing me, a mug in his hand and a smile on his perfect, chiseled jaw. Yeah, Nolan might have been a heartthrob to the co-eds on campus, but so was Garret Cole. Dark hair, dark, piercing eyes, and the kind of cowboy chin that made girls weak in the knees. He taught international studies at Gilman. I’d only taken one of his classes once, opting out because it didn’t really fit my major, but I knew the man had a background in the military, and it showed. Broad chest, built arms, and that straight-backed posture that made him really look his six foot whatever height.

      And here we were face to face alone in Nolan’s kitchen

      “Hi, sorry.” I swallowed again, gulping down air.

      “I scared you, didn’t I?”

      “You scared the shit out of me, yeah,” I breathed out, laughing nervously.

      Garret grinned. “Sorry. It’s Cora, right?”

      I nodded.

      “You took a survey class of mine, didn’t you?”

      “Yeah, last year.”

      “You dropped it.”

      I blushed. “Sorry, it wasn’t really part of the course work I needed towards my major.”

      “I got over it, eventually.” He winked in that handsome, charming way that sent butterflies through my stomach.

      “So, welcome to the Nolan Jameson hotel I guess.”

      I grinned, pouring the last dregs of coffee into my mug. “I didn’t realize you and him were roommates.”

      He chuckled. “We’re not, trust me. I’ve known the guy too long to voluntarily live with him.”

      He saw the curious look on my face, because he kept going.

      “I’m just crashing here for a bit. My fiancée’s and my house…”

      A shadow crossed his face as he shook his head. “My ex’s house and mine, well, we’re selling it, and I’ve got no interest in living there during the process.”

      I wrinkled my brow and twisted my lips. “Sorry to hear that. Hope it wasn’t a bad breakup.”

      “She left me for her massage therapist, so…”

      “Fuck, I’m so sorry!”

      I started to move towards him, out of a need to comfort I guess. But Garret just chuckled lowly and shook his head. “Honestly, it’s a good thing. Don’t shed any tears for me on this one.”

      “That’s pretty shitty of her.”

      “On that we can agree, but I’m pretty sure I dodged a bullet.”

      “Uh, yeah,” I laughed, smiling up at him. “God, what a bitch.”

      Garret laughed. “Thanks.”

      His dark, haunting eyes sparked, and I felt myself falling into them. A tingle teased its way down my spine, sending a little shiver through me before I realized I was completely staring at him.

      I quickly shook my head and looked down into my coffee.

      “I had no idea you and Nola— Professor Jameson were friends with Max O’Reilly.”

      Garret chuckled. “Yeah, that asshole? We go way back. He and Nolan grew up in the same house, actually. And I lived next door.”

      My brows arched. “Wait, seriously?”

      “Yep. He went off to Wall Street, I did my thing with the Navy, and Max went off and got famous. And now here we all are.”

      “Well, I’m going to be out of the way soon,” I said quickly. “Tonight, actually.”

      “Nolan told me.”

      My head jerked up, my face going crimson.

      He’d TOLD him?

      “You know, about your living situation.”

      My whole body sagged, the breath of relief whooshing out of me.

      “Oh, yeah, it’s…” I shrugged. “It’s fine, I’ve got it figured out now.”

      Lies, of course. But as incredible as it’d felt to sleep in a room that felt like a home, I knew I couldn’t stay. Not with what’d happened with Nolan, and now with the Max thing, it was just too complicated.

      Garret eyed me. “I call bullshit.”

      My face reddened as I tried to meet his stern look.

      “No, really, I’m good.”

      “Where are you staying?”

      “A friend’s.”

      “Which friend.”

      I blushed. “You sound like my dad.”

      “I’m old enough to be your dad.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, well, don’t worry about me, Professor Cole. I’ll be fine. And I’m not a lost kid, I’m nineteen.”

      His jaw clenched, the muscles in his neck standing out for a second as his eyes flared.

      “Yeah,” he said quietly. “You are.”

      I took a slow sip of my coffee, feeling my face burn and a teasing sort of heart creep through me into places it really shouldn’t.

      One house with three insanely good looking older men who made me feel tingling things no man had ever made me feel before. Yeah, I definitely couldn’t stay there.

      “Well, I should go,” I lied. “Got some work to do at the library back on campus.”

      “Want a ride?”

      Because that worked out so well with your friend easier…

      “No, thanks,” I mumbled quickly, my face reddening at the memory of Max’s lips searing across mine and his hands making me turn into a puddle on his lap. “I’ll just walk.”

      “The house really is yours to stay in if you need, you know,” he said quietly. “I know it’s probably lame with two of your old-guy teachers cramping your style, but, it’s a bed.”

      I giggled. “Uh, trust me, Professor Cole, if most of the female students at Gilman knew I slept in the same house as you and Professor Jameson last night, I’d be the most popular girl on campus.”

      My mouth snapped shut the second the words left my lips, but it was too late. My face blushed furiously, and I felt my stomach drop as what I’d just said sat in the air between us.

      Please stop taking, self.

      But Garret just grinned as he sat back in his chair, one brow arched as his eyes moved over me.

      “Well, lucky you then, I guess.”

      Oh, lucky me alright…
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* * *

      “Are you fucking kidding me?”

      Kenzie stared at me, her jaw hanging open and this mix of hurt and anger on her face. I’d finally caved and told my friend about my housing situation. Or rather, my lack of housing.

      “I seriously don’t understand why the hell you’re not just staying at our house!”

      Again, Kenzie lived with her two boyfriends — two much older, insanely good looking and truly incredible guys in this big sprawling castle-like mansion a little drive from campus. But again, crashing at her house, while tempting, just hadn’t been something I was ready to do. Maybe I’d been too proud to tell my friend that I was scraping by, or maybe deep down, being around three people that happy hurt more than I wanted to admit.

      “I didn’t want to butt in!”

      “Dude, we have ten bedrooms. Literally ten of them.”

      I grinned, shaking my head. “You know I appreciate it, I just didn’t want to impose all my shit on… you know, that whole thing you’ve got going on over there.”

      Kenzie grinned. “My whole thing like me and my two boyfriends?”

      I blushed. “Yeah, that.”

      She rolled her eyes. “C’mon, it’s not like we run all over the house naked having threesomes all the time.”

      My blush deepened.

      “Well, I mean, not all the time we don’t.”

      “Kenzie!” My face burned as I buried it in my hands, my friend giggling as she put her arm over my shoulder.

      “I’m kidding, I’m kidding. It’s really not whatever x-rated porn plot you’re imagining.”

      “I imagine nothing.”

      She winked. “Yes you do.”

      I groaned and buried my beet-red face in my hands again.

      “Okay, so you’re staying where exactly?”

      “A friend.”

      She arched a brow. “It better not be that Matt shit-head.”

      “No, God,” I made a face.

      “So?”

      I eyed my friend, chewing my lip. “You— you can’t say anything, okay?”

      “This sounds oddly scandalous for you.”

      When I didn’t respond, her brow shot up. “Spill it!”

      I took a deep breath. “Professor Jameson.”

      Kenzie started chuckling.

      “Oh, hilarious. C’mon, Cora, you can tell—”

      “I’m being serious.”

      Her smile faded, and her brows arched high.

      “Are you shitting me? The Professor Jameson? Nolan Jameson, hottie business professor extraordinaire?”

      I nodded quietly. “Yeah.”

      Kenzie whistled. “Hooooly shit, girl. I’m going to need details on you playing sleepover with our sexy professor ASAP.”

      “Okay, it’s not like that.”

      …It kind of was.

      “Look, I was staying with Matt, just for a little bit. But he got super creepy about it and it all came to a head at Rory’s the other night at that costume party thing they had. He pushed me around outside, and Nolan happened to be there to take me out of the situation.”

      I kinda left out the part about having the best sex of my life with him in the bathroom.

      “Nolan was there, huh?” Kenzie gave me a curious look. “So now you’re shacked up with Nolan all alone at his big house?”

      I bit my lip. “Uh, not exactly?”

      By the time I was done telling her that not only was it Nolan in the big brick mansion off campus, but also Garret Cole and Max O'Reilly, I thought her jaw was going to actually touch the ground.

      “Wait wait wait wait.” Kenzie shook her head. “You’re giving me shit about living with my two guys, and you’re over there playing house with three hot guys?”

      I laughed. “It’s not like that!”

      “It’s going to be like that.”

      I blushed furiously, looking away.

      “You’re okay there, though?”

      I turned back to see her looking at me with genuine concern, but I nodded. “I am. I feel… I dunno, safe there. Safe and more at home than I have in a long time. Too bad I have to get out of there.”

      “Why?”

      “Because it’s wrong?”

      “Why, cause Professor Jameson is your professor?”

      I nodded sullenly, but Kenzie just rolled her eyes. “You’re just staying at his house. There’s no way that’s against the rules or anything.”

      “Sure it is!”

      “Nah, no way.” My friend grinned at me. “Just don’t sleep with him.”

      I felt the heat bloom over my face for the hundredth time that day as I looked down at my hands.

      “Look, you want to take a night off from, well, life? Some kid in my applied sciences class was talking about this huge party going on tonight at one of those big senior houses off campus. We should go.”

      “Us? At a party?”

      Part of Kenzie and I bonding so fast was that neither of us was the typical college freshman when we’d met. We both had interesting non-dorm living arrangements, and neither of us had any interest in the beer-chugging party scene.

      “Yeah, why not? Wilder and Lincoln are in New York for this dumb business thing, and I’ll be bored alone. Plus I think we need to cut loose. And, since little prude you won’t come stay with me while the guys are home, seeing as they’re not, maybe I can convince you to come sleep over afterwards. Give you a break from that bevy of hot men of yours.”

      “You’re impossible.”

      “And you’re totally not giving me the whole story, so I’m going bribe it out of you with booze.”

      I laughed. “Okay, okay, fine. Let’s go to this dumb party.”

      After all, with everything that was going through my head surrounding Nolan, and Max, and now even Garret, I could use the break.

      …Or maybe it was just the start of everything.
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      It took all of ten minutes for Kenzie and I to realize how wrong we’d been. Or maybe how right we’d been in hating on the college party scene. Because the party we were at was awful.

      Loud, thudding music hammered through the house, with people all over the place elbowing into each other and spilling beer everywhere. Some wasted looking guy leered in close to Kenzie, who only wrinkled her nose and shoved him away before grabbing my arm and hauling us both through the crowd. We stumbled into a slightly less crammed room, both of us gasping for air like we’d just clawed our way out of quicksand.

      “So, yeah, this sucks,” she muttered before giving me a sympathetic look. “Fuck, sorry I dragged you here.”

      “Oh, did you not want to get groped by frat douchebags and lose hearing in both ears tonight?” I smiled sarcastically.

      “WHAT?”

      I laughed as Kenzie grinned at me, cupping her ears like she was deaf already.

      “Want to just get a cab back to my place?”

      I smirked. “Your castle, you mean?”

      “Oh, we could go back to the naughty professor’s house if you like.” She winked at me.

      “Har har. Yeah, your place sounds better than this.” I frowned as I glanced around the room, my eyes landing on a keg sitting in a big tub of ice across the room.

      “Okay, what if we get one drink and then take off?”

      “Ugh, really?” Kenzie pouted.

      “I mean, I know we’re both the queens of hating on college life norms, but maybe just to dip our toes in a little bit?”

      “Fine, fine fine,” she sighed. “Sure, let’s have a beer.”

      “A” beer turned into two, actually. We ended up finding some girls from one of the survey classes we were both in, and they turned out to be pretty cool. We were each grinning and talking excitedly to each other about God knows what, going for our third drink, when the two big guys stepped in front of us, blocking the way.

      “Sup, ladies?”

      Kenzie glanced at me and then turned to glare at the guy wearing the too-big button up and a backwards baseball hat with the scraggly looking chin-strap beard.

      “Can we help you?”

      He elbowed his buddy, some guy in a hoodie with slicked back hair and a goofy looking goatee. “Maybe we can help you?”

      I rolled my eyes. “We’re good, thanks.”

      We both went to move around them, when the two of them quickly got back in our way.

      “You ladies come here alone? Need someone to get you some drinks?”

      “Pretty sure we can handle that ourselves, thanks,” Kenzie said dryly, stink-eying them.

      “You know, there’s a private party going on upstairs,” chin-strap said with what I’m sure he thought was a sly grin. “Just the four of us and some good times. How ‘bout it?”

      Kenzie’s eyes narrowed at him. “I have two boyfriends, dumbass.”

      The guy with slicked back hair hooted. “Well shit, guess you like to party, huh?”

      “Let’s go,” I hissed, grabbing Kenzie’s wrist and pulling her away. I yanked her after me, ducking into another room looking for an exit, when suddenly, a hand snagged my wrist and pulled me around hard.

      “Listen, babe.”

      It was chin-strap again.

      “Me and Brett here are pledged brothers here, and this is our fuckin’ party. How about a little gratitude?”

      “We’re leaving,” I said icily.

      “Nah,” Brett moved around in front of us, blocking the doorway. “Nah, I think you girls are gonna stick around so we can all party.”

      “Please get out of our way.”

      Chin-strap chuckled, moving closer to me as Brett moved towards Kenzie.

      “C’mon, baby. One drink upstairs with us, and I promise you, you’ll have a great time.”

      My pulse roared in my ears — the mix of adrenaline and alcohol and fear making my body tremble and my head spin.

      “Let go of me,” I hissed.

      “C’mon, baby.”

      “Let go!” Kenzie yelled, trying to yank her arm out of Brett’s grip.

      The two assholes chuckled as they glanced at each other and nodded, before they turned and started to drag us towards a flight of stairs.

      “Get the fuck off of me!” I screeched. But the music was so loud, and it was so dark, no one even turned.

      “Let go of—”

      Chin-strap went crashing into the wall, his grip on me releasing as he crumpled to the ground. Brett whirled, just in time for the huge shape to barrel right into him, a fist crashing across his jaw and dropping him like a rock.

      “Get your fucking hands off of them!”

      The huge, booming voice thundered through the hallway. The two guys on the floor flinched, and even Kenzie and I jumped a step back. That is, until the two big shapes stepped into the light, and my heart jumped into my throat.

      It was Nolan, and Max.

      “Let’s go,” Nolan growled icily, grabbing me, his hand tender but firm on my arm. He turned to Kenzie and narrowed his eyes at her. “You too, Miss Gates.”

      Her jaw dropped. “Professor Jameson?”

      “I'm not asking again,” he growled lowly, anger flashing on his face. “And don’t make me ask you for your ID, because we both know you shouldn’t have that drink in your hand.”

      Max, silent with his arms folded over his muscled chest, just nodded, his eyes burning right into me and making me shiver.

      “Let’s go.”

      “I’m fine right here, actually,” I snapped.

      Nolan and Max’s brows arched sternly.

      “I’m not telling you again, Cora,” Nolan muttered.

      “So don’t. We’re staying.”

      Kenzie gave me a look like “are you fucking crazy,” but I ignored her, staring at the two guys instead. They both met my fierce defiant gaze unblinking, until finally, Nolan’s lip curled in a snarl.

      “Fuck this, let’s go.”

      He started to pull me towards the door, but I yanked on his arm, whirling him into me. His shoulder obscured my face from the other two, and I leaned in close, my lips right by his ear.

      “You think just because you fucked me, you get to tell me what to do?”

      He froze, his grip tightening on me, before slowly, he pulled back, just enough so that his lips just barely missed brushing my ear.

      “Yeah,” he purred into my ear. “I do.”

      I gasped as he whirled, took my hand in his, and pulled me right out the side door to the house, with Kenzi and Max trailing behind.
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      “What the fuck were you thinking?”

      The front door to Nolan’s house slammed shut behind him. I whirled on him and Max, anger roaring through me as I narrowed my eyes at them. What I was feeling was…well, I wasn’t quite sure what it was. A mix of embarrassment, and adrenaline, and maybe a little anger that they’d barged in on my life like that. Or maybe it was excitement that they had.

      Kenzie and I had been quiet in the backseat of Max’s Land Rover as they drove her home first.

      “Call me,” she’d mouthed as she got out of the car.

      And now we were back at the house, just the three of us. I didn’t know where he was, but Garret’s car was gone from the driveway.

      “The fuck were you thinking, Cora?” Nolan growled, his face livid and his muscles bunched and straining as he stepped towards me.

      “You’re not the boss of me,” I spat back.

      Sass. I guess that was my go-to response, to sass him back. I wasn’t even that angry, it was just the swirling mess of emotions and feelings roaring through my head came out like that I guess.

      “The fuck I’m not,” he shot back, his eyes narrowing as he stepped right into me, looking down into my eyes. “You’re in my house, Cora. Do you know how much shit I’m risking with that?”

      “Yeah?” I hissed. “Well no one asked you to!”

      He glanced back at a stern-faced Max before he turned back and narrowed his eyes at me. “Are you drunk?”

      “Fuck you.”

      Nolan bristled, this crackling energy almost radiating out of him.

      “Do not push me, Cora,” he grated out.

      “Oh please,” I sneered right back, all the confusing emotions, and the adrenaline from what had happened earlier, and the blazing thoughts of how the man in front of me had rocked my world the other night rushing out at once. “You’re not my dad, you know.”

      “Yeah? Well maybe you fuckin’ need a daddy!” he roared back.

      “Oh like you?” I smiled sweetly at him, my whole body trembling with energy and my skin prickling as I looked him right in the eye. “You wanna be my daddy, is that it?”

      God, I didn’t know where all the piss and vinegar was coming from, but I couldn’t stop it.

      “You need to settle the fuck down, Cora,” Max growled, cutting in.

      “And you need to stay out of my social life!”

      Max’s brow furrowed and his jaw tightened. “Fucking social life? That what you call those two fuck-heads trying to drag you upstairs?”

      “I’m a big girl, I can take care of myself,” I spat at him.

      “No, you’re temptation on a fucking stick is what you are,” he muttered. My skin tingled at his words, my pulse skipping a beat as our eyes locked.

      “How did you even know where I was?”

      “You weren’t here, and Nolan heard about that party. We took a drive by and got lucky.”

      “Lucky? Messing with my life is lucky?”

      “Oh, real nice,” Max spat back. “So stopping you from getting assaulted is messing with you, huh?”

      “What were you, jealous, Max?” I hissed, the full brat-mode coming out before I could even begin to rein it in.

      Max’s jaw tightened, but he kept it shut.

      “That it? You jealous of some frat boy getting to put his hands on me?”

      “That’s enough, Cora,” Nolan growled.

      Max narrowed his eyes at me. “I don’t need to explain myself to you, you ungrateful—”

      “Just because you put your hands on me, doesn’t mean you can—”

      My lips snapped shut, my brows going high as I clamped a hand over my mouth. Too late, though. The words were out there.

      Oh shit.

      Nolan whirled on Max, his eyes blazing as his jaw trembled.

      “You fucking did what to her?!” he roared, his teeth flashing. But Max didn’t flinch, and didn’t back down at all.

      “It was an accident.”

      Nolan barked out a brittle laugh. “Did you trip?”

      “Fuck you,” Max growled. “How’s the view from that ivory tower, asshole?”

      I watched the two gorgeous, big, dominant men face off — in a sense fighting over me — and felt a shiver of heat tease through my body. I’d never felt this before, and I’d definitely never had two men arguing about me like that.

      …And it was way hot, if we’re being honest.

      “The fuck do you care what happened? She’s an adult, Nolan, and she’s not my student.”

      Nolan’s jaw clenched tight, his eyes blazing.

      “Oh, right, that’s right, you already slept with her.”

      Nolan’s eyes darted to me, and I shrunk away.

      “So, you want to pretend I’m the bad guy here? At least I’m not fucking my students, dick!”

      Nolan snapped, grabbing Max by the collar and shoving him back. Max growled, yanking Nolan’s hands off of him and jabbing a finger at his chest.

      “You better watch yourself, you self-righteous—”

      “I’m out of here.”

      The whole “two guys fighting over me” thing was turning quickly from sexy to full out fight, and I knew that was my cue to leave. Two guys pushing egos around when it came to me was one thing. Two best friends actually fighting over me was another. I turned to head upstairs, when Nolan’s firm voice stopped me in my tracks.

      “Oh, I’m not done with you.”

      I shivered, heat pulsing through me and teasing between my legs. I took a shaky breath before turning around and facing them.

      “You think this is going unpunished?”

      “What, going to a party and having a drink, or kissing Max?”

      “Both,” he growled fiercely, making me gasp.

      I curled my lip. “So what are you going to do, dad. Ground me? Take away my phone privileges? Spank me?”

      “Don’t think I won’t,” he grumbled lowly, his eyes fiercely burning into me, making me shiver. Slowly, Kenzie’s words about being with two men, and having both of them want her like they did came teasing back through my mind. I blushed fiercely as the filthy but toe-curlingly sexy thoughts of two men taking me, and fighting over me, and dominating me together melted through my head.

      My eyes darted between the two gorgeous, big, powerful men, and I could feel heat blooming between my legs.

      “Keep pushing me, Cora,” Nolan said tersely. “And watch me.”

      “This isn’t class, professor,” I shot back. “You can’t punish me.”

      “No, Cora, this isn’t class,” he purred quietly. “But this is my house, and you’re under my roof, and you’re goddamn right I'll punish you.”

      “You wouldn’t.”

      “I would, that’s for damn sure,” Max growled.

      I gasped, shivering as they both moved towards me, eyes blazing and hands clenched at their sides, looking like they wanted to devour me.

      I swallowed thickly, that damn sass of mine coming right back out.

      “A couple of old guys like you? I doubt it.”

      The two of them froze, but suddenly, Nolan snapped.

      “That’s it.”

      I gasped as his hands grabbed me tight around the waist, but when he effortlessly lifted me up and tossed me over his shoulder, I shrieked.

      “Let go of me! Are you kidding me!”

      I writhed against his muscled, hard shoulder, kicking and batting at his firm body. But it was useless, of course.

      Nolan strode into the living room, marching right over to the couch and sitting down. He pulled me from his shoulder, but before I could even open my mouth, he pulled me right across his knees.

      My pulse sizzled.

      “In this house, young lady,” he growled, his big hands keeping me pinned across his knees. “You’re going to learn to respect my fucking rules.”

      One of his hands grabbed me by both wrists in one hand, the other rested on the small of my back. I squirmed against him, feeling my pulse race and my skin tingle.

      …Feeling the heat pool between my legs, soaking my panties.

      My face burned.

      “You want to test me in my own house, huh?” Nolan growled lowly. His hand slid down from my back, and when I felt it move over my ass, I gasped quietly, shivering against him.

      “You want to see what happens when I go out on a fucking limb and you decide to throw it back in my face?”

      His hand slid right over the curve of my ass, making me tremble and making my breath catch. He slid down the back of one thigh, until suddenly, his fingers found the hem of the skirt I’d worn out that night.

      No way. No fucking way is he going to—

      He grabbed the skirt, and before I could even blink, he’d yanked it right up over my ass. I gasped, squirming against him harder and feeling my face burn hot as hell as he pulled the skirt up to my waist, exposing my ass and my panties. Of course, I’d worn a thong that night — this black lacy thing that pulled tight between the cheeks of my ass.

      “Going out to parties dressed like this, Cora? Trying to act grown up around boys like that?”

      “I— I wasn’t—”

      Nolan’s hand came down with a smack, the heat of it stinging across my ass and sending a jolt through my body. My eyes went wide and my jaw dropped.

      “Did you just fucking spank me?!”

      “You’re getting ten,” Nolan growled fiercely, his hands holding me tight with the one on my ass just laying across where he’d just spanked. “And I want to hear you count them.”

      “You can’t just—”

      SMACK.

      I moaned this time. Moaned. The feel of his hand against my skin like that sent heat blazing through me, making my whole body tingle and ache for more.

      “Count them,” he purred.

      “Two!” I gasped.

      Nolan made a tsking sound with his teeth. “No, we’re starting at one. And every time you interrupted like a bad girl, or don’t count, we start over. Understood?”

      I nodded, panting and feeling the raw, forbidden heat shiver through me. I glanced down at the floor to see Max’s feet moving closer, and my face burned even hotter knowing it was both of them looking at me across Nolan’s knee like that with my skirt pulled up and my ass in the air.

      “Start from one.”

      Nolan’s hand came down across my tingling ass, and I whimpered.

      “One!””

      He groaned, and when I felt the thick, throb against my tummy as I pressed against his lap, I moaned.

      SMACK!

      “Two!”

      Three and four came across both cheeks, making me cry out in shock and pleasure as the filthiness of it all burned through me.

      “Max,” Nolan growled, stopping with one hand teasing over my bare skin. “Now you.”

      There was a silence in the room, and I could hear a low growl coming from Max’s throat.

      “Fuck, man.”

      “Cora,” Nolan growled. “Max here is going to show you what a bad little girl you’ve been too. You think we’re a couple of old guys, huh? Old enough to be your dad? Well tonight, you’re going to get what you asked for.”

      His hand came down with a smack on my blushing ass, and I moaned.

      “Five!”

      “Tonight, sweetheart,” Nolan purred right into my ear. “You get two daddies.”

      His hand slid off of my ass, moving back to the small of my back.

      “Spank her, Max,” he growled. “She wants to act like a brat, she’s going to get punished like one.”

      There was a silence, and I could feel Nolan’s hands on my wrists and my back. I could also feel the blood rushing through my veins, and every single filthy, sordid fantasy I’d never dared to dive into rushing through my head at once.

      And then suddenly, I heard Max groan, and it was like the dam was breaking. His hand came down with sharp slap against my ass, making me cry out. My whole body trembled, knowing both big, older men were taking turns spanking me, with my tiny little thong leaving little to the imagination.

      “Six!”

      Max’s hand came down again, and I moaned deeply, feeling wet heat absolutely soaking through my panties.

      “Seven!”

      I could feel Nolan’s thick, rock hard cock throbbing against me through his pants and as I squirmed against his lap, I could feel it pulse against me. My breath came hard and labored, and when Max’s hand came down on my ass again, I whimpered with raw need.

      Holy shit, I wanted them. Both of them. Together, one at a time, whatever. I’d never felt anything so fucking real or so achingly hot before, and it felt like it was going to explode right through me.

      “Eight!” I whimpered.

      Nolan growled, his hand sliding down to grip my ass firmly in his hand before he brought it down on my stinging cheeks.

      “Nine,” I moaned, and when Max groaned loudly and brought his hand down across my other cheek, I swear the wet heat dripping into my panties was about to start soaking through to Nolan’s knee.

      “Ten!”

      Both men’s hands stayed on my ass, firm fingers gripping warm skin as they both growled hungrily. One hand slid down the cleft of my ass, making me gasp as the fingers teased right over my asshole. The same fingers hooked under the thin, soaked gusset of my thong, and slowly, he started to tug them down. I whimpered, raising my hips and letting him pull them lower. I moaned, feeling the sticky panties clinging to my slick pussy lips before pulling away. He brought them down to my knees, leaving there before sliding back up the inside of one leg.

      I could feel Nolan’s big cock throbbing against my belly, and when I felt Max pull close to me, and felt the huge bulge in his pants brush against my ass, I shivered in pleasure.

      The hand slid higher up my thigh, and when he moved it right between my legs and cupped my pussy, I moaned loudly.

      “So fucking wet,” Nolan growled, his fingers teasingly stroking up and down my bare lips. I could feel him drawing my slickness up and down my slit, brushing his fingers over my aching clit and making me jump against him.

      “It seems this dirty little girl likes getting her naughty ass spanked by her daddies.”

      Daddies.

      The word was like a lightning bolt through me, making me gasp out loud and sending heat searing through me. It was so fucking wrong and so dirty, and all I wanted was for him to say it again.

      Nolan’s hands moved to my ass, gripping it tight and spreading me wide. I felt my face burn, knowing both men could see all of me, and could see how insanely wet my glistening little pussy was.

      “Touch her, Max,” Nolan growled lowly. “Feel how fucking wet this bad girl’s little pussy is.”

      Max’s hand slid between my legs, and when his fingers brushed over my clit, I cried out. One of Nolan’s hands stayed on my ass, spreading me for his friend. But the other slid up to cup my jaw, pulling me up and turning me to look right into his eyes.

      “You want to be a bad girl, Cora?” he breathed, his lips inches from mine. I moaned quietly, panting for air as his eyes locked with mine and as Max’s fingers started to slide inside of me.

      “Well then you’re going to be our bad girl.”

      His lips crushed to mine, and I hungrily opened my mouth for the kiss. My pulse spiked, and my whole world spun on its axis as one of the gorgeous, huge, older men kissed me hungrily and gripped my ass tight, while the other eased two fingers deep inside of my pussy.

      I kissed him hungrily, moaning into his mouth as Max’s fingers stroked in and out of my slippery pussy. Both their hands grabbed me tight, and both of them moved right against me until I could feel both of their hard cocks pulsing against me through their pants.

      I gasped as they suddenly pulled me from Nolan’s lap, pulling me onto the couch sitting between them. I whimpered, my pulse beating like a drum in my ear as I kissed Nolan and felt both men’s hands pull my legs apart, my panties still tangled at my knees.

      “Bad little girl,” Nolan purred into my lips, his hand sliding up to stroke my eager pussy.

      “You going to punish me?”

      I swallowed, biting my lip as I looked him right in the eye.

      “You going to punish me, daddy?”

      Nolan groaned before his mouth crushed to mine again, his fingers curling in and out of me. Slowly, he pulled back, a hungry look in his eyes.

      “Kiss him,” he growled, nodding past me to Max. I panted, my chest heaving as I slowly turned and locked eyes with the blond-haired, blue-eyed, gorgeous football star, who was looking at me like he wanted to devour me whole.

      “Kiss him,” Nolan rasped into my ear, his fingers stroking my pussy. “Bad girls need a daddy to keep them in line,” he whispered fiercely, his fingers driving me wild. Max moved closer, one hand gripping my thigh and the other one sliding up to cup my breast through my t-shirt.

      “But it looks like this little bad girl is going to need two.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Nolan

      

    
    
      I knew this was pushing it, but I couldn’t stop. Fuck, this wasn’t “pushing it,” this was shattering the damn line and stomping all over it.

      But I could. Not. Stop.

      A million thoughts roared through my head, but I looked over at Max, and instantly, I knew this was okay. Instantly, I knew what this was, and I knew we were both feeling it. We’d been friends so long that there was no jealousy there. And I knew neither of us had the right to “claim” her over the other. Any other man sitting on the other side of her, his hands on her as she leaned in to kiss him, and yeah, there’d be a dead body on my floor. But not Max. Not my best friend.

      One look between us and we both got it, instantly. We were both hooked on her. And fuck, you could even say it was my fault for bringing her home that night that got him tangled up in her. Fighting over her would tear us apart, no matter who she chose, and we both knew that.

      And who was to say she could ever choose anyways? Who was to say we could make her choose?

      So one look said it all. No choosing. We’d share. We were both into her? Then so be it, we’d both have her. Together. Fuck, the thought of it actually got me harder, and got my blood pumping even hotter. Again, any other man and I’d be losing my mind. But sharing the girl I’d gone crazy over with my best friend who’d fallen down the same rabbit hole with her? No, that was something else entirely. And the idea of her sandwiched between us — moaning and writhing and coming for both of us?

      My cock lurched at the thought, and my hands slid over her as I started to kiss down her neck.

      Cora moaned as Max kissed her, his hand sliding into her hair and pulling her tight to his mouth as she whimpered in pleasure. My hands slid down to the hem of her shirt, and I started to tug it up her body. She pulled away from my buddy just long enough for me to tug it off and toss it away, before she crashed right back into him.

      No bra.

      I groaned, my lips teasing over one shoulder as my hands slid around to cup her full, soft tits. My fingers rolled over her nipples, hardening them to little stiff, pink points, and she only kissed Max even harder. She pulled away with a gasp, turning her head and locking eyes with me before her lips were mine again. My tongue slid over hers, swallowing her moans as Max unzipped her skirt and yanked it away.

      She turned back to him, moving onto her knees and kissing him hungrily as he started to unbutton his shirt. I moved down her back, my lips and my tongue dancing over her soft young skin and making her gasp and arch her back. I moved lower, my hand cupping her tight little ass as I kissed the small of her back, before I moved down.

      Fuck.

      The sight of her bare, pink, glistening little cunt nestled between her creamy thighs with that little ass high in the air was enough to make my cock ache for release. I reached down and stroked myself through my jeans, groaning as I leaned in close, breathing in the sweetness of her scent. My hands moved to her ass, cupping her and spreading her wide, before I moved in.

      Cora moaned, loudly, as my tongue slid over her candy-sweet little pussy. I swiped my tongue up her slit, teasing her clit, dragging between her lips, and then letting the tip of my tongue push deep inside of her. I groaned, pulling her tight to my mouth and pushing my tongue in and out of her, fucking her with my mouth as she squealed in pleasure and clawed at Max’s shirt. He shrugged it off, his hands moving to her breast as he kissed her hungrily.

      “Take his cock out,” I growled into her pussy. I pulled away, yanking my own shirt off and feeling my dick aching for release.

      “I want you to take his cock out, wrap those pretty lips around it, and fucking swallow him,” I commanded, the blood roaring through me as I heard her whimper and watched her nod her head eagerly.

      Obediently.

      Hungrily.

      My mouth moved back to her sweet little cunt, and I groaned as I tasted her again. Nineteen years old, totally off-limits, totally inappropriate, totally my student.

      …And I couldn’t give any less of a shit about the consequences. I could’ve spent the rest of my life with my mouth on her pussy, licking every honeyed drop until she begged for more.

      I could hear her tugging at Max’s zipper, and when I heard her gasp, and his groan, I grinned to myself. Fuck, I’d grown up with this guy. Yeah, I’d seen him in the gym showers here and there, and I knew between us, Cora was going to get more inches than she’d ever dreamed. Max was packing — as big as me, and maybe even a little thicker, and when I heard her whimper in pleasure, my own cock throbbed.

      My hands gripped her ass tight as I plunged my tongue deep between her folds. I could feel her tremble for me, moaning wildly as I flicked my tongue across her clit before sucking it between my lips. I groaned into her, teasing her little bud over and over as she went to pieces for me.

      Her moans turned muffled, and when I looked up over her back, I growled.

      Max was sitting back against the arm of the couch, his shirt off and his jeans wide open. He had his head thrown back, his abs rippling and his hands tangled in Cora’s long dark hair as she bobbed up and down. I groaned, watching her slick, wet, pouty lips wrapped tight around my buddy’s thick cock, her cheeks hollowing and her hands stroking him as she slurped on his dick.

      She pulled away this sexy as hell little strand of spit hanging from her bottom lip to his swollen head, and when she turned to glance at me over her shoulder, I could see the raw lust in her face.

      I leaned in, dragging my tongue up her pussy and making her cry out. I moved higher, my eyes locked on hers up her back as I swirled my tongue over her tight little asshole. Cora screamed in pleasure, her back arching and her eyes rolling back in her head as I tongued her little ring.

      “Oh fuck, Professor…”

      She moaned, dropping her mouth back onto Max and whimpering as she started to suck him harder, and deeper. My mouth slid back down to her pussy, and when I sucked her clit between my lips and started to mercilessly tease it with the tip of my tongue, she started to crumble.

      “That’s it, princess,” Max groaned, his jaw clenched as his hands tangled in her hair. His cock thrust in and out of her wet, eager mouth, spit dripping down his balls.

      “Suck that big cock like a good girl, Cora,” he groaned. “Suck that big cock while he makes that pretty little pussy come. You want that? You want your daddies to make you come like a good little girl?”

      Cora screamed around his shaft, moaning wildly. Her legs started to tremble, and as more and more of her sweet honey flooded my tongue, and as her moans grew higher, I knew she was close. My lips fastened around her clit, my tongue swirled over and over, and when I curled two fingers deep inside and let a third tease over her ass, I knew she was gone.

      Cora exploded as the orgasm slammed into her. She pulled away from Max as she let out a moan of pure, fucking, pleasure, her whole body shaking and trembling. My tongue never stopped, pushing her right through her climax and right into another one as Max held her close and let her drown her screams in his lips.

      Finally, with a last slow lick of my tongue, I pulled away. Every single cell in my body craved more — every inch of my skin on fucking fire for her.

      My jeans came off quickly, with Max doing the same. Cora kicked her tangled panties off and then sank into the couch between us, panting, her face red and her eyes wild with lust. She licked her lips, panting as her eyes darted between the two of us.

      “You want more, baby girl?” I growled.

      She nodded, swallowing.

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      “Yes what?”

      “Yes daddy,” she cooed. I growled, my mouth finding hers and kissing her deeply.

      I could feel her hand fall to my lap, her small fingers curling around my thick cock. She whimpered, and when I glanced over, I saw that she was doing the same to Max.

      “Ever done this?” I purred. “Two men together?”

      She shook her head, her eyes wide. “You? Have you two ever…”

      She frowned and looked away. “Sorry, that’s none of my—”

      “Never,” Max said quietly, glancing at me and then back at her. He reached over and tilted her chin up to look her in the eye. “We never have.”

      “But you want to, with me?”

      “More than fucking anything,” I growled.

      “You two are friends, I don’t…you know…”

      “That’s not going to happen,” Max growled, groaning as her fingers teased up and down his cock.

      “Nolan and me, we’re too close for shit like that. Hell, Cora, we both want you. And I mean really want you, not just the idea of fucking you.”

      She blushed, biting her lip, but he held her gaze.

      “You wanna stop this, just say the damn word. But if not?”

      He growled, leaning in to kiss her hungrily.

      “If not,” I growled, nuzzling her neck. “Then you better get ready for both of us, because we’re not going to stop until you’re ours.”

      Cora turned and whimpered as she kissed me, moaning as Max’s hand slid down her sweet little body.

      “Him first,” I groaned, kissing her hungrily. “I want to watch you slide down his thick cock, baby girl. I want to watch your face when he slides inside that tight little cunt and makes you scream in pleasure.”

      She gasped, kissing me harder and deeper before she pulled back to look at Max. His eyes flicked to mine, and I nodded. I knew we were both feeling it — that draw that Cora had on both of us. I knew we were both falling for this girl. This wasn’t just wild, untamed lust, and it wasn’t just about fucking her. We were into this girl, hard, and like neither of us had been into a woman in forever.

      I knew his story. Max had thrown himself into the game, ignoring the groupies and the women, even when the tabloids made him out to be this big lady-killer. He’d dated, sure, but the women were always after his fame, not him. And I know that sounds great from the outside, but I’d been there through some of his shitty times. The man hadn’t felt like a lady-killer, he’d just felt used, and empty.

      And me? Well, I’d checked out of that game a long time ago too, for the same problems. Women wanted me for the cash in my bank account, and because they’d seen Wall Street too many times and thought a hedge fund guy was going to be this big wild party animal. Yeah, I’d had my moments when I was younger, but that had never been my world. I’d worked too hard to get what I wanted, and when I realized a woman was really just going out with me because she thought she’d get her photo in Vogue or some shit, or get a nice “allowance” from me, I was gone.

      But with Cora, there was none of that shit, with either of us. With her, there was this innocence, and this tempting, teasing draw that felt so fucking real I didn’t even know what to make of it.

      All I knew was, with her, I felt like myself, and I was going to fight to hang onto that feeling.

      Cora moved away from me, turning to slide into Max’s lap. Her arms slung around his neck, and I watched, my cock throbbing with desire as she raised up in his lap. His thick, swollen head nestled against her soft, pink lips, pearly-white precum leaking from his cock and trickling down his shaft as she slowly rolled her hips, teasing him.

      “Fuck, Cora,” he groaned, his hands gripping her ass tightly. He leaned in, his lips wrapping around one of her perfect little nipples, making her gasp. She trembled, sinking down an inch onto his shaft and moaning.

      “Just like that, princess,” he growled, his mouth dragging up her chest to nibble at her collar bone. “Open up for me. Slide down that big cock and let me feel that tight little cunt open up for me.”

      Cora gasped, clinging to him as she slowly sank down, inch after inch of his cock easing inside of her until with a deep moan, she took the last two inches all the way inside. His heavy balls rested against her ass, and I groaned as I watched her roll her hips, grinding him so deep.

      “Oh fuck,” she gasped. Max groaned, his hands gripping her ass tight and slowly — slowly — easing her up. I felt my pulse jump, my cock lurching in my hand as I watched her pink lips cling to his cock, kissing and sucking up every single inch until just his head was inside. Cora rocked her hips down, crying out as she took every inch of him to the hilt inside her perfect little pussy.

      Max gripped her tightly, letting her bounce up and down on his shaft. But she gasped as he suddenly pushed her back, flipping her onto her back on the couch with her legs wrapped around his grooved waist. He held her hips, slowly rolling his and letting his cock pump in and out of her as she writhed in pleasure.

      I growled, stroking my cock as I moved towards her mouth. “Open those lips, angel,” I purred, seeing the heat in her eyes. “Open that pretty mouth and let both of us take you.”

      She reached for me, her small hands wrapping around my thick cock and pulling me closer. Her soft, pillowy lips opened for me, sliding wetly over my head and slurping me inside. She moaned deeply as Max’s cock slid deep inside, the rumbling of her pleasure vibrating though my dick. My hand tangled in her hair, and I groaned as she slid down on me, taking as much of my girth inside her hot little mouth as she could, as Max stated to drive in and out.

      We started to move together, hands holding her tight at both ends, and both of our cocks sliding in and out of her. Cora melted between us, her body arching and clenching tight in pleasure, her hips rolling and her lips sucking deeply on my shaft. Max’s hands held her ass and hips tight, lifting her off the couch as he drove his cock in and out, making her squeal in pleasure. Her clit dragged over his thickness with every thrust, and with that angle, I knew he was hitting that sweet spot just inside.

      Her mouth bobbed faster and faster on my cock, her tongue swirling over my swollen head until I could feel the cum boiling in my balls. Max groaned, his muscles rippling and his hands tight on her skin as he fucked her deep and hard, her tits shaking with every thrust and her cries of pleasure filling the room.

      “Suck his cock, angel,” Max groaned, his eyes hooded with lust as he drove in and out of her tight, slick little cunt. “Suck his big cock while this greedy little pussy takes every inch of mine.”

      Cora whimpered hungrily, sucking harder on my cock as she stroked me with her hand. I clenched my jaw tight, wanting so badly to come, but also wanting to save it.

      …Because I wanted her next.

      Max moved faster, his thick cock pistoning in and out of her tight slit as she started to moan louder and rock her hips even more to meet his thrusts.

      “I can feel your pussy milking my cock, baby girl,” he groaned. “I can feel you getting tighter, like you want to come for me. Like you want this pretty little pussy to come all over my fucking cock while I fill you with my cum.” He growled, his arms clenching tight, his hips driving against her again and again.

      “So come for me, princess. Be a good girl and come for daddy.”

      Cora screamed around my cock as the orgasm slammed into her. Her whole body convulsed, and she pulled away from me with a deep moan of pleasure as Max buried his cock to the hilt inside of her. She threw her head back, clawing at the couch and trembling as he roared and buried his face in her breast. Fuck, I knew he was coming, pumping her full of his seed a her hot little pussy clenched so tight around him and milked it from his balls.

      The two of them slowed to a stop, panting and clutching at each other.

      “Oh my God,” Cora gasped, her eyes closed, her cheeks flushed, and this silly grin across her perfect pouty lips. “That was insane.”

      “Oh, we’re not done with you yet,” Max purred into her ear, making her eyes fly open. He grinned. “Uh-uh, princess. It’s Nolan’s turn now.”

      He nodded at me as he slid out of her, his cock slick and glistening from her messy pussy. He stepped away and I moved to take his place between her legs, pushing them wide and throwing them over my shoulders as I slid between her thighs. Cora’s eyes went wide, a look of pure lust etched across her face. I eased against her, stroking my thick, throbbing cock and teasing her clit with the head. She gasped, biting her lip and looking down to watch as I slid the head inside.

      Fuck, she felt like heaven. God I’d missed the feel of her since that night before. She moaned so fucking sweetly as I slid right into her sticky, slick, freshly fucked pussy — my balls boiling with cum as I drove in to the hilt.

      “Oh fuck,” she gasped, her hands sliding up my arms. “God you feel so good, Professor.”

      I groaned at the filthiness of her using professor instead of Nolan, but fuck did it get my blood roaring and my cock throbbing. I ground into her, feeling her soft lips stretch around me and her muscles clench at me before I slid out. I teased her clit before plunging back in, filling her up with one stroke as we both groaned in pleasure.

      My hand slid down to the backs of her thighs, and I pinned her legs back as I started to fuck her. I was past the point of taking it slow, and I knew she was too. No, I was going to fuck this little tease until she never forgot the feel of my cock, or of Max’s, filling her up like nothing else.

      Her cries filled the room, the slick, wet, filthy sounds of us rocking together oozing into my ears and making my blood boil. Her hot little cunt swallowed me up again and again, sucking hungrily at my cock every time I withdrew, as if to pull me back inside.

      Max moved onto the couch on his knees, stroking his still-hard cock and moving closer to her. She opened her mouth, moaning as he eased his heavy balls against her lips and reached down to tease her nipples. I groaned, my cock harder than it’d ever fucking been as I drove into her again and again, fucking her tight little body hard and making her squeal in pleasure as she sucked on Max’s balls.

      I was reaching the point of no return, and I knew she was too.

      “Fuck, Cora,” I groaned. “Fuck, you’re gonna make me come, baby girl. You’re gonna make me fill this tight little pussy up with more cum. You want that? You want more daddy cum filling this bad little pussy until it leaks out of you?”

      Cora went to pieces, moaning and crying out and nodding her head. She moved her mouth over Max’s head, sucking him inside and bobbing eagerly on his cock as I gripped her body tight and gave her every inch.

      “Then come for me, angel,” I groaned, the room blurring as I lost myself in her. “Fucking come for my cock.”

      She almost bucked me off of her as her entire body shook with her orgasm. She screamed, sucking wildly on Max’s throbbing cock as her pussy clamped down around mine.

      And I lost it.

      I roared as I drove into her, my balls twitching against her ass as I pumped rope after thick rope of cum deep against her womb. Max cried out, his cock throbbing between her lips as he came down her eager throat. She moaned even deeper, her whole body shuddering between us as the climax shattered through her, and as both of us emptied every drop into her.

      We stayed like that for a full minute before Max moved away to collapse onto the couch. I slowly eased out of her tender pussy, groaning as I watched my cum and Max’s trickle out of her. Fuck that was hot.

      I pulled her into me on the couch, my buddy moving into her other side, and both of us holding her tight in our arms as the three of us buzzed with the aftershocks of what’d just happened.

      “You okay?” I asked gently, turning to kiss her neck.

      Cora grinned, this big dopey smile as she turned to me and nodded, biting her lip.

      “So okay,” she whispered, her eyes sparkling. “Thank you, Professor.” She blushed even redder as she turned to Max, and then me again.

      “Thank you, daddies.”

      Bliss.

      Total. Fucking. Bliss.

      It was a fucking perfect moment, and I felt my whole heart swell up in my chest in a way I’d never felt before. But then, one thing cut into me. One little thought crept into my mind, slowly deflating the cloud I was sitting on.

      Garret.

      The three of us had no secrets. Hell, me keeping the fact that I’d slept with Cora away from Max for a day had made things nuts. We were going to have to tell him, even if I didn’t know what the fuck that would do to things.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        Garret

      

    
    
      The glass shattered against the refrigerator. Blood roared in my ears, every muscle in my body tightening and my hands clenching to fists.

      “Fuck, Garret, you need to breathe.”

      I whirled at Max, narrowing my eyes at him.

      “Don’t tell me to breathe,” I hissed.

      “He’s right. You need to fucking calm down.”

      This time, I whirled on Nolan, jabbing a finger at him.

      “You fucking idiots.”

      They both bristled. We rarely fought. Fuck, we’d actually fought fought — with fists — only the once, back in high school, while drunk. And it’d ended with all three of us kicking the snot out of each other. Us fighting never meant a winner, just three losers.

      But this, this was something bigger. This was raw. It was confusing, too. Was I actually that mad about Nolan jeopardizing his career? Or about Max? Or was I just jealous?

      I knew what I’d felt around her. Hell, I knew what I’d felt seeing her around the halls at school. But having her living here, and being near her like this, it’d lit something inside of me, and there was no denying it as much as I damn well wanted to. I had no business thinking about a girl like her the way I was. Not as a military man, not as a professor, and certainly not as a guy twice her age.

      But I couldn’t help it, and I couldn’t fucking stop.

      Yes, she was fucking gorgeous, and sexy as hell. And so fucking innocent and sweet. But it was also the fire inside of her. She’d fought to get where she was in life, that was clear. She’d seen fire and rain, like me. And she’d still ended up so fucking sweet. So warm. So full of love and life.

      No, Cora Hartley set something ablaze inside of me I’d never felt. Not even with Melanie, which as fucked up as it sounds was true. You know how I knew I was okay with my fiancée leaving me the way she had?

      Because it hadn’t broken me.

      Fuck it’d barely even hurt me. For the first few weeks, I wondered if I was just numb, but then I realized it was something else. It was that Melanie had never lit a spark inside of me, she’d just been easy, and comfortable. Until she walked out. But then, that was the best thing that’d ever happened to me.

      I thought about spending my life with someone who didn’t give me that heat through me, who didn’t make my heart clench up tight every time she walked into the room

      Melanie hadn’t.

      …But Cora Hartley did.

      Fuck, she did all those things. She sent me fucking reeling when she walked into a room. But here we were, my two best friends in the world telling me what’d happened the night before when I’d been gone. They’d both slept with her, together — Nolan once before then. Through the storm raging inside of me, I honestly couldn’t tell if it made me furious with jealousy or got my blood blazing liking nothing else.

      I couldn’t tell if I was angry or more turned on than I’d ever been.

      None of us had ever shared a girl before — not once. Max and I had dated the same girl, at the same time once. Of course we didn’t know that for the first week or two, and after that, we tried it out, both of us dating her separately for another week or so. Obviously, that hadn’t lasted very long.

      But we’d never been involved with girl like this together. Never two of us with one girl. I groaned, my blood roaring like fire at the thought of little innocent Cora panting and moaning between my two big friends. I imaged her screaming and writhing in pleasure, her tight little body trembling as they both fucked her, and claimed her, and filled her out together.

      Fuck I was hard.

      And angry.

      But mostly hard.

      “You—” I wanted to yell at Nolan, but quickly, my reasoning was fading. What was I going to do, yell at him for fucking a student when I wanted to fuck the same girl?

      “Say something, man,” he said quietly.

      “Where is sh?,” I growled.

      “At campus.”

      I shook my head. “This is… fuck.”

      “Look, tonight, okay?” Max stepped forward. “We’ll all go out, the three of us. We need to set this straight and cut out the bullshit about what this all is. We need to sort this out.

      “There’s nothing to sort,” I muttered.

      Nolan gave me a look.

      “Bullshit. I know that look, Garret.”

      “You don’t.”

      “The fuck I don’t. You’re into her.” He winced, his face tightening as he shook his head and looked at his feet. “Shit, I’m sorry man. If we’d known—”

      “You’d have stopped?”

      They glanced at each other. Slowly, Nolan turned back and shook his head.

      “No,” he said quietly. “No I don’t know if we would have.”

      “This doesn’t have to be this…thing,” Max grumbled.

      “Oh it doesn’t, huh? The three of us, and we’re all into her? How the fuck is that not going to be a thing?”

      “Look,” Nolan growled fiercely. “This isn’t just a fun sex thing buddy, this is real. We both feel for this girl, big time.”

      I looked away.

      “Look, I need to get to campus,” Nolan finally sighed when I didn’t respond.

      “And I have a meeting with my business manager,” Max muttered.

      “Fine.”

      “Garret.”

      I looked up, to see Nolan holding my gaze.

      “Tonight. Let’s get a drink and we'll talk this through.”

      I sighed, taking a deep breath and looking away before I finally glanced back at them.

      “Fine. Tonight it is.”

      We left it like that, the both of them ducking out to get to where they needed to be. But me, I felt like I was buzzing. I felt like my body was fucking flying even if I was standing still.

      I needed to move.
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* * *

      Running felt good. It always did, and whenever I went out for a run, it cleared my head.

      …I was really fucking counting on it doing just that.

      I pushed myself harder than I usually did, keeping my pace fast and merciless as I pushed past my usual five mile mark. I went past seven and my legs started aching. At ten, my lungs started to burn.

      At twelve miles, I called it quits before my body gave out. But my head was still spinning.

      The run had looped me around the neighborhoods around campus back close to Nolan’s house, so I lightly jogged the last mile back home. My thoughts were a blur as I stormed into the house, yanking my headphones out.

      I needed a hot shower. And maybe a beer or three.

      I yanked my shirt off in the hallway, kicking my socks and shoes off and dropping my shorts and boxers. Sweating, my muscles still heaving, I took the stairs two at a time and moved towards the bathroom at the end of the hall. I need to calm down, take a shower and figure this—

      I swung the door wide, stepped in, and fucking stumbled right into her.

      Cora gasped, whirling and half shrieking as she yanked the towel up around her and jumped a step back.

      “Professor!”

      Every muscle in my body froze. Our eyes locked. My muscles clenched. Fire sparked form her sharp blue ones into mine, and steam from the shower she’d clearly just stepped out of swirled around us.

      “I— I was just… the shower.”

      She swallowed, her eyes dropping down my naked body and her cheeks reddening as they landed on my cock. Blood rushed to it, swelling it rock hard in seconds before her very eyes, and she gasped quietly.

      “I didn’t know you were home,” she whispered.

      My eyes trailed over her, sliding up her long lean legs, stalling at the peek of hip from the side of the towel. The white terry cloth slipped in her hand, sliding across one breast and giving me a glimpse of the soft curve and the briefest little flash of pink nipple. Cora gasped and yanked the towel back, but it was too late.

      Something inside of me snapped.

      The last of my resolve broke.

      I stepped into the room, and her breath caught.

      “Professor…”

      The door shut behind me, the steam filling the small room as it swirled around us.

      “What are you—”

      “I know what you did,” I growled, moving closer, my blood roaring and my cock aching.

      Cora swallowed thickly, her eyes going wide.

      “I— I don’t know what—”

      “I know you fucked both of them,” I groaned quietly.

      Her face blushed crimson, her pulse thumping in the hollow of her neck.

      “Professor, I—”

      “Dirty, dirty little girl,” I growled, making her gasp quietly. She backed up, her back coming up again the glass of the shower stall

      “I don’t know what you—”

      “Yes you do,” I hissed.” You spread your pretty legs for both of them. You opened those big soft lips of yours and sucked their cocks like a bad girl.”

      Cora moaned, the heat blooming across her skin. I moved closer, my hand reaching out and my fingers tightening on the towel

      “Professor Cole,” she whispered.

      “What a dirty little girl, fucking two older men like that.”

      She whimpered this time, and when I pulled on the towel, she let go. It dropped to the floor, and suddenly, I was standing right in front of her, inches away from barely legal, totally off limits, and utterly forbidden temptation. The object of my desire. Of my lust. Of my swirl of emotions.

      “You were just showering them off weren’t you?” I growled.

      “I—”

      “But see, dirty girls like being dirty, don’t they, Cora?”

      She blinked, and when I moved against her, she gasped quietly. I groaned, her soft skin pressing to mine. My cock throbbed against her soft stomach, her tits pressing into my rock hard chest, her nipples dragging over my skin.

      “Oh fuck,” she whispered, her body shivering against mine.

      “Did you like fucking both of them?” I growled

      She bit her lip.

      “Cora.” I reached out and cupped her cheek with one hand, tilting her chin up so her big blue eyes locked with mine. “Tell me, baby girl”

      And slowly, she nodded.

      “Yes,” she barely whispered out.

      “You liked having two big cocks fucking you like a dirty little slut?”

      She moaned, whimpered as her hips rocked against me. Fuck, I could feel the heat of her slick little cunt against my thigh, and the cum boiled in my balls as her hot little body slid against mine.

      “Yes,” she whispered, her face bright red.

      “Fuck, Cora.”

      I lost whatever control I had left. My lips crashed into hers, and suddenly, I was kissing her hungrily — like a starving man. She moaned into me, kissing me right back, her soft little tongue dueling with mine.

      I pulled away, grabbing her and whirling her around to press her against the bathroom counter. My hands slid down her perfect body, feeling every inch of her soft skin and making her moan as I grabbed her hips. I lifted her up as she gasped, sitting her tight little ass right down on the bathroom vanity.

      “Spread your legs, baby girl,” I growled. “Spread your legs and show me. Show me what a bad girl does for older men. Show me that pretty little fucking pussy that my friends got to taste last night.”

      Cora moaned, kissing me wildly and yanking me into her. I kissed her fiercely, growling into her lips as I felt the heat of her hot little cunt press against my abs. Somehow, I managed to pull myself away long enough to let my eyes trail down over her body, her legs spread so wide like that.

      Fuck she was perfect.

      She blushed, her hands covering herself, but I shook my head, pulling them away.

      “Uh uh, little girl,” I groaned. “Show me everything because I’m going to take everything.”

      Slowly, blushing, Cora pulled her hands from between her legs where she’d been bashfully covering herself.

      Fuck, she had without question the prettiest little pussy in the whole damn world — so pink, and slick, and wet.

      So ready for me.

      I growled, moving in and before she could say a word, my tongue slid out and dragged through her slippery wet folds. She moaned, her hips bucking against my mouth as my tongue teased up and down her pussy. I parted her lips with my tongue, lapping at her sweet honey and groaning into her soft pussy as my pulse roared through me. My cock throbbed between my legs, my balls heavy with my lust and my cum for her.

      I slid my tongue higher, my hands pushing her thighs wide. My tongue curled around her hard little nub, teasing her clit with slow swipes as she went to fucking pieces under my tongue. I growled into her, sucking her little clit between my lips and sucking gently as I swirled my tongue around it over and over, until her ass was lifting right off the bathroom counter against me.

      Cora’s moans filled the room, her hips bucking faster and her hands sliding down into my hair. But I wanted more.

      I slid my tongue lower, teasing down over her slit and pushing it inside to fuck that little cunt with my wet tongue. She groaned, her hands tightening on my hair as I tongue-fucked her into a writhing, moaning mess. But my tongue slid lower then, teasing down over her perineum, and as the gasp caught in her throat, my tongue did a slow, teasing swirl over her tight, puckered little asshole.

      “Oh fuck, Professor! You can’t—”

      “Can’t or shouldn’t?” I groaned into her, my hands gripping her ass tight as dragged my tongue across her forbidden hole.

      “I—” she panted. “Shouldn’t…” she whispered breathlessly.

      “Because it’s so dirty?”

      She nodded, her eyes wide as she looked down at me between her legs.

      “Because it feels fucking good when I lick your naughty little ass, and you feel like a dirty girl for liking it.”

      She moaned, nodding as the whimper tumbled from her lips.

      “So maybe you’re not such a good girl at all, baby girl,” I purred. “Maybe you’re a naughty girl. Because only naughty girls like their asses getting licked.”

      I swirled my tongue across her little ring again, and she moaned so fucking sweetly that I could feel my cock lurch. Precum pumped from my swollen head, dripping onto the floor as my cock throbbed between my legs. I tongued her harder, pressing my tongue against her and making her writhe in pleasure. Her hips bucked against my mouth, her fingers tightening almost painfully in my hair.

      “Oh fuck, professor!”

      I brought my hand up, my thumb rubbing her swollen clit in slow circles matching the tempo of my tongue on her asshole. I groaned, moving faster, and feeling her body start to tremble against me.

      A dark hunger roared through my mind.

      I wanted more.

      I licked her harder, my thumb working her clit in deliberate circles as I dragged her right to the edge of her climax. I moved faster, licking and teasing her and coaxing her higher. Cora moaned, her whole body trembling as it rocked off the counter, bucking against my mouth.

      “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!”

      “You want to come with my tongue on this naughty little ass, don’t you?” I growled fiercely. “You want to come like a dirty girl should, with your professor’s tongue on your asshole and his fingers on your naughty pussy.”

      Her body rocked harder and harder, trembling and tightening as she teetered on the edge.

      “Come for me,” I growled into her, swirling my tongue around and around. “Fucking come for me, baby girl.”

      She went off like a bomb. She screamed her orgasm into the hot, steamy air of the bathroom, her whole body rippling and tensing as her hips rocked against my mouth. Her fingers clawed at my hair, her hips bucking against my face again and again as the climax tore through her.

      Slowly, I pulled away, kissing her thigh and then her hip, and then moving higher as I stood. My mouth found her sensitive neck, making her gasp as I nibbled her skin.

      “Turn around, angel,” I rasped into her ear.

      Cora nodded eagerly, her hand sliding over my rock hard body as I helped her off the counter and spun her around. I pushed her against the vanity, pinning her against it as I brought a hand up between her legs. I stroked her sticky, slick, dripping wet pussy with two fingers, rolling them over her clit. I eased them away, and I growled as I eased my cock against her, my thick, swollen head gliding over her slippery wet pussy.

      “Now it’s my turn,” I purred into her ear.

      I pushed inside, making her cry out as I buried half of my thick cock inside of her in one stroke. I paused, choking for air with my head spinning at the feel of pure, slick, velvety heaven wrapped tight around my dick. I grit my teeth as I pushed the rest of the way inside, easing every inch inside until I was buried to the hilt.

      I eased out, groaning as her slick little cunt gripped me so tight, her wet heat milking me. I drove back in slowly, letting her feel every single inch of my cock as I claimed her as my own.

      “You like that little pussy getting filled, don’t you?” I groaned. “You like getting this pretty cunt fucked like a bad girl.”

      Cora moaned in pleasure, her hair tumbling across her face and her hands clawing at the mirror in front of us.

      “Yes! Oh fuck, yes daddy!”

      I froze, my blood turning to fire in my veins and my cock swelling up hard as steel inside of her.

      Cora gasped, one hand flying to her mouth as she glanced back at me. “Oh, God, sorry, I—”

      My lips crushed to hers, my hand tangling in her hair and pulling her against me as I kissed her with every ounce of fire inside of me. She moaned wildly into my mouth, her pussy rippling along my length as I ground it deep between her legs.

      “Daddy, hmm?”

      She blushed, biting her lip.

      “That who you want to be a dirty girl for?” I hissed, grinding my cock deep inside. “You want to be a dirty girl for daddy?”

      She moaned so deeply, her pussy gripping me tight as I started to slide out and then drive deep back inside. I started to move my hips faster, fucking her tight little pussy with my thick cock as she wailed in pleasure.

      But I had more in mind. I’d seen what I wanted, and now, I was going to have it.

      I pulled out, sliding back and letting my cock tease up over her ass.

      Cora’s eyes went wide in the steamy fogged mirror.

      “Oh, fuck…”

      “You want to show me how bad you can be, baby girl?”

      She’s panting, her eyes hungry and locked on mine through the mirror as she slowly nodded.

      “Yes daddy.”

      I groaned, my cock throbbing against her ring.

      “You want me to slide my big cock in this tight little ass?”

      “Yes,” she hissed, her body trembling as she pushed back against me.

      “Have you ever had a man back here?”

      Shook her head quickly, blushing, and my blood roared.

      Mine. This was mine to claim. Forget the consequences, or the fallout. There was no way I was stopping. There was no way I could ever stop with her.

      I eased my slick cock head against her asshole, and she tensed.

      “I’m not going to hurt you, angel,” I whispered into her ear, kissing the side of her neck slowly and letting her melt into me. One hand held her firmly by the hip, the other gripping my thick cock tight as I eased the slick head against her ass.

      “Just relax for me, baby. Relax and open that little ass for daddy.”

      We both groaned as my thick, swollen crown pressed against her center.

      “Reach back, baby girl.”

      Cora whimpered as she brought her arms back, her fingers gripping her ass, like she knew what I wanted.

      “Open wide. Open up for daddy.”

      Her panting moans filled the room as the blood roared in my ears. I eased against her, so slowly and so gently, until suddenly, my big thick head slipped inside, and she gasped.

      “There we go,” I growled, my hands holding her hips tightly. I eased inside, another inch slipping in, and Cora moaned.

      “Oh fuck, daddy!”

      I growled, sliding my big dick into her tight little ass, feeling her muscles and her ring tighten and grip at me so damn tightly. One of her hands slid to her own hips, entwining with my fingers there and gripping my hand tightly. The other one slid up the mirror in front of us, her palm against the glass.

      I kept going, easing more and more inside, until every damn inch of my big cock was buried to the hilt in her sweet little ass. My hands gripped her thighs, and slowly, I eased out until just the head was inside. We both moaned, panting in the steamy room before I slowly started to slide my cock back into her ass.

      “Oh God, that feels so fucking good,” she breathed, her fingers clawing at the mirror and her ass gripping me so tightly. I could feel the cum boiling in my balls as I slowly eased in and out, fucking her tight little hole with deep, even thrusts. I reached around her hips, and when my fingers slid over her throbbing clit, she started to moan even louder.

      “See, bad girls get their naughty, bratty asses fucked by daddy for fooling around with his friends,” I hissed into her ear, her body trembling against mine as I drove my cock deep. “Did you like fucking two of them at once? Did you like two big, older men filling you with their thick cocks from both ends, and fucking you like a dirty girl?”

      “Oh fuck, yes!” she screamed, thrusting back to meet my hips. I slid my hand up from her hip to cup her full tits, teasing her nipples as I rolled the fingers of my other hand over her clit. My thick cock drove deep inside of her clenching, hot little ass, her ring squeezing me so fucking tightly as her pussy dripped her desire into my hand.

      “Two big dicks, all for you, hmm?” I groaned, my hips crashing into her ass as I filled her with my cock. “Greedy girl.”

      Cora moaned deeply, her body clenching tight as her breath came hard and ragged.

      “In fact,” I whispered darkly in her ear. “I bet a greedy little dirty girl like you would want three.”

      Cora’s moan caught in her throat, and her whole body started to tremble and tense up.

      “Next time,” I growled into her neck. “Next time, maybe all three of us will fuck you together. Maybe all three of us will feel those big pouty lips wrapped around our cocks. And feel that tight, pretty little pussy slide down every inch of us. Maybe next time, you’ll get three daddies fucking your naughty little ass to teach you a lesson.”

      Her ass clamped down tight on my cock, her whole body started to shake, and her fingers clawed at the mirror in front of her.

      “Come for me, baby girl,” I growled savagely, driving my cock deep inside of her ass. “Come for daddy.”

      The orgasm hit her like a hurricane, shattering through her whole body. She moaned, her cries of pleasure filling the room and mixing with my animalistic roars as I plunged balls-deep in her tight college-girl ass and just fucking let go.

      Hot, sticky cum pumped from my cock, splashing inside of her and filling her up to the brim with my seed. I groaned, my teeth nipping at her ear as I shot rope after thick rope of cum deep inside of her ass, until the two of us sank together, panting.

      Lost.

      I. Was. Lost in this girl.

      I didn’t know what that meant, or where this all went with all three of us being into her, but I knew there was no turning back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        Cora

      

    
    
      The house was quiet.

      My head spun, a million thoughts scattering through my mind after what happened earlier. After he’d made me cum with his cock deep in my ass, Garret had run the shower, dragged me in there, and pulled me back into his arms. That time, he’d gone slow, using his fingers and his tongue on my clit to make me come once again.

      He’d gone out after, though he barely got out the door with his lips pretty much permanently seared to mine, kissing me wildly against the back door downstairs until he’d finally pulled away.

      And then, I was alone. Garret was out. Nolan and Max were also mysteriously missing from the house. First, I did some classwork I needed to get done. Then I aimlessly binged some shows on Netflix. I texted Kenzie, but then remembered when I got zero response back that Wilder and Lincoln — her two men — were back in town, which I’m sure meant she was…occupied.

      My face burned at the thought of me teasing her the other day about “running all over the house having threesomes.” I mean, pot, kettle, black, right? I sucked my lip between my teeth, my body glowing at everything that’d happened since then — at Max and Nolan taking me together on the couch, and making me explode in ways I’d never imagined. And then of Garret — stern, rough, dominant Garret, turning me into a fucking puddle and then taking my ass for the first time.

      I blushed at the memories, but quickly, the blush turned to something much hotter and fiercer.

      I slid down onto the couch, tossing the tv remote aside as I remembered everything — everything. The way Nolan and Max had taken me together, two big cocks sliding into me and making me come so fucking hard. I thought about Garret’s tongue on my ass, and then of bending me over and fucking it. God I felt so fucking dirty with what had happened. But then, I also felt something else.

      I felt like I was part of something. It felt comfortable, and like what had happened was all meant to happen. Really, it kind of felt like my first night at Nolan’s house — the way I’d felt so protected, and like I was home. But then, there were now three men — three men who hadn’t just taken me physically, but had also gotten in deep in my heart.

      But holy shit, I’d slept with all three of them in the last three days.

      I felt my body tingle. God, who was I? And they were friends, too. Max and Nolan, well, that had been resolved it seemed. But then there was Garret. He knew about what I’d done with his friends, but was he really okay with it?

      …Was I okay with being in the middle of three of them, when they all had this history together before me?

      The house was too quiet, and with my scattered thoughts roaring through me, I shook my head as I sprang from the couch. Fresh air is what I needed. Fresh air and a swim.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The pool in Nolan’s backyard felt amazing. So did the half glass of red wine I’d poured myself from his liquor cart. I knew I had a bathing suit somewhere, but in all of my moves, and crashing with friends, it’d disappeared from my suitcase. Maybe it was in my car, but I wasn’t going to go check, even if I’d moved it to Nolan’s driveway.

      Instead, I was nude, and it felt incredible..

      I mean, screw it — no one could see me. None of the neighbors had a view into Nolan’s backyard through the trees, and there was a fence besides that. The fact that it was dark outside save for the low, glowing lights from under the water gave the whole thing this erotic edge, and I felt the water tease over my bare skin as I slid through the pool.

      And yet, all I could think of was them — specifically, them touching me, and kissing me, and taking me the way they had. I thought of Garret’s filthy words, and the heat tingled between my legs.

      “Next time, maybe all three of us will fuck you together. Maybe all three of us will feel those big pouty lips wrapped around our cocks. And feel that tight, pretty little pussy slide down every inch of us. Maybe next time, you’ll get three daddies fucking your naughty little ass to teach you a lesson.”

      I’d come almost the second he’d said it before, the thought of all three big, gorgeous, muscled, dominant men taking me together sending me over the edge. And there in the pool, I imagined it again — how dirty and yet how fucking hot it would be to be in the middle of all three of them.

      I made it another thirty seconds in the pool before there was no denying that it was much more than the water making me wet.

      I stepped out, toweling off as my pulse raced and my mind whirled. I wrapped a terry cloth I’d found in Nolan’s master bathroom around myself, the fact that it was his almost like an extra tease on my skin. I sank back into the pool chair and raised the glass of red wine to my lips.

      All three of them.

      Yikes.

      Yeah, it was beyond dirty. It was into darkest fantasy territory. What if it came to that? What if I let them have everything, together? The mental image of all three gorgeous, older men slowly peeling my clothes off, and sliding their hands over me had me panting in seconds. I imagined three mouths teasing over my skin — six hands pinning me down as they made me moan.

      Three big, thick cocks, all for me.

      I gasped as I sank deeper into the pool chair, taking another big sip of wine before I set it down. The robe fell open, but I didn’t do a thing to fix that. I shivered, feeling the night air on my bare skin as my dirty thoughts pumped through me. My hands slid to my skin, fingers teasing down my body as I closed my eyes and let the fantasy take over.

      There was something so illicit, so naughty about being naked like this outside. I knew no one could see me, but still, I wasn’t ever naked outside of my bedroom or the shower. I grinned to myself, bringing my hands up to slide up over my torso, feeling the soft slope of my breasts as my fingers slipped up the underside of them and over my hard, pink little nipples. I sighed as my fingers teased over them, pulling them lightly and bringing a gasp to my lips. I let my legs splay out wide as I sat back in the deep couch, bringing my knees up slightly.

      Keeping a hand on my breast to cup and squeeze at it, I let my other hand tease down my body, down over my belly, and across my thigh to my pussy. There on the pool chair, I groaned as my fingers slid across my slick lips. With a gasp, I pushed my finger lower, dipping it into my folds as I groaned.

      I couldn’t help it. I thought of them.

      As I moaned and let myself sink back into the couch, thinking of the three gorgeous, older men whose house I was in. I thought of the way Nolan’s eyes had flashed over me, hungrily, full of burning desire and need in a way I’d never felt before, that first night at the bar. I thought of how he’d taken me, like he was claiming me as his own. I remembered Max kicking in Matt’s door, and standing up for me. I remembered the way he’d grabbed me into his lap, the way his fierce kisses had left me breathless and how his strong fingers had left me aching for more.

      I remembered the two of them spanking me, and talking to me with such filthy words that my panties had practically melted. My body trembled, and my fingers moved in and out of my slick, aching pussy as I remember how the gorgeous professor and the hunky football legend had fucked me together, making me come like nothing else ever.

      And then I thought of Garret — Garret and his perfect, military-hardened body crashing into me, and then him putting his mouth all over me and making me lose my fucking mind. I moaned louder, the robe falling open completely as both my hands slid between my legs, rolling my clit and plunging my fingers in and out. I thought of how he’d taken my ass for the first time — how he’d somehow both demanded and asked at the same time — how he’d made me feel like a princess and a slut all at once in a way that’d made me beg for more.

      I groaned as I sank a finger deep into my pussy, feeling my sticky wetness flood around my hand. I pictured all three of them now — all three of them surrounding me, their strong hands ripping my clothes off and teasing me, their mouths over every inch of my skin. I imagined three big cocks, hard and throbbing against my body, and all for me.

      I slid a second finger inside, moaning loudly — maybe because of the wine or because of my own pure excitement. I began to plunge my two fingers deeply into my hot, dripping cunt, curling them up inside me and rubbing against that sweet spot as I moaned. I flexed up, pushing my hips against the palm of my hand as I fingered myself, rubbing my aching clit against my hand. My other fingers teased around the edges of my areolas, pinching and pulling at my aching nipples as I fucked myself.

      I began to get louder and louder, more and more turned on as I bucked up against my hand. I had my legs spread as wide as I could get them, my feet up in the air as I gasped and moaned and fingered my aching cunt with thrusting, plunging fingers. I let myself go completely, and started to let the fantasy get wilder and wilder. I pictured not their fingers, but their cocks, hard and ready for me. I imagined Nolan pounding into me like this, holding my legs up as he buried his cock in my pussy and fucked me senseless. I gasped as I brought my fingers up from my breasts and sucked them between my lips, moaning and sucking on them as if they were a cock — Garret’s cock, in my mind.

      Fuck, I tried to imagine Max joining in, with all three of them claiming me together and fucking me like some sort of sex goddess. My brow creased in pleasure and my muscles began to tighten. I could feel my toes start to curl as I felt my body wrench itself towards that edge and that sweet release, my breath catching in my throat. My fingers began to blur, making wet sounds as they plunged in and out of my pussy as I felt myself begin to fall, tumbling over the edge.

      I gasped as I came, moaning out into the darkness and thinking of nothing but all three of them as my orgasm tore through me. My breath ragged, I groaned, and slowly opened my eyes.

      I gasped.

      My heart jumped into my throat, and I shrieked and shoved myself backwards, grabbing the robe and yanking it back closed as I jumped to my feet.

      There, standing at the edge of the pool’s patio, were Max, Nolan, and Garret. And all three of them were staring at me with heavy, hungry looks etched across their faces. We stood in silence for one second — me panting, clutching my robe shut. And then the three big, gorgeous, sexy older guys, eyed me like I was dinner.

      Nolan made a tsking sound as he shook his head.

      “Drinking, huh?”

      “I only had a few sip—”

      He shook his head, his heated gaze sending a tingle through me as it melted into me.

      “And just laying around outside playing with that naughty little pussy for anyone to see, hmm?” Max growled, his arms folding over his muscled chest.

      My eyes darted between them. Wait, they were all here. And there wasn’t any yelling. There were no fists being thrown. They weren’t tearing apart as friends. No, they were just all looking at me with those intense, fiery gazes, and slowly, they started to move towards me.

      “Such a bad girl,” Garret growled out, reaching up and starting to unbutton his shirt. I gasped quietly a shiver of pure heat teasing through me, making the desire pool between my legs.

      “And I think this little bad girl needs to be punished.”

      “Definitely needs a lesson,” Max purred, peeling his shirt off and tossing it away.

      Oh God, yes…

      “I think this little brat needs a daddy,” Nolan said quietly, his shirt dropping to the ground as they all moved even closer.

      “Actually, I think she might be so naughty that she needs three.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        Cora

      

    
    
      I shivered as the three of them moved towards me, my eyes darting from Nolan, to Garret, to Max. Fire sparked in all three of their eyes — heat, passion, want.

      But no anger. No jealousy. No bitterness. No, all I saw there was the fierce desire I’d seen in each of them before, and this time, it was all three of them moving towards me with that look across their faces.

      “Sit,” Garret commanded, his gaze hungry as he reached for his belt.

      I nodded, biting my lip as I did what he said.

      “Here’s the deal,” Nolan said quietly. “All three of us, the way we feel about you?” His jaw twitched as he shook his head. “There’s no backing down from that, and there’s no compromise.” He glanced at his friends and then back at me. “This is new ground for us, but here it is: no choosing. We all want you, Cora. We’re all fucking crazy about you. Obsessed, fucking out of our minds. But we won’t let there be one ‘winner’ here. Not with our friendship, and not when it comes to you.”

      My eyes flicked to Garret. “Did you…”

      “They know,” he purred. “We put all the cards on the table.”

      They moved around me sitting there on the pool chair, and as I looked up and let my gaze drift over them, I felt my breath catch in my throat.

      No choosing.

      “What are you saying?” I whispered, barely ready to even comprehend what I thought they meant.

      “We mean we come together, or not at all,” Max said heatedly. “Like Nolan said, this is new fucking ground for us, but we’re ready to go there for you. We’ve got nothing to hide from each other, and when it comes to you, there’s no jealousy — there can’t be. So, we all want you, together.”

      “Together,” I whispered, my pulse roaring in my ears. Suddenly, every filthy fantasy scenario from earlier came rushing back to me.

      All three of them. Mine.

      “So, you’d share,” I whispered.

      Garret groaned, pulling his belt away and then reaching down to tug my robe open. I gasped, letting him pull it away, and slowly, my nude body was bared to them.

      “Yeah,” he growled. “It means we’re going to share. It means you’re going to have three daddies to keep you in line.”

      I panted, my eyes darting to Max and Nolan, who were also pulling their pants open.

      Oh God. Oh my God, yes.

      “If you need time to think—”

      “Yes,” I whispered heatedly, cutting Max off. “Yes.”

      And it was like a dam breaking.

      I moaned as the three of them fell on me, a flurry of pants pulling off and my robe being tugged from my body. Nolan kissed me fiercely, his tongue dueling with mine as four other hands slid down my body to tease over my skin. He pulled away as Max took his place, kissing my lips hard enough to bruise as his hand slid up to cup my breasts. Garret’s mouth was on my neck, biting and sucking and making me moan into Max, before he pulled me away from his friend and claimed my lips himself.

       

      I wanted this. I wanted this more than anything ever. And I wanted them most of all.

      As Garret kissed me, I moaned as I felt two other mouths start to kiss down my body. A pair of masculine lips wrapped around each nipple, sucking them teasingly as tongue swirled over the pink buds. Two hands slid down my tummy, sliding to my thighs and pulling my legs wide apart on the pool chair. Both hands moved higher, and when both men touched me there, I cried out into Garret’s mouth.

      A thick finger eased inside of me, curling and stroking in and out of my slick, hot pussy as the other man moved to my clit. I wasn’t even sure who was who with being preoccupied with kissing Garret, but when the other man began to tease my clit while his friend fingered my pussy, I started to melt for them.

      Garret moved down my neck, making me gasp as I glanced down to see Nolan and Max between my legs. They growled, pulling my legs wide apart and pushing them up as they both moved in. Nolan’s tongue dragged over my pussy, making me writhe in pleasure. He tongued me slowly, pushing it deep between my folds and lapping at my honey before he slid it higher to tease my clit. Max went low, his mouth teasing down the back of my thigh before I felt him move in. When his tongue danced over my forbidden ring, I bucked against them and screamed in pleasure.

      Garret moved to my breast, his lips fastening around one nipple and his tongue swirling over it. He shoved his pants down and kicked them away, and when I glanced down to see his thick cock spring up against his chiseled abs, my mouth watered. I reached for him, my small fingers curling around his huge girth, stroking him slowly as he growled into my chest. Max and Nolan’s tongues moved faster, fluttering and teasing and demanding the pleasure from my body. Six hands pinned me down, three mouths relentlessly driving me higher and higher, until I was moaning and writhing in pleasure under them.

      I felt Max pull away, Nolan pushing my legs wide apart with both strong hands. His tongue dragged over me, teasing me from my clit down to my asshole, and then back up, making my whole body explode with pleasure. I could feel Max move up, kicking his own pants away as his mouth moved to my other breast across from Garret. I groaned as a second mouth began to tease at my nipples, sending me reeling in pleasure as the three men roamed their tongues over my skin. I reached for Max, my hand curling around his thick, bulging shafts. I whimpered, melting into the chair as Nolan’s mouth drove me wild and I stroked my fingers up two thick cocks. I could feel their throbbing, velvety hardness under my fingers, and knowing this was all for me had me shuddering in desire.

      Part of me had no idea what I was doing, but then in a way, I did know. I was driving on impulse, and letting myself fall into this crazy, amazing, head-spinning thing the four of us had — knowing it was wrong, but knowing it was also so right — too right to say no to. The three big, hung, gorgeous older men attacked my young body with their mouths with a raw hunger, sending me gasping towards that edge.

      Garret stood, and when I opened my eyes, I whimpered. His hand stroked his throbbing cock right above my upturned face, a smoldering fire in his eyes as he watched me gasp, writhe, and moan under the ministrations of the other two men. Slowly, locking eyes with me, he angled his cock down towards my face. I felt my pulse throb in my ears, my breath coming faster and faster as Nolan’s tongue pushed me higher and higher.

      I opened my mouth as he touched my lips with the hot, bulbous head of his big dick. With a moan, I titled my head back further, opening up my mouth as he groaned and pushed himself past my wet pouty lips. I moaned around him, swirling my tongue around his fat head and feeling my mind reel at the salty sweet taste of him.

      “Oh fuck yes, baby girl,” he groaned as I slurped on the head of his cock, tonguing the slit at the head and sucking at him with my lips. My other hand stayed right on Max, slowly stroking him as his mouth roamed over my breasts and my neck.

      Between my legs, Nolan’s tongue began to dance over my clit, and between him, and Max biting my neck, and Garret’s big cock stretching my lips wide, it was all too much. My whole body shuddered as I came, moaning over and over as my body shook with an orgasm. My small hands pumped the huge cocks I held on to fast, and I swirled my tongue around and around Garret’s cock as I shuddered through my climax.

      Nolan stood, kicking his jeans away, and I felt his throbbing cock slip against my thigh as he moved forward. He grabbed my hips and let his thick, swollen cock head nestle against my slick opening.

      “Last chance, angel,” he growled, looking deep into my eyes. “Because after this, you’re ours, always. After this, we’re never going to let you go.”

      My eyes locked with his, and I nodded, panting.

      “I’m already yours,” I whispered, glancing at Max and Garret too. “I’m already all of yours.”

      Nolan groaned as he pushed forward, and my eyes went wide, my whole body melting in pleasure as I felt him drive into me. I gasped as he pushed inside, feeling the lips of my pussy stretch wide as his girth inched into me. I whimpered as he slid in, his big dick a tight fit for sure, but I was so wet that he just slid in. His hands at my hips dug into my skin, hard enough to leave marks as he rocked his hips forward and crammed that beautiful cock into me.

      My hands were still on Garret and Max’s throbbing cocks to the side, and as Nolan slid all the way in, I began to pump them again, slowly. Max stood, groaning as he pushed his cock towards my mouth, and I willingly opened my lips as he pushed it inside. Instantly, my mind went back to my dirty fantasy from earlier, when I’d pictured these men doing just this to me. I’d wondered how it would feel for them take me all at once — to stretch me wide, and claim me, and how it would feel to get taken by all three of them together.

      And now, I was going to find out.

      The sheer naughtiness of what I was doing rippled through me — there I was with three older men, two who were my professors, and another a famous football player. I mean, it was like something out of a filthy fantasy, but it really was happening to me.

      Nolan began to slide out, my lips gripping him as he pulled every slick, throbbing inch of his cock out of my hot little pussy. I whimpered as just the head was left inside, wanting it, needing him to fill me again. He grinned, and with a solid, powerful stroke, he buried that incredible cock in me to the hilt. I moaned loudly around Max’s dick as Nolan began to fuck me then, hard. His hips and his chiseled abdomen began to buck into me, his legs pushing mine wide apart as he fucked my eager little cunt with powerful strokes.

      On my other side, Garret stroked his cock against my cheek. I whimpered, feeling so fucking slutty and so dirty in the most amazing way as I pulled my mouth from Max and turned to wrap my lips around his friend. Hungrily I sucked him in, swirling my tongue over his head as I slobbered over his shaft.

      “Open those lips, princess,” Max groaned, reaching down to tease my nipples with his fingers. Between my legs, Nolan’s thick cock slid deep, grinding into me and making me moan around Garret. Max pushed his cock towards me, and I whimpered as I turned my head, bringing them close together and stroking both big, thick cocks in my hands. The two men growled in pleasure as I slipped my mouth from one to the other, letting my tongue dance between them. I teased both of them, licking the thick white precum that leaked from both of their swollen cock heads and letting it trickle over my tongue.

      Nolan slowly eased out from between my legs, his muscles rippling and his hand stroking his slick cock, throbbing huge and glistening from my sticky pussy. He pulled me up away from the other two, kissing me slowly as he let his fingers tease over my clit.

      “You ready for more, baby?” he growled. “You ready for all three of us to fill you up like you’ve never felt, and make you come like you’ve never even dreamed?”

      “Fuck yes,” I moaned, attacking his mouth with my lips and kissing him fiercely.

      “Better watch that dirty mouth,” Garret growled behind me, his hands sliding over my body.

      I pulled away from Nolan and turned to him, my face flushed and my pulse racing. “Why, you going to wash my mouth out with soap, daddy?” I whispered sweetly.

      Garret’s jaw twitched, and his eyes blazed as he shook his head. “No, baby girl, but keep it up and I’ll find something else to fill your mouth with.”

      I moaned softly. “That a promise?”

      He groaned as his fingers slid into my hair and pulled me into his mouth, kissing me fiercely.

      Under me, Nolan’s hands slid up my thighs, pulling and when he lifted my ass and pulled me into his lap, I gasped as I felt his thick, throbbing shaft tease against my pussy. He lifted me up, dragging my slippery slit up and down his glistening shaft until finally, he sank the head inside of me. We both groaned as I sank down onto him, my tight little pussy stretching around him. Nolan spun us, moving to lay back on the big pool lounger with me straddling his hips, and slowly, I started to ride him.

      “There we go, angel,” he growled, his gaze fierce and his hands on my ass as I started to slide up and down every inch of him. “Gobble up every inch. Take every bit of me deep in that sweet little cunt.”

      I whimpered, throwing my head back as I moved faster. Garret moved towards me, stroking his cock as he watched me ride his friend. I moaned, opening my mouth as he slid his swollen crown across my lips and over my tongue. I could feel Max move behind me, and when his lips started to tease down my spine, I shivered in ecstasy. He moved lower, bending me over until I was flat to Nolan’s chest. When his tongue delved between my cheeks and twirled over my tight little ring, I cried out, and when he started to gently fuck me with it, I went to pieces. He tongued my ass as Nolan ground into me, my hand stroking Garret.

      Slowly, Max stood, and when I felt him move behind me, my eyes went wide.

      Oh fuck, this was going to happen. I was really going to take all three of them at once. The fat, swollen head of his big dick teased against my little ring, making me shiver, and making my breath catch. Nolan’s hands tightened on my ass, spreading me wide for his friend as my body crackled with this electric excitement.

      “Open wide, baby girl,” Max growled into my ear, adding pressure as he stroked his cock. “Open that pretty little ass up for daddy and let me in. Let me feel how tight this naughty little ass is.”

      I cried out, panting as I felt his thick head slowly ease inside. He slid past my tight ring, and when I felt him enter me, my jaw dropped as the low groan of pleasure escaped my mouth.

      Oh fuck.

      So full. I felt so amazingly and fantastically full as he started to glide inside. His thickness stretched me open, going slow as he gave me inch after inch. Both his hands and Nolan’s gripped me tight, pinning me between them as Max’s big dick slowly entered my ass. He kept going, groaning into my ear as he fed every inch up my ass, until I could feel his heavy balls resting against me.

      “Now open wide,” Max purred into my ear. His hand wrapped in my hair, pulling me up as he kissed the middle of my shoulder blades. Garret moved forward, his hands sliding up and down his cock. My lips parted, he slid his head across my tongue, and my lips closed around him.

      And just like that, all three of them had me.

      The three men groaned, muscles rippling against me as three sets of hands holding me, and stroking me, and teasing over my skin. Slowly, I felt Max and Nolan start to slide out of me, both moving in unison as they slid out and then back in, making me groan around Garret’s thickness as they both filled me up again. Max’s lips teased down my back, his hands holding my hips tightly. Nolan’s mouth found my breasts, his lips and tongue teasing my nipples as his hands stroked my thighs. And Garret stood over me, his abs rippling and his eyes fierce as he watched my wet lips glide up and down his throbbing cock, his hands tangled in my hair.

      We started to move together, like we were four bodies with one mind. Pleasure exploded through me like I’d never in a million years even imagined. The feeling of being so full, and so taken, and so wanted by these men was like this fire that burned through me, making me lose myself and my mind as the three of them started to claim me together. Hands gripped me tight, pulling me, pinning me, stroking me as three big, thick, beautiful cocks slid in and out of me. I could feel Max start to move faster, his swollen cock sliding deep inside of me over and over. Under me, Nolan’s body clenched tight, his hands holding me firmly as he drove his cock up into my slick, tight little pussy.

      The men started to move faster, no longer being so delicate with me and just starting to fuck me. It was like they were losing control, and the rush of that had my whole body exploding with pleasure as I rocked my hips against them. I moaned wildly around Garret, swirling my tongue around his crown and sucking him as deep as I could as his two friends filled me to the hilt.

      “Fuck, angel,” Nolan groaned, his tongue dancing over my nipples as his cock drove into me. My clit teased over his shaft with every thrust, and I could feel my sticky wetness dripping down his glistening shaft.

      “Fuck, I can feel your greedy little pussy sucking the cum from my balls. I can feel how much you want it. You like getting fucked like a bad girl by three older men? You like that tight little body getting claimed by all three of us? I bet it feels so fucking tight, with that big cock in your ass. And I know you want to come, angel. I know you want to know what it feels like to come with three cocks stretching you out and filling you up like nothing ever has and like nothing else ever will.”

      “You’re ours now, princess,” Max groaned into my ear, making me moan so deeply. “No other man is ever going to take you away from us. No other man is going to know the feeling of this tight little ass squeezing his cock so good, or of that velvety little cunt sliding up and down his cock. One of his hands slid up into my hair, bobbing me up and down his friend’s cock as I started to go to pieces between the three of them.

      “Fuck, keep that up and you’re going to make me come, Cora,” Garret growled, throwing his head back. “You keep sucking my cock like that and you’re going to make daddy fill that pretty little mouth with his cum.”

      I was falling. The rush of it all blazed through me, and I could feel myself tumbling faster and faster towards the edge of a climax unlike anything I’d ever known. Pleasure exploded through me, every muscles in my body clenching up tight as all three of them started to fuck me harder, and faster, until I knew there was no turning back. Nolan’s fingers brushed my clit as he drove his thick cock in and out of me, and Max’s hands tightened on my ass as he started to thrust every inch deep inside. The heat and the fire inside grew hotter and hotter, until suddenly, everything started to blur.

      The orgasm hit like a bomb in slow motion. White light and ecstasy exploded through me, every nerve in my body igniting. I pulled away from Garret and screamed in pleasure, everything rippling and shuddering through me as I crashed right over that edge. Nolan roared, and when he drove his cock deep inside of me, I could feel him start to come — his thick seed pumping deep inside of me, filling my little pussy to the brim.

      Max groaned, his hands holding me so tight as he drove every inch of his cock deep in my ass and just let go. I cried out, feeling his hot spurts of sticky cum pumping deep in my ass. Pleasure rolled through me, and I clenched and shook and trembled between them, feeling like I was floating as the two big men held me in their big strong arms and filled me with every drop of their sticky seed.

      I trembled as I felt Max kiss my back, slowly pulling out of me, his hands stroking my skin. I panted as Nolan helped me off of him, whimpered as he kissed me gently and they turned me onto my back on the chair. But when Garret moved between my legs, his eyes blazing with heat, I knew I wasn’t done.

      I knew I wanted more.

      “My turn,” he growled lowly, stroking his huge, slick, throbbing cock as he moved between my thighs. I moaned, wrapping my legs around his muscled, grooved hips as he moved in, teasing me with his head.

      “I think dirty girls need extra cum,” he growled. He eased his cock into my slick, messy pussy, making me cry out as he drove deep. I could feel Nolan’s hot cum leaking out of me as Garret started to fuck me, and the thought was so filthy and so hot that my body never really even came down from the orgasm. It felt like I was riding this wave and Garret started to drive in and out, his hands holding my hips and his heavy balls slapping my ass with every thrust. His mouth crushed to mine, and I moaned wildly into his kiss as his big cock fucked me hard and deep.

      I panted faster, moaning wildly as I felt the heat start to ignite inside of me again. I’d barely come down from before, but I knew I was going to explode all over again.

      “That’s it, baby girl,” Garret growled into my lips, his cock swelling up even thicker and his muscles straining. “Come again for me. Come all over daddy’s cock.”

      Oh fuck.

      I screamed as the second climax thundered through me, my legs wrapping tight and locking around his hips. My hands clawed down his back, and I threw my head back as the orgasm tumbled through me. Garret groaned, and when he drove his thick cock deep in my sticky, slippery pussy, I felt him explode. Thick ropes of cum pulsed inside of me, filling me for the third time as he emptied his balls against my womb. I clung to him, gasping through my own climax as he ground so deep and held me so tight.

      I was barely aware of them picking me up, and carrying me inside. Nolan’s master bathroom had a tub, and I was dimly aware of kissing Max slowly, perched on his lap, a Nolan filled the tub with water. The three of them lowered me into it, letting me sink into the steamy, soapy water. Six hands soaped me, and stroked my skin, and washed my hair. Three lips gently kissed mine as they rinsed me clean, and scooped me back up.

      And three incredible men made me feel so warm, and so protected, and so part of something, and so loved, as we all sank into a big bed. I closed my eyes to three men holding me close, and slowly, I fell asleep, even with my heart beating faster than it ever had before.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        Max

      

    
    
      Outside the President of the College’s office, I took a deep breath. I looked around the grounds of Gilman College, shaking my head and smiling quietly.

      Man, it was a hell of a tempting offer.

      College for me had been a fucking whirlwind of practice schedules, training, drills, and navigating the politics of college sports and meeting with agents and talent scouts. I’d partied a lot — less than a lot of guys, but more than I should have. I didn’t have any regrets per se, but I knew if I could go back, I’d do it differently. I’d study more. I’d learn more, and soak up the knowledge being offered to me.

      I’d treat it more like Cora treated it, with this wide-eyed wonder and thirst for learning.

      But then, here I was with an offer to come back. Gilman College was offering me the position of athletics director for the whole school. And the more I thought about it, the more I wondered why the hell I wouldn’t take it. The salary was competitive, but then, I didn’t need the money after the career I’d had. But it could still be fun, and wildly fulfilling.

      Gilman wasn’t a huge sports school, but they had a pretty damn awesome football program with some real potential given the right love and support. It wasn’t U of Alabama or anything like that, but shit, I didn’t need the glory like that either. I just wanted to see the game I loved so much get the backing it deserved.

      But there was something else, something which weighed the decision a little more to the other side.

      Cora.

      This was already sordid enough with Garret and Nolan being her professors. Fuck, if I became faculty, too? I mean, it was a small thing at this point, but damn, somehow it felt like it’d be breaking the last fail-safe — the last breaking mechanism being taken away.

      But then, who cared? What we had was dangerous, and wild. But hell, it was the best thing that had ever happened to any of us. I’d never felt like this about anyone. Not a single woman had ever lit me up like Cora did. And I knew it was the same for my buddies. Nolan — shut off, closed up Nolan who never had time to date even casually was fucking head over heels for her. And Garret? Garret who’d almost made the mistake of his life with Melanie had found something I’d always wanted for him.

      And it still wasn’t weird. It was still working just fine, two weeks later. Cora was full-time living at the house, Garret was making no attempt to find a new place, and my “visit” had pretty much turned permanent.

      And it was great. There was no jealousy, none of that. And it’s not like we had this twenty-four-hour fourway fuck-fest going on. Well, close, but we had time alone with her too. Or time when it was just two of us and her. But when I was watching her with Garret or Nolan, it didn’t bring out any sort of macho protective shit, because they were like brothers to me. Fuck, any other man and I’d be going to jail for murder. But with them, it just felt natural.

      And fuck was it good. We just all meshed perfectly, like this one unit made up of four people, and I couldn’t even imagine life without her or what we had. I didn’t know where we’d go from here, but that was one of the reasons the offer was so tempting. Of course I wanted to stay here, and keep this going. And getting a position here that gave me a reason to stay was the first step.

      Well, she was the reason for me to stay. But the job would keep me busy when I couldn’t put my hands on her.

      Would we all live in Nolan’s place? I mean it was a pretty decent-sized house, but eventually, it’d feel a little small with four of us living there full time. Even if we all mostly shared one bed, I thought with a chuckle.

      But then, we needed space. She needed space. I got that. Maybe more than the other two did. She was head over heels for us, and I wasn’t worried about anything, but she needed to have her own room, and space to do her own stuff.

      I shook my head. Damn, here I was talking about the future, and about buying a bigger house, and starting our lives with her.

      …How the hell had I gotten so domesticated?

      I grinned as I strolled across campus, back to the house.

      Yeah, I was here now. Staying, and keeping this crazy thing the four of us had going. I had no idea what might come our way next, but I knew so long as we had her, life was going to be pretty fucking grand.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        Cora

      

    
    
      I was on cloud freaking nine as I strolled across campus. It’d been two weeks since the night by the pool, and life had turned into something unlike anything I could have ever imagined. If you’d told me a year ago, or even a few weeks ago that I’d be living with three older men, all of whom adored me, and treated me like this princess, and all who shared me in bed, I’d have said you were dreaming. Or possibly reading too many romance books.

      But then, that was my life now. That was my reality. I’d still worried about being the catalyst to hurting a lifetime of friendship between the three of them after that night. But since then, I’d seen more and more how wrong I’d been. They made sure to tell me all the time how much I didn’t need to worry about it too. No, I wasn’t going to be reason the three best friends stopped being friends.

      …It seems I was the glue that was going to pull them even more together.

      Living with the three of them was like something out of a dream. And it wasn’t just this big thing of sexual debauchery, though there was a lot of sex — I mean a lot of sex. After all, there were three of them, with this seemingly endless desire to have me. But it was more than that. I felt fulfilled in ways I’d never felt before. I felt emotionally in tune in a way I’d forgotten I could be. I felt like I was part of something bigger than just me, and all of that and more was the reason I was floating across the quad that day.

      I was on my way home. Max and I were making dinner that night — seared scallops with risotto and an asparagus salad with a lemon cream dressing. Garret had sworn he was going to sit me down and make me watch Casablanca for the first time. Nolan wanted to go over some of the paperwork from Grams’s house with me.

      The glow warmed through me, glowing brighter and brighter the closer I got to the house. So much so, that I never saw the shadow until the voice spat out from behind me.

      “Well well, look who it is.”

      I froze, Matt’s voice hitting me like a slap from behind and shaking me from the glowy, mooning thoughts I was having on life with my three guys. I turned, shivering and scowling at his smug, asshole face.

      “What do you want, Matt?”

      He just grinned.

      “So, you’re staying at Professor Nolan’s house, huh?”

      A cold chill crept through me. But I’d prepared for this. I mean, I wasn’t exactly sneaking in and out through a secret door, but I also wasn’t exactly advertising that I was living with my professor.

      I shrugged and shook my head. “No I’m not.”

      “Bullshit.”

      Like I said, I’d prepared for this.

      “I took a job with Professor Jameson as an office assistant. You know, grading papers, doing lesson plans, and—”

      “And sucking his cock.”

      I blinked, startled by Matt’s crude words.

      “Can I help you with something, Matt?”

      “Oh, yeah,” he grinned wider. “Yeah, you sure can.”

      I glared at him, remembering how fucking sleazy he’d been when I was out of places to stay.

      “You like movies, Cora?”

      “I’m really not in the mood for games, Matt. What do you want, or are you just trying to be a gross asshole like usual?”

      Matt chuckled, shaking his head. “You know, you’re really going to wish you’d been nicer to me in about five seconds.”

      A cold chill teased down my back. “And why is that?”

      “Because I saw you, Cora.” His look turned cold and calculating. “I fucking saw you, the other night in Professor Jameson’s backyard.”

      I started to open my mouth when suddenly, it hit me like a punch to the gut. I blinked, cold dread sinking through me as Matt just grinned.

      “Nice pool he’s got back there. And it was so nice of him to let you use it.”

      “I— what are you—”

      “I mean, you fucking him and both his friends like a total fucking slut was a nice way to repay him, I gotta say.”

      My entire world cracked in half. It felt like the ground was swaying under my feet, like the air itself was getting too heavy to breathe.

      …Like I was falling.

      “I—”

      “Oh, please come up with some shitty lie, Cora. Cause I got the whole thing on video.” He held his phone up, grinning horribly at me as he waved it in front of my face.

      Something spiked through my heart, tearing through me and making me want to cry. I gasped for air, shaking my head as hot tears burned at the corners of my eyes.

      “What do you want?” I whispered hoarsely.

      Matt smiled triumphantly.

      “I’m going to fuckin’ ruin them, that’s what I want. And then, I’m going to ruin you too.”

      “Please,” I whispered, backing away from him, my face ashen. And here we went again. More of the world pushing me around. First my mom, always putting me after her own drinking habit, or telling me to “stop being a brat” when my dad got rough. My father, literally pushing me around, and telling me I’d never amount to anything. The bank, taking my home out from under me when I needed it the most.

      And now Matt — Matt with the bullet that could destroy the happiness I’d finally found.

      “What do you want?” I whispered out, my voice choked with tears.

      Matt smiled sickeningly. “You know what I want, Cora.”

      I felt the bile rise in my throat as I slowly shook my head. “You’re disgusting.”

      “Come to my place, tonight after my last class.”

      “No fucking way.”

      He grinned. “Fine. Then this hits every free porn video site on the web. You’ll be the talk of the entire campus tomorrow. And your professors will be fucking out of here, or fucking jailed.” His eyes narrowed at me, his sickening smile making me want to throw up. “And that football asshole? Fuck him. I’m going to wait until he’s disgraced from this little porno of yours, and then I’ll sue his ass for hittin—”

      “Okay!”

      The word felt like poison as it left my lips, my entire body deflating.

      “Okay,” I whispered this time.

      Matt grinned widely. “That a yes?”

      “Yes,” I whispered, looking at my feet as the knife sliced through my heart. “I’ll be there.”

      “Good, babe, good.” He snickered. “Hey, wear something nice for me, huh?”

      I shivered. I wanted to throw up. I wanted to run until I crashed into something. But I knew what I had to do. I knew what had to be done to keep this all okay, and to protect the men I’d fallen completely in love with.

      I knew what I had to do. I knew what the necessary move was here. I just didn’t want to think about it until I had to.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        Garret

      

    
    
      “Where’s Cora?”

      I poked my head into the kitchen to see Max chopping up some stuff for dinner, and Nolan glancing over a pile of papers with a drink in his hand. They both looked up wth curious expressions.

      “What do you mean?” Max’s brow furrowed.

      “I mean she’s not home.”

      He shrugged. “Dude she’s at college. She can stay out.” He rolled his eyes at me, putting his knife down and reaching for a beer as he moved to slump into a chair at the kitchen table.

      “I just thought she was going to be home. Thought you guys were cooking dinner.”

      “I got it handled,” Max shrugged, reaching for his laptop.

      Nolan snorted. “You know we’re not actually her daddies, right?”

      I gave him the finger. “Har-fucking-har. Her car’s gone, and she usually just walks to campus.”

      Nolan’s brow furrowed, and he set his drink down.

      “Hmm.”

      “Yeah, hmm,” I growled, my anxiety growing. Fuck, I’d never been like this. I’d never been so fucking worried about someone like this — so protective. Immediately, my mind was going to worst-case scenarios — car crashes, a freak accident, Ukrainian sex-traffickers abducting her like some sort of Hollywood movie.

      Nolan and I looked at each other, both of us with the same hard, worried expression. But finally, he shook his head.

      “Fuck, look at us.”

      I sighed, my tension deflating.

      “We gotta stop,” he said quietly. “We can’t just be worried about her whenever she’s not here. She’s a tough girl, she can handle herse—”

      “Oh fuck.”

      We both whirled to see Max staring at his laptop screen, his face white and furious looking.

      “What?” Nolan said quickly.

      Max ignored him, or didn’t hear him, his eyes growing wide.

      “What?” I hissed, my anxiety spiking again.

      “I— I let Cora use my laptop the other day.”

      “And?”

      His eyes dragged from the screen up to look at us. “Her text messenger is still logged in under her account on here.”

      I was about to tell him to stop snooping into her life, but there was something fucking real wrong with the look on his face. Nolan and I glanced at each other for half a second before we dashed across the kitchen to see what Max was seeing.

      Sure enough, his messenger app was open, but with Cora logged in from when she’d used it. And she was texting with someone.

      Matt.

      Her fucking ex. The guy Max had laid out, and the one that’d tried to get her to fucking sleep with him for a place to stay like a complete piece of shit.

      There were a few messages already on the screen, and I felt anger roar through every part of me.

      
        
        Cora: “I’m here.”

        Matt: “B down in a sec.”

        Cora: “Let’s get this over with”

        Matt: “U better be dressed nice, slut.”

        

      

      More rage than I’d ever felt before spiked through me, and I could hear both of my other friends brimming with anger, growling as they read the words on the screen.

      What the fuck was she doing?

      More texts came through.

      
        
        Cora: “Just let me in you asshole.”

        Matt: “So eager for it huh? :P”

        

      

      “What the fuck is this?” Nolan spat, his face going red and his muscles clenching and rippling. I could see Max’s shoulders heaving, like he was barely containing his own rage. And I wasn’t sure how much more I could read before I destroyed something.

      
        
        Cora: “The sooner we do this, the sooner you delete that video. Right? So just let me in.”

        

      

      “What fucking video?!” I roared to no one who could hear me.

      
        
        Matt: “You fucking your professors and that football asshole in the backyard? Yeah, you come up here and ride this cock and I'll delete it.”

        

      

      The kitchen went silent.

      
        
        Matt: “Buzzin u up now.”

        Cora: “Omw.”

        

      

      My blood ran cold, and it felt like I was sliding through the cracks in the floor. Rage, hatred, fear, and horror washed through me, and I whirled. I stumbled across the kitchen in a nightmare dream, stumbling until I caught myself on the edge of the counter. I sucked in a breath of air, my nerves jangling. Slowly, I turned to see my two friends looking about as furious and horrified as I felt.

      “Where does that fucker live?” Nolan hissed quietly, his hand clutching the back of Max’s chair so hard I thought either it or his fingers might break.

      “I know exactly where he lives,” Max spat out, jumping out of his chair and grabbing his car keys off the kitchen counter. Nolan and I were right behind him, blood roaring through our veins like diesel as we sprinted for the car.

      I just hoped to God we weren’t too late by the time we got there.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        Nolan

      

    
    
      Max’s Land Rover roared around the corner on two wheels, screeching rubber as we turned onto Lake Drive. Max had been to the fucker’s house, the day he’d helped Cora get her things, so he knew just where we were going. But I don’t think any of us knew what we’d do when we got there. Get her, of course, but I knew one thing was on our mind: would we be able to stop ourselves before we killed Matt?

      The little piece of shit had filmed us. I didn’t give a fuck about my reputation, or my career. That’s not why I was so fucking mad. I was furious because he’d violated her by sneaking around watching us. He’d made her feel vulnerable, and awful, and threatened her with what he’d known would make her break, all so he could put his fucking hands on her.

      I fucking hated that she’d gone to his place, knowing what he was after. But I knew she was only here because she thought it was the only way to protect us. I knew she thought she was doing what she had to do — that she was being the rock she had to be to get us all through this.

      But I’d be damned if I let that piece of shit touch her. I was going to murder him. Fuck my job. I was going to bury his ass in a shallow grave and piss on it if he’d harmed her, or even touched her.

      The SUV tore around the corner onto the side street where Matt lived, when suddenly, we came to a screeching halt.

      Oh fuck.

      Smoke poured out of the top floor of the shitty brick apartment building, flames licking at the windows.

      “That’s his fucking building!”

      Max was out of the car before it even came to a full stop, with us right on his heels. My pulse roared like a freight train, every muscle in my body coiled and clenched tight. My eyes locked onto the blazing fire shattering the glass in Matt’s windows, with one thought and one thought only on my mind: Cora was in there.

      We could hear sirens blaring in the distance, but there was no time. The three of us slammed out through the small crowd of gawkers and onlookers, rushing right for the fire blazing around the front door of the place, when suddenly, they pushed open…

      She walked out like some sort of phoenix angel — her beauty wreathed in flames as she floated out the front door, her face slowly curling into a smile as she saw us.

      “Cora!”

      We rushed to her, all three of us scooping her up into our arms and holding her so damn tight we might’ve broken her if she hadn’t started to just laugh.

      “What happened?!” Garret gasped.

      She giggled, her eyes wide and a little delirious looking.

      Fuck, she was in shock.

      “Cora,” I growled, crouching down in front of her and taking her hands, looking up into her face.

      “Cora, what did he do?”

      She blinked, glancing at us.

      “Who, Matt?”

      “Your texts,” Max muttered. “They were…” He trailed off and looked down, sighing heavily. “They were coming through on my laptop. You were still signed in.”

      Her face went red.

      “Oh, oh, GOD no!” She made a horrified face, shaking her head as she started to grin. “No, God, no he didn’t…”

      She bit her lip, leaning in to us as the crowd grew, snapping pictures excitedly and as the sirens wailed closer.

      “I did smash him over the head with his own laptop and light it and everything else electronic in his apartment on fire though.”

      My jaw dropped. Actually, all three of our jaws about hit the ground as we stared at her, dumbfounded.

      “Wait, you did what?” Garret looked at her incredulously.

      “I wasn’t going to let him hurt us, or destroy this thing we have,” she hissed fiercely, her hands pulling us all close and her eyes flashing blue fire. “Not a chance.”

      She started to laugh, still looking a little out of it.

      “You set the kid’s apartment on fire?”

      She nodded. “Yeah, I—”

      Suddenly, her face went white, and a look of realization broke through the shock on her face. Her hand flew to her mouth as she seemed to snap out of it.

      “Oh my fucking God, I did!” Horror washed over her face as she darted her eyes across ours. “Oh fuck, he might—”

      “I’ll get him.”

      Max was on his feet before we could stop him, rushing at the front door and shouldering it open as he tumbled inside, into the flames. Cora screamed, lunging for him, but we held her back, holding her close and stroking her back as shock fully wore off and the tears started to pour down her face.

      Fire trucks came roaring down the street, when suddenly, the front door to the place kicked open and Max came stumbling out, coughing with the piece of shit in his arms. He stumbled over to us, all five of us pulling away from the flames as Max dumped a groaning, wheezing Matt onto the sidewalk.

      “I can’t believe you actually saved him,” Garret growled.

      “I dropped him on the way down the stairs,” Max muttered, grinning.

      “Twice.”

      Slowly, coughing, Matt started to come to, his eyes blinking open as he looked up. Suddenly, he seemed to realize where he was and who we were, and his eyes flew open.

      “Oh, fuck, you—”

      “I want you to listen to me very closely, Matt.”

      My voice was like a dagger as I leaned close to him. To anyone else, it must have looked like I was helping him, but I sure as fuck wasn’t.

      “Whatever it is you think you saw, weigh it against your college career.”

      Matt coughed, and then sneered up at me. “You can do that, asshole, it’s—”

      “Blackmail?” I hissed. “Yeah, so is threatening a girl to get her to fuck you cause you’re too much of a piece of human garbage to get her normally, you absolute piece of shit.”

      I spat the words at him, barely containing my rage as my hand closed on the collar of his shirt.

      “I’ll personally watch your transcript burn to the fucking ground. I will make sure you never attend college anywhere else. I will make sure you enter your adult life with a royal fuck-up on your resume.”

      His face paled, and I leaned in closer, letting him feel the full wrath of my fury.

      “Weigh all of that carefully, Matt. Weigh it against realizing that what you think you saw wasn’t what you think it was. Realize the importance of silence, and you can just go on living your life as you planned.”

      Matt swallowed, his eyes darting to Cora for second before I growled lowly, tightening my grip on his collar and yanking his attention back to me.

      “Just live your life, Matt, and don’t come after her.”

      He nodded quickly, his eyes wide.

      “Yeah, that’s— yeah that sounds good.”

      “Great,” I hissed, narrowing my eyes at him. “Oh, and Matt?” I leaned close, letting him feel my wrath.

      “You ever even look at her again and I’ll break your fucking head, okay?”

      The color drained from his face as he nodded. “Yeah, got it. Yes.”

      “Yes what?”

      “Yes sir!”

      The EMT truck blared onto the scene, screeching to a stop as the paramedics started to run towards us. Max leaned down close to Matt.

      “How you feeling, Matt?”

      “Huh?”

      “Feeling better? You know, after I saved you from that freak fire?”

      He started to open his mouth, but then it snapped shut, and he nodded. “Much better,” he said quickly.

      “You know you really shouldn’t have been smoking cigarettes in bed, Matt,” Max growled, leveling his eyes on him. “What with it catching your blankets on fire and all.”

      His look hardened, and Matt quickly nodded.

      “Oh, yeah, right. Yeah, I shouldn’t have done that.” He laughed nervously as we backed away just as the paramedics ran up.

      Our statement to the cops was easy enough — that we’d been heading out to a bar when we saw the blaze and stepped in to help two of our students — “as any educator would do.” We made sure the paramedics checked Cora out, who got a full clean slate of health, and then we headed home.

      Home, with her.

      Home that’d never felt like home before she got there. She was the missing piece to all of this, the part that brought us all together.

      The part we were never going to let go of.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Cora

      

    
    
      The door to the office slams shut, and I gasp as hands lift me off the ground and into a hard, chiseled body. More hands slide over my ass, teasing up my sides as another man comes up behind me, nuzzling my neck and making me gasp in pleasure. We all stumble over to the desk, papers and files and a cup full of pens scattering onto the floor as they lay me across it and start to tear the clothes from my body.

      God, could every day be like this?

      “They” are Nolan, Garret, and Max, of course. And we’re in Nolan’s classroom, on graduation day. Graduation day. My graduation day, from Gilman College, which I’m preparing for by laying across Nolan’s classroom desk and letting him and the two other loves of my life slip my panties down my legs and start to devour me with their mouths.

      So, here’s the deal.

      As much as all three of the guys were ready to say fuck it and take whatever came their way for standing up and saying they loved me publicly, I couldn’t let them do that. I just couldn’t. Their careers meant too much to them, and honestly, Nolan and Garret are amazing educators. I couldn’t let them trash that for me.

      So, as much as they protested, I won.

      …I have a sneaky way of doing that with them.

      We kept what we all were a secret. For publicity reasons, and to give me a reason to be living in their house, I officially became the public girlfriend of ex-football star Max O’Reilly. Yes, it meant my name was all over the tabloids, and that our relationship was talked about at length on Good Morning America, and on ESPN, and pretty much everywhere on the internet. But really, I didn’t care at all. Sure, there were assholes who called Max all sorts of things for dating a girl my age at his age. They called me worse stuff, actually. But we shrugged it off.

      It helps that we all knew the real scandal was a million times juicier.

      Only the three of us — well, and Kenzie because I couldn’t not tell her — knew what the real deal was, that at night, Max O’Reilly went home with “his” girlfriend and shared her with his two best friends, all together, most of the time.

      Max enjoyed the shit out of it all, by the way. Yes, he had to turn down the athletics director job, but he got to spend the next two and a half years of my college career being as physical with me as he wanted in public. Poor Nolan and Garret had to grin and bear it until they could get me behind closed doors and ravage me.

      Which they did, frequently, and with a passion that took my breath away most nights.

      So, that’s why we’re here today, in Nolan’s classroom, on his desk. Because part of keeping the secret was a strict no touching rule anywhere but behind closed doors. As much as I’d been dying to act out the hot older teacher fantasy in a classroom, it was just too risky. But here, two hours before I walk across the stage? Well, temptation won out.

      It helps that I’ve been stoking this particular fantasy with Garret and Nolan for two years.

      Nolan ended up teaching a few upperclassman classes that I needed to take. As did Garret. I became that student — you know, the one that always sits in the front of the class, right in front of her teachers desk.

      But I also became the student that got really fond of wearing skirts to class.

      …And not wearing panties. And spreading her legs a lot.

      For two and half years, without them being able to fuck me right there in the classroom, even when no one else was around, I teased the hell out of them. So, we’re making good on it now.

      I moan as Max practically tears the buttons from my blouse, pulling it open and popping the front clasp on my bra. He growls, his jaw tightening as my breasts are bared to him, before he leans in and drops his mouth to my body. I gasp, back arching off of Nolan’s desk as Max’s tongue swirls across my nipple.

      My moans are silenced by Nolan’s mouth as he kisses me hungrily, his hands yanking the shirt and the bra away from me. Garret’s hands slide up my legs, hooking his fingers into my panties and sliding them down my legs. He groans as he brings them to his face, inhaling and growling like an animal.

      “Damn, I will never get tired of how fucking sweet your pussy tastes, baby girl,” he breathes, dropping the panties as he moves towards me. He unbuttons his shirt, revealing his gorgeous, chiseled muscles and tossing the shirt away before he moves in. His hands slide up my legs, pushing them wide apart. His lips trail up my thighs, making me whimper as Nolan pulls away and starts to tear his own clothes off.

      Max follows suit, with Garret yanking his pants down, until all three of my hot as hell, rough, dominant, amazing men are naked and rock hard around me. My eyes slide deliciously over them — over tattoos and muscles and three thick, big cocks throbbing hard as steel for me. They push my skirt up, but leave it on — a nod, I think, to me having teased them with skirts and no panties for two years of classes.

      “Lie back, angel,” Nolan purrs into my ear, his hands sliding over my body and making me writhe in anticipation. “Lie back and let us taste every fucking inch of you.”

      His lips slide from my ear down to my neck, biting the skin there and making me gasp. Max’s lips tease back across my breath, biting gently at my nipples and swirling his tongue across them, turning the little pink peaks hard and electrified. Between my thighs, Garret growls lowly as he kisses his way higher, and when his tongue drags across my seam, I cry out in pleasure.

      His hands bunch my skirt — plaid, of course, given the fantasy we’re acting on here — around my waist as his tongue pushes deep into my pussy. I moan louder, feeling Nolan kiss his way down my ribs, and across my belly, lifting one leg high and kissing down the back of my thigh. His lips trail across my ass as Garret moves higher to tease me. Garret’s tongue swirls over my clit, making me bite my hand to stifle the scream of pleasure.

      “Uh uh, princess,” Max growls, pulling away from my nipples. “You get too loud and you might get in trouble for being a dirty fucking girl, in here letting your professors put their hands and mouths all over you. Trying to up your grade before you walk across that stage?”

      I whimper, gasping loudly as Nolan’s tongue teases over my asshole and Garret’s around my clit, making my whole body spasm in pleasure.

      “Maybe daddy needs to put something in your mouth to keep you quiet.”

      Max moves onto the desk, stroking his big, swollen, beautiful cock as he slides a hand into my hair. I whimper, opening wide for him and moaning as I feel his thick shaft push between my hungry lips and across my eager tongue. I can taste the sweetness of his sticky precum, and I hungrily hollow my cheeks and suck, trying to coax more of it onto my tongue.

      Between my legs, Nolan and Garret move faster — Garret wrapping his lips around my clit and batting it with his tongue until I’m melting for him, and Nolan fucking my tight little asshole with his, making me feel so dirty and so fucking hot. Max’s cock thrusts into my mouth, stretching my lips obscenely as I hum around his shaft. Fingers slide inside of me, curling against my g-spot and stroking in and out as the two mouths start to push me higher and higher. I moan loudly around Max, pleasure exploding through me as I start to crash towards that edge.

      Max’s hands slide down my body, teasing my nipples as the two tongue send pleasure blazing through me, until suddenly, I can’t stand it anymore.

      My entire body arches off the desk as the orgasm hits me, shattering me to my core and sending me reeling. The men never stop, tongues and fingers moving all over me, until it feels like I’m floating on pure orgasmic pleasure. Both Nolan and Garret pull away, but then they start to move up my body, twisting me onto my side as they kiss their way up — Nolan up my spine and Garret over my belly.

      Max pulls away, letting the two other men move tight to my body on both sides. My mind whirls, my breath coming fast and ragged as I kiss Garret hungrily, moaning into his lips. Hands pull me away, and then I’m crashing into Nolan, kissing him just as fiercely. Hands lift my leg up high, and when I feel Garret start to tease his thick, swollen head against my slick, dripping wet pussy, I whimper.

      “So fucking eager,” he growls, kissing me slowly. He pushes the head between my lips, making my body tremble.

      “You want to feel your daddies fuck you like a dirty little girl on your professor’s desk? You want to feel all three big cocks fucking you everywhere until you fucking come so hard for us?”

      “Yes!” I moan, kissing him harder and crying out as I feel him push a few inches inside of me. Behind me, I feel Nolan stroking himself against my ass, and when I feel his fat cock-head center on my little ring, my whole body trembles in eagerness.

      God do I love when they all fill me up like this.

      “Open up for me, angel,” Nolan purrs into my ear. “Open that ass up for daddy. I want to see that little hole swallow my cock.”

      I moan, pushing back into him as I feel his thick head ease inside of me. My jaw drops, and the cry of pleasure catches in my throat as the two of them slowly push in, filling me up front and back with every big inch of their perfect cocks. They slide in all the way, sending pleasure roaring through my body as I feel both of them press tight to me. Both men groan into my skin, and I can feel them pulsing deep inside, their balls twitching against me.

      I gasp as they slowly roll us all over, Nolan pulling me on top of him as Garret moves above me. Both of them stay deep inside, stretching and filling my body with both of their lengths as they position themselves. Garret eases out, leaving just the head inside and reaching out to tease my clit with his fingers. He pushes back in, making me gasp. Nolan slides out at the same time, also leaving just the swollen head of his cock just inside of me. I can feel him throbbing, his hot, sticky precum coating my asshole before he drives back in.

      Max moves back into me, and when he pushes his heavy, cum-filled balls towards my mouth, I whimper as I open wide and suckle him inside. I swirl my tongue across him before he pulls away and slides his throbbing cock head, precum flowing freely, between my lips.

      And then all three of them are inside me — filling me, stretching me, sending pleasure reeling through my body unlike anything else I’ve ever felt.

      “Fuck you look so beautiful like that,” Garret groans, his grooved, muscled hips pumping against my thighs as he drives his thick cock in and out of my dripping wet pussy. “So full of all three of us.”

      Nolan’s hands grip my waist tight as he drives his cock up, filling my ass again and again with every inch of him. All three men hold me, and stroke my skin, and growl into me as they fuck me, taking me hard, and rough, and so perfectly, until it feels like I’m melting into pure pleasure between them all. Fingers stroke my clit, and both nipples. Lips kiss my back, and my hips, and my breath. Max’s thick cock leaks sticky, hot, yummy precum across my lips and my tongue, and Nolan and Garret fill me up again and again, until I can feel myself start to tumble all over again.

      “You want to come for us, princess?” Max groans, his cock sliding over my tongue, my moans vibrating through him.

      “I think you do. I think being a dirty little girl like this and getting fucked by three men like a fucking bad girl makes that pretty pussy so fucking wet that you want to scream. I know you want to come with that cock deep in that hot little ass of yours, and with the other one filling your sweet little cunt with every drop of his cum.”

      “Come for us, baby girl,” Nolan rasps in my ear, his cock driving deep in my ass as his fingers dig into my skin.

      “Milk that cum from my balls, angel,” Garret groans, leaning down to wrap his lips around a hard, aching pink nipple. “I want to feel this pussy come for me so I can empty my fucking balls inside of you. I want you to walk across that graduation stage later with our cum dripping out of you. I want you marked by us, and filled with us. I want anyone who looks at you to know you’ve been claimed by real men — that you’re ours, forever.”

      I scream in pleasure, the edge roaring up to meet me as I start to fall.

      “Come, baby girl,” Nolan hisses in my ear, fucking me hard and fast as the whole world starts to blur.

      “Come for your daddies.”

      Oh, that does it.

      The whole world shatters around me, and I scream as the orgasm erupts through me like wildfire. My whole body spasms, the orgasm rippling through me and sending me reeling. The heat explodes through me, and I’m clinging tightly to all three of them as they all start to follow me right over.

      Nolan groans, and when his cock drives balls-deep in my ass, I can feel him throb inside. Max roars as he pushes his swollen head over my tongue, and suddenly, both of them are coming together. I can feel Nolan pumping thick, hot ropes of his seed deep in my ass, filling me again and again. Max’s cum spurts over my tongue and down my throat, and I swallow as much as I can, my lips tight around his throbbing, pulsing cock as his abs ripple and clench.

      Garret groans, and when he drives himself to the hilt inside of me, he follows us over. Thick blasts of his seed pump against my womb, filling me up again and again until I start to feel it leaking out around us.

      We all slowly come to a staggering halt, and when the three of them gently pull out of me, I collapse onto the desk, panting, whimpering in pleasure, and feeling the adrenaline roaring through my body.

      “I’ve been wanting to fuck you on this desk for entirely too long,” Nolan growls into my ear, making me giggle, and then sigh contentedly as he kisses my neck.

      “Fuck do I love you, angel,” Garret whispers, making me melt into him as I nuzzle into his neck.

      “I love you too,”I whisper back. I turn to look at Nolan. “And I love you.” I glance at Max, who still looks like he’s waiting for his heart to stop racing. “I love you too.”

      “And I love you,” he grins. “Man, it’s going to break the sports network’s heart when you come out and say you’re dating my friends too.”

      Right, because after I graduate, this can all come out. No more secrets, because it won’t matter. I mean, none of us care, so why hide it? Even better, Gilman College has been holding the full-time athletics director position for Max. I don’t think the president knows the full details, but I think he has an idea. Well, and the fact that Kenzie’s guys — Lincoln and Wilder — who are phenomenally wealthy from the military consulting business they sold years ago, are donating a library to the college.

      “Shoot, what time is it?”

      Nolan grins. “Time for you to get that pretty ass over to the auditorium, because it’s almost time to start.”

      I jump from the desk, still wobbly on my feet but feeling the thrill of it all and of my love for them course through my veins.

      “Okay, scoot! Get out of here so I can get ready to graduate!”

      The guys grin, chuckling as they collect their clothes and slip them back on.

      “We’re so proud of you, Cora,” Nolan whispers, pulling me close and kissing my cheek.

      “And after you walk across that stage, we’re going to drag you home and show you just how proud we are,” Max grins.

      “Well, we have that thing, at Lincoln and Wilder and Kenzie’s place.”

      Garret groans. “Do we have to?”

      “Hey, you like hanging with them! They’re Marines, you’re Navy.”

      “Exactly the problem.”

      I laugh as he grins at me. “We wouldn’t skip your graduation for anything. Even dragging you to bed with us.”

      I make a fake pouty face. “Not even for that?”

      “Okay definitely for that, just say the word,” Max throws out, making me giggle.

      “Okay, we’re going.” Nolan winks at me as they head for the door, straightening their jackets. “See you after, angel. Love you.”

      And then they’re out the door, leaving me to get ready as best I can.

      The hanger with my graduation robe and hat in it is still hanging up on a hook on the wall,. But I glance at the rest of my clothes - wrinkled and strewn around the room, and at the mess of a state my skirt is in. Originally, my thought was to not wear panties when I walked at graduation, and that I’d text the guys that particular bit of information right before they called my name. But now, I think I might have to, unless I want to leave drips of their cum across the stage.

      So, I guess I’ll wear the panties.

      …I just won’t wear anything else.

      Oh, and we’re definitely going to be late to Kenzie’s party.

      

      The End.
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      Though Triple Daddies technically takes place after Double Daddies, the two books were written to be read in either order you like! If the little teases about Kenzie, Lincoln, and Wilder and this book have wet your appetite, you can turn the page for an exclusive sneak peek of Double Daddies.

      

      Thanks so much for reading!

      

      -Madison Faye
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      Two older men who want to share,

      To punish, and train, and make me theirs.

      Four firm hands to spank and tease,

      Two big daddies are what some brats need…

      

      She’s off limits in too many ways to count.

      Too young. Too untouched. Too much my deadbeat sister’s step-kid.

      Five-foot nine and one-hundred and eleven pounds of pure. Fucking. Temptation.

      She’s got no business living in this big old house with me and my best friend – two rough, hardened ex-marines more than twice her age. But she’s here, under my roof and under my rules.

      …and she’s breaking every one of them.

      Staying out late, flirting with boys, acting out, and being a royal brat every chance she gets. She’s been pushing her luck and getting away with murder the last month but that all stops now.

      Because in this house, we have rules, and it’s time Kenzie Gates learned what happens to bad girl who break the rules.

      This brat might need more than just a firm hand of discipline.

      Good thing there’s two of us… 

      

      Buckle up and hold on tight, because we’re about to get filthy. This is quite possibly one of if not the dirtiest little book I’ve ever written. In fact, it’s the kind of book where you’d be mortified if your friends found out you were reading it. Trust me, I’m not gonna judge, but I thought you should be warned ;).

      Alpha as fuck, completely over-the-top, and sweet enough to make you melt. This mfm romance is all about her - no m/m. Safe, no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Wilder

      

    
    
      The growl caught low in my throat — a deep, primal, animalistic sound that rumbled through my broad, muscled chest.

      She was late. And we’d been over this. In this house, there were rules, and when rules were broken, there would be punishment.

      So far, I’d — we’d — been lax on that front, and that was what the root of this problem was. We’d allowed her insubordination and rebelliousness to grow, unchecked and unpunished.

      Not anymore.

      But then, this wasn’t just about “punishing” her, or keeping her in line, and I fucking knew it. Lincoln and I both knew it, even if at that point, we hadn’t spoken it out loud, even to each other.

      This was about lust. This was about wanting her willing obedience and her sweet submission. This was about wanting to claim and dominate every single square inch of her sweet young body. I’d been hiding it away since the day she’d fucking arrived, but no longer.

      I couldn’t take anymore. I doubted any other red-blooded man could’ve taken what I’d held strong against for an entire month. No way. No man could resist temptation like that.

      Not with Mackenzie.

      Kenzie had arrived at my house a month before that day, dropped off by the Child Protective Services from two states over, even thought she’d already turned eighteen. Just. She had a full ride to the state school here — paid for in advance by a rich aunt or grandmother or, fuck, I don’t even know who, before they’d passed. And after CPS had taken her away from my deadbeat sister and Kenzie’s deadbeat father, they’d decided it was in her best interest to remain with family until she started school.

      That’d be me.

      You could call her my niece, but she wasn’t — not really at least. I wasn’t really “family” to her — not in the blood relations way, thank fucking God. Kenzie was my sister’s dipshit boyfriend’s kid. Her dad and my sister were never married, and she was his kid from some other chick anyways, before he and my dumbass sister had gotten together like a match made in hell. Those two were like Syd and fucking Nancy, without the rock music or the fame. They were junkies, and when they’d been busted a week before Kenzie’s eighteenth birthday trying to rob a pharmacy for Oxy, that’s when CPS had stepped in.

      The dickbag boyfriend had no family, and the only family my sister had left was me. Since I also happened to be, for one, not a fucking junkie, and two, very very wealthy, I guess the state just made the decision that family or not, I was a far better choice than “the system” for Kenzie.

      I’d said yes over the phone, glancing at the picture they’d emailed over of the gawky little ten year old I’d seen maybe twice, and probably not since the picture was taken.

      Big. Fucking. Mistake.

      Because if they’d sent a picture of her the way she was now? Yeah, hell no. I’d have taken one look at eighteen year old Kenzie Gates and seen how monumentally stupid it would be to invite a girl like that to live with a guy like me.

      Because Kenzie Gates had grown the fuck up.

      Hard.

      Because the girl who’d been standing on my front porch next to the social worker when I’d opened the door was five-foot nine inches and one-hundred and eleven pounds of pure. Fucking. Temptation.

      Long, auburn hair, pouty, coy pink lips, and big, sultry blue eyes that screamed “bait.” All legs, small, perky tits, and a tight little ass that was begging for someone to take a bite out of it. Curvy hips, and a flat, supple little tummy that’d been peeking out from under a belly-shirt that first day and hadn’t actually stopped ever since.

      She’d been here for one month, four days, and eleven hours. And I’d been hard as steel for her for one month, four days, ten hours and fifty-nine and a half minutes.

      Constantly.

      I gritted my teeth and glanced at the Cartier watch on my wrist.

      Late. I growled again, feeling the blood roaring like fire inside of me. I couldn’t take it anymore, and I couldn’t deny myself any longer. That night, I wouldn’t be denying myself any more.

      I knew it was wrong — so very wrong — but I didn’t give a shit. Not anymore. Not after swallowing back the lust, and need, and the raw desire to make her mine for so long. Her tight, hot little body made me crave her, and the teasing, flippant, bratty way she sashayed her way around this house had had me living on edge for a month.

      And she fucking knew it. This wasn’t some innocent girl who didn’t yet understand the effect she had on men. Nope. Kenzie was a grade-A, flirty, bratty, barely-legal little cock-tease, and she fucking knew it.

      And on top of all of this, it wasn't just me she was teasing…

      Lincoln was my best friend in the world — a man closer to me than a brother. We’d served together way back. We’d started Hammer and Spark together afterwards, and when we’d sold the mercenary contractor outfit we’d built with our bare hands to another, bigger, company and cashed out, we’d both gotten filthy rich together.

      I’d bought my enormous house immediately, but Linc was in the middle of custom building his dream home. And since it was close to mine, and since my place was almost literally a castle, he’d spent the last few months living with me.

      …Including when Kenzie had shown up.

      So, yeah, the whole thing would’ve been bad enough if it was just me that she was fucking with, and flashing her tight little body to while wearing next to nothing all the fucking time. But it was Lincoln too.

      And like I said, the little cock-tease knew exactly what she was doing, to both of us. She was pushing her fucking luck because she knew I was hesitant to act because of how hard she made me. And she knew it was the same damn thing with Lincoln. Staying out late, missing curfew, fucking off on all the summer workload she had before she went off to college in the fall — she’d gotten away with murder the last month.

      But the buck was going to stop that night.

      No more of me being a pussy pushover, and no more of her getting away with it. The little brat had pushed me too far. And that night, I was going to take matters into my own hands.

      There was the rattle of keys in the front door, and I glanced at Lincoln across the kitchen island, seeing the hard, heated look on his face, which mirrored mine.

      “Easy, Wild,” he growled, his jaw tight.

      I shook my head, hearing the front door kick open.

      “No.” I tensed, my muscles bunching, my hands clenching to fists, and my cock throbbing rock fucking hard between my thighs.

      “No more easy with her. Tonight, we’re doing it the hard way.”

      
        Find the full book right here on Amazon.com
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        Looking for obsessed alpha heroes, steamy-hot insta-love, and romance with a dirty mind? Sign up for my newsletter and grab these TWO kindle-melting, bestselling steamy shorts for free!

        

        Great books. Hot deals. Zero spam.

      

      
        www.madisonfayeromance.com/newsletter

        

        Check out the whole catalog, only on Amazon and always FREE with your Kindle Unlimited subscription!

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Tempting Daddy’s Boss

        

      

    
    
      I’m keeping her all to myself, whether she knows it or not.

      An angel like little Lyra Worthington has no business being anywhere near a cold, calculating monster like me.

      But she’s been mine since the second she poured herself into my world. And now, I’m never letting her go.

      I know she’s off-limits.

      I know she’s too young for me, and too innocent, and too untouched. But I bet she tastes like heaven and feels like sin, and tonight, I plan on finding out how right I am.

      She’s tempting me - enticing me. She’s provoking me like a naughty little brat looking for trouble. And believe when I say, she’s going to find it with me.

      I’ll call her angel. She’ll call me daddy.

      I play for keeps, I take what’s mine, and I keep what I take. And tonight, I’m taking her.

      

      Super sweet, so filthy you’ll need a bath, and over-the-top wrong. But, if you’re looking for something wildly dirty, not really grounded in reality, and safe, this one’s for you! Utterly obsessed alpha hero, sassy, untouched heroine, and insta-love, smut, and sugary-sweetness galore. HEA with NO CHEATING!

      *No one is related in this story*

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Lyra

      

    
    
      I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t, and I know it. But maybe there’s something about this place that makes me want to do what I shouldn’t.

      …Maybe there’s something about him that makes me want to break the rules.

      The room is warm, and it’s dark in here but for the neon glow of the city illuminating the room through the enormous, floor-length glass that makes up the entire corner office. Views of all of New York and most of Brooklyn dazzle and sparkle through the window, giving me just enough light to see what I came here for.

      No one should be in here. Not here, and not like this. Mostly because of whose domain this is of course. Because the man who sets his seat of power here isn’t one to be messed with, and I’m sure he wouldn’t like people coming into his office without invitation. Certainly not after hours, in the dark, and certainly not with what’s hanging on the walls.

      Millions, and I do mean millions of dollars in original Impressionist era paintings.

      They’re the reason I’m here. I’ve never met the man whose office this is and whose business this is, even if my internship in this very firm starts on Monday. But I know enough to be more than a little frightened. Powerful, aggressive, cold, calculating.

      Brutal.

      Damien Castle’s reputation is a thing of legend in the world of huge-money hedge funds. But, great art is great art, and I decided it was worth the risk. I can half-hear the cocktail party that’s happening on the floor below me — the partygoers out on the huge garden terraces that wrap around the building.

      Above them sits this floor, where the magic happens. This is where the man whose art this is commands his billion dollar business with an iron grip. And above here, there’s only his personal quarters — his penthouse apartment that occupies the entire top floor of the midtown Manhattan building. That’s how driven the legendarily fearsome Mr. Castle is. He sleeps barely fifty feet from his office desk.

      That drive and that reputation is why my stepfather’s own hedge fund has been assimilated by Castle Capital. Because Damien Castle isn’t just good at turning money into more money, he’s the best. His returns are enormous, his quarters never dip, ever, and he’s untouchable in his ability to be at the top of the game.

      Oh, right, and he’s also gorgeous.

      What’s weird is that I’m an artist at heart. I’ve always been more comfortable in ripped jean shorts and t-shirts with paint all over them than I am in business-place attire. And I’ve never been attracted to the “finance guy” look, even in the hedge fund world I grew up in with my mother’s second husband.

      But maybe it’s the dark cloud that seems to hover over him in all his public appearances, or that fierce look in his eyes or in the tightness of his chiseled jaw. Maybe it’s the visible tattoos peeking out of the sleeves and collars of his three-thousand dollar suits that set him apart from most stuffy old hedge fund guys. The body carved out of marble that fills out those suits is certainly a factor.

      Maybe it’s all of those things that make me find a man like Damien Castle irresistible, even when I know it’s wrong.

      Because of his legendary viciousness.

      Because he’s more than twice my age.

      Because he’s my stepfather’s new boss.

      My eyes scan Degas, Van Gogh, and even a Monet in the dim light, and I can feel my heart beat a little faster. Originals, of course; all of them. And as hard a reputation as Damien Castle has, I decide right there that it’s worth the risk sneaking in here when he’s only a floor away presiding over his party.

      The security guard let me through, after I flirted a bit and pretended to be Mr. Castle’s date for the evening. So really, it’s his own fault I’m in here at all. He should have hired better security.

      The cocktail party was my one opportunity to see a collection like this — paintings from the French Impressionist era that few people will ever see. Really, it was one of the only reasons I finally agreed to let my stepfather drag me to this thing. I know I’m supposed to be here showing a good face and mingling with the crowd downstairs before I start my internship here on Monday. But I doubt even when I work here that I’ll ever get a chance to see these paintings, so I took a chance.

      I mean I’m not technically doing anything wrong. Well, aside from breaking into my stepfather’s new boss’s office — the office of the most powerful, enigmatic man in New York.

      I peer close at a Renoir, the brush-strokes taking my breath away before I move over to Van Gogh and feel my heart race. I sip the champagne flute in my hand slowly, swallowing as my eyes drink in the amazing work in front of me. The flute is soda water, of course. I’m sure I could get a real drink at a party like this without question, and there are definitely some dates of other managers and traders at the party downstairs barely older than I am who are sipping champagne freely.

      But drinking has never really appealed to me, even if people my age are supposed to be guzzling it down. I know. I’m eighteen, I’m off to college in a few months, and getting drunk should be part of my regular day. That and sex, I suppose, but there’s another thing I’m not doing.

      You know, ever. At least, not yet.

      It’s not for lack of guys my age trying to help me out in that department, that’s for sure. But there’s never been anything like a spark, and I need that spark to be there if I’m going to finally let go of what I’ve held onto my whole life. And so long as guys my age think a “spark” is “we should do a shot and then you should come check out the backseat of my car,” then no thanks. I’ll pass.

      But anyway, I feel like I’m doing enough bad things tonight, what with breaking into this office. So it’s just sparkling water that I sip as I move down the wall, my jaw dropping at a gorgeous Monet. In the quiet, dim darkness of the huge room, I lean close — not close enough to touch, but closer than I’d ever dare to get in a museum. I can feel the blood rushing through my ears as I move ever closer, and closer, and—

      “What are you doing in here?”

      The voice has me practically jumping out of my skin. I yelp, gasping as I whirl, the champagne flute dashing to the floor at my feet. My heart leaps into my throat as my eyes adjust to the darkness and slowly take in the man standing in silhouette against the big window by the door.

      Damien.

      I tremble as I take in his massive form — the broad shoulders, the big arms that bulge slightly at his perfectly tailored tuxedo. The clean-shaven, chiseled jawline, and those piercing eyes.

      Green.

      I can only see the glint in those eyes from the neon lights of the city, but I know that they’re green.

      He growls as he steps towards me, and I swallow the lump in my throat as my breath catches.

      “I’m going to ask you one more time, and I’d like an answer this time.”

      His dark baritone voice is like whiskey and leather, edged in steel, and I can feel his very words pull at something deep inside of me as he approaches.

      “Because no one is supposed to be in here, and yet here you are. Which leads me to believe you’re either a thief,” he growls the word out through gritted teeth, his powerful, demanding gaze drinking me in. His eyes slip over my black cocktail dress, which I know is probably a little shorter, and a little tighter than it should be.

      His eyes flash in the dim glow of the room, and I can see the muscles in his neck tense as his gaze swallows me up. He moves closer, and I gasp. I stumble a step back, teetering slightly in my black four-inch stilettos before I feel the wall at my back. There’s a priceless painting hanging on either side of me, but his blazing green eyes are locked onto me and me only as he approaches.

      “You’re either a thief,” he purrs again, his hands moving to either side of me, palms flat against the wall, pinning me there. “Or you're just a bad little girl who’d decided to go where she doesn’t belong.”

      I gasp quietly at the words, feeling my whole body melt under that heated gaze of his.

      “And you do know what they say about thieves and bad girls who go looking for trouble, don’t you?”

      I swallow again, my breath catching in my throat as I slowly shake my head.

      “No, I—”

      “They always find it,” he growls. His eyes flash as he leans closer, and his huge body practically pins me to the wall, his warm, teasing breath hits my neck as he leans in and it’s everything I can do not to moan right there.

      His hand grips my wrist, and this time, I do moan.

      And then I feel it.

      I feel it tingle over every inch of my skin, melting through every pore down into my core, where it sits there pulsing.

      …Like a spark.

      “And trust me, little girl,” he growls. “Trust me when I say you’ve definitely found trouble.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Damien

      

    
    
      The second I notice her at the party, the world goes still. Nothing else matters, and I instantly ignore whoever I’m talking to and forget whatever the fuck we’re talking about. Because in one second, there’s suddenly only space in my brain for this perfect angel stepping into the room.

      I growl, watching her slink across the floor in that little black dress with those little black fuck-me heels, my cock pulsing to life in my tux pants. I watch her glide to the bar and come away with a glass of champagne, her gingery hair pulled over one shoulder and her sharp blue eyes flickering as she scans the room.

      She oozes sweetness and sin, and literally all I can think of as I stand there letting my eyes drink her in is that I want to taste every soft inch of her skin. I want to run my tongue over every line, curve, and crevice, until there’s not a part of her I haven’t claimed and memorized with my mouth. I growl, completely ignoring whoever I’ve been talking to as my cock throbs between my legs. I inhale slowly, as if I could smell her sweet, angelic little cunt from over here, and the thought only makes me harder.

      Perfection.

      She screams innocence. Actually, in a place like this with the type of guys who work at hedge funds, she screams prey. And it doesn’t take more than a second before the jackals close in. Finance guys are an aggressive lot, and I’ve only hired the hungriest to work for me in this place. But when three of them descend on her, something primal in me roars to the surface.

      I’ve spent a lifetime building what I have from scratch, and taking what I want when I want it. And the caveman in me roars at the sight of these lesser men thinking they can even look at her, let alone talk to her. And when one slips a hand over her shoulder, I almost let out a roar, wanting nothing more than to tear his arm off and throw man and limb over the side of the terrace.

      I storm towards the jackals, fury etched on my face, when I’m suddenly swarmed by a handful of my trust managers, suddenly deciding that this is the ideal time to come whining to me about some business bullshit. I snarl, catching them off guard as they suddenly step away. They know the look, and they know when they see that fierce, focused drive on my face to stay the fuck away.

      I shove past them, but suddenly I come to a stop.

      She’s gone.

      For a moment, the red rage comes roaring up, but I do see that the three jackals — including the piece of shit I plan on firing immediately who put his arm over her shoulders — are still at the bar.

      But my angel isn’t there.

      I scan the crowd with cold, piercing eyes, storming through the party without so much as a handshake or a smile back to any that are offered my way. Like I said, there’s only space in my brain for her, and now that I’ve lost her, I can feel the panic boiling up inside of me.

      There’s a hand on my arm, and I whirl, snarling until I come face to face with my head of security. He’s stone-faced, but even he has that look of fear in his eyes at having to interrupt me when I’ve got this look.

      “What?” I hiss.

      But barely a second later, after he’s let me know that one of his men just let “my date for the evening” into my private office, I’m storming away. I shove my way through the crowds to the big curved stairs up to the main offices, taking them two and three at a time and thundering towards my corner office door. I dismiss the man standing guard curtly, and the only reason he’s not being terminated on the spot is that he’s indirectly alerted me to her.

      Her, who I don’t know, and I’ve made a point of at least knowing who everyone here tonight is. It’s rare that I open Castle Capital up to anyone but my employees — all of whom have gone through rigorous background checks and are under more surveillance than they know. But tonight’s an exception. Tonight's a necessary lowering of my guard, in “celebration” of my hedge fund merging with Regent Trust.

      Merging.

      I could laugh. I don’t “merge” with anyone. I conquer. I take over, take control, and take full authority of anything and everything that I choose to. Regent Trust is no difference. Before the ink on the final contract is done, I’ll be gutting their considerable dead weight, taking the valuable assets and people they have, and slicing the rest away.

      Tonight, though, is about niceties. Tonight, I schmooze — or at least, the people I pay to schmooze do the schmoozing. But tonight also means a whole bunch of people I don’t fucking know are in my house — in my keep so to speak. My domain consists of the top three floors of this building — my penthouse on the top, the main offices of Castle Capital below it, and the event space, board rooms, and terraces — the less guarded parts of my business — on the floor below that. That’s where the party is supposed to be, but apparently, some people have found their way up here.

      Some people like her.

      The sound of her little breath catching on those perfect, soft, pink lips as I surprise her has the blood rushing into my cock. It’s a little whimper — so fucking small and innocent sounding, but with just enough desire behind it to make my balls ache for release. I’m barely cognizant of the words I’m saying to her as I stalk towards her, moving until I’ve got her against the wall. I groan, inhaling again and this time I could swear I can smell her soft little pussy.

      Her breath catches again, the heat rises in her cheeks, and her lips part just enough for that soft little pink tongue to dart out and wet them. I growl, moving closer and making her moan quietly.

      And this time, I know I can smell her.

      “You’re either a thief,” I growl under my breath, my palms flat against the wall on either side of her, pinning her there. “Or you're just a bad little girl who decided to go where she doesn’t belong.”

      She shivers at my words, a little tremor tingling through her small body. She swallows, her big blue eyes gazing right up at mine.

      “And you do know what they say about thieves and bad girls who go looking for trouble, don’t you?”

      She shakes her head.

      “No, I—”

      “They always find it,” I purr, dipping my head down low and letting my breath tease across her neck.

      Fuck. I can’t wait to taste her. I can’t wait to make her moan for me, and to beg me for more when I take her as my own. Her skin throbs under my fingers when I grab her wrist, her pulse jumping as I tighten my grip and pull her away from the wall.

      “Trust me, little girl,” I growl, knowing it’s taking every single bit of my restraint not to press her against the wall and take her right here. “Trust me when I say you’ve definitely found trouble.”

      I doubt she’s actually a thief here to steal some of my art. I am curious why she’s here in my office though, not to mention, who the hell she is. These are all questions I certainly plan on finding the answers to.

      I pull her across the office and around my desk.

      “Sit,” I growl, pointing to my desk and standing there with my arms crossed over my chest.

      She bites her lip, those big blue eyes looking up at me before she crosses her arms over her own chest, like she’s mimicking me.

      “Why?”

      Something blazes up inside of me. I should be furious at the back-talk. It’s something no sane person who knows me or works for me would ever try. But there’s something about this bratty little sass back from her that ignites a fire inside of me.

      She’s younger than I thought she was, looking at her now face-to-face, illuminated by the glow of the city behind me. She’s trying to hide it with those grown up heels and that dress that’s about half an inch shy of being slutty, but there’s a freshness to her that gets my blood pumping even hotter.

      “Because I said so,” I growl, my eyes flashing as I take a step towards her. She swallows, her cheeks flushing pink.

      She’s already mine, even if she doesn’t know it yet. She’s been mine ever since she stepped into the party downstairs, but stepping into this office — into my lair — has cemented it. And it’s not in an aggressive, angry way — the way I take most things that are mine to take in this world. In fact, being alone with her in this room brings a sort of peace to my mind that I can’t even remember feeling before.

      Being with her feels like perfection. Sharing that moment, it’s like suddenly the world just makes more sense — like she was made to be mine. I pull her against me, and when she gasps and falls into me, hands against my chest, I know I was right. I know without hesitation that this angel is mine and only mine. Her lips were made to feel mine against them. Her breath was made for me to steal away. Her body was made to arch against me — to wrap around me and take me inside. And that magnetic power she’s got between her legs was made for my cock — made for taking every inch of me and swallowing every drop of cum I can give her.

      It’s just something I know, like it’s been set out by fate. And the way she moans so sweetly as I pull her against me tells me she knows it too.

      I kiss her with everything I have, my lips searing hot against hers as I swallow her moans. She resists for one half a second before she’s melting into me — her hands tightening on my tuxedo jacket and her body pressing into me. She whimpers as I pry her lips open with my tongue, demanding entrance and claiming what’s mine.

      My hands slide down her body, wrapping around her and pulling her so tight to me that she’d never get away. She moans quietly, her breath catching as I kiss her fiercely, and when my hands slide down to cup that perfect little ass of hers through her dress, she whimpers with need.

      My cock lurches as her body writhes against mine, every single cell in my body demanding what it’s owed — demanding it’s prize. Finally, reluctantly, I pull away from the kiss, and the way she just lingers there in that moment another second with her eyes closed captivates something in me.

      She opens them, and then she blushes, realizing I’m staring at her. She looks away, like she’s embarrassed, but I move my hand up to cup her chin softly. I tilt her head up until those big blue eyes are locked with mine.

      “Do you know who I am, my little burglar?”

      She nods, swallowing quickly, her eyes darting over my face.

      “You don’t have to be scared, baby girl,” I purr, leaning down and kissing her softly. “Not of me, and not of anything in this world so long as I’m standing. Do you understand?”

      She bites her lip, swollen and red from our kiss, but not as swollen as they will be. Her eyes sparkle as I hold them with mine.

      “What’s your name, angel?”

      She hesitates for a second, and I’m trying to decipher what that means, when she opens her lips.

      “Lyra,” she says quietly.

      “I’m Damien,” I growl lowly, pulling her close.

      “I know,” she whispers.

      “Just like you knew about my art collection.”

      She blushes again, and she starts to look away when I tilt her head up and lean in close.

      “You came for the paintings, angel, but I’ve come for a different work of art.”

      She gasps as I push her back gently, until her ass comes again the edge of my desk. I scoop her up, swallowing her moans with my lips as I set her down on the polished wood surface.

      “You,” I growl. “Forget the rest of these pieces. You’re the only work of art I want to see tonight, or ever.” She whimpers as I move in again, spreading her legs to either side of my hips as I move against her and claim her lips with mine.

      “Show me, baby girl,” I groan softly into her lips. “Show me everything.”
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      My head spins as he kisses me, my whole body coming alive like it’s never done before at the feel of his lips on mine. He’s firm and yet gentle at the same time — demanding and yet worshipping in his kiss and in his touch.

      This is really happening.

      The man I’ve secretly found irresistible from a distance and who I’ve wantonly fantasized about is really right here with his arms around me and kissing me like I’m his. I whimper as his big arms circle me protectively, pulling me against him and letting me feel all of his hard, muscled body as it coils against me.

      And deep down, as naughty as it is, I know this is why I really came here tonight. The darkest part of me knows sneaking in here for the art was just the excuse I told myself. I know the good girl that I am came here to take in fabulous masterpieces that hardly anyone sees. But I know the bad girl that simmers right beneath the surface secretly hoped and fantasized that this is what would really happen here tonight.

      That he’d catch me. That dark, dangerous, gorgeous, dominant, much older, sexy as hell Damien Castle would find me here.

      …And never let me go.

      He groans as his tongue swirls with mine, his big hands holding me tight as I moan into his mouth. Part of me wants to tell him everything. Part of me wants to tell him who I really am, and why I’m here tonight, but I can’t. I can’t because I’m scared saying anything at all will wake me up, and I’ll realize that sitting here kissing Damien in the dark of his office is all a dream.

      He pulls away, sucking my bottom lip between his as he does and leaving me aching for more.

      “Show me, baby girl,” he growls, his eyes full of green fire as they pierce into mine. He steps away, shrugging his tuxedo jacket off and draping it over the back of his chair. I swallow, my eyes taking in his hard-packed, muscled body as it strains in all the right places under his crisp white shirt. He loosens his bow tie and pops the top two buttons of his shirt, and my eyes slip over the tattoo ink that’s bared to me.

      “Show you what?” I whisper, my pulse roaring in my ears as he moves back into me.

      “Everything,” he purrs. “There’s only one piece of art I wanted to see ever since you stepped into my world downstairs,” he growls softly. His lips brush my ear as his hands slide up bare thighs, tugging slightly at my dress. “You’ve captivated me, in a way nothing in this world ever has before. Not power, or wealth, or any of it.”

      “You’re a man who gets what he wants,” I say quietly.

      Damian smiles in this way that sends a pulse of heat right between my legs.

      “I’m glad you understand that.”

      “And you want me?”

      “Every inch of you,” he murmurs, his lips brushing my ear and making me hold back the moan. The masculine scent of him teases over me, making my head spin, and the raw power he exudes has my whole body tingling.

      “And if I say no?” I breathe out.

      “You won’t,” he growls, both of us knowing he’s entirely correct. My whole body aches for him - my nipples spiking to little points under my dress and my thighs quickly becoming slick and wet as my need for him soaks right through my panties.

      And I know he can tell.

      I tremble as his lips brush my cheek, his hands moving to my thighs.

      “I could scream,” I barely whisper out, my whole body aching for more of his touch.

      “Oh, baby girl,” he murmurs, a small chuckle rumbling from his lips and into my skin.

      “I can promise you that you will.”

      I barely have time to moan before his lips crash into mine. The room spins and the whole world goes topsy-turvy as his tongue and his lips captivate mine, drawing the breath from my lungs and making me melt into him.

      His hands push my dress higher as they drag over my thighs, higher still until I can feel the thick bulge of him pressing right against my soaked panties. He groans, his hips pushing against me as one hand slides down my inner thigh and moves up. I gasp as his finger drags over the edge of my panties, making my skin tingle and ache for more. He drags his thick finger over the front of my panties, and I cry out, my hands clutching at him as he rubs me there.

      “See how wet you are for me, baby girl?” he purrs, his teeth nipping at my earlobe. “See how much this little pussy wants to come out and play?”

      I whimper, holding him tightly as his drags his finger up and down my slit. Slowly, he pulls away, leaving me panting and yearning for more. His eyes flash as he moves back, slowly sitting in his big leather office chair and steepling his hands in front of him. His eyes drag over my body, that gaze like a hot, teasing lover’s touch, until they reach my eyes.

      “Spread your legs, angel,” he growls. I shiver, feeling his eyes sear into me, sending a heated thrill through me.

      “Spread your pretty legs and show me what I want to see.”

      And slowly, I do what he says. I want to say I do it because I know I’m powerless to resist him. But the truth is, that rough, edged darkness in his voice and the captivating, possessive way he speaks and looks at me stirs something wicked and aching inside.

      The truth is, I do it because I don’t want to resist him.

      My pulse thunders in my ears as I meet his eyes. My nipples spike to little points under my dress, and when his eyes move down to hungrily drag over my breasts, I like the way it makes me feel. That gaze makes me feel like he wants to tear my clothes off and ram his cock into me until I can’t walk straight, but also like he wants to wrap me in his arms and protect me from the entire world.

      And slowly, I spread my legs.

      Damien groans as I part them, the little black dress riding higher and higher until it tugs around my waist. I’m wearing a dark green thong, and I watch his eyes flare up with something fierce as they center between my legs. He groans, his jaw tightening.

      “Such a naughty girl,” he purrs. “Look at how wet your little pussy is for me. Look at how soaked you’ve made your panties.”

      I whimper, his filthy words making my head spin. His hand drops to the immense bulge tenting the front of his pants, and I can feel my pulse spike as my eyes land on it.

      “Show me,” he growls. “Pull those panties to the side and show me that pretty little pussy.”

      And I do, without hesitation. I whimper, my hand sliding down over the front of my dress and over my exposed thighs. My finger slips under the sticky edge of the panties, clinging wetly to every detail of my lips, and slowly, I pull them to the side.

      Damien groans.

      “So fucking perfect, angel,” he growls, his eyes flashing fire. He moves his chair closer, and when his eyes drag up to mine, his hand follows. His finger slides into my long gingery hair, tangling in it and tugging me down. I moan, letting him pull me to his mouth and kiss me deeply.

      “Play with your pussy, baby girl,” he growls into my lips, swallowing my moans as his other hand pushes my knees wide apart on his desk. “Play with your naughty little pussy for Daddy.”
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        Lyra

      

    
    
      Daddy.

      The word hits me like a bolt of heated lightning right to my core, sending a throb of raw need between my legs. It feels filthy, and so unbelievably dirty, but at the same time, there’s no denying how damn sexy it sounds coming from his lips. Filthy and dirty, yes, but the word also fills me with something else — something I’m not sure I’ve really ever felt, what with an emotionally absent mother and the cold indifference of my stepfather.

      Love.

      It’s a sexy, heated, gets-me-hot-in-all-the-right-places kind of love, but it’s there, and I can’t deny how it makes me feel.

      Damien growls, his hand skimming up my leg as he uses the other one in my hair to tug me down to his lips again.

      “You like that, don’t you baby girl?” he purrs. “I could feel your pulse skip under your skin, and I can see your sweet little pussy glistening even wetter for me.”

      “Yes,” I whimper softly, moaning as he kisses my jaw. And I do. It’s filthy and dirty, but him saying it also makes me feel so insanely protected and so surrounded by tenderness that I almost want to just jump into his lap, throw my arms around him, and never move from that position.

      “Good,” he groans, his hand stroking my leg and making me shiver. “Now be a good girl and play with that pretty pussy for Daddy.”

      My head is still spinning from it all as he pulls away, sitting back in his chair and letting his eyes melt over me. He nods, and I don’t hesitate. I don’t stop and think about what I’m doing, sitting in this much older man’s office, on his desk, with my panties to the side as I show him my most intimate place — a place no one’s ever been, or even seen before. My hand slides down to join the one holding my soaked panties to the side, and slowly, with Damien watching me, I let my fingers tease over my body.

      I whimper as they glide over the slick heat covering my lips. I’m wetter than I’ve ever been before — so wet that it drips from my slit down between my legs to smear on his desk. Damien growls, his hand moving back to his lap as he watches my finger drag up through my pink folds, until it bumps over my clit and I cry out.

      “Fuck, angel,” he groans, and when his hands move to his zipper, I feel my whole body quiver in anticipation.

      “So fucking beautiful,” he purrs as he pulls his fly down, his eyes locked on me as he slips his hand inside. Slowly, he pulls his hand back out, and when he does, my jaw practically hits the desk.

      Oh. My. God.

      He’s so big — and I know I’ve got nothing to compare it to, but he could easily fit both his hands around it, stacked, and I’d still be able to see his thick, swollen crown. The fingers of one of his big hands curl around it, and I moan as I watch him slowly stroke it up and down.

      Glistening, pearly-white liquid beads at the tip and then dribbles down his shaft, his hand rubbing it in and making his whole cock shine in a way that has my pussy throbbing and my mouth watering.

      He moves forward, his hand stroking his cock and his eyes locked between my legs. He pushes my legs wide apart, his breath on my thighs, and when it moves higher, I can feel the tremor tease through my whole body.

      “Perfect,” he groans quietly, his breath teasing over my bare pussy.

      “Perfect and mine.”

      I cry out as his tongue touches me, the sensation almost knocking me back onto his desk. He starts at my opening, his tongue pushing deep inside before he drags it slowly up, parting my soft folds until his wicked tongue bumps over my clit. He growls, pressing his whole mouth to me and letting the tip of his tongue swirl over my clit over and over, until I’m throwing my head back and squeezing my eyes shut, gasping at the feeling.

      My hands fly out behind me to stop myself from falling, palm flat on his desk and my head thrown back as Damien tongues my pussy and makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. He groans into me, his tongue pushing deep and tasting all of me. I look down, and I moan louder as I see his arm moving, knowing that he’s touching that beautiful cock of his because of me. It’s a feeling that has my toes curling and the moans tumbling from my lips, knowing that this gorgeous, dominant, powerful man is stroking his big cock for me.

      His other hand comes up, fingers teasing my entrance as he tongues my clit. He slowly pushes one inside, and suddenly, I freeze. Suddenly, I realize my whole little “dangerous bad girl” act of breaking in here and throwing sass back at him is going to come crashing down. Because if his finger goes any further, he’s going to know I’m—

      Damien suddenly stops, and I feel my whole face flush red. He slowly pulls away from me, and all I want is to crawl into hole somewhere and disappear.

      “I—” my words choke as the heat blazes though my face, knowing what a total fool I probably look like trying to play the temptress when I’m really just a virgin.

      “I should go—”

      “Stop.”

      His voice is firm, but warm, and deep, and the sound of it envelops me like a blanket.

      “Look at me, baby girl,” he says softly. I don’t, because I can’t, and I keep my eyes and my face turned away as the tears brim my eyes.

      “Lyra.”

      His hand cups my cheek, and slowly, he pulls my gaze back to him.

      “I’m sorry,” I whisper sullenly.

      But Damien’s just shaking his head, his eye blazing with something heated and his gaze firmly on me.

      “You have nothing to be sorry about, angel,” he purrs. “I knew from the first look at you that you’d never been claimed, that you’d never felt a man inside of you. I could tell by the way you walked, and the way you held yourself.”

      I start to look away, but he stops me.

      “I want you like this,” he growls, a hunger suddenly blazing over his face. “I want you untouched, and unmarked, and I like that you’re mine and only mine.” He stands, moving close to me and pulling me against him. He tilts my head back, and suddenly, he’s kissing me so hard I can feel it in my toes. I can taste myself on his tongue, and I know it’s dirty, but it suddenly sends that hungry shiver back through me again. Or maybe it’s because it’s so dirty.

      “So pure,” he groans into my lips. “So innocent. I knew you’d never had a man touch you like this, or taste your sweetness like this, or fuck you, like I’m going to fuck you.”

      I whimper at his words, and when I feel his thick, pulsing shaft hot against my thigh, I tremble in anticipation.

      “And I will have you, my angel,” he says softly. “Not here, and not like this, but soon — very soon — I’m going to take you as my own. And when I do, there’s not a man in the world who’ll be able to look at you again and see what I saw tonight. They’ll know you’ve been plucked. They’ll know that a man has had you, and claimed you, and it’ll be my job to let every single fucking one of them know that you’re off-limits to everyone but me.”

      I gasp at his words, the fierceness of them sending a heated pulse right through my body, until my heart jumps into my throat with excitement.

      His. I’m aware of how crazy or how surreal it sounds. But at the same time, there’s no denying how it really makes me feel.

      Whole. It makes me feel protected, and loved, and like for the first time ever, I’m needed by someone.

      “I love that you’re untouched, and unmarked, Lyra,” he growls, pulling me close and kissing me again. His hand slips between my legs, and I whimper as his fingers brush over my clit.

      “Because, my little queen, I’m going to mark you. I’m going to spread those pretty thighs wide and bury my cock inside of your sweet untouched cunt.”

      His cock slips against my pussy, and for one second, my heart jumps into my throat, wondering if he’s decided to take me now. He eases the head against my opening, teasing me and rubbing it up and down, but he doesn’t push inside. Instead, he just makes me cry out, leaking my sticky wetness all over his cock until it's dripping down the thick, veined shaft as he slowly strokes himself.

      “Fuck, baby girl,” he groans. “Look at how hard you’ve made my cock with that sweet little cunt of yours.”

      He pushes the head up, rubbing it over my clit and then rocking against me so that every fat inch of the underside of his cock glides over my clit. He strokes himself harder, groaning alongside my moans, and I watch as more and more sticky white fluid drips from the small slit at the top of his cock. It drops down onto my skin, coating my pussy and my thighs, mixing with my own wetness until I’m slick and glistening and wet, my legs wide open for him.

      “And look how wet and ready that pretty pussy is for Daddy,” he groans. “I can feel you pulsing against me, so eager to feel me slide inside, and so eager to feel me spray my cum deep in your womb.”

      I moan louder, panting as his cock glides over my clit again and again, his hips pumping as if he’s driving into me, even if he’s staying just outside. I can feel a tingling sensation begin to well up inside of me — something that threatens to engulf me as this gorgeous, much older, powerful man strokes his thick cock against my pussy and whispers his filthy promises into my ear

      “Soon, angel,” he growls. “Soon I’ll be spreading this little pussy wide, and stretching you open for my cock.” His hand grips my ass tight, cupping me and holding me down on the desk as he strokes his cock with his other hand. My soaking wet panties, sticky and pushed to the side, slip over his cock, making it look even more obscene as I watch his hips drive back and forth, sawing his thick shaft against my slit.

      “Soon you’ll know what it feels like to come with the one cock you’ll ever know buried to the hilt inside this tight little slit.”

      He moves faster and faster, and when the edges of my world start to blur, I know I’m going to explode at any second.

      “I want my seed filling you, angel,” he groans, his cock swelling up even bigger as it leaks his pre-cum all over my pussy. “I want to fill you up so much that it fills your womb and leaks down your thighs. But first, before that,” he growls, his eyes captivating mine as he cups my jaw and lets his lips brush mine.

      “But first, I want this sweet, sweet pussy to come for me. I want you to come all over Daddy’s cock, baby girl. Come for Daddy.”

      I scream as the tsunami of my orgasm slams through me. I clutch at him, mashing my lips to his and sucking his tongue into my mouth as I feel the hardest, biggest, most intense orgasm of my life absolutely shatter through me.

      Damien roars into my mouth, his hand pumping his big dick faster and faster, until suddenly, he explodes. I gasp, feeling his thick, hot, sticky cum spurt against my clit and run down my pussy. He strokes himself again and again, and I look down, moaning, to see thick white ropes of his cum splashing over my belly, and my thighs, and my slit — coating me until I’m absolutely soaked in his seed.

      Finally, shaking and trembling against him, I slowly come down from my orgasm. I melt into him, clutching at him for dear life like I might tumble away without him there to hold me up. His arms circle me protectively, and his lips find mine as he kisses me slow and deep.

      “I need to get back to the party,” he growls.

      My heart sinks a little.

      “Oh,” I nod, swallowing the lump that forms in my throat. “Oh, right. Yeah, I guess you need to get back to—”

      “So that I can tell everyone to leave,” he whispers into my lips. “So I can tell them to get the fuck out, so that I can have you all to myself.”

      I bite my lip, trying to hold back the grin, but I’m not very good at it.

      Damien reaches down between us, and I whimper as his fingers stroke over my pussy, slippery from the mess we’ve made. He tugs my panties back into place, and it feels so fucking dirty, and sexy, and wrong in the best way. I can feel his hot cum warm against my skin and soaking into my panties as he tugs them tight to me.

      “Keep me there,” he purrs, leaning down and kissing me softly. “I want my cum warm and sticky again your dirty little pussy all night. I want people to smell it on you and know you’re spoken for.”

      “Am I?” I breathe out.

      “Yes,” he growls possessively. “You are very much spoken for. I don’t know how you got in here, but you’re staying.”
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      I keep Lyra’s soft, perfect hand in mine as we step back into the party. A few people look, but I honestly couldn’t give a shit. Let them. Let them know that this angel from heaven is mine. Hopefully, the word gets out to some of the jackals who were sniffing around her earlier, before I have to fire them and put them in a grave.

      Her hand tugs at mine though, and I turn, my brow furrowing.

      “I need to go freshen up,” she says softly.

      But I grin and just shake my head. “Uh-uh. I thought I was clear, angel. I want you covered in my seed for the rest of the evening.”

      She blushes fiercely, her lip catching between her teeth as she shakes her head. “No, not that,” she blushes again. “I just mean I need to go fix my hair and my makeup. I think I might look like…”

      She trails off, but I just hold those gorgeous eyes of hers with mine, a smile teasing my lips.

      “Like you just almost got fucked?”

      Her face lights up like a red Christmas bulb, but I pull her close, wrapping my arms around her. And when I feel her hands tighten around me as well, and her face bury in my chest, I’m not sure I’ll actually ever be able to let her go.

      I do, of course, reluctantly. And not until I’ve pulled her tight to me, tilted her head back with a hand in her hair, and claimed those lips in front of the group of employees clustered around the bar where we’re standing. I slowly pull away, relishing the look of pure happiness on her face before I gently let her go.

      “Don’t be long,” I purr, squeezing her hand. “I might have to come find you and make sure no one else is trying to steal you away.”

      “Please do,” she whispers breathlessly, before her hand slips from mine, and she’s lost in the crowd.

      Holy shit.

      Something’s happened to me. Something that I’ve never once looked for, and never expected to ever find has hit me over the head like goddamn brick. And now I’m seeing stars — stars spelled “L-y-r-a.”

      I’ve hardly ever had time for women, what with my work and making this company the machine it is today. The work and the money and the power have always come first, before a pretty face or a nice pair of legs.

      …That all completely changed when my little angel stepped into this party, and I know without hesitation that nothing is ever going to be the same again. Nothing in this world will ever be as sweet or as pure if I don’t have her for myself. In the one hour I’ve had her in my world, I’m already seeing clearer than I’ve ever seen. I’m thinking faster, and sharper than ever.

      I know what I want, and above all of it — above the job, and the money, and the power, there’s one thing now that shines brighter than the rest.

      …It’s her, of course.

      She’s barely been gone a minute when I can already feel the anxious need to have her in my arms again. My jaw tenses and my muscles twitch, wanting nothing more and needing nothing more than to have her small, perfect little body pressed to mine - her soft lips opening willingly for me and her tender moan igniting something inside of me.

      I turn and nod at the bartender, who passes me what he already knows I want. Scotch. Old, expensive, rich, and smoky. I sip the glass slowly, trying to let the golden liquid mellow my mind, and keep me sane while she’s not by my side.

      But I know it’s a losing battle.

      Instead, I turn, glancing over the room for my head planner. I wasn’t kidding before. This party is fucking over. And the second I find my guy, I’m making sure every single person here, from distinguished guest to catering waiter is out that damn door in five fucking minutes.

      Everyone but me and my Lyra.

      I’m still searching the room for the planner when a hand claps me on the back.

      “Hey! There he is! Big D!”

      I grit my teeth and narrow my eyes at the sound of the voice before I turn and force a plastic smile to my face.

      Bill Goddard is the head of Regent Trust, the fund mine is taking over. Bill is also weak and stupid, he drinks too much, and he makes trades that are far too conveniently placed time-wise to be above the level. He’s reckless with his fund’s money, to the point of most certainly engaging in very obvious insider trading that will get the authorities’ attention sooner than later.

      His company is decent, which is why I’m buying them into mine. But what Bill doesn’t know is that the minute the contractually obligated grace period is up with the merger, he’s fucking gone. Until then though, regretfully, he’s going to be second in command around here — a thought that sits sour in me and has my teeth clenching tight.

      I’d fire him now, or Hell, throw him off a roof after the way I’ve seen him speaking to his staff, or worse, mine. I saw the way he talked to my secretary like she was less than shit, right before he tried to get her to come into his office for a massage.

      No, seriously.

      Bill is drunk, reeking of booze as he leers in my face, grinning away. I tense my jaw, forcing myself to smile at him. Again, I’d toss him off the fucking balcony, tonight even, but I need him. I need this acquisition to go through and I need the grace period to make the merger final.

      And I hate being beholden like this.

      “Ready to take on the world, Big D?”

      “Don’t call me that,” I growl.

      He just chuckles. “You’re the man, D.”

      I remind myself for the hundred-thousandth time that committing murder tonight would put a serious hitch on my merger. My temper flares, and I turn away from Bill to scan the room, looking for the one thing I know will bring me back down to earth and keep me sane.

      My angel.

      She’s been gone too long. Even if it’s barely been five minutes, that’s five minutes that I haven’t had my arm around her, or my hand on her skin, her lips on mine, or the scent of her hair driving me wild as I bury my face in it.

      Bill slaps me on the shoulder again, and I snap.

      “I have to go,” I growl, barely keeping it together as my eyes scan the crowd over his shoulder.

      “Oh, wait, Damien,” he swigs from his drink, clearing his throat. “Hang on, there’s someone I’d like you to-”

      I’m already pushing past him though, having spotted my head planner, when Bills fucking hand grabs my arm again.

      “Damien, I’d like you to meet my daughter.”

      I sigh heavily, narrowing my eyes and squaring my shoulders as I turn back to him to tell him as politely as I can to fuck off.

      “Bill, I need to—”

      I freeze.

      The rest of the room fades away as my eyes lock onto the gorgeous, perfect little angel that Bill’s goddamn arm is wrapped around.

      Her.

      The girl who’s still got my cum soaking into her panties, who’s sweet little candy pussy I can still taste on my tongue and is literally all I can think about.

      …And she’s Bill Goddard’s fucking daughter.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Lyra

      

    
    
      He stares at me, his jaw tight and his eyes blazing that green fury at me. There’s definitely anger there, but it’s more than just fury.

      Hunger.

      There’s a fire in that look, and I shiver, knowing something that I’ve never known before: I kindled that fire.

      Me.

      He knows I tricked him, or at least wasn’t exactly forthcoming in who I was. There’s no pretending that I didn’t know who he was. I mean, of course I did — I was in his office, at his party, in his company headquarters.

      My body tightens, my core trembling at the memory of not ten minutes ago — his tongue sliding through my pussy, tasting me and making me shiver and shake like nothing ever has before. I remember the way his big, thick cock felt, pulsing hot and hard on my skin and gliding over my clit.

      The way his hands felt on my skin, and the feel of his cum pumping over me.

      I can still feel him under my dress — sticky, warm, and wet on my skin. It’s a reminder — a dirty, wicked, sinful reminder of what we’ve just done. But he looks so mad. I think about what he said, how I was his now, and marked and all that, and how he’d be taking me as his own later.

      But my heart begins to sink in as I watch his eyes narrow as they dart from me, to Bill, back to me again. No, I tricked him, and a man like Damian Castle doesn’t go for being tricked.

      “Your daughter,” he growls, his eyes stopping on me, his look fierce.

      “Well, stepdaughter,” Bill chuckles. “Married her mom a few years back. Anyways, I wanted you to meet, since she’s going to be around here for the next month.”

      Damien’s brow raises. “Pardon?”

      “Yeah, I’d planned for her to intern with Regent Trust over the summer, and since Regent is now part of Castle Capital, well, I guess she’ll be interning here! You know, before she leaves.”

      “Leaves?”

      Bill nods, slugging back his drink. “Yeah, well you know, she’s headed off to school soon.”

      My stomach sinks, and I watch Damien’s jaw twitch.

      “Is she now?”

      Bill chuckles. “Yep, that she is. Going to study business and make me proud.”

      I watch as Damien — the man whose touch and whose filthy, captivating words I can’t get out of my head — nods, still looking right at me.

      “So you’re in college.”

      “I—”

      I want to answer. I want so badly to explain, but Bill beats me to it, and it sounds so much worse coming from him.

      “Well, she will be.”

      Damien’s jaw twitches again, and this time his eyes dart quickly to Bill.

      “What did you just say?” he snaps.

      “I said she will be in college. Next month, when she goes in for freshman orientation.”

      Damien’s eyes snap back to mine, and this time, they’re full of fire. I want so badly to just jump into his arms and kiss him, and tell him I’m sorry for holding back on what is really actually a pretty big piece of information. He obviously knew I was young, but I’m suddenly thinking he may have just left it at “get out of my office” if he knew I was eighteen young, and less than half his age. And I swear, Bill standing here or not, I’m about to do just that, when suddenly, we’re swarmed by guys in business suits grinning from ear to ear. Guys from Bill’s company and some from Damien’s, all holding drinks and wanting to congratulate the two of them on the merger.

      Bill happily obliges of course, taking drinks that are passed his way, but I watch as Damien gives me one last fierce look before he pulls away and ducks into the crowd.

      My heart sinks again. The pain of losing that perfect moment in his office sears into me as I turn and make my way through the crowd. Tears sting my eyes a I think of how perfect it felt being in his arms and kissing his lips. And knowing that I’ve messed that up by not being truthful is like a knife to the gut.

      I know I should have told him. Being the stepdaughter of the man whose company he’s merging with is one thing. Being inexperienced is one thing. But if he’d known that lack of experience was because I was eighteen, I doubt he’d have had another word to say to me. A man like Damien Castle probably dates models, and actresses, and celebrities — women who know what they’re doing and aren’t going to fumble around like some stupid inexperienced virgin.

      I wipe at my eyes. Now that it’s over, I feel like even more of an idiot for going up there tonight to his office and trying to act so much older and more experienced than I actually am. Some of the guys from the bar earlier call out to me, but I’m ignoring them, trying my hardest not to cry as I push through the doors that lead from the main space of Castle Capital into the smaller reception area by the elevators.

      I fire off a quick text to Bill letting him know I’m taking a taxi home, even if I’m sure he’s too drunk by now to see it or care. I jam the button for the elevator and squeeze my eyes shut, feeling that horrible sinking feeling creep through me. I think about the man that felt so right earlier, and knowing that I’ve messed that up and that he’ll probably never even talk to me again has the tears about to finally break free.

      There’s a hand on my arm, and even as I gasp in shock, my body knows who it is before I even turn.

      Damien.

      His touch is just pure electricity — a jolting, electrifying spark that instantly has me wanting to throw myself into his arms and kiss him until my lips are bruised and sore.

      “I’m—” I shake my head, biting my lip. “I’m so sorry, I just—”

      “Do not for one second think I’m done with you, angel,” he growls, his eyes flashing heat and fire at me. I shiver, swallowing thickly as he turns and pulls me towards a private elevator.

      “But first, I’d like some answers. And I’d like them now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Lyra

      

    
    
      We step back into his private office — the scene of the crime from earlier — and Damien slams the door shut behind us. I shiver, feeling the raw heat and desire that comes from me being near this man. But now, it’s also mixed with something a little more scary — like I’m feeling his true power now as well.

      “Now then,” he growls, spinning me around and letting his gaze burn into me. I shiver. He’s so damn sexy, even when he’s clearly mad like this. God, if anything, he’s even more beautiful with that dark flash of anger on his face.

      “Tell me how old you are right fucking now.”

      I swallow. “Eighteen.”

      He holds my gaze, unblinking.

      “I’m eigh—”

      “I want to see your driver's license.”

      My brow arches. “You’re kidding me.”

      I gasp as he snatches me up into his arms, and I swear he’s about to kiss me but his lips stop just before they crush to mine — like he’s holding back, but barely.

      “Okay, okay,” I swallow, shrugging my bag off my shoulder and digging inside for my wallet. I pull out the New York driver's license and give it to him, shivering as his fingers brush mine when he takes it.

      He studies it, his brow furrowing as his eyes read the lettering, before slowly, I watch him exhale.

      “You’re eighteen.”

      “Told you.”

      My sass gets me another hard look, but again, it ignites more than scares this time.

      “You’re Bill Goddard’s fucking daughter.”

      “Stepdaughter.”

      “It’s very convenient,” he growls, his eyes narrowing. “You being in here tonight, dressed like that, with this deal hanging on a thread.”

      My jaw drops.

      “Excuse me?” I hiss.

      “Is that why you snuck in?” Damien growls. “To sweeten the fucking deal?”

      I ignore how big and dominating and powerful this man standing in front of me is as I jab a finger in his face, mine scrunching up in a frown.

      “No,” I spit. “God, what do you think I am?!”

      “You tell me!” He roars back.

      The room falls silent, the both of us eye-to-eye and glaring at one another. But suddenly, my tough attitude cracks, and the whole thing comes crashing down. My shoulders slump, my head drops, and I’m starting to turn to hide the tears from him when suddenly, his whole demeanor changes too.

      I gasp as his muscled arms go around me, pulling me close to him and wrapping me against his body. He leans in, his face in my hair as he holds me tight.

      “Fuck, I’m so sorry, baby girl,” he murmurs, kissing the top of my head, and then my cheek. He tilts my head up with a finger on my chin, and then slowly kisses my lips.

      And I melt.

      I sink into him, feeling that warmth and power and raw desire from before hook me all over again.

      “I’m sorry, angel,” he whispers in my ear.

      He kisses me again, fiercer this time, and when his tongue pushes through my lips, I moan as I open them for him. Arms circle me, and powerful hands hold me tenderly and protectively, like he’ll never let anything hurt me. He turns us, and I whimper into his lips as his hands lift me into him. My feet don’t touch the floor as he strides across the room, placing me down onto the top of his desk. He moves between my legs, hands circling me and sliding up to cup my face.

      “I can’t keep my head straight,” he says quietly. “Tonight I mean. I can’t talk to any of those people down there, I can’t think business, or this deal, or any of it.” His jaw tightens as his eyes pierce into mine. “Not after you.”

      He kisses me again, and this time, I know I’m lost — lost in the best, sweetest, most perfect way. Lost like I never want to be found. Part of me thinks this might be too good to be true. The doubt in me says that this is what he says to every girl he charms into his office, since he’s so damn charming, and gorgeous, and magnetic.

      He stops suddenly, pulling back and giving me a curious look before he smirks.

      “You think that’s a line.”

      My eyes snap to his, and he grins.

      “No, I’m not a mind reader, but it’s all over your face, baby girl.”

      I bite my lip, looking away shyly.

      “Well, is it?” I finally say quietly.

      “No,” he growls, and I gasp at the ferocity in his voice as his arms suddenly pull me tight to him.

      “No, hell no,” he hisses. I look up to see his eyes blazing with heat, his jaw tight as he gazes right into my eyes.

      “There are no other women, angel. None. Not with how busy I am with this empire, and none that have ever caught my eye. No one has ever captured me the way you have. Because you?” he groans, his hands sliding up my sides, teasing over my ribs and making me shiver in anticipation

      “You’re nothing I saw coming,” he says quietly.

      “That’s ‘cause I snuck into your office.”

      He grins broadly, the smile twinkling in his eyes as he moves into me. His hand slides into my hair, and I gasp as he pulls just tight enough to ease my head back and send a thrill through my body.

      “You snuck into more than just my office, angel,” he whispers, and before I can answer, his lips crash into mine.

      Damien kisses me fiercely this time, his whole body wrapping around mine as if the two of us are melting into one body. I moan into his lips, my tongue playing with his and my pulse hammering in my ears as I give up, give in, and let everything I’m feeling pour into him. It’s nothing I’ve ever felt before, and it’s everything.

      I gasp as I feel Damien’s hand slide over my leg, his powerful fingers pushing at the edge of my cocktail dress until it slips up my thigh.

      “You haven’t cleaned up, have you?” he growls, the heat and the raw need back in his voice. It sends a jolt of desire through me, my pulse jumping, my nipples spiking to points under my dress.

      “No,” I gasp, shaking my head.

      “Show me,” he groans into my lips before he pulls back. His hands slide to my knees, pulling my legs apart as I reach down and tug at the hem of my dress. I pull it up, and my body shivers with desire as I watch him tighten, an animal-like growl coming from his lips as I show him my panty-covered pussy.

      They’re sticky and wet with dark stains from his cum and mine.

      Damien growls.

      “Dirty girl with dirty, naughty panties,” he rumbles, his hands skimming slowly up and down my thighs.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      His touch tightens and I watch as his jaw twitches and a groan escapes his lips.

      It feels so dirty calling him that, but it’s also so fucking hot. I hold his eyes, loving the way his gaze sets me on fire like I’ve never felt before. My fingers slip into my panties, and slowly, I pull them down.

      I gasp as he kisses me hungrily, and when his hand cups me between my legs, I moan. He drags one thick finger up through my soft lips, sending a thrill through my body as it teases across my clit. His fingers ease back down to my entrance, and he starts to push just inside, when he stops.

      “This,” he groans, his finger gently stroking through my lips, just shy of my virginity.

      “I will take this,” he says darkly into my ear. “Soon, angel, I’ll spread your pretty thighs and bury every inch of my cock inside this sweet little cunt of yours.”

      “I want you to,” I gasp.

      “Soon, later,” he purrs. “When it’s right.”

      He pushes my panties down the rest of the way, and I kick them off before he pulls my legs around his waist. I moan as he moves to his big desk chair, sitting with me spread on his lap. I gasp at the feel of him against me there — his cock so rock hard and throbbing against my bare pussy through his dress pants.

      His hands push my dress higher, slipping it up my body until my breasts are bared to him. He growls, wrapping his lips around one nipple and then the other, his tongue teasing them to little pink points as I gasp in the darkness of his office. His cock throbs at the sounds of my pleasure, pulsing against me. And I know he can feel how wet I am — I’m sure it’s soaking into his pants, and ruining them.

      “Up, sweetheart,” he murmurs, coaxing my arms above my head as he tugs the dress the rest of the way off. He tosses it to the side, and his eyes slowly and hungrily trace over my body. I blush, and start to wrap my arms around myself when he growls.

      “No,” he groans. His hands capture my wrists, and I gasp as he tugs them to the small of my back. “No hiding from me, angel,” he whispers. “Don’t hide a single damn inch of this supple, perfect skin from my eyes.”

      His gaze blazes over me, teasing over my body. His hand follows in it’s wake, tracing over my breasts, swirling a finger over my nipple. He moves lower, his hand tracing over my tummy until his fingers slide between my legs.

      “So wet for me,” he growls.

      I cry out as his fingers rub a slow circle on my clit, making my body arch towards him. His finger slips just inside, barely penetrating but just enough to make my breath catch. He grinds his palm into my clit, making me moan and melt into him. The sound of my wetness against his hand fills the office like a dirty, filthy soundtrack, and when his lips fasten over a nipple, I throw my head back and cry out.

      I can feel how hard his cock is, throbbing hot and ready against my thigh through his pants. I drop a hand to his lap, my fingers lightly stroking him, and he groans.

      “Eager little girl, aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” I groan, stroking him through his pants in time to his fingers on my bare pussy. “I want it, please.”

      Damien’s mouth moves to my lips, and I whimper as he sucks my bottom lip between his.

      “Take it out, baby girl. It’s yours.”

      I swallow the moan, gasping as I let my fingers trace up to his zipper. Slowly, fumbling a little, I start to tug it down, barely able to get it over the enormous bulge in his pants. Damien helps with his belt, undoing it and the button of his pants, and I moan softly as my hand moves back to cup his huge cock through his boxer briefs. Gently, I start to tug them down over his thickness, when suddenly, his whole cock springs out, and I gasp.

      “Look how hard you’ve gotten me, angel. Look how much he wants to slide inside of this tiny little pussy and feel you squeeze so tight.”

      He shrugs off his jacket and starts to unbutton his dress shirt, baring his hard, muscled, tattooed chest to my eyes. My pulse jumps at the sight of his chiseled abs and the deep grooves of his hips that point like a “V” to that perfect, enormous cock jutting up from between his legs.

      Damien takes over, wrapping a hand around his cock and stroking it slowly as his other hand plays with my spread pussy. I whimper, my jaw going slack as I watch him stroke up and down. White, pearly liquid beads at the top and runs down his shaft, and I moan as he suddenly pulls me right against him. My pussy slides against the underside of his cock, and I cry out as he rocks his hips.

      His hands move to my ass, holding me tight and making my glide up and down his thick, hot shaft. His cum leaks out, covering my pussy and my thighs in his sticky hot seed, and my own wetness drips down his shaft, covering his balls and making the wet sound of our sliding together fill the room.

      Damien’s hands palm my ass, and when one hand slides down between my legs from behind, I gasp as I feel one finger tease over my most private place. His finger swirls over my asshole, and I whimper, biting my lip and feeling the naughty thrill of pleasure blaze through me.

      “Oh, God.”

      “You’ve never felt it back here,” Damien growls.

      I shake my head, panting in pleasure as the underside of his cock slides up and down my lips, teasing my clit — his finger swirling over my ass.

      “You’re going to,” he groans. “I’m going to claim every part of you, angel.”

      His finger centers, and a low whining whimper rumbles through me as I feel him start to push it inside.

      “Fuck, baby girl, your tight little ass is going to feel like fucking heaven sliding down my cock. I’m going to go slow, and I’m going to make you feel so fucking good when I fill you with every inch of me.”

      Damien slides me higher up his cock — so high that for a second, I think he’s going to just do it and push inside and take my virginity. But he lets his cock slip over my pussy and back to my ass before settling me back onto his lap. One of his hands moves to rub slow circles over my clit while the other one strokes his big dick against my soft, tight ass.

      More of his cum drips out as he slides his shaft between my cheeks. I moan, feeling how hot and hard and slick he is, rubbing me in my naughtiest place. He groans, burying his face in my neck and sucking at my collarbone as he strokes his cock against my ass. My whole body tingles with need for him, a shiver of raw desire making me arch my back and press back into him, wanting more.

      “Good girl,” he groans, sensing my need.

      His hands cup my ass and slowly raise me up. His swollen cock head trails down between my cheeks, until I feel it center against my tight little ring.

      I shiver, my pulse hammering in my ears. Damien strokes his cock, his sticky cum leaking from the tip and making me slick and sticky. My whole body tingles as I feel him start to press harder, adding pressure as he eases his big dick against my ass.

      “Open up, baby girl,” he growls into my lips as he kisses me softly. “Open that ass for me and take me inside. Let me in, angel.”

      He pushes harder, and I gasp, making myself relax a little more. Suddenly, I can feel his thick head — slick from my pussy and his precum — slowly start to slide inside.

      Oh my God.

      He’s so big, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt. But slowly, my tight ring opens, letting more of him inside until the whole head pops inside. I cry out, but Damien holds me close, stroking me and letting me adjust.

      “Just like that, angel,” he groans. “Fuck, you’re so tight. So fucking perfect.”

      He kisses me, swallowing my moans as I throw my arms around his neck and kiss back with everything I have.

      “Take more of me, baby girl,” he purrs into my lips, his cock throbbing hot with the head just inside of me. “I want to feel you slide all the way down until you can feel how big and full my balls are for you.”

      The fire ignites inside of me, and I cry out as I sink back down onto him. His huge cock sinks inside, slowly inching it’s way into my ass as the moan turns to a scream of pleasure from my lips. It feels so wrong, and so dirty, and so slutty, letting this much older, powerful man fuck me in the ass with his big cock.

      But it feels so fucking good.

      His lips find mine, and he kisses me fiercely as his hands on my ass guide me slowly up and down. I whimper, clinging to his neck as I slide up and down. He brings a hand down between my legs, and I cry out as he starts to rub my clit in slow circles.

      I get bolder and bolder, rocking back on him harder and deeper and taking all of him inside with every stroke. I can feel his big, heavy balls against my ass with every stroke, feeling like such a dirty girl as I bounce up and down on him. His hand slides into my hair, pulling it tight enough to make me gasp in pleasure. His mouth finds my neck, his teeth grazing my skin as his hand rubs my pussy and his big cock slides in and out of my ass.

      “So fucking good, angel, like heaven” he groans, his hands holding me tight. “Keep riding that big dick, baby girl. Take that big cock deep in your ass until you come all over me. I want to feel this sweet little asshole squeeze me tight when you come for me like a bad little girl.”

      “Yes!” I cry out, raising up and dropping back down on him, taking every inch of him deep inside as the pleasure rocks through me. “Make me come!” I gasp.

      “Ask me nicely, baby girl,” he rasps in my ear, his fingers blurring over my clit. I’m so close, but the words tumble from my lips anyways as the world starts to blur at the edges.

      “Please fuck my ass, Daddy!”

      Damien roars at my words. His hand comes down with a sharp slap against my ass, his fingers blur over my clit, and his teeth rake across my earlobe.

      “Come for Daddy, baby girl. Come for me.”

      And I do.

      I scream as the biggest orgasm I’ve ever had shatters through me, tearing the air from my lungs and making my vision fade as the climax erupts through my body. I squeeze my arms around him tight, screaming into his neck as I go crashing over the edge.

      I can feel him tense up, and when he roars his release into my shoulder, I can feel it. I feel his thick cock throb so hard inside of me, and then I cry out as I feel his hot, sticky cum pumping deep inside of me. His hips grind up into me, his cock buried so deep in my ass as he shoots rope after rope of his cum deep inside, until we slowly come to a panting, shaking stop.

      I melt into him, gasping and just inhaling the scent of him and feeling the warmth of him. I can feel his pulse racing through his skin, his hands holding me so tight and yet so gently as I slowly come down.

      He slides out of me, silencing my slight wince with a kiss before he suddenly sweeps me up in his arms and stands. He kisses me gently as we step across the office to a doorway I didn’t see before. He opens it with a button on the wall, and wordlessly carries me through to the sweeping staircase that leads up.

      “Where are we—”

      “Home, angel. And there, I’m going to show you more than you’ve ever even dreamed.”
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        Damien

      

    
    
      Upstairs, I wrap her in a thick, white robe and ring for Lorne, my trusted manservant. Or butler. Whatever, either word sounds antiquated, but suffice to say, Lorne runs my household. He’s fiercely loyal, unquestioning, and understands the way I work.

      Also, gay as pride parade, which means I don’t have to worry about killing him if he looks at Lyra, or if he gets tempted to put his hands on her.

      “Evening, sir.”

      Lorne doesn’t blink at the sight of the much younger girl wrapped in a robe, gingery hair tousled and messy, standing in my living room when he enters, or of me buttoning my tuxedo shirt back up.

      Good man.

      “Lorne, would you please show Ms. Goddard to my chambers?”

      She turns, her brow going up as she watches me re-tie my bowtie. “Wait, aren’t you coming?”

      “Yes, angel,” I murmur, pulling her into me and kissing her softly. “But I need to go end this damn party first. Wait for me, and make no mistake, I’ll be joining you soon.”

      She nods, biting her lip, her big blue eyes shining up at me. And for a moment, I’m not sure I can even step away for a second. Looking at my angel and feeling the way her innocent eyes just seem to pierce right through to the heart of me, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to leave her side.

      “Hurry back,” she whispers, winking at me.

      “Show her where the bath is, Lorne.”

      “Absolutely, sir.”

      I turn back and take Lyra in my arms, kissing her softly.

      “It’s Worthington, by the way,” she says quietly.

      I arch a brow and she grins.

      “My last name. Goddard is Bill’s last name, and I—” She makes a face. “Well, I kept Worthington.”

      “It suits you,” I murmur. “Now enjoy your bath. I’ll be joining you soon.”

      “You better,” she says quietly, blushing.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Back downstairs, the party is starting to go off the fucking rails. The only ones left are the more hard-partying traders — my guys and Bill’s, though at least mine are handling themselves with a bit more decorum than the newcomers from Regent. I glance around the place, and my eyes lock onto Bill himself, who’s shitfaced, yelling and slurring at the poor bartender and half falling over.

      I grit my teeth.

      I can understand the need to cut loose. And I understand that people working in the world of high finance need ways of stepping outside themselves from time to time and having a good time. But one thing I do not tolerate is sloppiness like this. All of my team knows that. Bill and his new guys apparently don’t.

      For the hundredth time, I think to myself that this deal better be fucking worth it to have to deal with an asshole like Bill.

      I grab the attention of my head of security and nod him over.

      “Party’s over,” I growl. I nod at Bill. “And have someone bring that asshole home. Tie him up if you have to.”

      My security guy grins, but he also understands what I mean. When I say this party is over, I don’t mean, “let it play down nice and slow.” He knows I mean it’s over as in right the fuck now. I’m not one for subtlety, and tonight I’ve got even less of it, what with my angel waiting upstairs for me.

      I groan to myself, thinking of her waiting in a bath for me, her soft skin glowing pink from the heat and steam.

      Yeah, these people need to get the fuck out, now. I want them gone. I want them out of my goddamn world right now. Because all I want is to go back to Lyra and taste every inch of her skin. I want to go back to slowly laying my claim on her.

      I watch my security guy head off, radioing in for the others to help clear the place out. I shake my head as I take a deep breath, steadying myself before I turn to make my way back to my quarters.

      My need for her is all consuming. She ignites something in me that I’ve literally never felt before — not even close. I wasn’t lying before when I said I didn’t have time for women with the career I’ve had. I don’t, and I haven’t in years. Her assumptions of me were built on tabloid news - that I have a different girl in my bed every night.

      But the truth is, I don’t waste my time with worthlessness. The truth is, I’ve been waiting or something like Lyra my whole life - Something to make me come alive inside. And for once, I’m thinking of more than business, and more than how to snipe the competition.

      I all but physically throw the lingering people out of my way as I head for the elevator that will take me upstairs.

      To her

      To my angel.

      Because right now, she’s all I want. Hell, forget “right now.” She’s all I ever want.

      And now, it’s time to make her mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Damien

      

    
    
      She exactly how I wanted her when I get back upstairs — naked, pink-skinned, and laying in my big sunken bath.

      Perfect.

      A little angel in white bubbles. So young, so inexperienced, so tempting. So ready to be claimed. She’s a delicate flower ready to be plucked, and knowing that she’s all mine and only mine makes me groan. My cock lurches at being her first — at taking that gift of hers. I imagine how damn perfect she’ll feel when I sink inside for the first time — how silken and tight she’ll be, slowly stretching to take every inch of the only cock she’ll ever know.

      “How is it?”

      She opens her eyes, smiling when she sees me standing in the bathroom doorway.

      “It’s lovely.”

      Her eyes dip down my body, and she blushes when her eyes land on my thick, hard cock.

      Oh, right, I’ve already ditched my clothes.

      I step towards her, and slowly climb in. She swims into me, and I pull her into my lap, kissing her hungrily. Lyra whimpers, kissing me back and gasping as she feels my hands sliding over her. My hand between her legs, like I can’t get enough, and when I slide my fingers through her soft, pouty pussy lips, she moans so sweetly.

      “Does that feel good, baby girl?”

      “Yes,” she moans.

      “Yes, what?”

      She whimpers, her breath catching.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      I groan, my cock throbbing against her.

      “Tell Daddy what feels good.”

      Lyra’s breath catches again, and even with how hot and steamy the bath is, I can feel her nipples hardening against my chest.

      “It feels so good when you rub my pussy, Daddy.”

      “Are you hurt from earlier?”

      She bites her lip, nodding. “Only a little bit.”

      “Let me make you feel better, angel.”

      She moans as I kiss her deeply, but then I pull away. I slide her off my lap and gently guide her to where I need her. I face her against the edge of the sunken tub, and when I start to bend her over, she whimpers, knowing what I’m after. Her elbows go to the side of the tub, and when she arches her back and raises that tight little ass up in the air, I groan.

      “Good girl,” growl hungrily, my eyes drinking her in and my cock pulsing with the need to sink inside of her.

      I move behind her, kissing down her spine until I get to my prize. I scoop water up with my hands, letting it trickle over her perfect skin, washing away the bubbles. She sighs, arching her back more for me, and I can feel the animal inside of me roar. My eyes lock onto her sweet little pink pussy, captured tight between her thighs with her legs together like this — so gorgeous and fresh looking, and right above it, her sweet, tight, forbidden asshole.

      I don’t even try and stop myself as I reach down and wrap a hand around my cock as I drink her in.

      “Relax, baby girl,” I whisper.

      I move in, groaning as I let my tongue run over her pussy. She whimpers, moaning softly as I hold her where I want her and slowly push my tongue inside of her. I tease her little clit, making her squirm and gasp before I drag my tongue higher and taste more of her honey.

      I move higher, and when my tongue slides over her tightly puckered ass, Lyra cries out. My hand moves between her legs, my thumb rubbing her clit as I swirl my tongue over her ring. I lick her slowly, my aim to make her feel like the queen she is, but also to soothe where I may have hurt her before when I claimed her ass.

      “Better?” I growl, rubbing her clit in slow circles.

      “Yesss, Daddy,” she purrs, sighing quietly. I move my mouth back to her, and she cries out as my tongue drags from her pussy up to her ass. I groan into her, my hand pumping my thick cock under the water while the other grabs her ass and spreads her wide for me. I push my tongue deeper, teasing in and out and fucking her little ass with it as I stroke my cock in time. My muscles ripple, and I can feel my balls swelling with the need to release. A part of me — a very large part of me — wants to stand and ease my cock into this ass all over again, until I empty balls deep inside of her.

      But right now is for her. Right now is for worshiping my angel and making her come for me. Because after this?

      …After this, I’ll be claiming the rest of her.

      I begin to lick her faster, and deeper — my thumb rubbing circles over her clit as my tongue swirls over her ass. Lyra’s high, soft moans fill the large bathroom, echoing off the walls as I coax her body higher and higher. I growl into her, my hand still pumping my cock. I know I’m close but I can barely hang onto my sanity with my mouth on her like this.

      My tongue pushes deep, my thumb rolls over her clit, and suddenly, my little angel screams as the orgasm shatters through her. Her head tosses back, her gingery red tangles cascading down her back as she moans out her release.

      Slowly, I draw her back into me, sinking us both into the tub with her on my lap. She’s panting, gasping for air as I wrap my arms around her, soothing her, and stroking her skin as she comes down. She nestled back into me, sighing contentedly.

      And damn I could live in this moment forever. The raw emotions that I feel for this girl are like nothing I’ve ever even conceived of. I want to possess her, of course — to make her mine and only mine, forever. But it’s not just a selfish need to have her either. It’s also that I have this caveman need to protect her, and provide for her, and give her the fucking world on a platter.

      And then, there’s the need to breed her.

      That one in particular roars to the surface as I feel her soft little body tight to my muscled, edged one. I don’t just want to claim her innocence, I want to replace it with something else: my seed. I want to ease my way inside her sweet, tight, untouched pussy, and I want to empty every drop of my cum inside of her, over and over and over until neither of us can walk. And I want to keep doing that until it takes, and until her belly swells with our child.

      The point is, I don’t just want Lyra for her innocence, or just because no man’s ever had her before.

      …I want her because there’s nothing else in this world I want more, and there’s no one else I could imagine spending the rest of my life with, and fathering children with.

      I can feel her pulse beating more of a normal pace against my skin, and I shake myself from my fantasies to nuzzle her neck.

      “So, that was incredible,” she murmurs, giggling as I nip at her neck.

      “I agree, you have an incredible ass.”

      She blushes, playfully splashing me with bathwater.

      “You know what I meant.”

      “I do, angel,” I murmur, kissing her cheek. She melts into me, when suddenly, I see the corners of her lips turn up. She reaches back, and I growl as I feel her small fingers wrap around my throbbing erection.

      “Oh now what’s this I’ve found?”

      “That, baby girl,” I growl into her ear. “That’s all for you.”

      She turns, biting her lip as her eyes meet mine.

      “I— I want it. I mean, I’m ready for it. With you.”

      My lips crash into hers, and when she moans, I kiss her all the harder.

      No more waiting. Hell, I’ve been waiting my whole damn life for this girl, and I won’t waste another minute of this life where I’m not sliding my cock between her legs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Lyra

      

    
    
      He wraps me in big fuzzy towel, drying me before scooping me into his arms. I feel so small, so protected being held by him like this — so loved and taken care of.

      He kisses me as he carries me into his bedroom — a huge vaulted-ceiling room with enormous windows looking out over the entire city. Gently, Damien lays me down on his bed, draping me across soft, dark blue sheets that tease my naked skin so wonderfully.

      “So fucking beautiful,” he murmurs, his eyes drinking me in as he moves over me. His arm muscles ripple and bulge as he lowers himself, letting his lips crush against mine as I kiss him hungrily. His mouth moves away, dropping to my neck, trailing more kisses down to my earlobe. I gasp as his teeth and his tongue and his lips tease over my ear, down my neck, and across my collarbone, making my body ache for him.

      He covers me with his much bigger body, enveloping me in his warmth and his rippling muscles as he moves lower. His mouth trails down over the swell of my breasts, his hands pushing my hair out of the way as his lips fasten around a soft pink nipple. It hardens in his mouth, his tongue teasing it to a little point and making me moan.

      Damien moves lower, hands cupping my breasts and sliding down my sides. He pushes my legs wide apart, and when I feel his breath against my thigh, I shiver.

      “Such a pretty little pussy,” Damien growls, and I moan as I feel his tongue drag over my lips. He pushes it deep, tasting me and teasing at my opening before moving up to my clit. His lips fasten around it, and when that tongue of his swirls over the eager nub, I cry out into the darkness of the bedroom.

      He moves away, and for a minute I want to beg him not to stop, but suddenly he’s pulling me on top of him, my legs spread. His big hands cup my ass, and I gasp as he pulls me up his body, until my knees are on either side of his head. I gasp, looking down at him and meeting his piercing, heated gaze. His hands stroke my ass, and he turns his head to plant kisses up my thighs.

      “I want you to ride my tongue, baby girl,” he growls, pulling me down to his mouth. “And I want to taste when you come for me.”

      I gasp as his tongue pushes deep between my lips, slipping against my opening. His hands grip my ass, rocking me forwards and back, and the pleasure rumbles through me as he moves me. His tongue drags through my folds, flicking over my clit, then back again on it’s way back down. His hand comes down with a sharp smack on my ass, and I whimper as I start to move my hips faster.

      “Rock those little hips and feel my tongue all over this bad girl pussy,” he groans, his biceps and his shoulder muscles rippling as he grips my hips.

      “Yes Daddy!” I gasp, biting my lip and moaning as his tongue works magic between my legs.

      He trails a finger down between my cheeks, and slowly begins to tease my ass with slow little circles. His tongue swirls over my clit again and again, in time with the finger teasing me from behind, and my whole world starts to blur. His lips fasten around my clit, sucking as his tongue teases me, and when his finger starts to slip inside my ass, the crash comes without warning.

      I scream as the orgasm hits me, my hips rocking like crazy against his mouth and my ass clenching tight around his finger. His tongue teases me right through the wave, tasting me hungrily until I’m begging for mercy.

      Damien slides me down his body until I can collapse on his chest, panting for air. I raise my head up, and before I know it, I’m pressing my lips to his and kissing him for all I’m worth. I can taste myself on his lips, and for some reason, it only drives me crazier — igniting a bigger fire inside of me.

      His hands stroke my ass and go down the backs of my thighs, slowly spreading my legs wider. He eases me lower, and when I feel the throbbing hard thickness of his cock pressing between my legs, I whimper with need.

      This is it, and I’ve never been more ready for anything in my life.

      He sits up, and I can feel his head slipping between my lips to rest right against my virginity. His arms wrap around me, keeping me perched right there — one thrust away from claiming me entirely as he looks right into my eyes.

      “I’m going to take this now, sweetheart,” he groans, kissing my mouth.

      “Yes, please,” I whimper.

      “And when I do, you’re going to be mine, always. I play for keeps, angel,” he whispers, his eyes searching mine as if looking for any hesitation from me.

      …He won’t find any.

      “I play for keeps, I take what’s mine, and I keep what I take.”

      “Then what are you waiting for?” I swallow, my eyes locked onto his as I feel my pulse thunder in my ears.

      “Take what’s yours, Daddy.”

      I can literally see the flame blaze behind his eyes as the words leave my lips. His hands tighten on my hips, and suddenly, he’s pulling me to him as his hips push up. I cry out sharply as he breaks through, wincing and clawing at his shoulders. But he’s right there, soothing me, hands stroking my skin and his lips kissing mine. And before I know it, the pain is gone, and instead, there’s only him.

      …And it’s incredible.

      I whimper as I push down, taking more of his thick cock inside of my slippery pussy. The pleasure builds, hotter and higher, until I’m almost overwhelmed at how damn amazing it feels. He’s so big, and so thick, and it feels like he’s stretching me wide open, but in the most incredible way imaginable.

      The heat blazes between my legs, and I moan in pleasure as my clit drags over every single inch of his fat cock, until suddenly, I realize he’s somehow all the way inside of me.

      “Take my hand,” he growls, lacing his fingers with mine. He pulls my hand down to where we meet, my knuckles against his rippling abs.

      “Feel where we join. Feel how big you make my cock, and feel how tight this little pussy is, stretched so sweetly around me.” He growls the words, his eyes locked onto mine, and I moan as my fingers feel exactly how tight I am with him inside of me. He moves my fingers over my clit, and I whimper in pleasure as I feel him throb deep inside.

      “You make me this hard, angel. You make me crazy for you, like I’ve never been before. And you make me want to pump this sweet pussy full of my cum over and over again, until you’re full to the brim with me.”

      He raises me up, his cock sliding almost all the way out before he suddenly rocks his hips up as he pulls me back down. I cry out as his thick dick plunges inside to the hilt. His muscles clench as he starts to rock me, bouncing me on his cock. I cry out, my arms around his neck as I ride him, feeling him plunge in and out.

      “I want to fill your womb with my sticky cum until you swell with our child,” he groans. “I want you big and round, and glowing.”

      The cry chokes from my throat as I moan, the pleasure rumbling through me like a freight train — from the way he makes me feel, and from his words that seem to set something ablaze inside of me.

      “Ride my cock, baby girl,” Damien growls deeply, his voice captivating and commanding and every bit the dominant alpha he is.

      “Use your hips, up down just like that, angel,” he hisses through clenched teeth, his hands gripping my hips tightly. “Show Daddy how much you want it.”

      I cry out, my whole body on fire as I start to do what he says. I raise my hips up and then bring them back down, rolling them and feeling him grind deep inside of me. He’s so dirty, and so possessively commanding, and I love it. We move faster, his hands gripping me tight and his cock throbbing so deep and hitting the spots inside so perfectly. I can feel his heavy balls slap my ass with every thrust, and when his lips find my neck, I know I’m going to explode at any second.

      “I— I’m going to come!” I gasp, bouncing on his big dick faster and deeper. “I’m going to come, Daddy! I’m going to—”

      “Come all over my cock, baby girl,” he roars, his breath hot in my ear as his cock swells up so hard inside of me.

      “Come on Daddy’s cock as I claim you as my own, and make that sweet pussy drip down my balls. Come for me, and milk every drop of my cum deep inside of you, right now.”

      The whole world shatters around me, and suddenly, I’m coming. I drive down onto him, and I scream into his chest as I come like I’ve never come before — my entire body pulsing with heat and shivering in ecstasy as I explode around him. Damien growls into my ear, his muscles tensing and his hands tightening on my hips.

      He drives his cock deep inside of me, and suddenly, I can feel it. His cock pulses deep inside, and I cry out as I feel his hot, thick cum pumping into me — over and over until the two of us collapse back onto his bed. I sprawl out on top of him, his cock still deep inside as I gasp for air and hold him with everything I have.

      “Mine” he whispers fiercely, his arms circling me and bringing me tight to him. I know my hair is in his face, but it’s like I can’t even move if I tried.

      “My hair—”

      “Is perfect exactly where it is,” he says softly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Lyra

      

    
    
      I wake to something heavenly.

      I gasp, my eyes barely open when I feel something hard and hot sliding between my legs, teasing at my slit. I moan, and I look down to see Damien’s huge cock protruding from between me legs. I pant, and I can feel him spooning me from behind, like we were when we fell asleep. Only this time, his hands are gripping my hips tight and his thick shaft is pumping between my thighs and sliding over my pussy.

      “Good morning,” he growls into my ear, bringing me more into the land of being awake. His hand slides over my hip, across my belly, and down between my thighs. I moan as I feel his fingers roll over my clit, and when I feel his breath hot against my ear, I whimper with need for more of him.

      “Was my dirty girl having naughty dreams about me?”

      “Yes,” I moan truthfully.

      “That why you woke up with such a wet little pussy for Daddy? Is that why you’re dripping it all over my big cock?”

      “Yes,” I cry out, arching in pleasure as he plays with my clit. His hips pull back, and this time when he pushes them forward again, he angles the thick head of his cock against my lips. He eases inside, both of us gasping at the feeling. His hands grip me tight, and he grunts as he slowly inches his fat cock deep in my pussy.

      My eyes roll into my head with the pure pleasure of it, the moan catching on my lips as I grip the sheets. It feels like he just keeps going — like I’ll never take all of his length inside of me, until finally, I can feel his balls pressed tight against my clit. Every single inch of him is inside as I let out a moan of pleasure. I squeeze him with my inner walls, feeling him throb inside in response. He pulls back, only to drive back in, pushing the air from my lungs and the cry from my lips.

      His fingers move over me, finding my clit again and rubbing it as he begins to fuck me in deep, slow strokes. I can feel my tight pussy gripping him every time he pulls out, like it’s trying to draw him right back inside. He starts to move faster, rocking his hips against my ass and burying his cock in me over and over again. I whimper, feeling his muscled abs pressing into my ass on every stroke.

      Damien groans into my ears, his hands holding me tight as he starts to fuck me faster. We cry out together, me rocking my hips back to meet his thrusts as he claims me all over again. He moves faster, and faster, until his big, thick cock pistons in and out of me with wet, satisfyingly filthy sounds that shudder my whole body and push me right to the edge.

      “Today, at the office,” he groans. “Your internship starts today, doesn’t it?”

      I moan out a yes, my whole body tensing and rippling as he drives into me over and over again.

      “I want all of them to know,” he hisses, slamming his hips into me and bringing a cry to my lips as his cock grinds deep inside.

      “I want them to know who you belong to. And when you walk in there, they are going to. When you walk in there today, they’re all going to see it on your face, and see it in the way you walk.”

      His cock sheaths inside of me again and again, and slowly, I can feel myself falling. I cry out, losing myself entirely as he fucks me like he owns me, my whole body submitting to him as the pleasure erupts through me. His hand grabs my ass possessively, his cock drives in so deep, and when his fingers pinch my clit, I lose it.

      I scream, bucking against him and begging him to fuck me harder as the orgasm shatters through me.

      “Milk my cock, baby girl,” he growls into my ear. “Suck my cum right into your hungry little pussy.”

      I cry out as the second wave hits me, my whole world turning around as Damien roars and drives in oh so deep. I can feel his cock lurch inside, thickening and hardening even more, as if that was even possible. He pulses, and I moan as I feel the hot jets of his cum splashing deep inside of me, filling me to the brim as his balls twitch against me.

      He pulls out, groaning as he strokes his slippery, glistening cock. More of his thick cum spills out, splashing across my pussy, covering my belly and my thighs, and dripping down my lips.

      I collapse onto the bed, feeling him wrap his arms around me, and grinning as I feel him pull me tight to his chest.

      “People are going to know,” he growls. “They’re going to know that you’re mine when they see the way you walk, and that glow on your face.” He turns my head, cupping my jaw as he kisses me softly.

      “They’re going to see that you’re a woman now. They’re going to see that you’re my woman.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I never actually want to leave Damien’s penthouse, much less his bed, but he’s right. It’s the first day of my internship today — the one that was going to be with my stepdad’s firm, but which is now at Damien’s hedge fund. The dirty thought that not only have I just slept with and lost my virginity to a much older, dominant man, but that he’s my boss brings a thrill to my pulse as the town car he calls for me takes me back to my house.

      I don’t stop grinning the whole drive home, still smelling him on me, and feeling the sweet soreness from him between my legs. I can still feel his hands on my skin, and his lips on mine, and knowing that I’ve just given him all of me has my heart soaring as we drive through the city.

      I’m his. His and no longer a virgin.

      I practically skip inside our building to the elevator, grinning like a big idiot the whole way up to the apartment I live in with Bill and my mother. I take a deep breath at the door, trying to swallow the heat from my face so I won’t get a bunch of questions, and try to remember my story that I texted them both the night before, that I was sleeping over at my friend Meghan’s house.

      I take one last breath, stick my key in the lock, and—

      I gasp as the door is yanked open, and I find myself being swarmed by four men in blue windbreakers with orange letters on them.

      …Letters that say “F.B.I.”

      “Jesus Christ, relax. It’s my wife’s kid.”

      The FBI agents frown but step aside, and I glance past them to see Bill sitting at the dining room table with a few more of them. He glares at me as I step inside, the agents shutting the door behind me.

      “Um, what’s going on?”

      “Nothing,” he snaps hastily.

      I chew on my lip, my eyes darting around at the apartment full of strangers.

      “Where’s my mom?”

      “Out.”

      I roll my eyes, and I’m about to push past them all and head to my room, when Bill’s voice stops me.

      “Where the fuck were you, Lyra?”

      I freeze, swallowing the lump in my throat before I turn back. “Meghan’s. I told you last—”

      “I know what you told me,” Bill growls, standing from the table. For the first time, I realize his shirt is unbuttoned halfway down his pudgy chest, and I can see a couple of wires stuck to his skin with tape.

      “But we both know where you really were.”

      I swallow, the heat flushing into my face before I can stop it. Bill’s lips pull back in a mean smile, his eyes narrowing at me.

      “Yeah, thought so.”

      “I told you, I was at—”

      “You were with Castle,” he spits, shaking his head.

      I freeze, slowly shaking my head. “No, I—”

      “Save it, you little bitch,” he snaps. He looks away, but suddenly, he starts to chuckle darkly to himself.

      “Well, hope you had some fun, cause that asshole is going down today.”

      I freeze, my eyes darting around at the unfamiliar faces filling the room.

      “Ms. Worthington,” A smartly dress woman in her thirties steps forward, her dark hair pulled back in a severe ponytail. “I’m agent Hall, and we’re going to give you a quick rundown on what’s going to happen today.”

      I shiver, a cold, horrible feeling settling through my body.

      “Your stepfather’s been charged with conspiracy and insider securities trading.”

      “Which is bullshit,” Bill mutters. Agent Hall rolls her eyes and gives him a look before turning back to me.

      “Charged alongside a mountain of evidence, I might add,” she says thinly. “But, the agency is always looking to track things back to bigger fish, and in this case, that bigger fish is Mr. Castle.”

      A cold blade slices into me, and I take a shaky breath. Bill starts to chuckle from the table.

      “Guess you got a little crush on my boss after being his little whore last night, huh?”

      “That’ll be enough of that,” another agent hisses at Bill, slamming his palm on the table in front of him. But Bill ignores him, chuckling darkly as he sneers up at me.

      “Let me burst your bubble, sweetheart. All that money? All that bling and wealth that he throws around? The penthouse, the cars, the paintings?”

      He laughs cruelly.

      “Yeah, I’m sure you saw his private collection. Well, he’s dirty is what he is. No one makes that kind of money honestly. That asshole is just as crooked as I am.”

      My heart drops in my chest, a horrible feeling souring my stomach.

      “He’s a liar and a thief,” Bill hisses, his eyes narrowed dangerously. “I’m going to help toss his ass in jail for it, and these fine people are going to keep me out of there for my troubles.”

      The whirlwind of emotions and feelings inside threatens to come screaming out. I want so badly to hurl myself at Bill and claw and hit him until the rage goes away, but instead, I’m only numb. I refuse to believe what he’s saying to me — what even the FBI is saying. And I know how insane it sounds, and how crazy it is to feel the way I do after such a short amount of time. But the way I feel about Damien can’t be ignored.

      I care so much about him — so much that it scares me. I know he’s so wrong for me, at least on paper. The rich guy and the girl who wants to be an artist. And then there’s the age thing too, with him being so much older. It’s not illegal, but it’s wrong, and I know we both know it. And I know people would talk, and say things about it. Though, I get the feeling Damien wouldn’t give a single shit what anyone else thinks.

      But hearing this now twists something horrible inside of me. I don’t want to believe it — of course I don’t. But then, this is the freaking FBI. It’s the FBI, and they obviously know enough that they’re giving Bill a plea bargain in exchange for his help in bringing down Damien.

      …And I know right there that there’s no way I can let that happen.

      I know it’s crazy.

      I know it’s wrong.

      I know people would talk, and I don’t care about any of that, because at the end of the day, there’s only one thing I do know that I need to hang onto.

      I love him. It’s a crazy, wild, set-the-world-on-fire kind of love, but it’s there. It’s there and it’s burning so hot inside of me I can’t ignore it, and I won’t.

      “We’re going to need you to wear this wire when you go in today, Ms. Worthington,” agent Hall says sharply.

      Slowly, I bring myself out of my own head and look up at her. And slowly, I shake my head.

      “No,” I say quietly.

      She arches her brow. “No?”

      “No,” I shake my head harder now, my jaw tight and my eyes fierce. “No, I want no part of his.”

      “Too fucking bad,” Bill hisses. He stands, jabbing a finger at me as he walks around the table towards me.

      “I saw the way he looked at you and no one else at that party last night. I saw the way he had his damn eyes all over you. His guard will be down around you, and you’re more likely to get something than I am.”

      I laugh a brittle laugh. “I’m not doing it.”

      “Ms. Worthington, I don’t want to, but I will get a subpoena if I have—”

      “She’ll do it,” Bill growls, pushing past agent Hall and jabbing a finger in my face. “She’ll do it because if she doesn’t, what does she think is going to happen to her poor mom?”

      I freeze, my heart sinking even deeper than it already has.

      Bill smiles evilly. “Oh, you’re going to help me out, kiddo. If I don’t deliver Castle, I’m done. And we both know full well whatever money your pops left you and your mom is long gone, and I don’t exactly see her getting a job anytime soon.” He smiles thinly. “So, if I go down, this fucking family goes down. You want your poor mom to lose it all? That it?”

      The tears brim at my eyes, clouding my vision as I look away.

      “Ms. Worthington, if it helps your decision...” Agent Hall puts a hand on my shoulder, and when I turn, I see her giving me a genuinely sad and sorry look.

      “You’re not the only one,” she says quietly. “With Damien Castle.”

      Something sharp slides through my heart, and I can feel myself start to fall.

      “Here,” she gives me an apologetic look as she passes me a manilla envelope. My hands shake as I open it up, but when I slide out what’s inside, my whole body threatens to fall apart.

      The pictures are black and white, shot with a telephoto lens, and all of them are of Damien.

      …Damien and another young, pretty girl.

      My mouth goes dry as I stare at the shots, ones of him smiling and laughing — of him hugging her on the sidewalk outside his building as they step out together. There’s even one of him kissing her on the cheek.

      The floor gives out beneath me, and I feel like I’m falling as I slowly let the pictures drop from my hands.

      “I didn’t want to show you those,” Agent Hall says quietly. “That’s not how I operate. But, you deserve to know.”

      The room is silent as I stare at the floor, and at the pictures I’ve dropped there.

      “Think of the family, Lyra,” Bill mutters. “Think of your poor mom. And then think of what a piece of shit Damien Castle really is. Help me put him down, and we all get out okay, and get back to normal.”

      Agent Hall coughs, and when I turn back, she’s holding the wire in her hands.

      “You won’t even know it’s there, honey.”

      And slowly, I nod.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        Damien

      

    
    
      “Something’s different with you.”

      I glance up sharply so see Cole stepping into my office — without knocking or even notifying my secretary. If it was anyone else, I’d be launching over my desk to rip them a new asshole, but Cole gets a free pass.

      Barely.

      Cole’s one of my oldest friends, not to mention one of my most trusted advisors in pretty much any facet of my life. He’s as sharp as I am, almost as ruthless, and just as focused. Which is why he’s been my second in command ever since I founded Castle Capital.

      I lean back from my desk, raising a brow at him as he closes the door behind him and steps into the office.

      “What?”

      “I said something’s different with you today. You’re all…fuck, I don’t know. You’re fucking smiling for once. That’s not normal. You got a fever or something?”

      I grin and shake my head before I realize that I am smiling and quickly shut it down. Too late though, because Cole spots it.

      “See, that. The fuck is up with you man? You get your dick wet after that party last night or something?”

      I’m out of my chair, hurtling across the room, and slamming my friend into the wall before I even process it. Red clouds my vision, and I can feel my muscles tense as my hand tightens on his neck.

      “Whoa!” Cole barks, shoving me away as I suddenly realize what the fuck I’m doing and loosen my grip. He shoves me again, his eyes narrowing at me.

      “Jesus, man! Calm the fuck down!”

      We stand there, panting and staring at each other before I finally take a breath.

      “Sorry,” I mutter.

      Cole grins, shaking his head. “So, that’s a no to getting laid last night I suppose.”

      I look away, not knowing how to even answer him. But Cole’s not an idiot, and my lack of an answer is the only answer he needs. His brows arch as he crosses his arms over his chest.

      “Well then. So that’s a yes?”

      I still don’t say a thing, but he just shrugs.

      “A yes that you don’t want to talk about, but I can see it’s a yes.”

      “It’s nothing,” I mutter.

      “Bullshit. Who is she?”

      I give him a hard, warning look, but he won’t let it go.

      “Someone you don’t think I’d think is a good move.”

      “I’m not interested in your opinion,” I hiss.

      Cole laughs. “Well, I think you are at least a little bit. It’s why you pay me such a ludicrous amount of money, you know.”

      “If your paycheck seems silly to you, I’d be happy to make it smaller.”

      He laughs. “I’m good. I could also remind you though that my opinions are also why we’ve been friends for ten years.”

      I smile, nodding at him.

      “So, this girl; she married?”

      I scowl. “No.”

      “She a dude?”

      I give him a sharp look. “Really?”

      Cole grins. “Alright, then what?”

      “Leave it,” I mutter. “Seriously.”

      He sighs. “Fine, I’m letting you off the hook for now. But only because I’m still hungover from that fucking party last night.”

      He claps me on the shoulder before he turns to leave, when suddenly, he stops.

      “Oh, and just for the record. Whoever this chick is? If she’s making you smile like this, well, shit man, I can’t think of a reason why I wouldn’t approve of her.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I’m still scowling at my friend trying to pry into my head after he leaves, but really, Cole’s right. Long after he’s left my office, I’m still sitting there thinking about what he’s said to me.

      I am feeling different.

      I’m feeling alive. I’m feeling grounded, but also soaring all at the same time. It’s like I can see clearer, and understand where I’m going like I never have before, and I know without a second’s hesitation that it’s all her.

      It’s all Lyra.

      Everything about her swirls through my head. The way she can flash that shy smile and just pierce right through all the layers of armor I’ve built up over the years. The way she just fits against me, and the way her soft skin makes me come alive. I think of the way her scent invades every part of me and sets off some sort of caveman reaction inside.

      I think of the way she makes me crave her every goddamn waking second. Hell, every sleeping one too. Even just thinking about her now, I’m hard as a fucking rock. It’s like a primal urge to claim her — to pin her down, spread her sweet thighs, and fuck that tight, perfect, gorgeous little pussy until she takes every drop of my cum.

      I want to breed her, and show the whole fucking world that she’s spoken for, by me. I want her round, and swollen with child, and when I step into a room holding her hand like that, I want everyone to know it’s me that’s claimed her — that it’s me that’ll be taking her home that night and every single night for the rest of our lives.

      The page of that scenario gets my blood roaring hot, and I growl as I shake my head from the day dream.

      Speaking of my angel…

      I frown, glancing at the clock and seeing it’s ten past nine. She’s late, on her first day here. And no, I’m not mad or anything absurd like that — after all, I’m the one that kept her up half the night. I’m the one that kept her riding my cock, and clawing at my bedsheets as I bent her over and ran my tongue over her pretty little pussy until she was begging me to take her again.

      No, I’m not mad, but I am worried. Everything about Lyra says that she’s got her shit together. She’s not someone to be late, and as inane and paranoid as I know it is, part of me suddenly tenses at the thought that something’s wrong — that she’s been hurt, or harassed, or taken from me. The thought gets me snarling and half lunging out of my chair before I remember to take a breath.

      I sit, simmering and reminding myself that all of this is new for me. Caring for someone like this, loving a woman like this — this is all new territory.

      Just the same, I call up the building’s security cameras on my computer and start scanning through the angles of the front door. Suddenly, my eye catches a familiar wave of ginger hair, and my heart jumps in my throat. But then, I notice who she’s with, and my mood sours.

      Bill.

      I know the asshole is part of the deal, for now, and I know putting up with him is too. Again, for now. But still, having him here when I just want to be with my angel is like a little dark cloud I don’t fucking need. But I push that thought away as I watch them get into the elevator to come on up.

      All I need is her.

      I watch another camera as she steps out, my eyes taking her in and the beast inside of me roaring at the outfit she’s wearing. It’s very office appropriate — knee-length pencil skirt, long-sleeved blouse, with her hair up high. But even still, the fire blazes inside of me. Even still, the caveman in me wants to drag her into this office, bend her over my desk, tear those conservative clothes from her body with my teeth, and then bury every inch of my cock between her legs. I want her on her knees, her mouth open and her tongue out, and then I want her on her back, holding her knees while I run my tongue over every candy sweet inch of her pussy.

      My cock lurches, and I groan as I reach down and stroke myself through my suit pants.

      Jesus, this is what she does to me. This is the fucking primal animal she turns me into — drooling over her and stroking my dick in my damn office, wanting nothing more than to feel her tight, wet slit slide down my shaft.

      And that is exactly what I plan on doing. Right now.

      I stand and storm for my office door, and I don’t plan on coming back in here without her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        Lyra

      

    
    
      I gasp, jolting as I feel him come up right behind me. His masculine scent invades my senses, and when I feel his thick cock pressing right against my ass, I almost want to just give in right there. Even with what I know now, all I want to do is bend over my desk, yank my skirt up, and beg him to make me his all over again like he did last night and this morning.

      But I can’t. I can’t — not with what I know now. Because now, whatever I thought we had is a poison.

      The thought makes me squeeze my eyes shut, determined not to cry here at work, and not in front of him. His hands skim up my sides, and I steel myself, determined not to give in, or moan, or whimper, or turn around and smash my lips to his.

      “You were late,” he purrs into my ear, his hands sliding over my hips. I take a shaky breath, biting my lip as I nod slowly.

      “Yeah, sorry.”

      I can feel him pause, and probably wonder why I haven’t turned around. He can’t know that if I do, I’ll lose it completely. Everything I’ve been told this morning by Bill and the FBI agents tears through my head, and those damn pictures of him and that other girl that Agent Hall showed me bite into something deep inside of me.

      And that’s why I can’t turn around. That’s why it hurts so much that I can’t turn and face the man I love, even with what I know.

      “Angel,” he growls into my ear, making me gasp even as I try and stop it. “Talk to me.”

      I shake my head, squeezing my eyes shut and biting my lip.

      “Lyra.”

      I squeeze my eyes tighter, using every bit of my strength not to lose it right there. But before I can stop him, he’s turning me around in his arms.

      “Look at me,” he says quietly.

      I look at his chest, shaking my head slowly.

      “Lyra, please,” his voice is tense as he cups my cheek with his soft, warm hand, and gently raises my gaze. His eyes pierce into mine, and suddenly there’s no stopping the tears.

      “Fuck, angel,” he growls, pulling me tight to him and wrapping his arms around me — so protective and so loving. I sob into his chest, wanting to hit him, and hate him, and love him all at once. I want to run away and I want to kiss him.

      “Come with me,” he murmurs, taking my hand and pulling me after him as he strides down the hallway. We manage to avoid pretty much anyone else before he pulls me into his office and shuts the door quietly behind us. He turns, cupping my face and looking into my eyes with such heat and tenderness that I melt right there.

      “Tell me, baby girl,” he says gently, his eyes searching mine. “Talk to me, Lyra.”

      “I— I can’t,” I choke out, my pulse thudding in my chest and the room spinning around us.

      “Look, whatever it is, you can—”

      “I can’t,” I hiss, the tears running down my cheeks as I shake my head at him.

      “Yes,” he growls. “Yes you can, love.”

      Love.

      The word pierces me deep, and suddenly, whatever walls I’ve been trying to build come crashing down. I tumble into him, throwing my arms around him and melting into his chest. He holds me tight, stroking my back and my hair and telling me it’s all going to be okay as I cry into him.

      Slowly, I pull back, and this time, when I look up into his eyes, I know I can’t keep this from him — not from this man.

      I bring a finger to my lips and slowly, I start to unbutton my blouse. Damien’s brows go up, and there’s the start of a grin on his face until I pop two more buttons, and then, his look goes cold. I open my shirt all the way, and then stand there, my breath hitching and my lip caught between my teeth as I let him see the wire taped between my breasts.

      My eyes scan the room, and I quickly move to his desk, grab a pen and notepad, and scrawl a note across the page:

      How do I disable this thing???

      Damien’s eyes narrow at me, and I can see the anger and betrayal warring behind his eyes. But then, he shakes his head, and when he opens his eyes, all I can see in them is that fierce protectiveness I know. I see that and I see love.

      He move towards me, his fingers brushing my skin as he gently and deftly plucks the tape away and pulls the listening device from my body. His finger goes to his lips, and wordlessly, he strides across the room, opens a keypad on the wall, and punches in a code. A small, hidden wall safe pops open, and he tossed the wireless transmitting device inside and slams the door shit.

      We’re both quiet for a second, and I watch his shoulders tense before he slowly turns to face me.

      “What the fuck is that?”

      I swallow, my eyes searching his before I open my mouth.

      “I know what you are,” I say quietly.

      Damien barks out a brittle laugh, shaking his head. “And what’s that? What am I, angel?” He strides towards me, and I gasp as clutches me up in his arms.

      “You know me, Lyra. And I know you know that!”

      “They say you’re—”

      “They say a lot of things that aren’t true, especially about people who succeed in this damn world,” he snaps, before his look softens.

      “Look at me, angel.”

      His face is soft and gentle, but I can see the fierceness in his eyes as he levels them with me.

      “I know you know me, and you know whatever they’re saying isn’t true.”

      “They say you’re stealing,” I say quietly.

      “Let me guess, the FBI?”

      I swallow, nodding and looking up into his eyes.

      “It’s Bill. That’s why they made me wear this and come in here. Bill’s got one on too, because he’s trying to sell you out to save his own…”

      But suddenly, all I can think about is the pictures. I trail off and look away, and suddenly whatever heat just bloomed into my heart fades as I think of the images of Damien with some other younger girl — holding her and kissing her cheek, and putting his arm around her.

      “There’s something else.”

      He says it quietly, his voice gravely as he reaches out and takes my hand. I go to pull it back, but he holds it fast.

      “Kelly.”

      The word hits me like a slap, and my eyes dart to his. He’s smiling, and I can feel the rage burning up inside of me as I narrow my eyes at him.

      “Her name is Kelly. The pictures I’m guessing they showed you.”

      “I don’t care what her fucking name is,” I hiss. “Just leave me—”

      “She’s my goddaughter, Lyra.”

      I freeze, my pulse jumping in my chest as my eyes flash back to his.

      Damien smiles, his eyes piercing into mine as he reaches out, takes my hands, and pulls me close.

      “Her name is Kelly, she’s twenty-one, and she’s Lorne’s daughter.”

      I stare at him.

      “Lorne, as in your butler Lorne?”

      Damien laughs, his hands sliding up my arms to pull me closer.

      “I think butler is maybe an antiquated term. He’s more the chief of staff for my household.”

      “I thought you said Lorne was gay?”

      “With flying rainbow colors, but Kelly is from his first marriage. You know, when he was faking it I guess.” He chuckles and shakes his head. “Lyra, I’ve known her since she was born. She’s my damn goddaughter, and trust me, that’s all there is there. I mean she’s basically family to me.”

      I drop my eyes, cringing as I realize how much of a psychopath I’ve just acted like.

      “Don’t,” he says lowly, tilting my chin up and letting those eyes of his pierce into me. “Of course you thought it was something else, because I’m sure they framed it to be.”

      He smiles at me, and as he draws me close, I can feel the heat and that protective glow melt over me again. He starts to lower his lips to mine, but before he can, I almost tackle him as I lunge into his arms and kiss him with everything I have. He groans, his arms holding me tight as my legs wrap around his waist. He kisses me slow and deep, his groans rumbling through me as his tongue finds mine.

      “I love you,” he growls into my lips, kissing me fiercely. “You’re nothing I saw coming, but now that I’ve found you, I need to tell you that I’m never letting you go. Not fucking ever.”

      “Play for keeps, take what’s yours, and keep what you take, huh?”

      He grins as I use his words right back at him, and I yelp as he yanks me close and kisses me again.

      “Damn right,” he growls, his hand moving down to cup my ass possessively. I moan into his lips, rocking my hips against him as I feel his thick bulge pressing into me. The heat flushes through me, and instantly, I want him more intensely than ever.

      I gasp as he whirls us, both of us stumbling across the room until my ass comes up against his big desk. I moan into his kiss, my hands pushing his jacket away as his hands move to my blouse. He half tears the buttons off as I do the same to his, and when both shirts hit the ground, we crash together, skin on skin.

      My bra follows, and when I feel him yanking my skirt up my thighs, I shiver in anticipation. His hand slides up my thighs, and when he cups the soaking wet front of my panties, I whimper.

      “So nice and wet for me, angel,” he murmurs, his mouth finding my earlobe and sucking it between his lips. My nipples harden to points against his muscled chest, and when he drags a finger over my slit through my panties, I cry out.

      His fingers hook inside my panties, brushing against my lips before he pulls them down my thighs. His hand slides back between my legs, and this time, he pushes two fingers deep inside of me. I gasp, clinging to his arms and kissing him as he slowly eases his fingers in and out of my tight slit, my honey dripping down his fingers. I can feel his cock throbbing hard against my thigh, and I moan as I drop a hand to cup him through his pants.

      And suddenly, I want so much more.

      I kiss him once more before I deftly slide down his body, down onto my knees in front of him with my back to his desk. I look up and see the look of pure lust and love on his face as I bite my lip and reach for his belt. My fingers undo the clasp and then his zipper, and I eagerly tug at his pants and his boxers, gasping as his thick cock springs out. I moan, feeling the jolt of need tingle through my core at the sight of him. He’s so big, and so damn hard — his gorgeous cock pulsing and pearly white liquid oozing from the tip.

      I reach up and wrap my small hand around him, moaning softly at how hot he feels in my hand before I lick my lips and move in. Damien groans as I wrap my lips around his head, his thick girth stretching them wide and making me moan as I slip my mouth down onto his cock. He growls, his hands sliding down and tangling in my hair as I swirl my tongue on the underside of his glans. He pulls my hair into a ponytail, wrapping it in his fist and groaning as he gently guides me up and down his shaft.

      “Fuck, your mouth feels so fucking good, angel,” he growls, his eyes locked on mine and full of lust. “Just like that, baby girl.”

      He groans as I slurp him as deep as I can, sucking on his cock and running my tongue across the underside of him. I slip my lips off of him and then run my tongue down every pulsating inch of him, down to his balls. He groans deeply as I run my tongue over them, sucking one and then the other gently between my lips and slurping on them as I stroke his shaft in my hand. Damien’s eyes are fierce, never leaving mine, and mine never leaving his as I move back to take his cock deep in my throat.

      He growls as he pulls me away from him, his jaw tight and his muscles straining. He pulls me to my feet, and I gasp as he slams me against the desk and crushes his lips to mine. His hands slide between my legs, and his fingers roll over my clit as he kisses me, before suddenly, he’s spinning me around.

      I moan as he bends me over his desk and yanks my shirt up high. I can feel his cock pulsing hot against my thigh as he slips his hands between my legs and strokes my slippery, dripping wet slit.

      “Did you get nice and wet sucking Daddy’s cock, baby girl?” he growls into my ear.

      “Yes, Daddy, I—oh!”

      I cry out as he pushes two fingers deep inside, curling them against my front wall and stroking them in and out. I moan wantonly for him, fingers clawing at his desk and knocking things to the floor.

      “Nice and wet for my cock to slide right inside, angel.”

      I whimper as he pulls his fingers away, but when I feel his huge cock head ease against my lips, I moan for him.

      “Please fuck me, Daddy,” I gasp, arching my back and pressing back into him. He groans, inching his hips forward and letting the head slip inside.

      “I’m not sure I heard you, angel,” he purrs, teasing me with his words and the head of his cock to the point of me going completely crazy.

      “Please, Daddy!” I beg, moaning like his little dirty girl as I try and push back onto his thick cock. “Please fuck my tight little pussy with your big cock until you fill it with your cum!”

      Damien rocks his hips forward, making me scream in pleasure as he buries his cock to the hilt in one stroke. He pulls back, only to drive it right back in again. My pulse hammers like a drum and I can feel every inch of my skin tingling with pleasure as this gorgeous, perfect, powerful older man starts to fuck me.

      Hard.

      His hips crash into my ass, pinning me to his desk as he drives his thick cock in and out of my slit. It feels so extra dirty with my panties tangled at my knees and my skirt pulled up over my hips, and I scream into my arm as he plunges in and out. My nipples drag across his desk, and I can feel his heavy balls slap against my clit with every powerful thrust.

      He reaches up and tangles his fist in my hair, pulling my head back just enough to send a jolt of pleasure through my body.

      “I want you to be a good girl, angel,” he growls into my ear, his thick cock plunging into me. “Be a good girl and make that little pussy come all over my cock. I want to feel you come for me, baby girl. I want to feel you come and I want it dripping down my balls when I empty them inside of you.”

      His palm comes down across my ass with a sharp slap, making me cry out in pleasure as he fills me again and again. He spanks me again, and as my clit drags over his cock on every single thrust, I can feel myself start to lose control. He drives deep again and again, his thick, beautiful cock stretching me so tight and filling me up so good, and when he tugs on my hair like that, and when his hand slaps my ass like that, it’s more than I can take.

      “Come for me, angel,” he growls into my ear.

      “Make that pretty pussy come all over Daddy’s big fat cock.”

      I scream as the orgasm slams into me, my whole body tensing and then exploding as the pleasure roars through me. Damien drives into me again and again, fucking me right through one orgasm and into another as I go to pieces on his desk. His hand grabs my ass tight, and as he drives in as deep as he can, I feel him let go. His cock throbs so deep inside of me, and and when he comes, I can feel his hot, sticky load pulsing against the walls of my pussy. He roars, holding me tight as he pumps rope after rope of cum deep inside of me, until the both of us are tumbling to the floor in a heap.

      I’m panting for breath, half deliriously laughing and half whimpering with exhaustion as he pulls me into his arms and strokes my hair. He tilts my chin up, like he does, and kisses me. Just like that, I know I’m lost.

      Just like that, I know without hesitation that I’m his, forever.

      “I love you, angel,” he whispers softly into my lips.

      “I love you too,” I whisper back, pressing my lips back to his and melting into him.

      We stay like that for I’m not even sure how long before suddenly, there’s a pounding at his office door.

      “Leave,” Damien thunders out. The knock comes again, and he reaches up, grabs a mug off of his desk, and hurls it at the door, making me giggle at how much of a caveman this insanely wealthy, cultured, art-collector of a man can be when he wants to be.

      “Fuck off,” he roars at the door. The phone on his desk starts to ring, and he groans as he leans in and kisses me.

      “Don’t go anywhere,” he grins as he reaches up and hits the speaker button on the phone.

      “What?” he mutters.

      “Damien, open the fucking door.”

      His grin fades at the seriousness in the man’s voice.

      “What is it, Cole?”

      Cole laughs humorlessly. “You know that scenario you never wanted to see here at Castle Capital?”

      Damien’s jaw twitches.

      “Well, it’s here. The fucking FBI just walked in.”

      “Thanks.”

      His response is robotic, and before I know it, he’s reaching up and hanging up the phone.

      The whole world spins around me as the reality of what’s about to happen slams through me. My heart jumps into my throat, and before I know it, I’m lurching to my feet, my eyes wild as I scan the office for I’m not even sure what.

      “You have to get out,” I hiss, dropping back to the floor next to him and taking his hands in mine.

      “Please, Damien, you can’t go. I can’t lose you!”

      “Angel—”

      “No, no. You must have a passport, and I’m sure you’ve got a plane. If you leave now, you can go where they can’t get you. I’ll come with you!”

      He chuckles, shaking his head. “No, baby girl, you can’t.”

      “I can!” I scream, throwing my arms around him. “I am not going to lose— why are you laughing!”

      And he is. Not even just chuckling, this dark, dominant man is flat out laughing big belly-full laughs.

      “It’s not funny!” I slap at him, but he only laughs harder before he grabs my wrist and suddenly kisses me. I moan, melting into him before he pulls away and grins at me.

      “You can’t come with me, Lyra, because I’m not going anywhere.”

      “But—”

      He shakes his head.

      “I already told you, angel. You know who I am.” He shrugs. “I’m not going anywhere because I’ve got nothing to run from. I’m not a thief, I’m not a criminal, and I’m not going anywhere — jail, or a non-extradition country, or anywhere else.”

      I stare at him, slowly shaking my head.

      “You’re really not leaving are you?”

      “I’m really not leaving, because I’ve got nothing to hide, and everything to stay here for,” he says the last part fiercely, pulling me into his arms.

      “Now, let’s get dressed and go say hello to the FBI, shall we?”

      He pulls me to my feet and kisses me again, and he’s pulling his shirt back on when he suddenly stops and turns to me.

      “Oh, and how attached to Bill are you?”

      “Not,” I say flatly, making a face.

      Damien grins.

      “That’s probably a good thing.”
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        Damien

      

    
    
      Lyra’s mouth makes this adorable “O” shape as she stares at me. She turns back to Agent Hall, shaking her head slowly before she drags her eyes back to me.

      “You knew about all of this?”

      “Yes and no,” I say slowly, my words measured. “I had hunches, before I even started the acquisition process with Bill’s company. And when Agent Hall and her team approached me...” I shrug, smiling grimly. “Well, I’m more than happy to help when it comes to cleaning up the scum who’d cheat their way to the top.”

      Lyra shakes her head. “But Bill said…” She trails off, scowling as she glares at Agent Hall “You said—”

      “I said what I had to make sure your stepfather did what we needed him to do.” The older woman clears her throat. “I’m sorry if you feel lied to or misled, but we needed your stepfather wearing the wire when he engaged in illicit and insider trades here at his place of work in order to have a case. And he’d only do it if he thought you were on ‘our side’ too, helping to sting Mr. Castle.”

      Lyra glares at her again, and I can’t help but grin at the fire I can see in her eyes. I’d make a note never to lie to this girl, but I already know that’s never even going to be an option.

      I’ll never lie to her. Ever.

      Lyra suddenly pales though, her eyes growing wide. “But doesn’t that implicate all of Castle Capital?”

      “Nope.” I grin. I fucking love it when a well orchestrated plan comes together, and the pieces to this one are falling into place beautifully. I let my eyes linger, drinking her in as she stands there shaking her head. Yeah, she might be young, but there’s a wiseness to her that sucks me in — a depth to her I’ve flat out fallen into. With all the chess pieces and moves I saw in my head with this whole plan, there’s one piece and one move I never saw.

      Her.

      She’s a wild card — a random factor that I never expected. But fuck am I glad she fell into my world. And now that she’s in it, I know one thing above all else: there’s no way I’m letting her go.

      “Part of my acquisition of Bill’s firm involved a structured merge. Purposefully, I might add. Yes, Bill and his team were here, and working out of my offices, but they weren't Castle Capital employees — not officially yet.”

      “Which clears you and your team.”

      I nod, and Lyra smirks, her eyes flashing at me. “Not bad.” Her lips pull back in a grin, and I can see her about to move towards me, when she pauses, her face darkening.

      “Wait, so, what you said before…” She glances back at Agent Hall. “About Damien, I mean.”

      “He’s clean,” Agent Hall shrugs her shoulders, sighing. “Trust me, we’ve damn well looked.”

      And trust me, they have.

      I can see from Lyra’s face that Bill probably told her the same shit that most people who don’t know me think — that I’m the biggest crook of all. But the truth is? I’m not crook. I don’t cheat, and I don’t use insider trades, and I don’t “bend” the rules to my advantage.

      The truth of it is, I’m just really fucking good at what I do.

      “Anyways, if we have any other questions, we’ll direct them to your staff?”

      I nod at Agent Hall, who glances at Lyra as she turns to the door.

      “You’ve got a great boss here, Ms. Worthington. He’s one of the good ones.”

      She nods formally at me before jerking her head to the rest of her team and heading out of my office. And then finally, I’m alone with my angel.

      We stare at each other for all of half a second before she’s crashing into me, her arms flinging around my neck and her face buried in my chest. I hold her tightly, possessively, like she’s mine and like I’m never going to let her go. I tilt her head up, and then I’m kissing her fiercely, pouring everything into her lips to remind her who we are, together.

      “So, you were working with them?” She says quietly, finally pulling away. “The FBI I mean?”

      “No, not officially, but Agent Hall and her team tried to pin shit on me for years and never found a thing. I don’t blame them for it. In fact, I respect them for doing their diligence. And my books are always open to them, because I’m no thief.”

      She smiles, biting her lip and shaking her head slowly. “So, you’re just really good at what you do, huh?”

      I grin hungrily, my grip tightening on her. “You tell me, angel.”

      She blushes fiercely, but she nods eagerly, her bright eyes shining.

      “I knew Bill and Regent Capital were dirty as a garbage truck long before I ever approached him about the ‘merger.’ His books were littered with clues to his bullshit and his insider deals, and it’s why I bought out the company when I did. Now, I’ll help the FBI, but I’m no snitch. So it wasn’t me that tipped them off or anything, but his stuff was so dirty, I knew they weren’t even going to need a tip.”

      I take her hand and move her to the sitting area across the room, to a small couch that looks out over the whole city through the glass.

      “I knew he was going to get busted, which is why I structured the deal the way I did. I brought him into Castle Capital, I slowly took the best parts of Regent and bought out the contracts of his clean, non-criminal employees, and simply let the dirty ones dig their own graves. When his arrest hits the papers, and when his investors hear that the trusted employees and traders of his company now work for mine, I’ll have them too.”

      I grin.

      “Oh, and of course, I’m suing him for failure to disclose criminal activities before merger, so, that up-front money comes back too.”

      Lyra shakes her head with this sort of proud amusement on her face before she leans in and kisses me softly.

      “You always get what you want, don’t you?”

      “Always,” I growl, grabbing her tight. She squeals, giggling as I pull her into my lap and settle her over my thickening cock. “I always get what I want, and angel?” I lean close, my lips brushing hers.

      “You’re what I wanted more than anything in this world.”

      Our lips crash together, and the kiss is hungry and heated. She moans, her hips rolling on my lap and her hands tugging at my shirt as I kiss her deeply. My hands grab her ass, and my tongue explores her as I swallow the moans from her lips.

      Slowly though, I can feel her tensing up, and when she pulls away, I can see the shadow on her face.

      “Angel?”

      She looks down, her brow furrowed.

      “My family…I mean, my birth father didn’t leave us with much, and when Bill goes away, my mom will have nothing. Her brow furrows deeper, and her mouth goes small.

      “I’ll have nothing, I mean—”

      “Of course you will,” I growl fiercely, stopping her words and cupping her face in my hands. I let my eyes pierce right into hers, never once blinking.

      “You have me, and you’ll always be mine,” I growl fiercely. “Forever, angel. You’ll have whatever you could possibly need or want. If you want to sit back and do nothing all day, it’s done. If you want to work, and strive to build what’s yours, consider it your dream to go after.”

      I watch a single tear of joy start to roll down her cheek, before I kiss it away.

      “You’ll have the world, angel. And your mother too, of course. Whatever she needs, it’s done.”

      I cup her face, my eyes burning into hers.

      “Anything, baby girl,” I hiss fiercely. “Ask for the damn sun, and I’ll put it in a box all for you.”

      But before I can say another word, Lyra throws her arms around my neck, crushes her soft, pouty lips to mine, and kisses me, hard. I growl into it, swallowing her moans and holding her small body tight to mine, like I never want to let her go. And when I do pull away, I already know what I’m going to say.

      Shit, I knew I’d say this the second I saw her.

      “I think you should marry me.”

      Lyra’s eyes go wide as saucers, and her bottom lip falls open in such a cute, sexy way that I want to suck it between my own lips and push her back down on the sofa. Her breath catches, and I watch as she slowly swallows, her eyes searching mine.

      “Was that a proposal?” she says quietly — so quietly that it’s almost a breath of air that wisps from her lips.

      “No,” I growl. “This is.”

      She gasps, her hands flying to her face as I pull her up off the couch to her feet, kiss her cheek, and then drop to one knee in front of her. The whole of fucking New York glitters in the late afternoon sun, and as the light dances over her face, I somehow fall just a little bit more in love with her, as if that was even possible.

      I’m ready for this. I’ve been ready to find this girl my whole goddamn life. I’ve been ready to claim her, and make her my own, and protect her fiercely from anything in this world. I’ve been ready to love her, and bring children into this world, and raise a family with her.

      And now that I’ve found her, trust me when I say that it’s all happening.

      She cries when I bring the ring out. Like I said, I’ve been looking for her my whole life. I’ve prepared for it, keeping this in a safe in my office until a time when I knew I’d need it. Funny thing is, it’s perfect for her. It’s just her style, with just enough jaw-dropping size and glitz to it to stun her, but not so much that it takes away from the jewel she already is.

      I pop open the box, looking up into her big blue eyes, with her gingery red hair framing her perfect, angelic face.

      “Marry me.”

      It’s not a question on purpose.

      “Yes!” she cries as she falls into my arms, wrapping her arms so tight around my neck as she peppers my face with kisses.

      “Be my queen, angel,” I growl into her neck, kissing her skin and holding her tight. “Be my queen, have our children, and be mine forever.”

      She’s still saying yes as I sweep her up into my arms and head for the private elevator to my penthouse, and to my bed.

      First she tempted me.

      Then I claimed her.

      And now she’s mine, and I’m hers.

      I play for keeps, I take what’s mine, and I keep what I take.

      And I’m keeping my angel, forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Damien

      

    
    
      
        Six Years Later

      

      Today is a good day, for a couple of reasons. For one, Bill’s officially going to jail, for a long time. The final sentencing for his insider trading and securities fraud charges was this afternoon, and despite some of his cronies’ attempts at bribing the jury — no, seriously — it looks like he’s going away for quite a long time.

      Trust me, if you feel a little bad for the guy, don’t. Besides being a crook, turns out Bill was also hustling retired veterans into a Ponzi scheme and trying to swindle them out of their pensions. And if you’d possibly still need another reason to smile at Bill going away for thirty years, once he was arrested, Lyra’s mom came forward with some serious domestic abuse charges on him.

      So, yeah…fuck Bill.

      But today’s also a good day for better reasons. Today marks the first day of me officially stepping back from work at the company I built from nothing. And I couldn’t be more excited.

      After all, Castle Capital will run just fine without me physically being at the office. Cole is as much a bulldog as me when he wants to be, and I know he’s keeping the ship sailing on course. Castle Capital was my life - I mean hell, I fucking lived above it. But that was then. That was before I found my true soulmate in this world and realized there were more important things in life.

      Like my family, who’s just fallen asleep watching the world’s goofiest cartoon movie. I glance at my wife and grin in the near-darkness of the living room. She nods, smiling back, and the two of us stand with the bundles of blankets and pajamas in our arms. James, our four-year-old, is snoring quietly in my arms, and I can see Parker, our two-year-old daughter, asleep in Lyra’s as we bring them down the hall to their rooms.

      We’re not in the same place, of course — not living above my company anymore. It was certainly big enough, don’t get me wrong, but too close to work.

      No, we’re in a different place now. Still a penthouse, still on top of an obnoxiously big building, and still with fantastic views though. I mean, I may have stepped back from work, but I still have more money than I could possibly spend. And besides, fuck it: I know what I like and what I want.

      Clearly, I think as I gaze at my wife, tucking Parker into bed.

      My Lyra. My angel.

      Our relationship raised questions and brows of course. After all, she was eighteen, I was twenty years older. But it worked, and it continues to be the strongest relationship I’ve ever even conceived of. And after all, I fell in love with all of her — body and soul, the physical beauty and the gorgeous, deep, inquisitive and fierce spirit inside. So, it was a lot more than just her age, trust me. It’s not like I was some sort of pervert.

      …Well, maybe a bit of one, but I don’t think she did or ever will complain about that.

      And in the end, if anyone did or does have a problem with us and our relationship? Fuck em. Who cares? Play for keeps, take what’s yours, and and keep what you take.

      I still live by that motto, by the way.

      With the kids asleep, we move back to the living room and collapse onto the couch. We could have paid help when it comes to our kids, and we do, while we’re both at work. But when we can be home with them, there’s no need for anyone else. Exhausting? Hell yes. But worth every fucking back ache and lost hour of sleep.

      Here’s another thing I love about my wife. When the two of us go together, she could have just stepped back from everything and lived a very comfortable life doing nothing but yoga and shopping. But, that’s not the life for Lyra, and it’s one of the reasons I’m so crazy about her. She still went to school, and still killed it there, and still got into an incredible business graduate program after getting her undergraduate in art history and antiquities. She blind-pitched (so they wouldn’t know it was my wife) a board of my trusted advisors on a new investment idea for Castle Capital, and they ate it up.

      So, that’s what she runs now: the new art and antiquities wing of our investment portfolio, which not only deals with crazy expensive ancient art, but is also one of the top donators to public school art programs and un-funded new artists. And she’s kicking ass too. She’s smart as as whip, and even though a lot of people underestimate her when they first meet her because of her age, it’s an advantage. There’ve been many CEOs of other trusts or other foundations who walked out of meeting with my angel feeling like they’d gotten their balls sliced off after she showed them how much of a killer instinct she really has.

      That’s my girl.

      On the couch, she snuggles into me, tracing a finger over my chest as she sighs.

      “Should we watch something slightly less manic and animated?” She grins as she looks up at me. “There’s that new movie with—”

      “I can think of seeming more fun than a movie.”

      The flush comes into her cheeks instantly, and as they grow red, her eyes get that hungry glint to them. Yeah, I think we can both think of something more fun to do right now then a movie. Because despite the four-year-old, and the two-year-old, and the jobs, and the way life just heaps on you sometimes, there’s one thing we both always seem to find time for, no matter what.

      Fucking each other’s brains out.

      She gasps as I grab her and pull her into my lap, and when my mouth finds hers, she moans into my lips. My blood burns fiercely in my veins, and I can feel something roar inside of me, like it does every time this perfect woman is near me, let alone settling onto my lap. And six years and two kids later, not a fucking thing has changed in that department. Lyra’s still the be all and end all for me — the light of my life, the reason I live, and the the goddamn sexist girl I can imagine — even in sleep shorts and an old t-shirt of mine like she is now.

      That t-shirt goes quick though, because it’s what’s under it that my mouth is after. I groan as I slip it over her head and toss it away, before kissing my way down her neck and across the soft swell of her tits. My cock throbs rock hard in my sweats, pulsing against her as my hands slide down her bare back and my lips trail over her breasts. I find a nipple, and she moans as my tongue swirls over the candy-pink peak.

      Her hands drop to my lap, and I growl as I feel her soft little fingers wrap around my shaft through the sweatpants. She strokes me as I lick at her nipples, and it only sends more fuel to the fire burning inside.

      I want her.

      I want her primally, and completely, like I always do. I want to sink every inch of my cock into her dripping wet, slick, tight little cunt as she rakes her nails down my back and begs for more.

      That’s how I want my wife, and I’m about to tear her sleep shorts off and do just that to her, when suddenly, she pushes me away, twists, and shoves me down onto my back across the sofa. I growl, but she pounces on me, red hair loose and free around her face and her sharp blue eyes glinting with need. Her fingers slip down my abs, teasing my skin before she hooks them into the waistband and yanks my sweats down. My cock throbs out, rock hard and pulsing, and she coos quietly as she lets her eyes trace over it. Fuck, she makes me so fucking hard and gets me so big, and without her even touching me, a big clear drop of pre-cum beads at the tip and slowly trickles down the shaft.

      “Mmm,” she purrs, licking her lips and dragging her eyes up to mine as she settles between my legs. “That for me?”

      “You know it’s all for you, angel,” I groan as she wraps a small hand around my shaft and gives me a slow stroke.

      “Then can I taste it?” Her eyes drop to my cock as she strokes me, but then they slowly move back to my face. She bites her lip, batting her eyes so damn innocently as she jerks my big cock in her hand.

      “Can I suck it, Daddy?”

      Fuck.

      My cock lurches in her hand, and she moans, knowing how much I want her and knowing how much we both love when she’s a dirty girl like this. She leans down, opens her soft pink lips, and before I can even prepare myself, that hot, wet little mouth is sliding so slowly down over my fat cock.

      I growl as Lyra inhales my dick, her hand stroking me and slowly teasing my balls as her tongue flicks the underside of me. Her cheeks hollow, and she moans, sending vibrations through me as she hums and bobs on my cock. I groan, fucking spellbound as I watch this perfect sex kitten who happens to be the love of my life inhale and slurp on my cock.

      But I need more.

      She gasps as I yank her up and around, so that her cute, tight little ass is facing me with both her knees on the couch next to me. She moans, dropping her mouth back to my cock and sucking me deep inside. But this time, I’m slipping my fingers inside the waist of her sleep shorts and yanking them down to her knees.

      The beast roars inside of me at the sight of her sweet, pink pussy, nestled tight between her thighs. I can see how fucking wet she is, her arousal glistening on her lips and making my cock throb. I move in and use my big hands to spread her thighs and her lips before I sink my tongue deep inside her cunt.

      Lyra cries out around my cock, whimpering as I push my tongue in and out of her tight pussy. I tease it lower and start to swirl it around her clit, groaning into her as I lick her sweet pussy.

      “Oh fuck, right there, honey!” She moans, panting and stroking my cock with her cheek on my side. She arches her back, pushing back into my mouth as I start to tongue fuck her pussy. “Right there, daddy!”

      I roar, pushing my tongue as deep as I can before sliding it out and moving up. I groan as I drag my tongue over her tight, puckered little ass, knowing that it drives her fucking nuts when I do. And of course, it has the desired effect.

      Her whole body shakes, and the moan starts deep in her chest as I tease her little asshole with my tongue. My hand comes down with a sharp smack on her ass, and her moans start to fill the room. I groan as I feel her small hand stroke my cock and her tongue dance over my crown, and in response, I push my tongue deep in her ass, using a thumb to tease her clit until I feel her start to shake.

      I could do this all fucking night, but when she comes, I want it to be with every inch of my cock buried deep inside of her.

      I slide out from under her and push her down onto her chest and her knees on the sofa. Lyra moans, arching her back and panting in anticipation. I move behind her, keeping her sleep shorts tangled at her knees as I line my cock up against her slit and tease it up and down. I can feel her slick wetness coating my head and dripping down my shaft, and as I tease her, more of my pre-cum leaks from my head and dribbles down her thighs.

      “Please,” she moans, panting and pushing back to try and get me inside. “Dammit, don’t tease me,” she giggles, whimpering in pleasure as my head bumps over her clit.

      “Tell me what you want then, princess,” I growl, my voice low and edged, and I can feel her moan under me.

      “Please fuck me, Daddy,” she whispers breathlessly, arching her back and letting her pussy slide over my swollen head. “Please slide that big cock inside of me and fuck me hard. Please.”

      Teasing her is fun, but I can only hold back myself for so long. And all it takes is her begging me so sweetly for me to lose all control. I ease the head inside, and then before either of us can catch our breaths, I plunge every single thick inch of my cock deep inside her perfect, tight pussy.

      Lyra cries out, and I groan, feeling her hot, slick, tight walls milking me for all I’m worth, like she’s trying to suck the cum right out of me before I’ve even moved. I grit my teeth and grip her tight little ass in my hands, sucking in air to keep myself from just filling her with my cum right there.

      And I will be doing that, mark my words. But first, I need to feel her come. First, I need to fuck her tight little body with every inch of my cock until she’s melting into a puddle. I want her screaming for more as her slick, sticky juices run down her thighs and stain the couch. And then, I’ll come. Then I’ll let go, and fill her to the brim with my hot cum until it drips from her pussy.

      But first, I’m going to make this angel come.

      I drive into her, my hands gripping her ass tight as I stretch her wide with my girth. Lyra cries out, clawing at the sofa in front of her and moving into the crook of her arm as I pull back, only to slide every inch back inside with one thrust. Her pussy clings to me, sucking me back in and rippling along my length like she doesn’t want to let me go as I drive in and out.

      My palm comes down against her ass, leaving a pink mark on her skin and bringing a cry of pleasure to her lips. Her pussy tightens on me, making me groan as I feel her body hunger for me. I fuck her faster, and deeper, my heavy, cum-filled balls slapping her clit with every thrust and my hips grinding against her ass.

      I slide my hand up her back and wrap her hair in my fist. Lyra moans, and when I pull it just tight enough to make her gasp, I can feel her pussy clench tight around me. My muscles tense and my jaw tightens as I grind in deep, letting her feel how fucking hard she makes me as I pin her to the couch with my cock. I lean over her, biting and sucking at her neck as I drive my thick cock into her tight little slit over and over, until her cries of pleasure are just one long moan that I never want to end.

      “You like feeling my big cock fill you up, baby girl?” I growl, pulling back so just the head is inside before rocking my hips forward and burying it to the hilt inside her slick, wet, heat. “You like when daddy fucks this tight little pussy until you come all over my balls?”

      Lyra screams, arching her back and slamming her hips back into me.

      “Yes!” she moans.

      My hand in her hair twists her head around just enough so I can crush my lips to hers, and as I start to fuck her as hard as I can, her moans are the sweetest tasting thing I’ve ever had.

      “Come for me, angel,” I growl into her lips, feeling my balls swelling with need to release inside of her. I drive in balls-deep, grinding into her as I grab her ass possessively and let my teeth graze over her ear.

      “Be a good girl and make that sweet little pussy come all over daddy’s big cock.”

      Lyra explodes beneath me. Her whole body tenses, and the cry of pleasure that tumbles from her lips is so damn perfect and sweet that I immediately cover it with my own lips and swallow it whole. Her back arches, and she drives her hips back, taking me as deep as I can go. Her pussy ripples and milks at me as the orgasm thunders through her little body, and when chest clenches down so tight, like she’s pulling the cum from my balls with her cunt, I roar as I let go.

      My cock throbs rock hard as the cum pumps into her, splashing against her womb and filling her to the brim as I follow her over that edge. I hold myself there — so deep inside of her as I shoot rope after rope of my thick, sticky cum deep inside of her, listening to her gasp and beg me for more until I can feel it leaking out from where we’re tightly joined.

      Slowly, we come to a panting, groaning stop. I roll us over, keeping damn sure that my cock stays sheathed her in sweet heaven as we move to our sides, my arms holding her close. She snuggles back into me, purring like a kitten and doing that thing where her pussy ripples and clenches at me - knowing damn well that it drives me crazy.

      She also knows damn well that it keeps me rock hard.

      “I know you know better than to start something you can’t finish,” I purr into her ear, letting my fingers trail over her skin. I cup her soft breasts, letting my thumb roll her nipple.

      “Can’t finish, huh?” She grins as she turns to lock eyes with me. “You calling me a quitter?”

      “I’m calling you out is what I’m doing,” I say with a chuckle, pushing my hips into her and reminding her how hard she’s kept me. Lyra whimpers, and cranes her head around to kiss me.

      “Game on,” she whispers breathlessly.

      I growl into her lips as I pull back, only to slowly fill her up all over again. I can feel my cum and hers leaking out and making her pussy messy and sticky, and it only gets my blood pumping even hotter — my cock swelling up even harder.

      “What do you think the third will be?” she moans softly, her body arching and rolling with my slow thrusts.

      I groan, the thought of her belly swelling round with child and her skin glowing like it does making my cock throb inside of her.

      “I think there’s only one way to find out,” I purr, grunting as my cock sheaths inside of her.

      Lyra moans softly, turning to look me full in the eye.

      “You’re serious?”

      I nod. “Without question.”

      “You really want to go for number three?”

      This time, I stop, and when I look her in the eye, I make sure she’s got every bit of my attention.

      “Absolutely, angel.”

      The flush creeps up her cheeks, and before I can react, she’s pulling off of me, spinning around and throwing her arms around me. She kisses me hungrily and deeply, moaning into my lips and writhing against me.

      “You want to fill me up with your cum and get me all big again?”

      “Yes,” I hiss, my hands sliding down to grip her ass.

      “You want to pump your seed deep inside, until it drips out of my little pussy,” she whimpers. “Over and over until it takes and my belly starts to swell again?”

      “Fuck yes,” I growl hungrily, rocking my hips and pumping my thick cock between her slick thighs.

      Suddenly, Lyra’s pushing me onto my back, and I grin as she slides on top of me and spreads her thighs around my hips. Her sweet little pussy hovers over my cock, her lips just kissing the head and making my head spin and my balls ache before she slowly settles down onto me.

      “Put a baby in me,” she whispers leaning down and purring the words into my ear.

      “Fuck me, Daddy.”

      …I spend the rest of the night making damn sure I do just that.

      
        The End

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Sneak Peeks!

        

      

    
    
      Grab a sneak peek of both of the other books in the Innocence Claimed series on the following pages! Scroll on for teaser chapters of both His Little Bad Girl and Paying The Debt. The books in this series are all standalone, and can be read in any order.

      

      Happy reading!
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      She's mine, she just doesn’t know it yet.

      Her name is Tempest Kensington.

      She’s eighteen years old. 

      She’s my student, and I want to know how sweet she tastes when she’s claimed for the first time.

      I’m her headmaster. I’m twenty years older than her. But damn the implications. Screw the consequences. I know I’m blurring the lines, but I. Do. Not. Care.

      Tempest Kensington is a grade-A brat. And she’s about to get a very thick, very firm dose of my discipline – over my knee and on hers.

      Barely legal. Entirely off-limits. My temptation, my addiction, my obsession. My ruin, in a plaid skirt and knee-high socks.

      It’s time for this little tease to learn exactly what happens to bad girls who look for trouble.

      

      Sweet, filthy, and oh-so-wrong in the best kind of way. If you’re looking for something extra hot and wildly over-the-top, this one’s for you! Utterly obsessed alpha hero, sassy, untouched heroine, and enough insta-love, kindle-melting steam, and sugary-sweetness to make you beg for more. HEA with NO CHEATING!

      

      
        Chapter 1

        Christian

      

      

      What a little fucking brat.

      My jaw tenses as I digest the shit-storm that’s just been dumped on me by my assistant principal concerning a very particular problem student.

      Suspended twice senior year — once for ditching school and smashing the shit out of a professor’s car, and the other for being caught drinking during fifth period.

      This student, Jesus Christ.

      I wasn’t expecting to take over as Headmaster of Thornbull Academy until this fall, but here I am barely two months into the job — a full summer earlier than expected, I might add — and I’m going to have to deal with this shit. Wonderful.

      Academia is hardly the career path most guys who get out of the SEALs in one piece choose, but for me, it was a calling. After all, my dad may have been a military man, and that's the path I took young, but it was my mom who was the reader and the studious one. She taught preschool. Maybe it was a combo of both of them that’s led me from squad sergeant in Afghanistan, kicking down insurgent doors and dodging bullets, to be the firm hand of control and discipline at one of the richest, most academically focused private schools in the country. The studiousness from my mother, the discipline from my dad. The courage and firmness to carry through from the SEALs.

      But like I said, I wasn’t supposed to start until fall. That was before ancient Doctor Lindon, my predecessor, passed away two months before the end of the school year and his retirement day. Not a bad way to go — quietly in your sleep next to your wife — I’ll grant him that after some of the shit I’ve seen in the Middle East. But still, it sort of put a damper on my plans to settle into the affluent seaside town of West Haven.

      On top of that, Thornbull Academy is so academically prestigious, and it’s students so insanely driven, that it offers a post-senior-year, pre-college “summer semester.” For some schools, summer school is a last chance for the fuck-ups — a hail Mary for the slackers to get their shit together and graduate.

      Not at Thornbull, let me tell you. At this place, it’s a way to add even more pages to a resume before you start in at Yale, or Harvard, or Cornell, or wherever. It’s a way for go-getter students to pack in as many college-level freshman credit classes as they can, so all these little valedictorians and salutatorians can hit the ground running at Ivy League schools. I mean hell, apparently last year, three guys used their summer program to build a stock-trading algorithm, and before they started college in the fall, they cashed out for a cool billion dollars.

      Fuck, right? These kids are eighteen, rich, connected, and have their whole lives taken care. I mean they should be out chasing tail and drinking beers on the beach, not cramming more shit into their trust fund brains.

      Not exactly the best mindset maybe for the new Headmaster, but fuck it, those are my thoughts on the matter.

      I tap the desk in front of me before stretching my arms up and straining my muscles, feeling them pull against the still not-quite-familiar feel of a dress shirt and tie.

      Whatever my feelings on this summer school thing though, it's my new duty to oversee it and all the students attending, all while prepping for a very big jump into the deep end come fall. Let’s just say Dr. Lindon left some big damn shoes to fill, and as progressively liberal and forward thinking as this town likes to think it is, I’ve seen the way most people around here look at my physique, or my combat record, and hell, at the tattoos that even a full suit won’t hide, and wonder just how the fuck I got a job as Headmaster.

      And I’ll tell you how: because I’m a goddamn smart motherfucker.

      That’s not just a boastful brag either. Stanford undergrad, top of my class and an MBA from Wharton that I worked my ass off for in-between tours. Yeah, papa may have raised a good little soldier, but mama didn’t raise no fool, that’s for damn sure.

      But, this fool has a long damn summer ahead of him. Because on top of everything else, there’s this — the file on my desk.

      This student.

      Most of the kids in this summer program are goody-two-shoes, straight-as-an-arrow go-getters. This one is here because not taking the two classes necessary means no graduation. And seriously, this file is bad. Back-talking. Swearing at teachers. Drinking in an empty lecture hall at twelve in the afternoon. As a recently “graduated” senior, this student should be out of my hair already. Except, here we are.

      I glance through the reports, and the police write-ups for the vandalism to Professor Hershman’s car last year. I mean Jesus fucking Christ, breaking the windshield was one thing, but pissing on the steering wheel afterwards?

      I shake my head and drop the thick file on the desk. Yeah, this will need dealing with. Immediately.

      Something catches my eye, and I frown as I turn to glance out the large windows behind my desk. There are three of them — two boys and a girl, all summer semester students. The bell’s already rung, but there they go, off behind the gymnasium, glancing around nervously.

      My jaw tightens.

      My blood roars.

      Because right there in the mix, is my problem student.

      So cavalierly bad news, leading these other two off to do God knows what behind the gym. Showing a total disregard for the rules, and moreover, my authority. Because this damn student thinks that just because they’re eighteen, and “technically” graduated, and probably from money and privilege, that they don’t need to obey my rules.

      I stand, my muscles tensing, the blood running hot in my veins.

      Yeah, there goes my problem student alright — flagrantly waltzing past my damn office, knowing I can see them skipping. Blatantly breaking the rules, with a goddamn smirk on their face when they do it.

      …And showing a bit too much fucking thigh under that uniform skirt, I’ll say that.

      That. Little. Fucking. Tease.

      Oh sorry, you thought I was talking about one of the guys, didn’t you? Nope. Wrong. Neither of those two are my problem student. You see, my problem student is a she. My problem student is five foot three, one-hundred-and-five pounds of pure, tantalizing, teasing, inappropriate, irresistible, trouble. Capital fucking T.

      My problem presented herself on my first day of school, two buttons undone up top, three inches rolled up below, in my office for telling Ms. Bernard, her French professor, to go to hell before storming out of the classroom.

      She did it in French, at least.

      But there she was, sitting in my damn office waiting for me looking every inch the Nabokov tease. Knee-high socks, blonde hair up in pigtails, and her soft, pink, pouty lips wrapped around a fingernail. Those big blue eyes had drawn up from my shoes, up my legs, up my abdomen, over my chest and up to my “tough” face — the one I used to give grunts in the desert who were hungry, tired, and out of line.

      And she’d grinned. Those teasing, too perfect, too pouty, too tantalizing, and just this side of wrong lips had pulled back in a sultry little smirk.

      …And I’ve been fucking hooked ever since.

      Consumed. Obsessed. Addicted. One damn look and she managed to bring out every fucking alpha caveman desire to the surface. She brought out the raw masculine need in me — to claim her, to corrupt her, to make her mine. She brought out the depraved pervert in me — the part of me that wants to wrap those pigtails in my fists and use them to pull those soft little lips down over my throbbing cock. The part of me that wants to spread those long, lithe legs, grab that pert little ass, and drive every inch of my dick into her tight, sweet little pussy until I’m sure she’s ruined for any other man.

      Forget easing into my new job. Hell, forget getting a damn minute of work done or even being able to fucking sleep at night. My waking thoughts are filled with her doing all sorts of dirty things to me, and in my dreams, I’m doing every single one of them back to her.

      Her name is Tempest Kensington.

      She’s eighteen years old.

      She’s my student.

      And I want to know what sounds she makes when she comes. I want to know how tight she’d feel as I emptied every drop of my sticky cum deep inside her fertile young womb.

      She’s off to Harvard this fall, but until then, over the summer, she and her track record are my problem. My very big, very tempting, very off-limits problem.

      I don’t realize I’m gripping my hand in a fist until I feel the pencil in my fingers snap in two places. I blink out of my filthy daydreams, dropping the pencil into the trash by my desk and turning to watch her walk off behind the gym with those two shit-heads.

      I feel my blood burn to a boil.

      I could be reading the situation wrong, but I don’t care. And I’m probably not. Teenage guys are pieces of shit, and pieces of shit smell trouble like Tempest Kensington a mile away. A million scenarios run through my head, all of them involving those assholes putting their hands on her — on what's mine.

      Because she is mine. She just doesn’t know it yet. She will bend to my authority. And I will taste that sweet fucking candy pussy of hers.

      Barely legal. Entirely inappropriate. My temptation, my addiction, my need. My ruin, in a plaid skirt and knee-high socks.

      I whirl on my heel, slamming her file shut on my desk and storming for the door. Time to start this summer semester off right.

      I’m claiming what’s mine.
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      She’s mine to keep, mine to hold.

      Mine to train, and mine to own.

      Some people call me a demon – a bad bad man who does very bad things. They’re not wrong.

      But that’s before she falls into my life – the too pure, too innocent, too untouched Skye Jensen.

      She’s too good for a filthy mafia king like me, but that won’t stop me. I’ve been watching her for longer than she knows, and my interest has turned to obsession. I’m consumed with the pure need to take her, to claim her, and to make her mine and only mine.

      The piece of shit who put her up as collateral at a card game he couldn’t win never deserved her anyways. And now she’s mine.

      All of her.

      I’ll be a ruthless monster to the rest of the world, but never to her.

      I’ll worship every inch of her, and show her things she’s never even dreamed of. I’ll fight the whole damn world to keep her safe.

      Because what’s mine is mine.

      Forever.

      

      Dominant, utterly obsessed alpha hero? Check. So sugary-sweet your teeth will hurt? Also check! Smoking’ insta-love cranked up to the absolute max? Check and check! If you love it quick and dirty and oh-so-hot-and-sweet, this one’s for you! HEA with NO CHEATING!

      

      
        Chapter 1

        Skye

      

      

      My heart races and my knees knock — literally knocking together — as my eyes drag up to the huge, massive wooden door. The house is enormous, even by Malibu standards. All glass and exposed beams — sexy, lavish, huge, and expansive.

      Rich.

      Terrifying.

      Some people come to Malibu — the shining jewel on the crown of Los Angeles — to seek their fortunes. But most are here to show off the fortune they already have. I mean, every house on the drive here is easily pushing twenty million a piece, with another couple million in cars in the driveway or boats out on private marinas.

      But this house trumps them all.

      I’m not here to seek my fortune, and I’m certainly not here to show off, since I don’t have any fortune to speak of, at all. I’m the opposite of rich — not just poor, because “poor” would be an improvement than the current state of things for me. No, I’ve moved beyond “poor” into something worse.

      Debt.

      Not mine, but now it’s mine to shoulder. Mine to bear. I swallow, glancing back at the driver. As scary as he was on the ride over here, he’s at least a face I know, even if he didn’t speak a word and hardly even looked at me the entire way over here. This time is no different. The hulk of a man stands motionless beside the Bentley, impassive as the door I stand in front of, his shaded eyes not meeting mine.

      I have no idea what to expect beyond these doors. Servitude? Prison? Torture? I shiver, my heartbeat racing and my innards turning to jelly as the weight of the reality of this hits me. Because as of right now, I belong to a monster.

      I’ve never met Jagger Kovac before, but I of course know of him. Most people might not, truth be told, but in my house, the name is like the Pope. Mr. Kovac operates in the shadows. He’s the boogeyman — the man pulling the strings for most of the syndicated crime in California, if not the entire western sector of the United States, after taking over from his uncle a few years ago.

      He’s not a gangster — not one of those people you hear about, or see in flashy blingy cars, or read about in the papers when they get caught.

      Jagger Kovac is above all that. Filthy hands that never get dirty.

      My father is one of the underlings — a low level drug pusher, not to mention a mean drunk, a gambler, and a frequent and sore loser. And that’s why I’m here — a bet. A damn gambling table bet that he was stupid enough to get into with Jagger.

      With me as the prize.

      No, really. My father loses a stupid poker hand, and now I belong to Jagger Kovac. Payment for a debt.

      I’m shivering again at the thought when the door swings silently open in front of me. A demure, quiet older man ushers me inside the enormous foyer — the doorway inside flanked by two towering indoor palm trees. From where I stand, I can look through into the massive living room, and out beyond it, the sparkling azure of the Pacific Ocean glittering in the So-Cal sun.

      “This way, Ms. Jensen.”

      The butler, or servant, or whatever he is, says only those four words before he gestures with his chin, leading me through the house into the living room. The view is striking in here, and I’m practically dragging my jaw across the floor when he nods at a chair overlooking the view by the window — indicating for me to sit.

      “Please wait here for Mr. Kovac.”

      I nod quickly, demurely, trying to act as if this is something I do all the time. Like arriving at gorgeous, palatial houses because the mob bosses who live in them now own me is a regular thing for me. The butler doesn’t meet my eye though, merely nodding at the chair and waiting for me to take a seat before taking his leave.

      The house is silent, and I can feel my heart racing all over again as I look out over the water. My hands smooth the cream-with-pink-flower-print sundress I’m wearing down over my thighs. It’s the nicest thing I own, and for whatever messed up reason, something inside of me wanted me to look nice for today.

      For him.

      We’ve never met, but again, I know who he is, and I certainly know his reputation. Ruthless, brutal, and dominant. Jagger Kovac runs the empire he controls with an iron fist — demanding loyalty and obedience like a king of an ancient land. And when even mean, hardened lowlifes like my father and his friends are scared of the man, you know it’s more than just rumor and reputation.

      That’s the part that should terrify me. It’s knowing all that about the top man in a vast criminal empire that should have me trembling in fear, or crying, or begging for mercy. But there’s another part of Jagger Kovac, and it’s not stories I hear from my father’s drunk, drugged up friends. It’s not from reputation as a fearsome, domineering crime boss.

      It’s that one time, a few years before, I saw the man that barely anyone sees, and after that, something inside of me caught fire.

      It was at a wedding for the son of one of Jagger’s underbosses. How my scumbag, middle-management drug-pusher of a father got an invitation I have no idea, but he insisted on bringing me. And that’s where I’d seen him.

      That’s when I’d felt wicked, heated, illicit feelings like that somewhere deep inside of me for the first time in my life.

      He’d only appeared for a moment. After all, this was soon after he’d taken over the empire, and I’m sure there were more than a few people out there who wanted him dead to try and take it from him. But the man whose son was getting married had been one of Jagger’s uncle’s top men, so duty mandated he make an appearance.

      And God, what an appearance.

      Because for all of the scariness, and fearsome, brutal reputation surrounding him, there’s one thing I hadn’t known about my father’s boss before that night: Jagger Kovac was gorgeous.

      It wasn’t in a Brad Pitt, handsome Hollywood kind of way, or one of those pretty boys cooing out wimpy love songs in music videos. No, Jagger Kovac was beautiful, and dark, and gorgeous in a very grown up way. Dark hair and even darker, haunting eyes. A jaw carved out of wood, and strong, eastern European features that highlighted his Serbian background. He’d worn his dark blue suit without a tie that night, the crisp white dress shirt open at the neck and the swirling ink of his dark black tattoos peeking through. Broad, muscled shoulders, like those of a football player or something, stretched the material of the suit. I’d watched, dry-mouthed and panting, at the way his biceps rippled and strained at the sleeves as he’d shaken hands.

      I’d never before felt the wicked, teasing feeling I’d felt inside the instant I’d laid eyes on him back then, but I knew one thing.

      I liked it.

      I liked the way looking at this dangerous, brutal, ferociously sexy man made me feel — dirty, tingly, excited, and scared, all at the same time.

      But that was years ago. And besides, even if he’d seen me back then — and I’m sure he didn’t — all he’d have seen would’ve been a gawky, silly little girl staring at him like a weirdo. So, as much as my dirty, inappropriate fantasies want to pretend that that was why I’m here, I know it isn’t. No, I’m here, in this gorgeous, glass castle of a house, because my scumbag father went on a bender, then went on a losing streak, and then decided to stake me on one last hand.

      And lost.

      I’m not here because Jagger Kovac wants me, like my teasing little fantasies want to pretend. I’m here because I’m his now, and all because of a bad draw in a game of cards. If my father weren’t the cruel, spiteful human being he is, Jagger might just have another stack of poker chips, or keys to a car, or maybe even an IOU in his possession right now.

      Instead, he has me. I shiver, smoothing down my sundress again as I let my gaze drift over the beautiful, serene view of the ocean.

      I feel his presence before I hear his footsteps, and as my heart jumps into my throat, I start to stand.

      “No.”

      The voice is like that of a Viking’s — strong, powerful, commanding, and menacing all at once. And yet, there’s a touch of something heated there too — a tinge of something fiercely protective.

      I freeze at the command, breath coming fast, and my skin tingles as I hear him move towards me from behind.

      “Sit.”

      I nod quickly, smoothing my sundress down as I do as he says. The silly, girly fantasies and daydreams vanish, replaced by the cold fear and the brutal reality that I’m now in the possession of this fearsome man.

      He moves right behind my chair, and I shiver at the feel of the heat from his body. I can smell the scent of his aftershave — something woodsy and manly. Something that smells expensive, and powerful, and clean. For a second, I have a funny thought that a man with this sort of reputation should smell like smoke and sulfur — like the devil I’ve been told he is. And yet instead, he smells, well…

      Good.

      Really, really good.

      His hands find my bare shoulders, and I tremble at the contact. I’m not sure if I want to jump out of the chair and run or melt into him. The warmth of those hands seep into my tensed muscles, the strong, powerful fingers brushing across my skin and leaving tingly, teasing trails as they trace the straps of my sundress.

      I very suddenly know I don’t want to run. I want to melt.

      “You’re here now.”

      His voice is a smooth, steely baritone, rough and yet warm, with the hint of accent from his background.

      I nod.

      “Yes,” I say quietly.

      “And do you know why you’re here?” he purrs, this time the voice lower and closer to my ear. I tremble again, my eyes half closing as those powerful hands stroke my skin and that dark, deep, dominant voice melts through my ears.

      I nod again, panting.

      “Good,” Jagger growls lowly.

      “Because you’re mine now.”
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      She’s supposed to be untouchable. But I’ve had a taste of the forbidden fruit, and now I just want more...

      She’s the girl from my freshman lecture - my perfect, straight-A pupil and the one I shouldn’t even be looking at much less having these kind of thoughts about. No woman has ever made me feel this way, like I’m going out of my mind with raw need for her. I know the rules, and I know she’s half my age, but I don’t give a f*ck.

      Because I’m going claim her. I’m gonna be her first, and I’m going to take her until everyone knows she’s MINE.
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          Chapter 1

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I’m a bad man.

      Well, no, I’m a good man, but I’m about to do something bad. Because I’m staring down at this perfect little picture of innocence and temptation sprawled out beneath me, and I know I’m never going to be able to resist her.

      She’s perfect; strawberry blonde hair cascading around her angelic face with those deep blue eyes looking up at me. Her cheeks flushed pink; pink like the soft pink nipples peaking her heavenly tits. Fuck me, I could bury my face for days in the soft, creamy skin of those breasts and the way they defy fucking gravity sitting so high and perky on her chest despite being so big.

      And she’s so fucking wet for me that I can see it glistening in the low light of her dorm room. I can see how ready and willing that tight little pussy is, ready for me as I hover above her about to plunge my cock balls deep into that impossibly tight channel.

      Jesus, her dorm room.

      Yeah, this girl is perfect, but she’s also so fucking wrong. She’s legal, but she’s a student; my student for God’s sake. She’s my perfect, straight-A student that sits front and center in my freshman English literature class at Hardham College. The one I lose my damn words over when I get sucked into watching her. The one I lose my place in my readings over when I watch her chewing on the end of her pen, her eyes lost in the book in front of her. Or when she crosses and uncrosses her legs. She’s not trying to be sexy, but that’s exactly what gets me hard as a fucking rock for her.

      I doubt the University would be happy to know about my lusting over a student, but I know they’d be more than pissed if they could see me now, with the head of my cock brushing against her silken, pouty pussy.

      Her fingernails drag up my back, her hips undulating as if begging me with her body to plunge into her. I’m all too willing to oblige.

      She whimpers when I enter her, sliding my thick tool deep inside of her and practically choking on my breath at how impossibly tight and wet she is.

      Of course she is, she’s only done this once before.

      Once before, with me, when I popped her cherry and took her innocence. When I had her writhing on my cock, bucking against me and coming like a damn train going off the rails. When she begged me to fill her, and when I finally let go and pumped every drop of cum deep inside her young, unprotected pussy.

      It’s barely been twenty-four hours since, but I can’t even believe I’ve lasted this long without another taste. That honey between her legs is like my Goddamn drug, and I know I’m hopelessly addicted to it.

      She rocks her hips up off the bed, moaning as the extra leverage grinds my cock even deeper inside of her; so deep that there’s no way I could possible fill her small body any further. It’s almost obscene the way her pink pussy lips stretch around my thick shaft, or how small and delicate she looks under my much older, muscled body.

      Obscene like a man my age fucking a girl her age. Obscene like taking a college freshman’s cherry on top of my desk in the English department building. Obscene like how wrong it is on every level for me to be looking at this girl, much less plunging my cock in and out of her clenching, willing pussy.

      I’d had the door locked and the shade drawn yesterday, when I tasted that young body for the first time and when I pushed through her innocence and claimed her as mine. We’re in her dorm room now, though, and the door’s not locked. Her damn roommate could walk in at any time and see us like this, and God knows what sort of shit would hit the fan then.

      Fuck, I can hear other students partying down the hall - other students I probably teach, come to think of it. And none of them can possibly know that I’m balls deep in one of their peers right now. None of them would guess in a million years that the goody-two-shoes teacher’s pet that sits at the front of the class and aces every test, and does every extra-credit assignment with flying colors is moaning under me and clawing at my back while her pussy milks me for all that I’m worth.

      None of them would ever guess that the girl with the black-rimmed glasses, and the hair pulled back in a ponytail, and the normally conservative dress for a college girl her age is now spread-eagle under her professor without a stitch of clothing save a pair of knee-high socks; the glasses to the side, and the normally contained hair wild and free across the sheets beneath her.

      She’s so fucking tight and so wet, like a silken glove around my bare cock.

      Oh, right, as if this needed anything else to be more obscene. Not only am I fucking a student half my age, but I’m bare and totally unprotected inside of her. And just like yesterday, I don’t give a fuck. Just like yesterday, I have a single, primal urge to fill this girl with my seed and make her mine.

      Mine, more than she already is.

      She’s moaning and whimpering beneath me, making these little cooing sounds that have my cock surging inside of her. She wraps her legs around me, pumping up to meet my thrusts as I start to fuck her harder and deeper, as if urging me on. And any fear I have of hurting her, or breaking her somehow - as small as she is and as big as my cock is inside of her - goes right out the window. Because I know she wants as much as I can give her, and damn am I going to give it to her.

      She gasps as I grab her hair, pulling her head back and exposing her neck as I bite at the skin there. “You want me to fill you up again, don’t you,” I growl, sliding my cock deep and feeling my heavy balls slap against her tight little ass. “You want to feel my come inside this tight little pussy, don’t you?”

      “Oh, God! Yes!” She moans. “Yes, Professor Martin, I want it!”

      I groan, hearing her say my professional name like that again, like she did yesterday. It makes the whole thing even dirtier, and even more lewd to hear her call me “professor” like that, and I can feel the cum start boil inside my balls.

      She’s whimpering and moaning, her hands clawing at my back and her hips urging me on as I feel her near-virginal pussy start to clench around me. I know she’s close, and I want to make her come harder than she’s ever come before. I know no other man, and no other boy has ever touched her - a thought that gets me harder than steel. But I want to make her come like she’s never even conceived of coming before. I want to sear the memory of my cock buried so deep inside of her, and my voice in her ear, and my cum filling her up until it dribbles down her legs so vividly across her mind that she never forgets this moment.

      I start to roll my hips, rocking my cock in and out of her as I reach down and start to roll her clit in circles. She goes into overdrive beneath me, her breath coming in gasping hitches and her tits rocking back and forth like soft, perfect tear-drops as I fuck her hard and deep. I can feel her start to clench around me, her impossibly tight pussy starting to milk me as I feel myself start to lose all sense of control.

      “I want you to come for me, Ellie,” I growl in her ear. “I want to feel that pussy come all over my big cock and I want to feel your juices run down my balls as they empty every fucking drop inside of you.”

      “Please, fill me up!” She whimpers, gasping in short staccato breaths. “Please fill me with your cum, professor!”

      “Then you better milk it right out of me, baby. You better use that pussy to milk every drop of my cum out until it fills that tiny little pussy so much that it spills out.”

      And like a shot, she’s coming. I can feel her whole body tremble and shake under me, her eyes squeezed shut and her head thrown back. I muffle her scream with my lips, letting her moan into my mouth as she explodes beneath me. Her pussy shudders and quivers around me, milking the length of my cock to the point of boiling, and it’s more than I can take. I roar into her lips as I feel my cock explode deep within her, my balls blasting rope after rope of cum deep into her fertile, perfect, barely legal pussy.

      “You’re mine,” I growl, as we start to come back to Earth, gasping and feeling our hearts race against each other’s chests. “You’re all mine.”

      “I’m all yours,” she whispers, kissing my neck as she catches her breath.

      It’s still risky for me to be here, and I know her roommate could walk in at any second, but it doesn’t stop me from rolling over and wrapping my arms around her as she rests her head on my chest.

      And it’s perfect. Totally wrong, and utterly obscene, but perfectly so. This perfect little angel, this apple of temptation is perfect.

      Now how the fuck did I get her?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      “Well what the fuck else was I supposed to do?” Ted says, as if genuinely bemused as to why I might be upset to learn my boyfriend had sex with someone else.

      I stare at him, feeling humiliated more than I am actually hurt. I suppose the right thing to do would be to cry here - at least, that’s what girls in the movies do when the asshole they’re seeing inevitably acts the part. But I’m pretty sure there aren’t any tears coming. Sure, I’m angry, but it’s more the principal of it all that stings more than hurt feelings.

      Ted shrugs. “It’s not like you were ever gonna let me get any.”

      I scowl at him. “So you cheated on me?”

      “Babe, it’s hardly cheating if we haven’t even done it yet.”

      I am actually getting dumber having this conversation. How did I ever find this boy charming?

      Well, I suppose I knew if I thought about it.

      So I’d come to college a virgin; big deal, right? I knew sex was this big thing, and pretty much anything anyone back in high school talked or thought about, but I just never got around to it. I mean, when would I have had the time? Between school, and running track, and being valedictorian, and getting into an ivy league school on a full scholarship, it just hadn’t been on the radar.

      Okay, and if we’re being honest, it’s not like taking all AP classes and being on the math team exactly makes you the most popular girl in school.

      I was what my mom called a late bloomer. I’d held on to my baby-fat a little longer than some girls, I guess, until junior year when I’d started running distance for the track team after a guidance counselor suggested adding sports to my extracurriculars. It would look better when I applied to schools. I wasn’t exactly a candidate for team sports - I didn’t even watch sports, really - and so track it was.

      And then it was like the growth spurt and puberty and all of it hit overnight.

      Overnight, I’d gotten boobs; big, full boobs. Track slimmed me down, but the hips, the butt, and the breasts stayed.

      And I didn’t know what to do about it.

      So, I started wearing baggy sweatshirts, and shapeless dresses and pants; anything to hide the curves that I wasn’t prepared for. So, add “dressing like a bum” to “math team”, “loner”, and “book nerd”, and we have a perfect recipe for escaping high school boyfriend-free and with virginity firmly in place.

      It was before I left for school that the urgings of my mother and my one friend Amy finally got through to me. Or maybe it was that I was starting something new in the fall; a fresh start in a new place where no one knew the old dorky me, and where me being a smarty-pants would actually be a good thing. In any case, I gave in, and let Amy take me shopping.

      So, the girl that walked onto that small-town, ivy-league campus in the fall was anything but the gawky nerd from high school. Okay, the glasses stayed, because contacts freaked me out, and I honestly liked my strawberry ginger hair too much to dye it. Styled, yes, but not changed.

      And I finally had clothes that fit my form instead of hiding it away. Add the whole thing up, and I was a brand new me.

      Right, so, that’s how I managed to start dating Ted, the football jock from one of the fraternities. I mean, this was me we’re talking about. Me, who’d never once been on a date, or really had much of anything to do with boys. Like for instance, cute and popular boys like Ted who waltz right up on the campus quad the second day of orientation and ask you out.

      Of course I said yes.

      Yeah, some of the other kids were there because of their parent’s money, but not me. I was there because worked for it. And if that meant I hadn’t had boyfriends, and subsequently sex, then…whatever. I was fine with it.

      Ted, however, had not been, and in hindsight, I think that was the entire reason he’d come strolling up and asked me out that day - to get in my pants.

      It made me furious when I thought about it, like he’d tried to cheat me out of something.

      We’d had fun on date one, and he’d been a gentleman through the whole dinner and even walked me back to the dorms after, where I gushed to my roommate Ally about everything like the silly nervous virgin I was.

      Date two, he’d gotten a little handsy, and I’d had to ask him twice to stop.

      It was date three when he’d pulled his penis out in the car, like I was just supposed to do something with it. I’d left the car, and stalked back to my dorm room furious with myself.

      And thus, he was breaking up with me.

      Nice, huh?

      “Fine, Ted,” I say, rolling my eyes and trying not to feel upset over an asshole like this guy.

      “I mean, if you ever wanted to have some casual,” he says, shrugging. “You know, just call me.”

      I don’t need this crap, I think to myself as I roll my eyes and walk away from him; my first failed attempt at the whole “boyfriend” thing.

      What I need is a coffee.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Damn, I think to myself, raising a brow appreciatively as I stare at the perfect ass in front of me in line at the coffee shop.

      She’s wearing frayed cut-off jean shorts, and ankle boots, and those creamy, shapely legs are impossible not to stare. She’s wearing a tank top that fits her upper body perfectly, her freckled shoulders bare and her long reddish-blonde hair streaming out from under under one of those beanie-type hats the kids are all wearing these days. Yeah, she looks young, but not that young. Plus, I’m far enough away from campus that I’m not that worried about her being a student or anything.

      Whatever, you’re allowed to look, man.

      Honestly, I’m not sure how I couldn’t look with the job I’ve got. Freshman literature at this school? Are you kidding me? Young women off on their own and expressing their sexuality out in the world by the dozens every year. This’ll be my third year at Hardham College, and every fall, it’s the same thing. Every fall, I’ve got a class full of absolute temptation, and at a sixty-forty female to male ratio, it takes the focus of a saint sometimes, I’ll tell you.

      I mean, I’m a younger teacher, I keep in great shape, and I’m single. Oh, right, and I guess most of these kids probably read my book in high school, so there’s that too. Anyways, I’m not vain or anything, but it’s not like college freshman girls are exactly known for their subtleness.

      Let’s put it this way: I get offers.

      Jesus, do I. Sometimes they’re more timid about, other times I get flat out asked. But either way, I can bet on at least two or three girls every fall trying to pull something. Two or three absolutely fucking stunning, totally tempting, and totally fucking off-limits offers; every damn fall.

      It’s a nightmare sometimes, I’ll tell you.

      When I was still riding high as the author of the moment with my bestseller and my books tours, it was a different ball game. I was up to my damn eyeballs in pussy back then, but it was the kind I was allowed to touch.

      This is different. These girls are decidedly off-limits. Yeah, they’re technically old enough, but there are rules. We’re a week into the semester, and I’m already feeling the drudgery of the new-semester schedule starting to sink in. The same courses, the same books to go over, the same sea of totally legal if not totally-untouchable temptation class after class. I’m not tenured, so I’m fully aware that acting on those temptations means my job.

      Plus even if I’m younger compared to most of the other teachers at Hardham, I’m still literally twice these girls’ age.

      But here, off campus in the cool of the trendy coffee shop, I can let my imagination run wild as I run my eyes appreciatively up and down the legs and over the ass of this girl in front of me. I mean, damn. I’m a fucking sucker for redheads, too, and between the hair, the ass, and that creamy skin on her thighs, my imagination is having no trouble getting away with itself.

      And for a second, I think of her. In a classroom full of temptation, she’s the damn apple of temptation. She’s the forbidden fruit; original fucking sin. The tight little red-head with the tits she doesn’t even know what to do with, the crystal blue eyes that watch me like a hawk, and the furious note-taking. And the fact that she’s such an obvious nerd and clearly totally unaware of her affect on men makes her that much more tempting.

      Yeah, so freshman girls are off limits, but that doesn’t mean I haven’t stroked my cock about a dozen times since the semester started fantasizing about my front-row, straight-A, strawberry-haired temptation.

      And she’s exactly who I’m thinking about as I let my eyes drink in the girl in the coffee shop. Hell, at least here I can be a bit more obvious. Here, it’s not like I’m staring at a student.

      I suddenly notice the copy of Finnegan’s Wake tucked under her arm, and my brows shoot up.

      Damn, great legs and she reads James Joyce? Now I definitely want to get to know this mystery coffee-shop girl.

      I definitely want to know that ass, too.

      But then the hipster barista is wisecracking with me and running all sorts of stupid vaguely Italian sounding drink names past me when all I want is a fucking coffee. And when I finally look back, she’s gone.

      Fuck.

      I snatch the coffee from the idiot that somehow got me to miss the girl walking out and mutter as I stalk out of the store. Great, so much for that idea. Back to grading papers, pontificating on Steinbeck, and—

      Bam.

      And I walk right into her, literally, as she comes around the corner of the building.

      She gasps as the big cup of iced coffee goes tumbling out of her hands as we crash into one another, and she shrieks a little as the icy liquid empties across her tank top and my shirt as she goes sprawling into my arms.

      Holy shit.

      It’s her; the girl reading Joyce from inside. The girl with the perfect ass and the long legs, and the red hair. My arms go around her instinctively, holding her tight as she trips, and I bring her tight against me as the icy drink spills across both of us.

      And I couldn’t give a fuck about the coffee. Because if she looked hot from behind, she’s a fucking knockout from the front; the front, I might add, that’s pressed right up against my chest.

      She gasps as she looks up at me, her eyes shaded by big black sunglass above lightly freckled cheeks and cute, soft pink lips open in surprise. And if that ass was one thing, her tits are a Goddamn works of art. They’re huge on her small frame, and the way they press right up against me through her soaking wet tank top and my soaking wet t-shirt has my cock throbbing in my pants.

      “Oh!” She gasps, her breath catching as she suddenly freezes in my arms as this cute little smile spreads across her lips. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry!”

      I swallow, feeling the blood rush from my head right into my dick with this utterly sexy, heart-stoppingly gorgeous girl pressing her body against mine. I’m suddenly remembering this is reality and not some fantasy as I quickly set her straight on her feet and begrudgingly let her go.

      She sucks her bottom lip between her teeth as her brow furrows above her sunglasses. “Oh my God, I got it all over you! I am so freaking sorry!”

      There’s something so earnest in the way that she says it that I’m grinning as I hold my hands up. She’s so sweet, and not swearing or anything like any other girl I know would be in that moment. “No, no not at all. Totally my fault for plowing into you.”

      The sudden thought of plowing into her in an entirely different way comes to mind, but I quickly push that aside as I just take her in.

      Jesus Christ this girl sexy as all fucking sin. She is young, in this perky, glowing, fucking tempting off-limits way, and there’s a familiarness to her that I can’t place, but that I chalk up having just seen her a minute before inside. But whatever ideas I have about having seen her before suddenly go tumbling right out of my brain as my eyes land on the front of her tank top, and it’s all I can do not to growl.

      The iced coffee is soaking through the front of her white cotton tank top, and her nipples beneath are quickly reacting to it. I’m holding the groan as I see the hard little pebbles of her nipples poking through the thin cotton, and they’re so hard and the shirt is so soaked that I can practically make out the outline of her aureolas.

      And if I was checking her out before, now I’m just fucking devouring her with my eyes. She stands there with her brow furrowed as she looks worriedly at me, as if she’s totally oblivious of how fucking sexy she look with her finger against her lips. Totally oblivious that her nipples are all but completely visible through her soaked tank top. The juxtaposition of the nervous, almost shyly furtive way she carries herself with that smokin’ body is enough to get my cock raging as I just stand there staring at her and resisting the primal urge to grab her back into my arms again right then and there.

      “Oh, shit, I got some on you too,” she frowns, biting at her lip nervously again.

      “No, really, that’s all me, trust me,” I say, flashing a smile at her and grinning even wider when I see the flush bloom in her cheeks and a small smile of her own creep over those lips.

      “Honestly,” I say, smiling and forcing my eyes back to hers tucked behind those shades. “It was completely my fault.”

      “No, I-”

      “Seriously,” I say firmly, smiling at her and watching her lips part into a grin. “Listen, please let me pay for the dry cleaning at the very least.”

      “Oh- no, that’s-” She’s stammering as that adorably innocent looking blush creeps back into her cheeks. “No, I couldn’t.”

      “You could, and really, I insist.”

      She bites her lip again as she looks at me through those shades, and I hold that gaze, feeling the urge to mash my lips to hers right there; resisting the primal caveman urge to rip her clothes off and take her right there against the side of the building.

      She suddenly jerks her cellphone out of her pocket and gasp. “Oh, God, I need go, I’m late for something.”

      I glance at my own watch and swear under my breath. Fuck, I’ve got a lecture that starts in two minutes and I’m ten minutes from campus.

      “Sorry again about your shirt!” She says with a final cute little blush across those cheeks, before suddenly she’s turning to walk away.

      “Woah, hang on,” I say, suddenly reaching out and putting my hand on her arm. She turns back, that lip back between those teeth. “Let me get your number or something. If you won’t let me pay for the shirt, let me take you out to dinner or something instead.”

      Her face goes bright red as the little grin teases across her perfect, utterly kissable lips, as if this is the first time a guy has ever asked a girl who looks like her for a phone number.

      “I-” She’s stammering, and again, that cross between how nervous she is and how crazy hot that body is has my cock hard as stone. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” she says finally, quickly looking down.

      “Look, I promise I won’t spill anything on you, honest.”

      She giggles and looks back up at me. “I…thank you, but…” She trails off.

      “C’mon, just say yes. Let me take you out.”

      She’s looking at me curiously, and slowly, this little grin starts to spread across her face. “I can’t,” she says finally, and she gives me one last smile. “See you soon, professor.”

      Oh FUCK.

      My jaw drops as she gives me one last shy smile before turning and walking towards a beat-up looking Jetta parked behind her.

      Well, so much for being far enough from campus, I groan to myself as my cock slowly deflates in my pants, before cursing and heading to my car.

      * * *

      I’ve managed to convince myself that I didn’t say anything too inappropriate when I roar into the faculty parking lot. And I’ve already decided it was just a random run in, and that even on a campus this small, the chances of running into one hot girl from one chance encounter are pretty slim as I storm into the lecture hall, tugging a new t-shirt on.

      I growl an apology to the assembled bored freshman as I crack open my lecture notes and take a breath.

      Relax. So you asked a girl out, it’s not that bad.

      I clear my throat and look up, prepared to launch right into Jane Eyre, when the floor drops out from under me

      See you soon, professor.

      I’ve been wondering what she meant the whole drive back to campus, but the whole thing clicks into place the second I look and I’m looking right at her.

      She’s wearing this much less form-fitting button-up plaid shirt now, but I can still see the coffee stain across the tight white tank-top beneath it. She’s lost the hat too, and her long strawberry blonde hair cascades wildly down around her face. Her shades are off now, and those bright, sparkling innocent blue eyes that I recognize now are looking right at me from behind those thick black-rimmed glasses that I also know. And there’s a creeping blush across her cheeks as I lock eyes with her, and right then, I get it.

      Holy shit, the girl from the coffee shop is her.

      Her being Ellie Thompson, the shy, quiet, clearly miles ahead of the rest of the class after one week, always sitting front and center like she is now, student.

      My barely legal, utterly and totally off-limits student.

      I was freaked out before, about possibly having hit on a student, but right now, I’m way past that. Fuck it, I’m the opposite of freaked right now. Because looking at her, and thinking about those soft lip opening in shock, those big, pillowy tits heaving under her soaked-through tank top, and those hard little nipples poking through the cotton, has me rock fucking hard.

      She was cute before, sitting there front and center taking pages of notes and turning in papers that floored me. But it’s like the veil’s been lifted, and suddenly, I’m not seeing her as the cute little bookworm college freshman anymore.

      I’m seeing the hottest girl I’ve ever laid eyes on; this wildly sexy angel-creature, wrapped up in the quiet, unassuming shroud of bashful shyness.

      And I want to tear that shroud off her, along with every other piece of clothing, I might add. Right there, standing in front of my damn lecture hall with Jane Eyre in my hand, my words failing me, and my cock hard as a fucking stone in my pants, I know one thing: I’m going to make this girl mine.

      And I don’t give a shit about the consequences.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      He doesn’t know.

      It’s actually the first thought that flashes through my head the second I look up from the iced coffee drenching the front of my shirt into the dark, piercing eyes of Liam Martin. Liam Martin the best-selling novelist whose book I devoured before I even came to Hardham.  Professor Martin, I should say.

      Except there’s nothing “professor” about Liam Martin; nothing dry or stuffy or old like the title usually implies. Professor Martin with the sexy black glasses, the thick beard, and the sleeve of tattoos running up his arm. Professor Martin who barely adheres to any sort of professional dress code, wearing t-shirts and jeans to lectures most of the time - not that any member of the female student body or faculty objects, I’m sure.

      Professor Martin who’s gorgeous, in that dark, brooding writer way. Professor Martin who probably doesn’t even know who I am, even though I sit at the front of his lecture three times a week, because he’s got every girl on campus gaga over him.

      Except right then, he’s staring at me like he’s hungry, his eyes devouring me in a way that sends a shiver down my back as I catch my breath and lose myself in those eyes, completely ignoring the iced coffee drenching the front of my shirt.

      But he’s not.

      I blush as I look down and realize how soaked my tank top is, suddenly very much regretting leaving my button-up shirt in the car. And I want to cover up, or die from embarrassment, but it’s then that I see his eyes and that hungry look on his face, and I feel something warm start to burn inside of me.

      Because God, I like how he looks at me.

      I notice the splashes of coffee on his own shirt and wince. “Oh my God, I got it all over you! I am so freaking sorry!”

      He grins when I say it, those dark eyes flashing at me as the the smile creeps across his face. “No, no not at all. Totally my fault for plowing into you.”

      He doesn’t recognize me. I suddenly realize I’m still wearing my big dark sunglasses, and a hat pulled over my unruly hair. Plus, I’d never be out in public in a just a tank top this tight, not without a shirt or something over it - sort of like the shirt I left in the car when I darted in real quick to get coffee before class.

      And the combination of all this makes me someone new to him, I realize. My unruly hair is mostly tucked under my hat, and my eyes are hidden behind big shades, and I’m - well, not as covered as I might normally be.

      I want to be embarrassed, or mortified that I just poured coffee all over myself and my hot professor, but I’m not. Because the way he’s looking at me right then, like I’m something he wants instead of someone that just happens to have her hand up first in class, has me getting warm in all sorts of places.

      The way he’s looking at me has me wet.

      I’m barely aware of what he’s even saying, so lost in just losing myself in this surreal moment of having a whole one-on-one conversation with Liam Martin that I’m talking on autopilot until-

      “Let me get your number or something. If you won’t let me pay for the shirt, let me take you out to dinner or something instead.”

      I blush bright red, feeling the heat flow through my whole body. Oh my God, Liam Martin just asked me out.

      It’s like every stupid girly daydream I’ve ever had while I’m sitting in his class losing myself in watching him or listening to him talk. The dirty, hot, totally inappropriate daydreams, I might add. I mean Liam Martin is easily twice my age, and my professor. The daydream involving the two of us is hot because it’s so wrong, and so inappropriate, and so far from reality.

      Except here we are, and he’s actually asking to take me out. And do I jump on this chance? Do I give in to my dirty daydreams and tell him to take me any way he wants like I do in my dreams?

      No, of course not, because I’m a big giant wimp.

      And so instead, I’m blushing and stammering like the awkward, inexperienced virgin that I am. And suddenly, even though my brain is screaming at me to shut up, I’m muttering something about being late - for the class he teaches, of course. And before I know it, I’m in my car halfway back to campus and yelling at myself for being such a stupid shy idiot.

      I’m pulling my plaid shirt on over the coffee-stained tank top as I get out of the car, only then gasping as I realize my nipples are totally obvious through the wet cotton. I’m suddenly remembering that hot, hungry look of his, and I’m blushing and feeling this little thrill run through my young body as I realize what the source of that hunger was.

      It’s naughty, and totally wrong to like the idea of my much older professor staring at my see-through shirt like that, but there’s no denying the warm feeling pooling between my legs. There’s no denying that the thought of showing him so much has my cheeks flushed red and my panties getting wet as I slip into the lecture hall and take my seat.

      Professor Martin walks in, looking incredible of course in his dressed-down t-shirt and jeans, a book under his tattooed arm like some sort of biker-turned-writer. He’s mumbles an apology out about the time before he opens his book, looks up, and suddenly locks eyes with me. They go wide in shock, before suddenly they’re burning. I can see his breath catch, and then the muscles of his neck tighten as he clenches his jaw.

      And there’s that look again. It’s the same look he had when my big, full young tits were all but bared to him. It had me hot before, but it’s got me biting my lip, crossing my legs, and feeling totally turned on now seeing it again.

      Oh yeah, he knows who I am now. He knows what I am now, seeing me here. He knows I’m his student, his most certainly off-limits, lose-your-job-over, inappropriate student.

      Except he doesn’t look away, not at all.

      And when I see something dark flash across those eyes, I feel a hot flush creep down my body, and I shiver at the promise in those eyes.

      He’s like a hungry wolf, and I’ve never been more excited to feel like a sheep.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      She bolts the second class is over. The minute that clock hits two and the rest of the shuffling, wise-cracking freshman start to get up out of their seats, she’s grabbing her bag and darting out the door.

      Right, like I’m going to let her get away again.

      Yeah, I know I should stay put. I know I should sit my ass down, let her leave and then go get a big stiff drink somewhere. Maybe hit up one of the townie bars off campus and get laid.

      Except fuck that. She’s like a magnet, like she’s been the whole damn lecture while I basically stared at her. I stood there like some sort of horny teenager, letting my eyes drop to the tops of her breasts peeking out of that totally not-form-fitting plaid shirt. Except it didn’t matter that she had that other shirt thrown on, because I’d seen what was underneath. I’d stood there all fucking class thinking of those perfect young tits wrapped up in that tight damn tank top, with her nipples slowly hardening and showing through the wet cotton.

      I’d somehow meandered through Jane Eyre while I’d fantasized about Ellie Thompson riding my cock, her face scrunched up in ecstasy as I pumped her full of my cum.

      I shove other students out of the way, ignoring questions about class, ignoring the kid that tries to shove the three-day late report into my hands, until I see her side-stepping down a quieter hallway and making for the exit. I narrow my eyes at her, like she’s a target, as I storm right towards her.

      I’m still half the hallway-length away from her when a guy in a football jersey suddenly pulls away from the stream of student walking past us and drapes an arm heavily over her shoulders.

      I frown, feeling my jaw tense as I see it.

      Jesus, of course there’s a guy. I mean a girl that looks like that, out on her own at college? Yeah, no shit there’s a boyfriend.

      Ted; the name pops into my head from some other lecture I have with this piece of shit in it. One of those kids with zero business being at a school like this but he got in because he knows how to hit people on a football field. Yeah, I played football too, but I didn’t coast on it like this asshole.

      I’m rolling my eyes at my own ridiculous horny fantasy about this girl and that perfect body when another movement catches my eye. He’s got her cornered against the wall of the hallway, but it’s the way she’s shaking her head and trying to push him away that has me growling inside as every muscle in my body tenses.

      I see the emotion flare in her eyes and the way her her whole body tenses up at his touch like she’s scared, and all I want to do is murder this guy. My eyes narrow as I march right towards them.

      “Look, just quit being such an uptight prudish bitch and-”

      “That’s enough.” My voice booms out far louder than I intended it to, but the effect is perfect. Ted immediately drops his hand from it’s grip on her arm and whirls towards me, a scared look on his face that has me grinning to myself.

      “It doesn’t really look like the young lady wants your hands on her, does it?”

      “Oh, yeah, we were just talk-”

      “Where I come from, ‘talking’ doesn’t involve grabbing a girl by the arm and stopping her from walking away.” I glance quickly at Ellie, who’s biting her lip as she looks at me with big, wide eyes.

      Ted smirks, and for a second, I have to remind myself the consequences of putting my fist through his fucking face. “Listen, Mr. Mar-”

      “Professor Martin,” I growl, and as I take a step towards him, he suddenly cowers a little and takes a step back.

      Little punk.

      “Yeah, sure, professor.”

      “‘Yes sir,’ will do,” I say with a low voice. “And if I ever see you with your hands on a girl like that again, we’re going to have fucking problems. Do I make myself clear?” My eyes are locked on his, my hand in a fist at my side.

      He nods quickly. “Yes, sir.”

      “Move.”

      He shoots one quick last look at Ellie before turning and skulking away.

      I turn my attention back to her, still looking at me with those big eyes, her mouth hanging open. “Look, I hope I wasn’t putting my nose where it doesn’t belong.”

      And immediately, I can think of a few other things I want to put where they don’t belong with this girl.

      She smiles at me, that same grin from outside the coffee shop, and I can feel my cock twitch a little in my jeans. “Oh, no, that was…” She trails off and bites her lip. “Thank you,” she says quietly.

      “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah,” she rolls her eyes, her cheeks flushing pink. “He’s just a jerk.”

      Her eyes dart up to mine, and I can see her breath catch a little in her throat. “Look, Professor Mar-”

      “You should have said something,” I say, cutting her off and holding those big blue eyes with my own.

      I don’t know why I say it, especially since I’m already probably crossing some sort of line by intervening with whatever drama that was with Ted. These are adults, after-all, and this isn’t high school or anything. But really, she should have said something. I mean she stood there letting me hit on her, clearly not realizing who she was with those damn shades and that fuckin’ hat on.

      Clearly not realizing she was my damn student.

      And for a second, as roaring hard and single-mindedly turned on I am for her, that little fact starts to sink in. She’s my student. I could technically lose my job over this shit if she decided to report me for harassment or something. You hear horror stories of some flirty young coed accusing a non-tenured professor of “offering to change her grade” or some sort of bullshit, and the guy's career is ruined even if he never laid on a hand on her.

      She’s quiet, chewing on her bottom lip as that flush creeps over her cheeks, her big wide eyes locked on mine.

      “Look, I’m, uh-” I cough suddenly realizing my hand is still on her arm and dropping it as I clear my throat. “Look, I’m sorry if I was inappropriate. Your sunglasses, and the hat-”

      “It’s okay, Professor Martin.”

      Fuck.

      There’s something so innocent about the way she says it, something off-limits and wrong about the way it almost sounds like she’s acquiescing to me that gets my cock rock hard in my jeans.

      “Well, listen, I really didn’t recognize you, although I have no fucking idea how I didn’t with you front and center in class every day like you are.”

      It’s not really flirtatious, but she blushes like I just dropped a line on her.

      “You’re sure I can’t pay for the shirt?”

      She laughs, and it’s this musical sound, her whole face twinkling as she smiles. “No, honestly, I’m the one that should be paying for yours.”

      I shrug. “We’ll just say it’s covered by your tuition.”

      She grins, biting her lip. “I’m here on a scholarship.”

      Damn, is this girl hitting on me? It’s shy and inexperienced, which makes no sense coming from a girl that looks like his, but she’s almost flirting with me.

      “Ah, well, in that case, I’m going to need you to pay for the shirt.”

      She laughs again, and I realize I’m grinning like an idiot, allowing myself to flirt right back with this girl that I should not be flirting with.

      She opens her perfect, pouty lips to start to say something, but then quickly closes it, her cheeks getting redder.

      “Listen, you sure everything’s okay with that jackass?”

      She grins at me and nods quickly. “It’s okay, really. Just an asshole.”

      The thought of him being a jilted lover or an ex or something has me tensing my muscles all over again. The thought of her being with anyone - let alone a douchebag like that - has me seeing red for a second; like she’s mine.

      And she’s not - not mine, that is - but that’s not to say I’m not thinking of every single way I want to make her mine.

      “Well listen, if you need to talk, my office is always open.” I shrug, “I work late.”

      She blushes again and bites that damn bottom lip again. “Thanks, Professor.”

      We’re standing in the damn hallway of the school, surrounded by people, and all I can think about is tearing that shirt off her and burying my face in those ripe young tits. All I can picture is her bouncing up and down on my cock, that tight barely legal pussy gripping my shaft as she moans my name and comes for me. I’m imagining throwing her legs up over my shoulders and fucking her like a girl like that needs to be fucked until I pump every drop of my cum deep inside that fertile young cunt.

      Student; she’s a STUDENT you fucking idiot.

      “Professor?” I shake my daydream out of my head and blink to see her looking at me bashfully.

      “Hmm?”

      “See you in class tomorrow?”

      I cough. “Uh, yeah.” I smile, forcing myself to make it a teacher-student sort of nurturing smile and not a wolfish and hungry one. “See you tomorrow, Ellie.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I’m in my office later after the rest of the building is dark and empty. And it’s exactly how I like it since it’s quiet enough to get some writing done.

      But I can’t work tonight, because I’m rock hard. I’m imagining those tits, and that red hair fanned out as she lays across my desk, her legs spreading for me.

      Damnit.

      I’m hard as fucking stone, I’m getting nothing done, and I can’t ignore it anymore.

      Fuck it. It’s dark, it’s late, and no one is ever here besides me anyways at this hour.

      I have exactly one more voice of reason trickle into my ear, but I bury it as I quickly start to yank my belt off and unzip my jeans. I groan as I pull my cock out and start to stroke it, closing my eyes and thinking of her.

      My head drops back as I imagine little Ellie Thompson on her knees, her hand around my cock. I growl as I pump my fist up and down, imagining her soft wet, innocent lips wrapping around my dick. I think of her big, pillowy tits wrapping around my shaft, her hands holding them together as she slowly and softly pumps them up and down, until I blast rope after rope of sticky cum across her breasts.

      I stoke faster, imagining bending her over my desk and pulling those little daisy duke shorts down to her knees.

      Please fuck me, Professor Martin, she’d beg, looking over her shoulder at me. I can feel my cock swelling up, my blood roaring in my ear as I imagine sheathing every fat inch of my cock in her barely legal, totally off-limits pussy.

      And that’s what does it, I feel my balls twitch as the orgasm roars through me. The thought of blowing my cum deep inside her fertile young body - bare and totally unprotected - has me groaning her name out loud in the empty office as my cum blasts across a student’s paper on top of my desk.

      There’s a flash of something in the corner of my eye, and I’m jerking my head around to just miss whatever it was. My eyes narrow, and I can feel the cold shiver hit me as I realize my fucking office door is cracked open.

      You fucking Goddamn idiot, I hiss to myself as I jump out of my chair, tucking my cock back into my pants as I yank the door open and look down the dark hallway.

      There’s nothing there, and slowly, I can feel my pulse start to slow from the manic pace of seconds before.

      But that was close; too close. That was treading a line that’d get me kicked out of this cushy college job faster than you can say “better go write another best-seller.”

      Been a lot of that today, hasn’t there.

      I need to watch myself. First I’m hitting on a student and blatantly staring at her big, juicy tits, and now I’m almost getting busted jerking off in my fucking office. Yeah, I need to get my shit in line.

      I’m shaking my head as I go back to my desk, and I’m starting to groan about the big load of cum I just dropped on some poor little shit’s paper, before my eyes freeze at the name on the top.

      Jesus, I just came on Ellie’s report.

      It's a filthy, cock-twitchingly dirty thought, and I groan before I shake my head. No, I need to get these taboo, off-limits thoughts of Ellie Thompson right out of my head.

      Except I’m still thinking them when I lock up later and leave. I’m still thinking of fucking that sweet young body and watching those tits bounce high on her chest. I’m still thinking of tasting that tight pussy, shoving my tongue deep inside as she whimpers for more. I’m groaning as I slam the door to my house off campus, shutting the world out behind me and whipping my cock back out. All I can do is dream about covering her big perfect tits with my cum.

      And when I imagine buying my cock inside that barely legal cunt and pumping her full of my seed, I growl as my cum goes flying across the room.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      I’m buzzing as I leave the English department building. I can feel my whole face blushing, and my entire body throbbing and tensing like I’ve been hit with some sort of electric spark as I make a bee-line right to my dorm.

      Because what I just saw has me soaking through my panties.

      “Well listen, if you need to talk, my office is always open…I work late.”

      If I were any other girl - maybe a more experienced one, I’d say ‘talking’ wasn’t why I went to Liam Martin’s office so late, after the rest of the building was mostly dark and empty. But this is me we’re talking about, and truth be told, I don’t know why I went. To be near him and feel that illicit, electric glow I got whenever I was around him? To maybe feel that same rush I’d felt when he’d bumped into me out of class and talked to me and looked at me like I was this girl he had to have instead of just one of this students?

      I fumble in my pocket for the keycard to my dorm, still feeling that powerful thrill thundering through me, making my nipples hard as points under my t-shirt and making my little pussy wet, soaking the cotton of my panties as I squeeze my legs together.

      He said my name.

      I walked down the dark hallway of the English building slowly, trying to even make sense of why I was there, and what I was possibly going say to him once I got to his office. What, that I was struggling in class? I was acing his class, along with every other class.

      It was the grunting noise that stopped me cold in the hallway, a few feet before I’d gotten to his door. I might be young, and naive, and inexperienced, but I’m not that sheltered. I know the sound of well, that, when I hear it.

      For a moment, I almost felt a rush of jealousy at the sounds he made. Was there someone in there with him? I wanted to slap myself for being silly enough to think I was the only girl who thought the tattooed, ruggedly charming Liam Martin was hot, and I almost walked away right then before I heard it again.

      I had to see.

      I forced myself closer to the ajar door of his office, feeling my heart pound with every slow step. Slowly, I inched my way to the crack in the door and peered in, but nothing prepared me for what I saw.

      Oh my God.

      His head was thrown back, his eyes were squeezed shut, and his hand was wrapped around the biggest cock I could ever have imagined. Okay, it’s not like I had any actual experience to compare it to, but it was huge.

      It was like flicking a switch, and I was wet instantly.

      I watched, my pulse roaring in my ears and my eyes glued to the man in the chair not five feet from me. His biceps bulged under the t-shirt he wore, and the thick cock in his hand seemed to swell bigger and bigger as his hand shuttled up and down the shaft. I could feel my young pussy just dripping desire into my panties, and before I knew it, I had a hand up under my t-shirt and sliding over my bra to get at my aching nipples.

      And then, he said my name.

      My mind spun and my breath caught ragged in my throat as I watched my hunky older professor utter my name out loud as his cock just erupted in his hand. I watched, utterly transfixed, as his thick white cum spurted out to splash across the papers on his desk.

      It was the first time I’d ever seen a man come.

      His hand dropped from his cock, and suddenly I realized I was alone in the dark hallway with my legs squeezed together and my hand under my shirt and my bra, pulling at my nipple. In a flash, I darted away from the door, and walked as quickly and as silently as I could to the stairwell.

      The door to my dorm room shuts with a click behind me, and it feels like it's the first time I’ve let the air out of my lungs since seeing him like that.

      I’m still tingling, still feeling the rush of what I’ve just seen pounding through my veins as I notice the note from my roommate Ally lying on my pillow:

      Out for the night at Jason’s ;)

      I barely give it a second thought before I’m letting my shorts slip down my legs as I peel the t-shirt off my body. My bra follows, and I’m biting my lip and moaning quietly as my hands slide over them, cupping them and letting my fingers tease over the pink, sensitive nipples. I drop to my bed and let myself fall back into it as I slide my hands down my body to hook my thumbs into the waist of my panties. They kick from my feet easily, and then it’s just me, my fingers, and my wicked, dirty thoughts of Liam Martin.

      I gasp as my fingers pull at my nipples, my skin warm to the touch as I imagine all sorts of things Professor Martin could do to me in his office with that jaw-dropping cock of his. I imagine touching it as my hands slide lower, over the soft skin of my torso and down to the hot, wet heat of my young pussy. I imagine what he’d feel like in my hands, and what he’d taste like on my tongue. My fingers slide easily through the slippery folds of my pussy, and I whimper as I imagine his hands there, touching and exploring me.

      I leave one hand to slowly toy with my little clit as I reach over to my bedside table. Ally is gone, so it’s the perfect time for the toy I’d blushingly bought my first week at school.

      The vibrator is small, but it has me gasping and arching my hips off the bed as soon as it touches me. I’m moaning as I roll it across my clit over and over, while my other hand pulls and pinches at my nipples, making my whole body writhe in the bed sheets. In my head, it’s him touching me, him owning my body and making me moan as he teaches me everything I’ve yet to learn.

      In my mind, it’s Professor Martin holding me down and sliding into me. It’s hardly a feeling I can picture, having never experienced it, but he’s all I imagine that night. He’s all I imagine as my body begins to crash over the edge, and that wicked, forbidden imagine of his cock is all I can see as I cry out and go tumbling over the edge of my climax.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      Wednesdays is the late lecture with him.

      Two days later - two days of positively aching for him, and two days of sneaking off to the shower to rub my pussy until I bit my hand to keep from crying out - I’m back in Professor Martin’s lecture hall.

      It’s late, and it’s a Wednesday, and it's the class that most people show up to in dorm pants and t-shirts.

      But I’m not.

      I’m wearing a scoop-neck sweater, with nothing on underneath. One that’s a bit too small, and one that had my cheeks burning when I tried it on back in the room. It hugs my breasts in ways that I’d normally never wear it in public. But here in this lecture hall, I feel like it’s just him and me, because I’m wearing it only for him.

      I’m also wearing a short, pleated skirt; nothing scandalous, but one that shows off a bit more leg that I might normally wear to a classroom. I’m not even usually much of a skirt girl, but there’s something so lip-bitingly naughty about the way it swishes around my bare thighs, and the way the air seem to tease up my legs to my pussy, covered only by a lacy pair of white panties.

      But it’s when he looks up from his podium as I walk in, and his gaze locks onto me, that the heat just blooms through my body. I can feel my skin tingle under his gaze, my nipples hardening to sensitive points under the thin, clinging scoop-neck, and my panties growing warmer and wetter. It feels so naughty, and so scandalous as I walk to my seat at the front of the lecture hall, not looking but knowing his eyes are following and devouring me every step of the way.

      I take my seat, and carefully cross my legs, letting the skirt ride up a little higher. It’s then that I look up, and my heart about flip-flops in my chest as I’m met with the fierce gaze of Professor Martin.

      He’s looking at me like he’s hungry; like a wolf who’s found his prey. I feel a shiver run down my back, my nipples hardening even more under my thin sweater as he holds my gaze a second longer before clearing his throat and reaching for his lecture notes.

      I know the thoughts I’m having about him are wrong, and dangerous, and so wildly inappropriate, but I can’t help it. I can’t help but think about what I know he’s got between his legs, and I certainly can’t forget the way he said my name as he stroked it the other night in his office.

      And that’s all I can think about as the lecture begins, and he starts to talk. I don’t hear a word he says though, and only one thought is going through my head as I watch him casually lean against the podium in his fitted jeans and tight black t-shirt. A single thought as his deep, powerful voice resonates over the hall, and his his dark, piercing eyes scan over the students before finally landing on me. Just burning into me.

      I want him.

      It’s a thought I’ve never had about anyone before, at least not like this. It’s a need; a wicked, burning desire that I can’t ignore. I’ve of course noticed cute boys before, and of course had thoughts that made me blush and made my body ache in ways I couldn’t ignore.

      But this is like nothing I’ve felt.

      This is primal, and raw, and nothing that might go away after a quiet, gasping little orgasm in the shower or buried in my pillow.

      It’s so wrong, and he’s at least twice my age, not to mention my teacher. But he’s nothing like boys like Ted, or any of the other ones I’ve ever known.

      And right then, it clicks. Right then, something falls into place, and suddenly, why I never gave it up to the boys in high school, or the ones here at college all makes sense.

      It wasn't that I’d been shy or awkward, or gawky, or too busy. Those are all excuses, really, and they suddenly fall away as I sit there lost in my dark, forbidden fantasies about my professor.

      It’s because they were boys, and what I want - what I’ve always wanted - is a man.

      The idea of some frat jock flopping around and just sticking it in me is obviously a total turn off. The idea of being groped or fumbled with in some drunken night of shady half-memories is not how I want it to be.

      But the thought of a man - a man like Liam Martin - taking me and showing me everything, gets me hotter than anything. The idea of submitting to him, and letting him slide inside of me for the first time has my panties soaked and my pulse pounding as I sit there in the lecture hall.

      He’s talking about Hemingway, but he’s staring right at me. Me in my pleated short skirt that I borrowed from Ally, and the thin scoop-neck sweater that doesn’t quite fit me. He’s staring right at me as that last little piece falls into place in my mind, and I’m instantly and head-swimmingly turned on. I’m still not even hearing the words coming out of his mouth, and instead I’m picturing those lips kissing me, and tasting me in all sorts of places.

      There’s a rush of that blooming through me as I feel the urge to play into this game of looking that we’re playing. He’s still lecturing as I slowly uncross my legs, feeling the thrill roar through me as I watch his eyes grow a bit wider, and his words stumble just a little bit as I flash him the quickest, most innocent glimpse of my little white panties. He finds his place and continues, but his eyes flick to mine and burn right into me, and I shiver.

      I arch my back in my chair, letting my full, heavy breasts press against the thin material of my sweater, and I watch his eyes flash down over my body again, I uncross and recross my legs again, slower this time.

      I’m so turned on, and my pulse is thundering through me as I’m picturing his cock. God he was so big. Again, I’ve got nothing to compare it to, but it’s thrilling to imagine something that big fitting inside someone.

      Someone like me.

      The bell rings, and the spell is shattered. He clears his throat again and drags his eyes back to the class as he reminds us all about the test next week, before he grabs his notes and storms out of the room.

      And part of me pouts to see him leave so fast, but when he turns and gives me one last fiery look from the doorway, I feel a naughty shiver run through me. And then I’m wondering if the reason Professor Martin is exiting so fast is so that he can go to his office to stroke that wonderful cock again. Just the thought of it has my pulse skipping a beat as I squeeze my thighs together and feel the shiver run through me. It’s a thrill, wondering if I’m responsible for that. Part of me wonders if after catching glimpses and peeks of my young body all class, he needed to go stroke his big cock again.

      The other part of me wants to find out.

      And that’s the part that takes over as I find myself pushing through the rest of the students drifting out of the classroom. It’s the part of me that takes control as I swallow all my self-doubt and my trepidations, and any last hesitations as I climb the stairs to the floor above. And it’s the only part of me that matters as I find myself stepping quietly down the darkened hallway, heading towards the only faculty office with light still creeping out from under the door.

      Professor Martin’s office.

      Because I’ve already made up my mind, and there’s no going back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I barely make it to my office, barely get behind closed doors before I’m growling and yanking at the buckle to my belt. My cock’s been hard enough to drive nails with the entire lecture, and it’s been that way because of her.

      Ellie.

      Her, sitting there like fucking original sin; like sweet untouchable temptation sitting front and center for my lecture. The scoop-neck shirt was enough to get my cock throbbing in my pants, but when she uncrossed and recrossed her legs, giving me that little flash of snow-white panty there in the shadows between her legs, it was enough to get my dick hard as diamond.

      Part of me wants to think the little flash was on purpose, even if that’s so out of character for sweet little bookworm Ellie Thompson. On purpose or by mistake though, that little peek of white lace was enough to get me tripping over my words the whole damn lecture. It was enough to get images of that tight little body with those succulent little curves swimming through my head the whole class, to the point where I could barely concentrate on whatever the fuck I was saying.

      And it was enough to get me here, ready to jerk my cock like some sort of horny teenager in my office again. Because I know she’s untouchable, but it only makes the hunger for her all the the more voracious.

      I’m groaning as I reach into my pants and wrap my hand around my dick, but then comes the small knock on my office door.

      I freeze, squeezing my eyes shut and hoping to God I made it up, but it comes tapping again. A tender, quick little knock that has me blowing my air out through a clenched jaw as I stuff my cock back into my pants and try and clear my head.

      I take another deep breath, trying to get my heart back to a semi-normal pace, before I turn and jerk the door open.

      Oh, fuck.

      It’s her - every cock-throbbing, eye-popping, forbiddenly tempting inch of her. Her bright blue eyes are wide and blinking, her face flushed a gentle pink, and her strawberry blonde hair falls in tendrils, framing her soft face. Her chest rises and falls quickly with her breath, like she’s just run a mile or something, and I can’t even pretend to keep my eyes from dropping to those perfect, creamy white mounds as they heave beneath the scoop neck of her sweater.

      “Um, Professor?”

      I swallow and blink as I drag my eyes back up to hers, those soft, crystal blue eyes that I just get lost in. “Ellie, uh, hi.”

      She bites her lip, looking so nervous and innocent and vulnerable. “You, um, you said I could stop by if I ever needed anything?” Her eyes dart quickly around my face before her brow furrows. “I’m so sorry, it’s probably too late.”

      Her face goes red and she starts to turn, but I reach out and stop her with a hand on her arm.

      Fuck she’s so warm. Her sleeves are pushed up a little over her forearm, and it’s there that my hand rests, skin on skin. And its soft, and flawless, and smooth, and I clench my jaw at the thought of running my hands over every single inch of her body to see how soft everything else is.

      I clear my throat and force a smile to my face to cover the raw lust. “No, not at all, Ellie. I told you, I work late.” I wink as I let go of her arm and gesture. “Here, come on in.”

      She bites her lip again, a grin teasing the corners of her mouth and her eyes flashing before she nods and steps past me into the mid-sized office lined with bookshelves.

      I gesture towards the small loveseat against the wall. “What can I do for you?”

      What can I do TO you, I want to growl out loud, picturing my cock sinking into that tight, yielding cunt.

      Ellie takes a step towards the loveseat but then stops and turns back quickly, a look like she’s wrestling with something on her face that actually gives me pause. She genuinely looks worried and conflicted about something.

      “Everything okay?”

      She blushes and lets out a small laugh. “Oh, yes, sorry.” She grins at me. “Yeah, everything’s okay. I just wanted to thank you for intervening with Ted the other day.”

      “I hope I wasn’t stepping over a line.”

      “Oh! No, not at all,” she says quickly.

      “Boyfriend?”

      She groans a little and rolls her eyes. “No.” She sighs. “Well, maybe we sort of were, but he cheated on me because I wouldn’t-” She stops suddenly and blushes before shaking her head.

      “Wouldn’t what?”

      Her face is bright pink as she looks up at me shyly. “I- it’s nothing.”

      “You sure?” I frown. “I’m all ears if you want to talk.”

      “I wouldn’t, um, do things with him.”

      I raise an eyebrow, resisting the urge to grin at the deep flush that blooms across her cheeks and the top of her chest, not to mention the sense of glee I get knowing that little shitbag didn’t get a piece of her.

      “Seriously?” I shake my head. “That guy stepped out on a girl like you?”

      Her face falls a little. “Yeah, he’s kind of a jerk.”

      “He’s a fucking Goddamn idiot.” I immediately regret how forcefully I say it the second it comes out. Her eyebrows shoot up. but then she’s giggling as she grins at me.

      “You think so?” Her face perks up even more as she smiles shyly at me, her eyes darting across mine.

      “I know so, Ellie.”

      She blushes again. “Thanks, Professor Martin.”

      I roll my eyes as I lean back against my desk. “Liam works just fine, you know.”

      She grins.

      “So, uh, anything else I can help you with today?”

      I groan inside the second I say it and see her face freeze a little. And I want to kick myself since it sounds like I’m trying to get rid of her. I shake my head quickly. “You, uh, you reading anything good these days?”

      Ellie’s face seems to brighten, her shoulders relaxing a little, “No, actually. Any recommendations?”

      I laugh. “Plenty. Ever read Hutchins?”

      She shakes her head, her eyes never leaving mine.

      “Aww, man!” I shake my head. “You’ve gotta read his latest,” I say, pointing to one of the top shelves behind her.

      I go to move past her towards the rolling ladder to the side of my office that spans one of the extra-tall bookshelves, but she stops me. “Oh, I can get it!” She says with a bright smile. And before I can stop her, she’s turning and starting to climb the wooden ladder. “Which shelf?”

      But I barely hear her, like her voice is coming at me from underwater or something.

      Holy shit.

      Because now she’s four steps up the ladder right in front of me. And she’s wearing that short little pleated skirt.

      …And I can see right up to the tiny patch of lace white pulled tight across the lips of her pussy before disappearing between the cheeks of her ass.

      I’m utterly mesmerized, utterly frozen with my eyes hungry and locked on that sweet untouchable prize, like a little peach - barely covered, barely legal, and right in front of my face. My cock roars in my pants, and I’m so mesmerized, in fact, that I don’t even hear her ask a second time.

      But it’s when I hear her small gasp and the soft “oh” that my eyes jerk up to her face.

      And our eyes lock.

      “Fuck,” I swear, suddenly feeling the rush of adrenaline turn to something else as I quickly take a step back. “Shit, Ellie, I’m-” I shake my head as I take a deep breath and look up at her again. “Fuck, honey, I’m so sorry, that was out of li-”

      “Do you like what you see, Professor?” Her voice is soft, and so tender sounding, and the combination of the two is insanely hot to my ears and has my cock rising right back up to attention.

      “Ellie, I didn’t mean to-”

      “I don’t mind,” she says, her face going bright red as she sucks her bottom lip between her teeth.

      I freeze, one hand still on the wooden ladder, blood roaring in my ears. I slowly look back up at her. She’s still standing there, four rungs up and looking coyly and shyly over her shoulder at me.

      And I can still see her panties.

      “Ellie, maybe you should come down from th-”

      “I really don’t mind, Professor,” she says again, her eyes flashing at me as she swallows thickly. “I think it’s only fair.”

      I force my eyes up from her panty-clad pussy to her face again, my brow furrowing. “Fair?”

      “I-” She blushes furiously. “I saw you,” she says quietly. “The other day, here in your office.”

      Here in my-

      OH FUCK.

      The flash of movement, the cracked open door, and the empty hallway, the night I’d jerked off in here thinking of her. And suddenly, it’s all clicking as my jaw clenches and my muscles tense. My eyes pierce into hers, and I can see the heat and the same hunger there in hers that I know is writ across mine.

      “Ellie, honey-”

      “I- I liked what I saw, Professor,” she says softly. Slowly, she starts to turn on the ladder, until she’s facing me, looking down perched there above me.

      “Could-” She blushes bright red again, and I can feel the blood pumping my dick rock hard as I watch the way her tits rise and fall with her breath.

      “Could I see it again?”

      Holy shit.

      “Ellie,” I say quietly, barely trusting myself to talk to her with how ready I am to bury every inch of my dick inside of her. “I think you should leave.”

      The fuck I do. I don’t, really. Leave? Fuck that. I want her to stay right here, preferably with her legs spread and my cock buried balls-deep in that tight little eighteen year old pussy. But I also have a job to think about. I have rules and consequences of breaking them to think about.

      “I won’t tell anyone, Professor Martin,” she says softly, and she says it so innocently and sweetly that I literally groan out loud at how hard my cock gets when she’s says it.

      “It can be our little secret,” she says with a hushed voice.

      It’s so fucking wrong, but damn if hearing sweet little Ellie Thompson say shit like that doesn’t have me ready to tear those panties right off her and bury my tongue in her slit.

      “Fuck, Ellie,” I growl, letting my eyes roam freely over her nubile young body.

      “Do you want a better look, Professor?” She says, grinning shyly as she bites her lip. And before I can say or do anything, she slowly starts to pull up on her skirt. I groan as more and more of her creamy thighs are revealed. And when she pulls it higher still and the lacy white of her panties pulled right across her pussy comes into view, I growl.

      She’s wet, and I can see it plainly there between her legs. Her panties are wet across her pussy, making them mold to every soft contour of her forbidden place.

      “Is this what you were trying to see earlier in the lecture, Professor?” She says with a little grin across her lips.

      “Jesus, Ellie,” I growl. I’m moving forward then, drawn to her, and confident that nothing in the fucking world could stop me now. My hands slide up from the wood of the ladder to her legs, and I feel her shiver at the contact of my hands across her soft warm skin.

      I’m moving closer still, my mouth inches from her thigh and my breath hot across her skin when she moans.

      And there goes the last shred of my restraint. My hands slide right up her thighs, my fingers hooking into her panties. She whimpers then, her breath coming quick as I start to pull them down over her hips. I slip them down until the soft, pink, wet lips of her perfect, barely legal pussy are revealed to me, and I growl.

      Holy fuck yes.

      Ellie cries out as my mouth slips against her pussy. Her whole body shakes like she’s been shocked, almost falling off the ladder as her hands go to my hair and grip me tight. She tastes like sweet honey, and I groan as I bury my tongue deep in her slit as I drag her panties the rest of the way down her legs.

      “Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!”

      She’s whimpering and gasping, her hips bucking against my mouth as I lick her. My hands slide up to grab her ass, holding her to my mouth as I let my tongue curl over her clit. I reach down with one of my hands and yank my zipper down and pull my cock out, and then I’m grunting into her sweet young pussy as I stroke myself.

      “It’s so good!” She moans as her body quivers beneath me, and I can taste more of her wetness pour over my tongue.

      “Oh my God, Professor! Professor Martin! I- I think I’m-”

      My tongue dances across her clit, and suddenly her whole body goes rigid before she suddenly screams and bucks her hips hard against my mouth.

      I grab her as she starts to collapse on the ladder, catching her in my arms and bring her down and against me as she whimpers and gasps.

      “Oh my God, so, so good…” she mumbles into my chest.

      She gasps as I pick her up, her legs wrapping instinctively around my waist, a moan falling from her lips as I run my mouth across her neck. I’m spinning us around then, and sitting her down on the edge of my desk.

      And then I’m kissing her, hard, and I know she can taste herself on my lips, but I don’t care, and if she does, she sure as shit doesn’t act like it. She’s moaning and clawing at my shirt as I reach down to the edge of her sweater and start to push it up her chest. Her full, ripe young breasts are soft and warm in my hands, and I growl as I realize she’s not even wearing a bra under it.

      She pulls away from my hungry kiss to let me pull the sweater over her head, slipping it over her gingery-blonde hair and tossing it aside, before I let my eyes feast on her.

      Jesus fucking Christ.

      She’s perfect. She’s only eighteen years old, and half my fucking age, and so fucking off-limits, but she’s perfect. She half-strewn across my desk, her breasts high and firm on her chest, the light pink nipples hardened in mouth-watering little points. Her skirt is pushed up around her waist, and with her legs slightly spread, I can see the pink wetness of her tight little pussy.

      Off-limits my ass, I’m going to make this girl mine.

      She’s moaning as I kiss her, my fingers sliding over her pussy as I drop my jeans and my briefs and step out of them. I shrug my shirt off, and she’s cooing as she runs her hands over my skin and my tattoos and my muscles as I move against her.

      “Please, Professor,” she gasps into my mouth as my hand slides up into her hair. “I want you to! I want you to have me.”

      And its music to my fucking ears.

      I growl into her mouth as I slide the throbbing head of my cock against her dewy wet lips. She feels like hot silk, and I can feel her wetness drip down my cock as I start to push the head inside.

      Suddenly, she’s tensing up, and she pulls away from me to bite her lip and furrow her brow.

      I stop, and frown. “You okay, honey?” I peer into her wincing face. “Look, we don’t-“

      And then I get it. It’s that look in her eye that suddenly floors me.

      She’s never done this before.

      Holy shit.

      I start to shake my head and pull away, but she wraps her legs around me, holding me close. “Wait, no! No, I want you to!”

      “Ellie, Jesus, are you-”

      She nods her head and I swear.

      “No, really! I want it to be you, Professor!”

      God help me, my cock twitches when she calls me that. I’m still pressed right up against her, her lips slightly parted around just the head of my cock like two wet petals, and I groan as I feel her muscles there flutter against my cock.

      “Ellie, I can’t be your first, honey.”

      “You can, Professor Martin.” Her eyes are wide and her face is flushed pink as she holds me against her like that and looks pleadingly into my eyes. “You’re not like the other boys at school here, and I always wanted it to be with a man, like you. I don’t want my first time to be drunk at some frat party.”

      The idea of some little frat shitbag touching this girl has me seeing red for a second, and the caveman inside of me screams mine.

      The rational part of me wants to resist and say this is wrong, and that we should stop. But it’s the other part of me that already knows what I’m going to do. It’s the primal, animal side of me that wants to claim this girl in every conceivable way. It’s the side of me that wants to make her mine, make her come, and make her scream my name as I fill her fertile young body with my seed.

      Ellie takes my hands and slides them across her full, soft tits, and I groan as I feel her rock her hips forward, slipping another quarter inch of my cock head inside of her and making her whimper.

      “Please, Professor?” Her tongue darts out across her lips. “Fuck me with that big cock.”

      Yeah, take a guess which side wins.

      She moans as I grab her face in my hands and kiss her fiercely, bruising her lips with mine. “This is only gonna hurt for a second, baby,” I growl as I start to ease my cock forward. She winces, and then cries out as I start to sink inside. But then suddenly, I just start to slip right inside, and we’re both clutching at each other and moaning as I drive every single thick inch of my cock inside her virgin pussy.

      “Oh my GOD!” She moans, tossing her head back and clawing at my chest. “Oh my God it’s so big!”

      I let her get used to the size for a second, feeling her impossibly tight young pussy gripping and rippling around my thick shaft. I start to slide out, and her eyes dart up to mine like she’s worried I’m stopping. But then I drive in again, rocking all the way back inside until my balls are resting on her ass, and she moans as her breath catches in her throat.

      And then I start to fuck her.

      She eases back across my desk as I spread her legs wide and start to pump my cock in and out of that wet little slit. She’s moaning and writhing, and arching her back off the desk as I hold her hips and drive into her again and again.

      Her flawless, tight young eighteen year old body fits me like a fucking glove, like her pussy was made for my dick. I slide a hand up to cup and squeeze her gravity-defying tits, bouncing high on her chest as I fuck her with deep, even strokes. Her ginger hair fans out around her head, and her eyes are squeezed shut in ecstasy as she clutches at papers on my desk, sending books and reports scattering across the floor.

      “Fuck me, Professor Martin!” She moans, her hands coming to her breasts and pinching her nipples as she gasps and looks up at me. “Show me how a man fucks!”

      It’s like a dare, and I growl as I grab her by the hips and just start to pound into her. She starts to gasp and moan beneath me, ‘yes, yes yes’ babbling from her lips as I bury my thick cock in her again and again. And for a second, I’m aware that I’m not even wearing a condom, but I also just don’t fucking care.

      I want to fill her up. I want to unload every drop of my cum inside her fertile young body. Fuck it, I want to make her belly swollen with my child.

      The very idea of knocking her up like this has my cock throbbing even bigger inside her silky wet pussy, and I know it’s not going to be long before I explode.

      She’s so wet and so fucking tight around me. She’s arching and bucking against me, moaning and pulling at her nipples as papers go flying from the desk. Hell, the desk itself starts squeaking against the floor as I pound into her over and over again.

      “Oh God, I’m going to come! I’m going to come! Make me come, Professor! Make-!”

      Her mouth opens in this silent scream, and then I can feel her already impossibly tight pussy clenching my cock like a velvet vise as she starts to climax. And it’s the reality that my sweet, innocent, straight-A bookworm of a barely legal student is coming with my cock balls deep inside of her, that pushes me over the edge.

      I roar as push as deep as I can and just explode inside of her, bare and totally unprotected. I’m shooting rope after thick rope of cum deep inside her, filling her up so much that it starts to leak out as I pump one more spurt inside of her.

      I’m seeing double as I come to a halt and gasp for air.

      Holy fuck.

      Ellie is panting, her big soft tits heaving on her chest and her face red and flushed. Slowly, she raises herself off the desk and grins this huge, adorable smile at me as her eyes flash.

      “That was wonderful,” she whispers before I press my lips to hers and kiss her slow and deep.

      I slowly ease out of her, groaning first at the feeling of my cock leaving the confines of that perfect, slick pussy and then at the sight of my pearly white cum trickling out of her. I raise my eyes to her and she’s grinning, and practically glowing as she lays there propped up on her elbows catching her breath.

      Damn this girl looks good after she’s been fucked.

      “Thank you,” she whispers.

      She giggles as I snatch her panties off the floor and use them to gently clean her up before pulling my pants back on.

      “Professor?”

      We both whirl at the knock on the door, her jaw dropping and her eyes going wide before she snaps back to me, her face white.

      “Quick!” I hiss, slipping my shirt back over my head and kicking the papers strewn across the floor under the desk.

      “Professor Martin? A word?”

      Fuck me, it’s Susan, the department head.

      “Just a minute!” I say, trying to keep my voice even.

      Ellie yanks her sweater on and hastily pushes her hair back from her face. “How do I look?”

      Yeah, she definitely looks like she just got fucked.

      I only give her a quick, searing kiss though as I nod. “Good enough for me to take again right fucking now.” She blushes and I push a strand of hair behind her ear. “Ready?”

      She grins and nods, her eyes wild and her face still flushed and glowing.

      I open the door to Susan, the department head, who looks startled when she sees Ellie over my shoulder. She clears her throat. “Oh, I’m sorry I didn’t realize you were in office hours.”

      I smile pleasantly at her, trying not to think about the fact that I can still taste Ellie’s pussy on my tongue. “Oh, I work late,” I say, giving her my most charming smile. “So, anything else Ms. Thompson?”

      Ellie bites her lip and shakes her head as she moves past Susan and I. “No, thank you Professor.”

      Susan’s smiling at me in way that says she clearly doesn’t know I just deflowered this particular student across my desk. The pleasant look in her eyes says she has no idea I was just balls deep inside the girl standing before her, filling her up with every drop of my cum that’s probably still dripping down her legs.

      Ellie turns as she moves past Susan and arches a brow at me. “I think I understand how it all works now, Professor Martin.”

      Susan is still facing me, so she doesn’t see the downright wicked glint in Ellie’s eyes as she winks at me and blows me a quick kiss before slipping down the hallway.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      I’m glowing later, as I walk slowly and aimlessly through the darkened campus back towards my dorm. I feel silly, and alive, and positively scandalous, like I’ve got this wicked little secret that only I know. I pass by other students, and grin to myself as I hug my books tightly to my chest, knowing that they have no idea that the girl walking past them just lost her virginity not thirty minutes before.

      Lost her virginity in spectacular fashion, at the hands of her much older, hunky Professor.

      On his desk.

      The thought has me blushing as the thrill of what just happened rushes through my young body. It’s surreal, and perfect. It’s also naughty, and dirty, and so off-limits, but that’s what makes it even hotter.

      God his mouth, that cock.

      It’s all I can think about as I shower later, letting my hands wander across my still tingling body and letting them explore the places he touched. I moan softly as my fingers slip inside my pussy and I squeeze my thighs together, imagining I’m keeping his cum deep inside of me.

      And all I can think is how much I want it again.

      I want all of it all over again.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Okay, what’s your deal?”

      It’s raining the next day, one day into my new status as a non-virgin.

      “Hmm?” I glance up to my roommate Ally, only then blushing as I realize I was totally just staring at the wall with a big dopey smile at my face instead of the book in my hands.

      Ally grins conspiratorially at me at me from her bed, arching her brow at me. “You’re all freaking glowy today, and I know it’s not cause you got laid.”

      I blush as I roll my eyes at her. “Well what is that supposed to mean?”

      “It means you’re Ellie, my wonderful and yet eternally virginal roommate.” Suddenly her eyes widen as she sees the blush on my face. “Oh my God.”

      “What?” I say quickly.

      “Did- no.” She peers at me for another second before her jaw drops. “Holy shit!”

      “What?”

      “You did get laid!”

      I quickly look down at the book in my hands, my hair cascading around my face as if somehow trying to hide the flush of being caught on my face. “I- I don’t know what you’re-”

      “Ellie!” Ally squeals. “Holy shit!” She suddenly wrinkles her face. “Ted?”

      I make a face. “God no.”

      “Oh thank God,” she says with a laugh. “I’d have killed both of us if you’d waited all this time to give it up to that loser.” She narrows her eyes at me. “So, who?”

      “No one,” I say quickly.

      “Immaculate loss of virginity huh? That’s a new one.”

      I blush. “No, he’s just…”

      He’s just twice my age, and my college English professor, and we could both get in serious trouble for this.

      “Was it good?”

      “YES.” I blush immediately at the force in which I say it, but Ally only devolves into giggles.

      “Hey! Don’t get all embarrassed! That’s awesome!” She raises a brow at me again. “So why the secrecy?”

      She’s like a bloodhound with this thing.

      “Oh, he’s just…”

      Off limits? Wrong? My professor? A famous writer? Twice my age?

      I don’t answer and Ally just rolls her yes. “Fine, have your secrets, weirdo. Hey, at least you finally got laid.”

      And I can’t wait to do it again.

      It’s a wicked thought, but I know right then that I want more. I need more, no matter the consequences.

      “I mean even if it was just a hook-up thing, good for you, girl.” Ally grins. “You finally joined the club and punched that card.”

      Except I know it’s not going to be a one time thing. And I know how cliche it is to even think that, as the naive, inexperienced girl who’s just lost it to the way older, way more worldly guy.  But I know it's not. I might be inexperienced, and new to this, but I know the look in Liam’s eyes. I know the way he looked at me, and I know I need him again.

      Ally gets up from her bed. “Anyways, I’m going out tonight, want to come with?”

      “Nah, thanks but I’m good.”

      “Well, baby steps. We’ll get you to a party yet, Ellie Thompson.”

      She goes to her closet and starts to change to go out for the night, and suddenly, I know exactly what I want that night. I know exactly where I’m going as I slip a tiny skirt on after she leaves, pulling on a skin-tight tank top that’s positively scandalous to wear anywhere but in my own bed.

      And I know exactly what I want to do as I skip across the darkening campus towards the English building. It’s mostly dark, but there’s an office light on up on the third floor, and I grin as I feel the hungry tingle start to spread through my body.

      Time for some more tutoring.
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        Liam

      

    
    
      It’s late by the time I pry myself away from the blank screen on my office computer and start to lock up. Fuck does writer’s block suck. It’s been like this for almost a year now: nothing, just blank pages. I slam the laptop shut and start to get my things together. Of course, I might not be able to think of anything to write, but there’s one thing I can’t get the hell off my brain even if I tried.

      Ellie.

      We don’t have class again until tomorrow, and it’s been a full day since she lay strewn across my desk writhing on my cock. A full day of basically getting fuck-all done work-wise, and grading none of the papers I needed to get graded. I mean how could I? Especially in that office and on that desk.

      I like my desk WAY more with her tight little ass perched on it and her moans drifting over my ears than I do a stack of papers on Jane Eyre.

      So yeah, little untouchable, tempting, delicious Ellie Thompson is on my brain, bad. I’m still dreaming about that pussy, and the way she moaned, and the way her eyes locked onto mine when she came.

      I crossed a line. Jesus Christ did I. I mean I fucked a student for crying out loud. What a fucking cliche.

      Yeah, it's going to be an even bigger one when she reports your ass, I grumble to myself. It’s going to be a real big cliche when they run me out of here on a rail.

      The hallway is almost pitch dark as I pull my office door shut, lit only by lamp-posts out on the quad coming through the windows as I lock the door.

      How much longer is the semester? Three months? Fuck. That’s a long time. A long time to sit there three days a week staring at Ellie-temping-Thompson front and center. Three days a week staring at those tits, and the those legs, and knowing exactly what lies between them. Knowing how she tastes, and how her lips part and what her moans sounds like when I drive my cock in deep.

      Fuck. Maybe I can cancel the class? Leave off teaching here completely and head back to New York?

      “Professor?”

      I can feel my cock twitch before I even turn to see her standing there quietly in the dim light of the hallway. She’s dressed in this short skirt and this tank top that’s just - wow, and her hair is in fucking pigtails.

      Jesus Christ.

      And right then, I know none of that shit is happening. Dropping the class? Leaving her?

      Fuck no. Because I want more. I need more, like some sort of drug.

      I’m hard instantly, and my eyes dart up to her eye. “Ellie-”

      “I’m here for more help, Professor,” she says is this soft, girlish voice that has me groaning and clenching my jaw and my cock just throbbing in my pants. And she’s calling me professor, and it’s like my kryptonite or something. “Professor” sounds so fucking dirty and scandalous, and with that little pleated skirt, and those mouth watering tits falling out of her tank top, and those damn pigtails, she’s like the schoolgirl fantasy come to life.

      She’s my schoolgirl.

      Because that pussy is mine. I’ve had a taste, and now I want nothing else. I want to consume her and take her all for my own. She might be young, and innocent, and wholly inappropriate, but fuck it, I’m going to posses her. I’m going to show her everything.

      “More help, huh?” I growl as I move towards her in the dark of the hallway.

      “Mmhmm…”  she nods, biting her lip and looking unbelievably sexy in the way she looks both scared and excited at the same time. “I’ve forgotten our last lesson, and I think I need to go over it again.” She blushes, like she’s trying to play it coy and be the naughty girl here, even as innocent and sweet as she is.

      I take a step right towards her, dropping my bag to the floor. “I’ll bet you do,” I growl, and then she’s moaning as I bruise my lips to hers.

      She gasps into my mouth as she flings her arms around me. I yank her tight against me and spin us around, pressing her back against the wall of the hallway next to my office door. I can feel her pressing and undulating her tight young body against me. Her tongue is inexperienced, but eager, as she slips it against mine. My hands slide down her arms and over her body, squeezing her soft tits through her skin-tight tank top and feeling her nipples harden to tempting little buds under the material. I let my fingertips roll over them, pinching them and bringing a cry to her lips as I bring another hand up to hold her chin as I claim her mouth.

      Ellie is moaning as I push my hand under her tank top, my hand cupping those big tits and teasing over her nipples. She drops her hand to my pants, stroking the thick bulge there and making me growl into her mouth. I let my lips slide down her cheek, and over her neck to her earlobe. She whimpers in this high, girlish voice as I suck the lobe between my teeth and start to push her shirt up over those full globes.

      My mouth drops lower, running over the bunched fabric of her tank-top and then over the hot, soft skin of her breasts. I close my lips around one hard little nipple and suck as I bat it with my tongue. She moans as my hand slides down over her panties, pushing them aside and slipping a finger easily inside.

      “Oh, Professor,” She whimpers, her small hand jerking me faster through my pants. “We- we could get caught out here!”

      “You want me to stop?” I growl in her skin, sinking a second finger knuckles-deep inside of her as my thumb rolls around her clit.

      “No!” She gasps out, her hips rocking towards me. Her hand suddenly freezes on my cock as her other one grips my forearm tightly. “Because I’m going to come!”

      Ellie’s whole body seizes up, and then she’s biting my shoulder as her orgasm tears through her right there in the hallway of the English department. She’s clinging to me as her tight little teen pussy clenches around my fingers, while my lips leave marks across those full young tits.

      Slowly, her grip on me loosens as she lets out this contented sigh. I grin as I manage to pull myself away from her tits, but all of a sudden, she’s flipping us around and dropping to her knees in front of me.

      “Ellie, honey, what are you-”

      “I-” She looks up at me with this mischievous and nervous look on her face, her bright blue eyes sparkling in the dim light. “I want to taste you.” She takes a deep breath. “I want to suck your cock, Professor Martin.”

      Fuck me.

      There’s something insanely hot about hearing this sweet little good girl say dirty things like that, and my cock throbs in response. She looks like taboo incarnate, on her knees with her legs spread, her tiny skirt around waist, and her full, gravity-defying tits out and still wet from my mouth

      “Fuck,” I mutter. “Why don’t we go to my office-”

      “Uh-uh,” she says, grinning wickedly at me and biting her lip as she reaches up to start pulling at my belt. “I want to suck you right here.”

      She’s unbuttoning my jeans and slipping the zipper down, and suddenly I don’t give a fuck if we’re out here in the hallway. It could be the middle of the damn day and I wouldn’t say no to this fucking barely legal sex-kitten on her knees begging to suck my cock.

      She pushes my jeans and my briefs down, and my cock springs out to bob thick and heavy right in front of her. Ellie’s jaw drops as she just stares at it. “Oh my God,” she says, her eyebrows raising as she looks up at me and wets her lips. “You’re-” She swallows heavily and then brings her hand up to wrap her small fingers around my dick. “You’re really big.”

      I grin, feeling my pulse roar as her small hand teases over the skin of my cock. I mean, yeah, I’m big, but I look huge in her small hand like that. It looks obscene, my thick, pulsing cock in the hands of this little eighteen year old schoolgirl, her ginger-blonde hair in pigtails framing her face.

      Her tongue slides out and across her lips and she leans forward. I groan as I feel her breath first, hot across the head. But then she’s gently pressing her lips to it - her full, soft, pouty lips kissing my cock.

      I groan at the feel of them and she raises her eyes to me as she kisses it again. “Like that?”

      Jesus Christ, has this girl never even given head before?

      “I’ve- I’ve never done this before,” she says quietly, and my cock actually jumps in her hand.

      Because realizing just how much of a virgin little Ellie Thompson is - well, was, before I claimed that the other day - sinks in, and I fucking love it. I love that I’m not just the first man to sink into that tight cunt, but that I’m also the first one to feel those pouty wet lips wrap around his cock. I’m truly claiming this girl, all of her, and it makes my blood roar in my ears.

      “Just open your mouth, honey,” I growl, letting my hands drop gently to her hair.

      She does, and her eyes never leave mine as she slowly slips her full wet lips over over the head of my cock.

      Holy fucking shit.

      Her mouth is heaven; soft, wet, barely-legal heaven. Slowly she takes in as much as she can, and she sucks gently as her tongue slides up my underside. She might not be porn-star deep-throating me or anything, but there's something so fucking innocent about the way she’s so new at this that makes it the hottest blowjob I’ve ever got. I can already feel my balls tightening, and I groan and let my fingers slide into her hair as she starts to stroke me. She uses both small hands to slide up and down my shaft, wet and slippery from her mouth as she bobs her lips over the head.

      “Just like this, Professor?” She says, the words mumbled with my cock still her mouth.

      “Fuck yes, just like that, honey,” I groan, my hands sliding to her pigtails and wrapping them in my fingers. I slowly and gently guide her as she starts to bob again, her small pouty mouth slurping on my head and tonguing the underside as her hands stroke me.

      What we’re doing is so fucking wrong, and so dirty and obscene. I’m a grown man, twice her age, letting this forbidden little coed slobber all over my cock right in the hallway of the English department where she’s my student. She’s so young, and it’s so wrong, and I’m not going to last much longer.

      I reach down with one of my hands and cup one of her soft, full young tits, groaning as I feel her moan around my cock. She starts to pump faster with her hands, her tongue teasing me as her lips slurp at my head. I’ve still got one hand in her hair, gently guiding her as I roll her nipple in my fingers and feel my balls start to tingle.

      “Ellie, honey, I’m going to-“

      She pulls wetly off my cock, her lips making an obscene slurping sound as she looks up at me. “Do it it in my mouth?”

      I groan.

      “Please, Professor?” I want to taste it when you come.” Her hands are wetly pumping my cock as she looks up at me, almost pleadingly, those big blue eyes shining. “Come in my mouth, Professor Martin.”

      Yeah, that does it. She slides her lips back over me and sucks, and I just explode.

      She chokes and sputters a little, but she’s swallowing my cum as I blast rope after thick rope into her sweet young mouth. She gasps, pulling off my cock and stroking me. I roar as two more thick spurts pump out across her heaving, creamy tits.

      Jesus fucking Christ.

      I’m in shock as I try and find my breath, sagging against the wall behind me and feeling my head spin as Ellie slowly strokes a hand up and down my shaft.

      “Oops,” she says with a giggle. “I made a mess.”

      God, her saying that so innocently like that with my cum all over her tongue and dripping off her tits that my cock stays rock hard in her hand.

      She stands, blushing as she licks her lips. She slides a finger over the cum on her tits and I groan as she licks her finger clean before pulling her tank top back down.

      “You taste delicious,” she whispers in my ear, kissing me as I stand there with my dick out trying to catch my breath. Her lips brush against my ear as she reaches down and gives me a tug. “In fact, I might need another taste soon.”

      Yeah, I want something again soon, too. Soon like right the fuck now. I want to sink my cock into this girl again. I want to bend her over and bury every single inch of my dick in her impossibly tight, off-limits pussy until I fill it to the brim with my cum.

      I can feel the blood pounding thickly in my veins as I pull her against me and kiss her hard, her little whimpered moans like heaven to my ears.

      “I need you again,” I growl into her ear, loving the way she gasps and the way her body shivers when I say it.

      “I need to fuck you, now.”

      I think about pulling my keys out for the office, but I frown. No, this girl needs better than my desk. I curse my apartment being so far off campus.

      “I- I know a place,” she says as if reading my thoughts. She bites her lip, her face blushing in the dim light.

      “But I’ll have to sneak you in.”

      She grabs my hand and turns before looking back at me, smiling in this way that has my heart flip-flopping in my chest. “Follow me, Professor.”
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      Jesus Christ, her dorm room. What the fuck am I doing.

      It's like being here makes this thing even more illicit and scandalous. I’m probably not even allowed to be in here under normal circumstances. Watching one of my eighteen year old students as she slowly pulls her clothes off is beyond the pale. Watching her as she lets her shirt drop to the ground and those utterly perfect, gravity-defying tits swaying high and full on her chest is certainly not something I should be doing. Pulling my pants off and wrapping my hand around my cock as I watch her skirt drop to the ground until she stands there in a tiny pink thong, is probably worse.

      But it’s when I push her back on her bed and ease down over her that I know I’m breaking it all. When my mouth is nipping and sucking at that curvy young body, leaving marks across her untouched skin until I get to her panties and inhale the scent of her barely-legal pussy, I’ve gone over the deep end.

      And when I slip them down her legs and then kneel there staring at her like these the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever seen in the world, I’m past caring

      She’s perfect; strawberry blonde hair cascading around her angelic face with those deep blue eyes looking up at me. Her cheeks flushed pink; pink like the soft pink nipples peaking her heavenly tits. Fuck me, I could bury my face for days in the soft, creamy skin of those breasts and the way they defy fucking gravity in the way they sit so high and perky on her chest despite being so big.

      And she’s so fucking wet for me that I can see it glistening in the low light of her dorm room. I can see how ready and willing that tight little pussy is, ready for me as I hover above her about to plunge my cock balls deep into that impossibly tight channel.

      Yeah, this girl is perfect, but she’s also so fucking wrong. She’s barely legal, and she’s a student; my student for God’s sake. She’s my perfect, straight-A student that sits front and center in my freshman English lit class. The one I lose my damn words over when I get sucked into watching her. The one I lose my place in my readings over when I watch her chewing on the end of her pen, her eyes lost in the book in front of her, or when she crosses and uncrosses her legs. She’s not trying to be sexy, but that’s exactly what gets me hard as a fucking rock for her.

      I doubt the University would be happy to know about my lusting over a student, but I know they’d be more than pissed if they could see me now, with the head of my cock brushing against her silken, pouty pussy.

      Her fingernails drag up my back, her hips undulating as if begging me with her body to plunge into her. I’m all too willing to oblige.

      She whimpers when I enter her, sliding my thick tool deep inside of her and practically choking on my breath at how impossibly tight and wet she is.

      Of course she is, she’s only done this once before.

      Once before, with me, when I popped her cherry and took her innocence. When I had her writhing on my cock, bucking against me and coming like a damn train going off the rails. When she begged me to fill her, and when I finally let go and pumped every drop of cum deep inside her young, unprotected pussy.

      It’s barely been twenty-four hours since, but I can’t even believe I’ve lasted this long without another taste. That honey between her legs is like my Goddamn drug, and I know I’m hopelessly addicted to it.

      She rocks her hips up off the bed, moaning as the extra leverage grinds my cock even deeper inside of her; so deep that there’s no way I could possible fill her small body any further. It’s almost obscene the way her pink pussy lips stretch around my thick shaft, or how small and delicate she looks under my much older, muscled body.

      Obscene like a man my age fucking a girl her age. Obscene like taking an eighteen year old girl’s cherry on the top of my desk. Obscene like how wrong it is on every level for me to be looking at this girl, much less plunging my cock in and out of her clenching, willing pussy.

      I’d had the door locked and the shade drawn yesterday, when I tasted that young body for the first time and when I pushed through her innocence and claimed her as mine. We’re in her dorm room now, though, and the door’s not locked. Her damn roommate could walk in at any time and see us like this, and God knows what sort of shit would hit the fan then.

      Fuck, I can hear other students partying down the hall - other students I probably teach, come to think of it. And none of them can possibly know that I’m balls deep in one of their peers right now. None of them would guess in a million years that the goody-two-shoes teacher’s pet that sits at the front of the class and aces every test, and does every extra-credit assignment with flying colors is moaning under me and clawing at my back while her pussy milks me for all that I’m worth. None of them would ever guess that the girl with the black-rimmed glasses, and the hair pulled back in a ponytail, and the normally conservative dress for a college girl her age is now spread-eagle under her professor without a stitch of clothing save for a pair of knee-high socks, glasses to the side, and her hair wild and free across the sheets beneath her.

      She’s so fucking tight and so wet, like a silken glove around my bare cock. Oh, right, as if this needed anything else to be more obscene. Not only am I fucking a student half my age, but I’m bare and totally unprotected inside of her. And just like yesterday, I don’t give a fuck. Just like yesterday, I have a single, primal urge to fill this girl with my seed and make her mine.

      Mine, more than she already is.

      She’s moaning and whimpering beneath me, making these little cooing sounds that have my cock surging inside of her. She wraps her legs around me, pumping up to meet my thrusts as I start to fuck her harder and deeper, as if urging me on. And any fear I have of hurting her, or breaking her somehow - as small as she is and as big as my cock is inside of her - goes right out the window. Because I know she wants as much as I can give her, and damn am I going to give it to her.

      She gasps as I grab her hair, pulling her head back and exposing her neck as I bite at the skin there. “You want me to fill you up again, don’t you,” I growl, sliding my cock deep and feeling my heavy balls slap against her tight little ass. “You want to feel me come inside this tight little pussy, don’t you?”

      “Oh, God! Yes!” She moans. “Yes, Professor Martin, I want it!”

      I groan, hearing her say my professional name like that again, like she did yesterday. It makes the whole thing even dirtier, and even more lewd to hear her call me “professor” like that, and I can feel the cum start boil inside my balls.

      She whimpering and moaning, her hands clawing at my back and her hips urging me on as I feel her near-virginal pussy start to clench around me. I know she’s close, and I want to make her come harder than she’s ever come before. I know no other man, and no other boy has ever touched her - a thought that gets me harder than steel. But I want to make her come like she’s never even conceived of coming before. I want to sear the memory of my cock buried so deep inside of her, my voice in her ear, and my cum filling her up until it dribbles down her legs, so vividly across her mind that she never forgets this moment.

      I start to roll my hips, rocking my cock in and out of her as I reach down and start to roll her clit in circles. She goes into overdrive beneath me, her breath coming in gasping hitches and her tits rocking back and forth like soft, perfect tear-drops as I fuck her hard and deep. I can feel her start to clench around me, her impossibly tight pussy starting to milk me as I feel myself start to lose all sense of control.

      “I want you to come for me, Ellie,” I growl in her ear. “I want to feel that pussy come all over my big cock and I want to feel your juices run down my balls as they empty every fucking drop inside of you.”

      “Please, fill me up!” She whimpers, gasping in short staccato breaths. “Please fill me with your cum, Professor!”

      “Then you better milk it right out of me, baby. You better use that pussy to milk every drop of my cum out until it fills that tiny little pussy so much that it spills out.”

      And like a shot, she’s coming. I can feel her whole body tremble and shake under me, her eyes squeezed shut and her head thrown back. I muffle her scream with my lips, letting her moan into my mouth as she explodes beneath me. Her pussy shudders and quivers around me, milking the length of my cock to the point of boiling, and it’s more than I can take. I roar into her lips as I feel my cock explode deep within her, my balls shuddering as rope after rope of cum blasts deep into her fertile, perfect, barely legal pussy.

      “You’re mine,” I growl, as we start to come back to Earth, gasping and feeling our hearts race against each other’s chests. “You’re all mine.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      It’s the day after that night in my dorm room, and I’m sitting in his classroom with heat pooling between my legs as I watch him talk.

      It’s a funny feeling, sitting here, knowing him like this. The man that turned a girl into a woman. The man that took my virginity like he already owned it. The man that made me come and feel like I’ve never felt before.

      The man who’s my professor.

      Of course, I wanted nothing more than for him to stay the night before, but that was impossible. I’d have been an awkward and horribly embarrassed mess if Ally had come home to any guy in my bed with me. But for her to walk in on a professor sharing my bed would have been bad, even as cool as Ally is.

      And so I fell asleep with the lingering touching of his lips on mine, a grin spread across my face, and the tender throbbing between my legs like a delicious reminder of him.

      And now here in the lecture hall, I’m still thinking about him and how he felt. I can feel my pussy growing warm between my legs, and my nipples aching to be touched beneath my shirt. I’m lost in thought as he talks, thinking not of the book in his hands but of the cock between his legs and how he felt driving into me over and over again. I’m remembering his hands, holding me down as he fucked me and made me his.

      And I’m remembering how he came inside me, and that gets me flushed even hotter and redder than I already am sitting right there in the front of the class. Sleeping with my professor is crazy enough, but doing it without any sort of protection is insane. I’m certainly not on birth control, and yet I’ve never even felt the urge to ask about him using a condom.

      In fact, I realize with a naughty little thrill that tingles through my whole body, I don’t want him to. The idea of Liam pumping his cum deep inside my fertile young body gets me hotter than anything I’ve ever thought of. And the idea of that seed taking, and swelling my belly up with his child makes me want to jump on him right here in the lecture.

      His baby.

      God, the idea of it is so scandalizing and so wrong but at the same time, it makes me want to yank my skirt up, bend over his lecture podium, and let him fill me up right here and now.

      People are getting up around me, and I realize the lecture is over as I slowly shake the fantasy from my head and get up from my seat. I’ve got plenty of ideas about what I want Liam to do to me in his office, but when I look up, I frown. There’s another girl up at the podium from class talking with him, and giggling at something he says. Ashley, I think her name is. She’s pretty, and cute and all smiles and giggles, and I can suddenly feel my emotions flaring. It’s not like he’s flirting back or anything, and in fact he’s clearly acting very “teacherly” towards her.

      Except I know where that can lead.

      I roll my eyes and shake my head. It’s a stupid thought, and it’s not like he’s my boyfriend or anything. But I’m still furious at the other girl trying to weasel in on him like this.

      “I mean even if it was just a hook-up thing, good for you, girl.”

      Ally’s words from the other day resonate in my head, which only gets me even madder. I mean was it? So, we’re having fun with each other, but am I jut a thing? I can hardly be the first girl who found Liam Martin attractive. Clearly, as demonstrated by Ashley giggling all over him here.

      For a second, I wonder how many other girls he’s done this with, and it makes my heart sink. How many other impressionable young students has he “rescued” and played the “this is so wrong” card with?

      There’s dull ache in the pit of my stomach the more I think about it, and the longer I watch Ashley giggle and touch his arm. And any thoughts I have of waiting after class and letting him take me back to his office go flitting away as I turn and quickly leave the room.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Okay what did that fucker do?”

      I blink quickly and jerk my head up from my bed to see Ally frowning from the doorway as she steps in.

      “What?” I quickly brush my face across my pillow, hoping she doesn’t see the moisture there from me sulking and being so juvenile about the whole thing with Liam.

      “Your guy, Ellie. Did he hurt you?”

      I smile as I shake my head. “No, no nothing like that.”

      “Well you’re pouting and you’re not all glowing like were earlier after you had sex with him in here.”

      My face goes bright red before I swallow. “What?” I manage to croak out.

      Ally rolls her eyes. “Oh, please. Ellie, I know a sex room when I enter it.” My face burns red as I drop it back into my pillow as my roommate laughs and sits on the edge of my bed. “Aww, c’mon! Look at you!” She rubs my back. “Bringing guys to your dorm room! Now you’re doing the college thing right, girl.”

      I snort and groan as I roll over and prop myself up, looking glumly at her. “Yeah, but if we’d been caught?”

      She rolls her eyes again. “Ellie, it's a coed dorm, in case you missed all the guys walking around.”

      Yeah, that wouldn’t have helped us.

      “No, I know that, but he- he couldn’t.”

      “He couldn’t what?”

      “Nothing,” I say quickly.

      Ally frowns suspiciously at me. “What, be here? Who is this guy?”

      “He’s- uh.”

      He’s twice my age, and my teacher, and so wrong that I can’t stop fantasizing about it.

      “He- he’s not  student here.”

      “And?”

      “And nothing,” I say, trying to play it cool.

      Ally isn’t buying it, of course.

      “Ellie.”

      I groan. “Okay! Okay, he’s a little older.”

      She grins wickedly. “How older?”

      “A lot?”

      Her eyes sparkle. “What, like thirty?”

      I scrunch my face up. “More like almost forty?”

      Ally squeals. “Oh my GOD, girl!” She leans in close, grinning at me conspiratorially. “So…?”

      “So?”

      “So dish! Is it good?”

      I blush bright red and look away and Ally giggles. “Okay, yeah, it’s good isn’t it?” She tickles my arm. “So what’re you so bummed about? So he’s older? Big deal.”

      I sigh. “Because…”

      Because I’m being passive and weird and I know it’s all just because he’s the first.

      “Because I don’t know what we are.”

      Ally nods. “Aha. Well, have you asked him?”

      I roll my eyes. “No way.”

      “Oh, you let him take your v-card but you can’t ask him to define what you are?”

      “Pretty much,” I mumble.

      Ally slides an arm over my shoulder and hugs me. “Look, you clearly like this guy, right?”

      I nod glumly.

      “So push the issue. Go do something ‘couple-y’ with him that isn’t getting boned in our dorm room.” She grins as I blush bright red. “Ellie, if he’s into you, and I’m sure he is, he’ll jump at the idea of taking you out. And if he’s a stupid loser, he’ll dodge it, and then I’ll go murder him, deal?”

      I laugh as my roommate hugs me close. “Either way, you get an answer, and then you can figure out what you want.”

      Except I already know what I want, and what I want is the illicit thrill I’ve already felt and can’t get enough of. The only question is, what does Liam want?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      A day later, and the question is still rattling around my head.

      What are we? Scandalous, wrong, forbidden? What label, or definition of any kind can someone give Liam and I that isn’t a negative one?

      Exciting, maybe? There’s no other way to describe the feeling I have just walking into his classroom, let alone the times we’ve been alone, or the times he’s touched me, and things he’s made me feel. We’re having fun, and honestly, I wonder if that would be enough if that’s all it is, but I get the feeling it isn’t.

      And that part thrills me.

      It’s later, after the lecture, and this time, I’ve caught his eye after class and lingered.

      “Ms. Thompson, I was hoping to go over your last paper in my office,” he says pointedly, raising an eyebrow suggestively even though we’re the only two people left in the lecture hall. He moves closer to me, and just like every other time he’s near, I can feel the familiar tingle creep over my skin. I can smell the manly, woodsy smell of him invade my senses, sending my head spinning and my body burning as he steps closer to me.

      And then, of course, I open my big dumb mouth.

      “What are we?”

      I cringe the second it spills from my lips, instantly wishing I could stuff it back down inside.

      Liam grins at me, his eyes twinkling. “We’re having fun, aren’t we?”

      I start to say something, but he suddenly presses a finger to my lips as he leans closer and brushes his lips across my ear. “But if you think that’s all this is, baby,” he growls. “Then I think I better do something to correct that.”

      I close my eyes and let myself fall into him, even knowing how exposed we are alone here in the big lecture hall. His arms go around me, and I can feel his heart thumping through his chest into my ear.

      “You need to know that I’ve never done this before,” his voice teases into my ear, making me warm all over.

      “This?”

      “A student,” he says darkly, and I can feel a shiver run down my spine as I feel his hands slide over my sides. “It’s nothing I’d have ever considered, you should know that. I just wish it was easier for us,” he murmurs into my ear.

      Ally’s words come back to me, and I take a quick breath before I open my mouth again. “We could go do something?”

      He chuckles and raises a brow. “Little tricky in a small town like this.”

      I slowly nod, feeling my shoulders start to slump before suddenly, he’s chuckling. “You know what? Fuck it, let’s do it.”

      The smile creeps across my face as I raise my eyes to look at him. “Really?”

      “Yeah, really.” His lips brush across mine, making my heart skip a beat. “I want to take you out, Ellie Thompson. A real date.”

      “You’re serious?” I raise a brow skeptically at him. He’s right, this is a small town, and even if people don’t recognize him as a professor and me as a student, we’d still raise eyebrows. He’s still twice my age, and I’m fairly certain that our behavior would certainly say we aren’t father and daughter or anything like that.

      “I’m serious as can be, baby,” he says with a roguish grin. “We’ll go two towns over if we have to, but I’m taking you out.”

      I grin. “My my, Professor Martin, when did you become such a gentleman?”

      “Oh, gentleman?” I gasp as he suddenly pulls me into him, his arm around my waist and his hand cupping my ass firmly in his palm. His lips brush against my ear again, and this time, I moan as I feel his tongue and his breath across my skin there. “Don’t think for a second that this means I’m not going to fuck that sweet little pussy of yours too.”

      “You promise?” I gasp out, feeling the wet heat bloom between my legs.

      His fingers slide over my ass and under my skirt, and I gasp as I feel them push between my legs and stroke my pussy through my wet panties. I start to clutch at his shirt, but suddenly he’s pulling away and grinning at me. “I’ll pick you up outside the English building at seven,” he says with a wink. He reaches down and lets his thumb brush over the hard little nub of a nipple poking through my shirt, and I moan.

      Voices from down the hallway move us apart in a flash, and then he’s gathering his papers as I start to head for the door with a huge grin on my face.

      “Oh, and Ellie?” I turn to see his eyes burning right into mine.

      “Don’t wear any panties.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      I feel like a princess. Okay, it might be my first date, with the first man I’ve slept with, who might be my first boyfriend. But that’s exactly how I feel.

      I feel like his princess.

      We end up going a few towns over, to a swankier restaurant that even has a live pianist playing softly in the corner and prices on the menu that make my eyes bug out a little

      “I told you, a real proper date,” he says, winking at me across the small candle-lit table.

      I arch my brow and look around. Yeah, I think most first dates are at movie theaters, or cheap drive-throughs or something. This place is so much more than that, and so much more than I could have ever imagined.

      “So, you bring all your barely-legal girlfriends here?” I say with a wicked grin on my face.

      He grins right back. “Yeah, that reminds me, we need to wrap this up soon. I’ve got another student coming by later for date number two.”

      I drop my jaw in mock shock and reach across to punch him playfully in the arm. “Dick.”

      He winks as he catches my hand and brings it to his lips. He kisses my fingers one by one, and I can feel the electric buzz tingle through my body. “I’ll keep telling you as much as you like, but this is a new one for me.” He arches a brow at me. “I never saw you coming, Ms. Thompson.”

      I feel the red bloom in my cheeks. “Keep talking like that, Professor, and you just might get lucky tonight”

      “I plan on it.”

      There’s an animalistic growl to his voice that gets my pussy instantly wet, and I shift in my seat as I bite my lip.

      “Feeling fidgety?” He say with a wicked grin.

      I blush. I’m not wearing panties, just like he told me to. And he knows it, because he checked when I got into his pickup truck earlier. I blush deeper as I feel the thrill of being so exposed like this in a restaurant rush through me. The thrill of sitting there at this fancy place full of soft light and jazz piano, with a man twice my age and no panties on under my dress.

      I’m about to try and come up with something to say back, when the waiter arrives.

      “Bourbon, neat please,” Liam says.

      “Two,” I say with a casual smile.

      “One,” he says quickly, arching a brow at me and grinning as the waiter nods and walks away.

      “Oh, you’re no fun,” I say, sticking my tongue out at him.

      Liam laughs. “Yeah, I think it’s bad enough that I’m corrupting an eighteen year old student. I’m not adding supporting underage drinking to that list.”

      I grin wickedly at him, biting my lip and leaning right across the small table towards him. His eyes drop to my chest, and I know he can see the full, soft pillows of my breasts straining to be contained in the dress I borrowed from Ally; the one that shows a simply scandalous amount of cleavage.

      “Oh, I see, Professor,” I say quietly, forcing my voice to go a little higher than it normally would and adding a little edge of pout to it. “I guess I’m not old enough to drink even though I’m old enough to ride your cock.”

      Liam’s eyes almost fall out of his head, his mouth open in shock. I grin, letting it curl the corners of my lips as I raise a brow at him suggestively.

      “Basically,” he growls, swallowing thickly.

      “But you know,” I say, my voice still whispered and girlish. “I’m only just old enough for you to put that big cock inside of me.”

      There’s a flash of something dark across his eyes, and he looks at me like he’s hungry. “Keep it up and I’m going to drag you into the bathroom and fuck you right here in the restaurant, Ms. Thompson.”

      I grin. “You wouldn’t.”

      “Try me.”

      I bite my lip. “Okay, fine. I dare y- OH!”

      I gasp as his hand grabs me tightly by the arm and pulls me out of my seat. I can feel my body start to tingle in thrilling excitement as he marches us right through the dining room to the back hallway.

      Oh my God, he’s actually going to.

      And oh my God, do I want him to.

      We stumble into the single-use bathroom, and the door is barely shut before he’s searing his lips across mine and making me moan as he presses me back against the sink. My legs spread as he lifts me onto the counter, my short dress bunching around my waist as I feel his thick bulge pressing hotly against my pussy.

      His hands go to my top, slipping the straps from my shoulders and yanking the dress down until my breasts spill out of it. Liam groans as his lips drop to start kissing over the soft milky flesh of my young tits. “Fuck, I’ve been dying to see these all night.”

      “You can always ask,” I say, giggling and then groaning as I feel his lips latch onto one of my sensitive nipples.

      “I’d rather just take, actually,” he says gruffly, and I whimper at the coarseness of his words.

      His fingers find me wet and ready, and he slips one easily inside as I reach for his zipper. God he’s so big, and I can actually feel myself get wetter just by touching his cock and feeling how rock hard it is for me.

      I pull him out through his fly and start to stroke him against my thigh as his lips and tongue tease across my breasts, making me moan and arch my back as if feeding them to him. He pushes forward, the thick head of his cock sliding between my slippery wet lips, and then we’re both crying out as he slams inside.

      There’s no preamble, and none needed. We both want this; hard, fast, and right now.

      “Oh yes, Professor!” I moan loudly, my fingers slipping through his hair and holding him to my breasts as he tongues my nipples. “Oh please fuck me! Fuck me hard Professor!”

      Liam grunts, his hips pumping as he drives his big, fat cock into my dripping wet pussy again and again. His finger is on my clit, rubbing me in circles as he fucks me, and with his mouth sucking on my sensitive nipples, I can already feel myself start to drive towards that edge.

      My whole body shakes with the force of his thrusts, hitting me deep and perfectly inside. I can feel his balls, so full of cum for me, slapping against my ass as fucks in and out of me His muscled arms clutch at me as I moan and whimper and beg for him to fuck me harder.

      “Oh, fuck, honey,” he growls. “I’m gonna come, baby. His mouth slides up to my lips and he kisses me hard. “I’m going to bury my cock right up to that womb, and I’m going to fill you up with every fucking drop of my cum.”

      Oh my God.

      And it's there that I think again about the fact that I’ve been letting this man take me bare; no condom, no birth control. And I know we’re playing with fire with that, but I just don’t care. I want to feel him explode inside of me, and the thought of what that might means only gets me wetter and hotter. Only drives me higher as I start to fall over the edge.

      “Come for me, Professor!” I cry out, not caring how loud I am or who can hear me. “I want to feel you come inside of me! I want you to fill my tight teenage pussy up with your cum!”

      He roars as he drives in deep, and suddenly, I can feel his cock throbbing deep inside of me. And when I feel his hot cum splashing inside of me, I lose it, and I go tumbling over the cliff as my orgasm tears through me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Jesus Christ.

      I’ve now escalated things to where I’m fucking one of my students in the bathroom of a restaurant. Loudly, I might add. Loud enough that more than a few people shoot us looks as we make our way back to the table, including one middle-aged woman who shook her head and muttered something about “illegal” as we passed.

      Ellie’s response? This girl straight up grabbed my ass and kissed me on the cheek in the middle of the damn dining room as we walked back to our table.

      How the fuck did I get her again?

      And part of me wants to shake myself and scream “what the fuck are you doing?!”, but I know I can’t stop. I’ve had a taste of the forbidden fruit, and now I just want more. I want it so much that I can’t resist even one chance to drag her off and fuck her tight little body silly with my cock. I keep telling myself it’s wrong, and that I’m morally corrupting her, but I can’t resist dumping my cum into this tight, barely legal student.

      Fuck you, man. You know it’s more than that.

      And it is, and it scares the shit out of me. But I know it's true. Little Ellie Thompson is way more than just some girl with perfect ripe tits riding my cock. She’s more than just the hottest sex I’ve ever had, or the tightest pussy I’ve ever even conceived of.

      She’s making me feel like me; the real me. The me I used to be when I was writing and the guy I haven’t really seen much of since that dried up. Fuck, I mean she makes me want to write again.

      Of course, she’s also making me rock hard with her head on my shoulder and her tits pressed against my arm like that. The pickup truck bounces on a pothole, and I almost groan out loud at the way those big tits shake against me.

      “You better be thinking about the road.”

      I grin and look down to see her arching a brow at the bulge in my pants.

      “Oh, that?” I shrug “Yeah that’s definitely from the road.”

      She giggles. “Uh-huh.”

      Suddenly, I feel small fingers on my zipper. “Do you need a little help, Professor?”

      Jesus. It’s that little-girl voice again that gets my cock hard as steel.

      Her fingers slip inside my pants and slowly curl around my cock, and I jerk the wheel a little.

      “Eyes on the road, mister.”

      I chuckle. “You’re not making that easy.”

      Ellie pulls my cock out and suddenly I feel her warm wet tongue sliding over me.

      Fuck yes.

      “I can taste myself,” she says quietly, her tongue swirling over my dick. Her lips circle my head and slide down, inhaling my shaft and making me grip the wheel tighter.

      She pulls off with a wet slurp. “I taste good.”

      Seriously, this girl can NOT be real.

      She slowly moves up onto her knees on the bench seat next to me and starts to bob her head in my lap. I grunt as I reach under her and slide a hand into her dress, rolling her nipples in my fingers and making her moan around my shaft. I slide my hand back out and move it over her back, trailing down and yanking the hem of her skirt up.

      My fingers slide down over her tight little ass, loving the hot, bare, and supple skin there as I slide it down to find her wet and ready for me.

      Fuck, I never want this girl to wear panties again.

      She’s soaking wet as I let a finger curl inside of her, and she moans around my cock as she sucks me as deep as she can. It’s taking everything I have to watch the road, with this forbidden coed sucking my cock, but her mouth is Goddamn heaven.

      I push my fingers deep, letting one flick across her clit, determined to make her come before she makes me explode, which I can already tell is going to happen sooner than later.

      Ellie pulls off my cock again and moans into my thigh. “Oh God, Professor. You’re going to make me co- oooh!” She squeals and I can feel her pussy flood my hand with her sticky wetness.

      Her mouth drops and then I really can barely keep my eyes on the road as she just starts to go to town on my cock. She’s whimpering and moaning and slurping on me as she bobs her pouty lips up and down, until I can barely hold onto sanity.

      “I’m gonna come, honey,” I grunt out.

      “Not yet,” she gasps quickly, pulling away. “I want it inside of me.”

      The wheel jerks again as she slips a leg over my lap and slowly lowers herself onto me, and it takes everything I have to keep us on the road. I’m staring out the windshield over her shoulder as she starts to sink down on my cock. She starts to bounce up and down, that soft voice whimpering in my ear as her ridiculously tight pussy milks me and sucks the cum from my balls.

      I groan, and I don’t get two minutes into her bouncing her tight little cunt up and down my shaft before I rock my hips up and start to just blast my cum into her.

      She rides me for all she’s worth, cooing and moaning into my ear as she milks every single damn drop of my cum deep into her pussy.

      [image: ]
* * *

      That night, she sleeps at my place. No illicit office sex, no sneaking into dorm rooms, no roommate, no bullshit. That night, it’s just her and I, and it’s fucking perfect.

      That night, she falls asleep in my arms for the first time, her soft, warm naked body curled into me as we drift off together.

      And it’s the best damn sleep I’ve had in years.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      Three weeks later, and I’m on cloud nine. Three weeks of losing myself so deliciously with Liam, three weeks of feeling his body against mine, his mouth on me, his cock inside of me.

      And three weeks of knowing this is something so much more than that. Three weeks later, this isn’t just “learning” or “seeing where this goes.” We still don’t have a label or anything, but I know we both know it’s something much bigger than the illicit thrill that comes with the forbidden nature of our relationship.

      Of course, that certainly helps things. I’d be lying if I said the dirty, naughty thrill wasn’t part of it. There’s certainly something quite hot about sitting it in his class knowing that no one around me has the faintest idea that I’ve just swallowed his cum in his office five minutes before, or felt his big cock thrust deep inside my young pussy as I came.

      He’s my secret scandal, and I love it.

      And it’s because I have his class in forty-five minutes that I feel my cheeks burn as I climb the stairs to the top floor of the English department, which I know is fairly quiet at this hour on a Tuesday. Thinking about how much I want to walk into class later feeling his cum deep inside my pussy has me dripping wet and aching for him as I walk down the hallway in the heels, skirt, and knee-highs I’ve picked out especially to drive him wild.

      His door is open, and I’m biting my lip and grinning as I start to just stroll inside, when I stop cold in my tracks.

      Liam and the girl he’s with look up at me, smiling, as I stand there frozen in the doorway. They’re laughing, each sipping from glass tumblers with a bottle of whiskey on the desk between them.

      I can feel my pulse freeze in my chest as the girl blinks at me, smiling. She’s young, and very pretty, and I know how ridiculously juvenile and jealous I’m being, but I can’t help it. I’m trying to push it away and shake the it off, but then she’s putting her hand on his arm in a way that says they know each other, and I see red.

      “Oh, hello, Ms. Thompson.”

      Liam calls me that all the time around other students or faculty, but something about the way he says it in front of her makes me roar inside. With teachers and students, it’s like he protecting me from scrutiny when he calls me “Ms. Thompson.”

      With this girl, it feels like he’s hiding me.

      Her hand is still on his arm as she smiles sweetly at me, sipping her drink, and I want to murder her, or him, or both.

      “You need to know that I’ve never done this before.”

      And it’s bullshit, I know that now. Because it sure doesn’t look like I was the first time. Not now, not with her sitting there with that familiar touch.

      Liam frowns. “Ms. Thompson?”

      I say nothing as I whirl and storm away from the office, the heat in my face this time a dark, horrible feeling instead of the glow I walked up here with.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Fuck.

      I stare at the doorway where Ellie was just standing, blinking and frowning at her exit. But then it’s suddenly all clicking and I swear again under my breath at what she just walked in on and my own stupidity.

      Casey laughs and I glare at her. “Oh what.”

      She rolls her eyes. “Liam, please, I’m your agent.”

      “So?”

      “So I know you, and I know the look in that girl’s eye.”

      I can feel myself bristling. “Look, it’s nothing like-”

      “Bullshit.”

      I glare at her. “Watch it, Casey.”

      She rolls her eyes again. “Look I’m not saying shit, I’m just saying you better go fix that, whatever that is.”

      “It’s nothing, Case.”

      My young agent shrugs. “Well hey, if it's just some book groupie thing-”

      “It’s nothing like that!” I snap angrily, feeling the heat rise in my face.

      She grins and raises her brow. “Case and point.”

      Fuck. Busted.

      “You’re into her, I can see it plain as day, Liam.”

      I shake my head, snatching the glass of whiskey off my desk. “She’s my student, Casey.”

      She grins. “And Lisa was my boss, dude. Didn’t stop me from marrying her now did it?”

      I down the amber liquid, grimacing at the burn and still thinking of Ellie running out that door with that look on her face. “That was different.”

      Casey snorts. “What, ‘cause we’re gay?”

      “No, it’s just-”

      What the FUCK am I waiting for?

      “I’m being a fucking idiot, aren’t I?”

      “By sitting here acting like a wimp instead of chasing after that girl?” Casey arches a brow at me. “Uh, yeah, dude. Go get her.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I catch up with her outside her dorm, by the side door.

      “Ellie!”

      She whirls as she sees me jogging up, her eyes narrowed and her face red. “Go away.”

      I finally reach her and reach out for her arm. “Ellie, listen to me-”

      She shakes my hand away and steps back from me. “Oh fuck off, seriously.”

      “That’s not what it looked like,” I growl.

      She barks out a laugh. “Please, spare me the cliche, okay?”

      “Ellie-”

      “Look I don’t care, okay? I know we’re not- I mean, we never agreed what we were or what I even mean to you.”

      “Dammit, will you listen to-”

      “I have to go.”

      Her voice is icy, silencing me. We stand there staring at each other before she suddenly turns on her heel and speed walks away, breaking into a run as I watch her disappear into her dorm.

      The door slams shut behind her.
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        Liam

      

    
    
      I go a whole day sulking and acting like a sullen fucking teenager about. I type out and then erase about twenty text messages to Ellie, and hover my thumb over her number another hundred times.

      Please, spare me the cliché, okay?

      Fuck.

      In a way, she’s fucking right. Here I am, a college english professor fucking around with a damn student half my age.

      All I need is a red fucking sports car and I am every bit the cliché I bet this looks like.

      Except I also don’t give a shit about “what it looks like.” I don’t care what sort of cliché people think this is. Because whatever Ellie and I are -  however illicit and totally fucking wrong it is - it’s not the tawdry, manipulative affair I know people would assume it is. There’s no power trip here, no “oh professor, I’ll do anything for a better grade” nonsense. I’m not her sugar-daddy, and she’s not my cure for feeling old.

      She’s my fucking everything.

      I know the age thing is bizarre. And while I’d be a fucking liar if I tried to claim that fucking a girl as young and sexy as her didn’t get my cock harder than ever, she could be my age, or fucking twice my age, and I’d still have the feelings I have her.

      And that’s why this isn’t the bullshit cliché people would think this is.

      The physical is the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced, but it’s knowing her - the gorgeous, sensitive, incredible woman inside - that has me twisted up and lost. If this was just me getting my dick wet in some barely legal freshman pussy, I could handle whatever hiccups or train wrecks came my way.

      But not when she’s found her way into my heart like this.

      Not when it’s real like this.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I finally see her a day later.

      I’m at the front podium in my lecture hall when she steps in, and it’s everything else in my head just fades away at the sight of her.

      Holy fuck.

      It’s also everything I can do to keep my fucking eyes in my head and my damn tongue in my mouth.

      She’s gorgeous. Cock-throbbingly, jaw-droppingly sexy in this tight sweater with the sleeves pulled up, and a skirt just short enough to almost give a flash of tight young ass as she waltzes right past me into the room.

      She dressed up for this class.

      It’s obvious, and knowing that gets my blood pumping a little faster as I think about her prepping and making sure she looked extra hot for when we saw each other again after that moment outside her dorm.

      She wants me to feel all coiled up and ready to pounce on her.

      She wants my cocky to be so hard from just seeing her that I can barely get through the lecture.

      And I barely can.

      I’m dimly aware of getting through the day’s lecture one fucking bullet point at a time, like a checklist. But I’m basically just talking on autopilot, because it’s impossible to concentrate with whats going on in the front row.

      Ellie.

      Specifically, Ellie crossing and uncrossing her legs about a hundred times, and each time, giving me the quickest last of pure-white panty.

      Needless to say, my cock is about tearing a hole in my pants.

      I’m stumbling through words, droning on about God knows what while I just stare at the little tease doing her damnedest to hide a grin while she flashes her little panties at me.

      She know exactly what she’s doing, and she’s enjoying it.

      And that’s when I decide that I’m done hemming and hawing about this. I’m done acting like the confused, dumb teenager about this girl.

      Because I’m a man - a man who knows exactly what he wants.

      And I’m going to take what I want.

      Right now.

      I stop talking and glance at my watch.

      “You know what?” I look up and smile at the class. “We’ve got twenty minutes left, but I think we’re going to stop things right here.”

      There are a few murmurs, and a few puzzled looks as I slam the lesson book shut.

      “We’ll pick this up in a few days, alright?”

      The lecture hall fills with shuffling as students start to collect their things and stand. I turn and look right at her.

      “Ms. Thompson.”

      Her cheeks flush as she swallows quickly and looks at me with those big blue eyes.

      “I need to see you in my office, right now.”

      The lecture hall is slowly emptying around us, but she’s still sitting there, fingers toying with her pen.

      She shakes her head.

      I growl lowly.

      I’m not playing games. I’m far too hard for that, and far to interested in making that sweet little pussy come for me to do the back and forth with this.

      I step towards her seat.

      “Now, Ms. Thompson.”

      She swallows quickly before shooting me this defiant, sassy look.

      “I think we’ve gone over everything that needs going over, professor.”

      The last of the other students trickles out the door. She stands abruptly, and she’s grabbing her bag and starting for the door when my hand jerks out.

      I grab her by both arms and she’s gasping as I yank her tight against me.

      “You mean everything to me,” I say thickly, my eyes burning into hers. I say it loud, and forcefully, and she’s suddenly staring up at me with those big blue eyes.

      “You mean everything to me,” I say, softer now.

      She swallows thickly and bites her lip. “Well who the fuck was that girl?”

      I grin. “Casey, my agent.” I raise a brow at her. “Gay, and married, by the way.”

      Ellie’s face goes bright red, and she drops her head down before looking up at me with this guilt, embarrassed expression.

      “You’re lucky you’re so charming, you know,” she says, trying to hide the smile that starts to creep across her lips.

      “Oh I’m lucky for a lot more than that,” I say, kissing her softly on the lips, right there in the empty lecture hall.

      And there’s more I want to say, I just don’t know how; not yet at least. Because they’re things and words I never have said, and words I’ve avoided.

      So how in the world is this girl - this totally off-limits girl who’s so wrong for me, the one I have no future with - making me want to?

      “God, I’m an idiot,” she mumbles, her face still red as she pulls away from my kiss.

      “I acted like a total psycho bitch without knowing what was going on.”

      I grin. “If I’d walked in on you in that situation with some guy, I’d have probably knocked his fucking teeth out.”

      She grins, biting her lip in this unintentionally seductive way.

      “Think you can forgive me, professor?”

      Fuck. The word is like fucking kryptonite to me at this point, and I can feel the blood roar inside of me as my cock goes rock-hard in my pants.

      “Well that depends, Ms. Thompson,” I growl, pulling her tight enough against me that I know she can feel how hard I am.

      She does, and she moans quietly as she moves her hips tighter against me.

      “Depends on what, professor?” she says softly, her eyes sparkling and her tongue darting out across her lips.

      “It depends,” I growl into her ear, my hand tracing down over her ass, lifting the skirt, and hooking a thumb into the waist of her panties.

      “It depends on how fast you can take these fucking panties off, give them to me, and the get to my office.”
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        Ellie

      

    
    
      I’m a dirty, dirty girl.

      Well, no, not really. I mean I’ve slept with all of one man now in my entire life, but what I’m doing is dirty. It’s dirty and naughty, but I love being naughty for him.

      And sitting half-naked on my professor’s desk with my legs spread while he curls his tongue around my clit would probably be considered naughty.

      Liam grunts as he hungrily licks and slurps at my soaking wet pussy, burying his tongue deep inside and making me whimper as I clutch his hair. His fingers stroke my thighs, brushing across my pussy lips and even teasing around the tight little ring of my asshole, making me squeal and moan as he eats me.

      I gasp as his lips fasten around my clit, his tongue darting across it and making my whole body melt.

      “Play with your nipples baby,” He growls, looking up to see my hands sliding absently over my lacy bra with my blouse unbuttoned.

      I bite my lip and nod obediently, unhooking the front clasp of the bra and letting it drop before I run my hands over my full soft breasts.

      He growls as he reaches down and pulls his cock out, and I moan as I watch him start to stroke it in his fist while he pushes his tongue deep inside of me.

      “Mmm…you like my little pussy, don’t you Professor?” I say in that voice I know drives him wild.

      He looks up at me with a wicked grin. “Oh am I being obvious?”

      I start to giggle, but his tongue on my clit suddenly has me gasping, tossing my hair back as my fingers pull and pinch at my nipples.

      “Such a bad little girl, coming for her professor like this,” he growls, and I moan as I feel my body start to melt at his words. “Such a bad, dirty, naughty little girl,” He murmurs, his tongue sliding over my clit again and sending a shock through me.

      “I’ve been bad!” I gasp out, rolling my hips against his mouth. “I should probably be punished.”

      I can hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth, but then, I can hardly believe anything about what’s been going on the last month or so with him. All of this is so surreal, and wonderful, and perfect, so I’ve stopped trying to believe it and just let it all happen.

      “Punished, hmm?” I squeal suddenly as he yanks me up and spins me around. Before I know it, he’s got me bent over across his desk, my breath catching in my throat as I suck my lip between my teeth and feel his breath hot against my thigh.

      “Bad girls need to get punished, Ms. Thompson,” he husks into my skin, and I shiver. The moan falls from my lips as I feel his hands pull me wide as he buries his tongue in my pussy from behind like that.

      Suddenly, there’s a sharp crack, and I gasp at the bloom of heat spreading across my ass.

      Oh my God, he’s spanking me!

      The hand slaps down again, cracking deliciously against the smooth pink skin of my ass as he drives his tongue deep inside of me.

      “You’re such a naughty girl, honey, sneaking into my office so I can lick this tight little bad-girl pussy.”

      I cry out, my nails raking across his desk and my breath coming in gasps as his words and his tongue and his hand across my stinging ass rock me towards my climax.

      His hand spanks across my ass again as his tongue curls around my clit, and I can feel the orgasm start to clench up in my toes, my eyes squeezing shut.

      “Only dirty, naughty girls spread their legs on their professor's desk and let him fuck their tight little pussies with his big cock.”

      I’m so close, so close to falling over that edge.

      “Only bad girls open their mouths and swallow every drop of their professors cum.”

      His hand slaps down again, his tongue sliding deep inside. “And only very bad girls let their professors fill their hot little pussies with cum.”

      And that does it. I cry out as the orgasm crashed over me, making my whole body sing and explode as his tongue drives me right over the edge.

      I’m still gasping as he pulls me back into his lap in his office chair, stroking my cheek and holding me tight as I clutch at his chest. “You-” I look up into his eyes. “You are far too good at that.”

      He grins.
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        Ellie

      

    
    
      We go out to eat later - again, a few towns away where no one’s going to recognize us. And once again, it’s like none of the labels matter. I’m not his barely-legal student, and he’s not my inappropriately older professor.

      We’re just Ellie and Liam, having the time of our lives.

      Liam parks in the athletics department parking lot and insists on walking me back to my dorm, even if we both know Ally’s home tonight and he can’t come in.

      The campus is dark and bathed in dim moonlight as we walk hand-in-hand back to my dorm. We’re near the far, dark side of the English building, when I sigh.

      “I wish my roommate was gone.”

      Liam turns to me, one brow arched a hungry look on his face that gets my heart pounding in the darkness.

      “Oh?” He grins at me as he steps closer. “And why’s that?”

      I blush as I bite my lip. “Cause I kind of want you right now.”

      “Just kind of?” He growls, moving right against me and cupping my jaw with his hand.

      “It’s more like a whole lot,” I breathe, swallowing thickly.

      Without warning, Liam suddenly pulls me into him, kissing me hard on the mouth. I gasp as he pushes us back, right up against the brick wall of the English building.

      I gasp at the ferocity of him as I feel his hand immediately slide between us up under my skirt.  I moan into his mouth as he rubs my slit through my panties, and I can feel his hardness on my thigh as he grinds against me.

      His mouth drops to my neck, biting and sucking at the sensitive collarbone and making me moan out loud. His hands move to the light tank top I’m wearing, pushing it up over my belly and over my lacy bra. I quickly yank it off, moaning as his mouth dips to kiss and nibble at the valley between my breasts as he slipped his hand behind me to unhook my bra and push it up off of me.

      His mouth on my pink, erect nipples has me tossing my head back in pleasure, arching my back towards him. I can feel a burning desire radiating out from my pussy as he teases me, and I gasp again as he starts to drop to his knees, his mouth dropping lower and lower over my stomach.

      My panties are pulled quickly from me as he pushes my skirt up to my hips and hungrily moves his mouth up to my wet slit. I cry out as his tongue dragged hotly through my folds, whimpering as my hands drop to his hair.

      “Oh God, Professor!” I moan as his hands slide up the backs of my thighs, grabbing my ass and pulling me against his mouth.

      He hooks a leg up over his shoulder as his tongue delves deeper into my wet slit, I coo softly as his hands kneed my ass and his tongue dances across my clit. I whimper little mewling sounds and let my fingers tease my nipples as he pushes me higher and higher, making my body tumble under his tongue.

      He groans between my legs, pushing his tongue hotly into my slit and making me squirm and writhe in pleasure. He pushes two fingers between the tight, pink lips of my pussy, curling them up inside of me as he tongues my clit.

      I can’t take it anymore, and I drag him up, reaching between us and moaning as I feel his cock - already throbbing hard and out of his pants. I pull it against my dripping wet slit as he growls into my ear, and with one thrust of his hips, he’s buried to the hilt inside of me.

      Liam begins to fuck me with deep, powerful stroke, both of us gasping at the ferocity of our love-making.

      "You looked so fucking hot tonight, baby" He growls into my ear as I moan and wrap my legs around him.

      “Such a hot fucking tease in that sexy little skirt, showing off those legs and that perfect ass of yours." I gasp, feeling him grind in deep.

      Suddenly, he pulls out of me and flips me around. I moan and shiver as I put my palms against the brick wall, arching my ass out towards him.

      It might be dark, but we’re so out in the open right now.

      And I’m dripping wet.

      It’s the fact that anyone could come up and see us like this - that anyone could walk past and see Professor Martin balls-deep in a freshman - that has me hotter than ever, and literally panting for his cock.

      I groan as I feel him push his big, thick cock back into me, grunting as he begins to fuck me hard from behind.

      I moan loudly as I feel Liam’s strong hands grab me by the hips, holding me tight and palming his hand over my tight ass as he fucks me like an animal. I whimper as one hand trails over my hip to my clit, a thumb brushing over it as his beautiful cock drives in and out.

      "Oh fuck, Liam!” I moan, shoving my hips back to meet his thrusting as he pumps in and out of me. His other hand slips into my hair, making me gasp as he pulls it just hard enough to send an electric shiver through my body. His lips are at my ear, his breath hot against my neck as his cock throbs huge inside of me.

      I’m going to come.

      My body is spiraling out of control, and the world spinning around me as the orgasm comes roaring up to claim. And I don’t even have time to tell him before it comes shattering out of me.

      I cry out as I come, clawing at the brick wall and clinging to my sanity as I go crashing over the edge.

      Liam roars out as he grinds his cock into me, and I can feel it throb as his hot come explodes into me.

      We rock like that slowly as the last of his hot seed pumps into my tight slit, before we collapse, gasping, against the wall.

      We’re quiet for more than a few seconds, just stroking each other’s skin as we slowly came back to earth.

      I giggle as I slowly pull off of him, shivering wickedly at the feel of his come dripping out of me as he hands me my bra and tank top.

      Liam kisses me hotly, pulling me tight against him before he reaches for his shirt.

      My phone suddenly buzzes from my purse with a text. It’s Ally:

      “Theme party tonight at Phi Kappa - togas and masks…perfect for your mystery boyfriend!”

      I’m staring at the phone when Liam comes up behind me and nuzzles my neck. “What’s is it?”

      “Oh, nothing,” I say, putting the phone back into my bag and shaking my head. It’s a stupid idea, even if the thought of being out in public with Liam does sound fantastic.

      “Nothing, huh?”

      I turn and purse my lips as I look up at him. This man who’s making me feel and opening up this whole new side of me. “I- I mean; do you want to-” I groan. “It’s a stupid idea, forget it.”

      “Hey,” he grins as he catches my jaw in his hand and leans in to kiss me. “Whatever it is, it’s not stupid.”

      I sigh. “Well, you asked. Want to come to a frat party tonight with my roommate and I?”

      He arches a brow, a smirk on his lips. “A party?”

      “It’ll be fun?”

      He rolls his eyes. “Ellie, I teach here.”

      “Yeah, but it’s a mask party,” I say quickly. Liam looks at me like he’s trying to weigh out how serious I am about this. Heck, I’m trying to weigh that out.

      “It’ll be fun, huh?”

      I nod, biting my lip. “I know it’s bad, I just… I just want to be out with you. And it’d be great for you to meet Ally,” I grin. “Even with a mask on.”

      He sighs heavily, and I slip my arms around his waist. “I just want to show you off, that’s all.”

      He pulls me against him as he leans back against the brick wall. “Show me off, huh?”

      I feel my face flush. “Well, yeah, cause you’re sort of wonderful, you know.”

      Liam laughs. “You sure know how to sweet talk a man.”

      “I can think of a few other sweet things I can do to this man,” I say breathily, feeling my cheeks blush at even saying something like that.

      He laughs though, pulling me into him. “I’ve created a monster.”

      I giggle. “Yep!”

      He holds my gaze, his eyes searching mine, before he starts to nod. “Alright, fuck it, yeah.”

      “Yeah?”

      He kisses me. “Yeah, let's go to the mask party.”

      “Mask and toga party, actually.”

      His brows shoot up. “What?”

      “Can’t back out now!” I say with a laugh, throwing my arms around him and kissing him fiercely.
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      January in coastal New England seems like possibly the last time of the year you'd want to throw a toga-themed party, but nevertheless, the festivities are in full swing by the time we get there.

      The fraternity house is just off campus, and it’s pretty much exactly the place you'd imagine it to be -  a little grungy, a little dirty, smelling a lot like beer, and full of people.

      There’s another flash of apprehension as we move through the front door and into the crowd as people start to to turn and see us, but I force myself to relax. We’re both wearing masks, and Liam’s even wearing a white spandex sports sleeve over his tattooed arm under his toga. No one knows who we are.

      "So, ready to party?" I grin as I grab Liam’s hand and drag him through the front door.

      He looks bewildered and a possibly more than a little out of his element amongst the throngs of college-aged kids chugging beer and grinding to hip-hop music, but really, so am I. He squeezes my hand back and shrugs like it’s nothing.

      “What, this?" He rolls his eyes dramatically and grins back at me. “I’m going to show these kids how it's done."

      I laugh and wrap my arms around him, peppering his cheek with kisses.

      We went to a shopping center earlier a few towns over earlier to buy sheets for tonight, and someone had mistaken us for father and daughter. It wasn’t totally unbelievable considering he was more than double my eighteen years, but I was determined that tonight, no one would have any illusions as to the nature of our relationship, and they could think whatever they wanted about it.

      Besides, it isn’t like it’s going to be hard keeping my hands on Liam Martin all night. I mean he’s gorgeous for one, and honestly in probably better shape than half the frat guys cavorting around the place in bedsheets. I grin to myself as we walk in, seeing him already turning heads as we move into the crowd, and I know it isn’t just that he’s by far and away the oldest guy in the room. He looks hot, and I know that more than a few of the looks he’s getting are from girls my age. The looks he draws are checking him out, rather than wondering who he is and why a guy their father's age is at this party. Liam isn’t like all the other shirtless jocks high-fiving each other and crushing beer cans, with their waxed chests and cheesy tribal tattoos. No, Liam is a man, complete with hairy chest and without cliched tattoos.

      As we move into the back room, looking for the keg, a girl I recognized from one of my classes but who’s never spoken to me catches my arm while Liam’s head is turned the other way.

      "Oh my God, Ellie!” she whispers conspiratorially as she arches her brow and runs her eyes up and down Liam’s muscled back and arms; "Who is that?"

      I grinned, feeling the warm glow tickle up my whole body. "Oh, my boyfriend." I say it as nonchalantly as possible, but inside I’m practically jumping up and down.

      "Oh- wow." The girl gives me a big grin, as if she’s looking at me in a whole new light before she gives Liam one more hungry look and moves off into the crowd, leaving me on cloud nine.

      “Ellie!”

      I turn as Ally came pushing through the crowd towards us.

      "Hey, Ell- Oh!" Ally stumbles over her words as her jaw drops, and she looks quickly between Liam and I with a big grin on her face.

      Oh hi!" She gives me a quick 'are you fucking kidding me' look before she drags her eyes back to Liam.

      "You must be…”

      “Matt,” Liam says with a chuckle.

      "Well, Matt, I'm very glad to meet you! You've got a great girl here you know, and you better be nice to her!" She prods Liam’s bare chest, exposed in the toga, and then falters as she keeps her hand on his hard, chiseled muscles a moment longer than necessary. Anyone else and I might be insanely jealous, but this is Ally after all.

      He smiles, winking at me. "I plan on it."

      Well, I think to myself, at least she didn't say anything totally embara-

      “This is the total hottie who took your virginity?" I cringe and blush scarlet as Ally's slightly drunk "whisper" belts out loud enough for people around us to look over with raised brows.

      “Ally!”

      "Sorry! Sorry!" She brings her hands to her mouth and gives me an over-the-top apologetic look.

      I look up at Liam over her shoulder, but he’s grinning and looks more amused than anything else.

      Ally in tow, we move through the crowd towards the back room where the keg is apparently being kept. Liam grabs us three cups, but as he reaches for the tap handle, suddenly a sweaty, shirtless frat-looking guy with a backwards baseball hat and a toga half-hanging off his torso butts in front of him.

      He turns and gives Liam a cocky once-over. "Brothers get to cut the line, pal." He stops suddenly in his clearly half-drunk state and peers closer at Liam, as if suddenly actually seeing him.

      "Hey, DAD, who the fuck invited you anyways?" He turns and smirks at the two guys who’ve butted the line with him as if he’s just had the line of the century.

      "My girlfriend did." Liam says without missing a beat. His voice is even, but I see the muscles in his forearm clench for a moment. He nods towards me, and I feel myself go a little red, even though I’m wearing a mask. The frat guy turns and looks me up and down before turning back to Liam with a smirk on his face.

      "Ooooh, it's like that, huh?" Suddenly he pushes Liam a step back as he laughs and turns back to me. "Hey babe, how about you ditch the old guy and come get some of thi-"

      In a flash, Liam has the guy's arm twisted behind his back and frat-guy is suddenly whining as he’s forced to his knees on the floor. The crowd around us goes a little quiet, and I tense as I see a few other frat guys suddenly start to push their way through.

      Liam glances up and seems to see them coming, but his face is dead even, almost casual. As I watch, with Ally clutching my arm, Liam calmly reaches down and plucks the guy's beer out his other hand. And then, just as the other frat brothers break through the ring around us, Liam grins at them, tilts the cup back, and chugs down every drop of the guy's beer.

      I tense, feeling Ally grab my arm even tighter as the circle around us goes quiet. Suddenly, the frat guys around us just start cheering.

      Wait, what?

      Bewildered, Ally and I watch as a bunch of them crowd around Liam, slapping his back, shaking his hand, and even pouring him a fresh beer.

      "What the hell was that all about?" I ask him as the bros start to disperse back into the crowd and the music starts up again.

      Liam, looking more than a little smug, shrugs sheepishly. "I was a jock in college, guys," he grins at Ally and I. "I guess I speak the language."

      We crack up before I snag his arm and drag him into the dancing crowd.
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      Ally apparently knows when to bug off, and goes off on her own as Liam pulls me close and we start to dance.

      The whole thing is just surreal. Here I am, the book-nerd, the virgin, the wallflower, at some crazy college frat party dancing with the hot guy. And beyond all that, I’m loving it. And while part of me is still hanging on to the whole hangup of this being “wrong”, I can’t help but wonder why that is?

      So we’re different ages; so what?

      Yes, what's happening between us has an element of scandal to it given our positions as student and teacher, but even as hot as it is, it’s not something dirty - at least, not in that way. I can’t help how I feel, and this isn’t some “lust” thing where I’m just swept up by the first guy I sleep with and letting myself get carried away with the whole older man fantasy. I mean, I’d had a crush on Liam Martin since school started, before I even knew what that crush really meant. Yeah, I was introducing him to best friend with a mask on and a fake name, and when I looked at our relationship or whatever this thing was through that particular lens it seemed a bit tarnished.

      Beyond that of course was that Liam was my damn college English professor. I had pretty open-minded parents, but I had a pretty hard time picturing them giving the go-ahead on a forty year old man having a romantic relationship with their eighteen year old college freshman daughter.

      Liam’s arms move around me then, pulling me close, and I close my eyes and sink back into him as we sway to the music of the party. "Penny for your thoughts?" His voice is deep in my ear, and I grin and turn in his arms.

      “Nothing, I'm just-” I look up into his dark, piercing eyes, losing myself for a moment. “I’m just having a wonderful time with you, that's all.”

      "If there was any way for me to make this normal, baby-”

      "I know." I hug him tightly and feel him kiss the top of my head.

      "So, what'd you think of Ally?” I pull back and grin up at him, trying to lighten the mood.

      Liam rolls his eyes and laughs. "She's- she's everything I could have hoped for. She's hilarious, Ellie. Hang on to that one, good friends are rare."

      The music kicks up then, and we start to dance more, moving closer and hotter together. Liam’s turning me around and pulling me back into him, and as we move our hips together and grind together with the beats, I suddenly bite my lip as I feel something hard poking me from beneath his makeshift toga.

      "Penny for your thoughts, Professor?” I turn my head and stick my tongue out at him as I push my ass back into his erection.

      Liam smiles at me as he leans close. "I was thinking about someone's promise of letting me get a peep under that toga at that sweet little pussy tonight if I played my cards right."

      I blush and he kisses my neck. “So, am I playing them right?"

      "Oh, you're playing them very right." I turn and grab his hand. "Should we head back to your place?” I wink wickedly at him. “Or my dorm?”

      I start to pull him towards the door when he stops, pulling me back. "We could also stay here,” he says, arching an eyebrow at me suggestively.

      I feel a little flutter in my stomach. I’ve never hooked up with anyone at a frat party before, well, obviously. I don't even know how that works, actually. I blush then and roll my eyes at myself. Okay, so before Liam, I hadn't ever hooked up with anyone, anywhere.

      I bite my lip and look up into his eyes, feeling that tingling tug of desire the way I always do around him. "I- I don't know how-"

      "I do." He squeezes my arm and grins, starting to pull me towards the stairs. "Follow me."

      Okay, I’ve been to about two parties before, briefly, and I’ve always been the one giggling like an immature little prude whenever I saw couples sneaking away upstairs in the middle of one. It just always seemed so cliche, like something out of a movie. But there’s nothing cliched about how turned on I am as Liam leads me to the stairs. Besides that, no one really pays us any mind at all. That is, until I suddenly catch Ally staring at me with a big shit-eating grin on her face from the other side of the room. I blush and stick my tongue out at her, before Liam pulls me up the stairs.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I lost my virginity to Liam almost a month before, though somehow, as we step into the dark bedroom upstairs, my heart is pounding like it’s my first time.

      But, as the door closes behind us, sealing us back away from the crowds and questions, it’s just us. And then I feel my nervousness drop away like it'd never even been there. I feel confident then, when it’s just Liam and I. No matter the questions and looks from other people or the multitude of reasons why we can’t - or at least shouldn't - be together. Up here alone, we’re in our own world.

      Confidence and desire coursing through me then, I bite my lip and shove him back onto the bed, feeling my pulse jump as I move towards him. I’ve had all of two sips of beer, so I’m not drunk or anything. But I feel alive in the way he looks at me like I’m some sort of sexual goddess.

      With my eyes locked onto him, I slowly undo the tie at the front of my bed-sheet toga, before letting the whole thing drop to my feet in a white linen puddle.

      "Oh, was this the little pussy you were trying to get a peek of?" I say it in my most innocent voice, looking at him with pouty eyes as I tease a fingertip up my inner thigh. I’ve neglected to mention to him that I’ve left my panties behind.

      I can see Liam’s eyes darken with desire as he growls at me. "Yeah, that's the one." His eyes hungrily drink in every inch of my nude young body, his muscled chest rising and falling heavily.

      Smirking and keeping my eyes locked on his, I move towards him, until I’m right between his legs. I drop to the ground on my knees and place my hands on his thighs.

      "Well, you've got me up here in this dark bedroom all to yourself, mister." I suck at my lower lip as I let my words drip with my most innocent, girlish voice. I can see him tense, his jaw grinding tight and his eyes flashing at me.

      "What do you wanna do with me, mister?"

      Liam stares at me with his mouth hanging open, tongue tied at my over-the-top sex-kitten act I’m putting on. I grin at him as I push my hands under his toga, up his legs until I feel the huge bulge of his cock in boxers.

      In a flash, I’m tugging them down his legs, and then pushing his toga open wide. His thick, throbbing cock springs out to bob heavily in front of my face, and I moan quietly as I bring my small hand up to circle his thick girth. I can’t imagine ever getting tired of that “wow” feeling whenever I see his enormous dick.

      "Wow, you've sure got a big dick, mister!" I look up at him with pouty eyes, keeping my voice girlish and watching him groan. "Do- do you want me to suck on it?"

      Liam groans out loud, his eyes blazing at me. Grinning at him and without waiting for an answer, I lean forward and wrap my soft lips around his big cock.

      He moans as I suck him in, my tongue swirling around his head and teasing the underside of him. I keep my eyes locked on his face, watching him close his eyes and toss his head back in pleasure as I slurp on his cock.

      I suck and lick at Liam another minute or so before he sits up then and pulls me up. He kisses me hard, and I moan into his mouth as his fingers slip into my tight pussy as he pulls me into his lap on the edge of the bed. His lips move down to my neck, making me gasp as he sucks at the tender skin there. I can feel him slipping the head of his cock against my tight, dripping wet slit, and feel the flush of heat that radiates out from there at his touch.

      I push him back down onto the bed and bite my lips as I straddle his hips and gyrate my tight body above him, moving my hands up to cup my full, warm breasts. "Lay back, Professor. I want to ride you this time.”

      He gives me that look again that makes me both blush and moan, like I’m some sort of goddess. I blow him a kiss as I swing my legs over him, turning around so that my ass is pushed back as I hover above his thick cock. Reaching back, we both moan as I teased my slit with his head, before slipping it between my folds and slowly sinking back on to him.

      Liam growls, and I gasp as I sink down on his big, thick cock, all the way until I can feel the tickling hairs of his abdomen against my ass and his big balls pressed tight against my lips. My fingers dig into his thighs as I slowly raise myself up, loving the way he groans as my pussy milks every inch of him, before pushing back down onto him.

      I start to slowly ride him like that, rocking and rolling my hips as I fuck his big cock with deep even strokes, all while the party rages downstairs. I can feel his hands on my ass; spreading me and clutching me tight as I undulate up and down him.

      Liam rocks up into me again, grabbing my tight little ass as he grinds deep into my slit with his big cock, and I moan again as the pleasure throbs through me. He reaches forward and grabs my wrists in his hands. I suddenly gasp as he pulls my arms behind my back and then holds them there as he pulls my body tight. He starts fucking up into me, and the feeling of being so controlled and so restrained by him has me gasping as pleasure rocks through my body.

      "Oh! Professor!” My innocent little girl voice is back, and I can hear him groan beneath me. "Fuck my little pussy with that big, thick cock of yours!" I start to bounce faster and faster on him, and his grunts begin to fill the room. “Oh, fuck me, Professor! Fuck me with that big thick cock! Pump my tight little freshman pussy with that dick!”

      Liam groans at my little innocent voice, and I start to bounce up and down on him faster and faster as I squeal and moan. I’m going to come soon - bare and wet on his cock -  and I want to feel him fill me when I do. I want to feel him pump every drop of his hot cum inside me, no matter the consequences.

      “God you feel so good stretching me like that, mister. Your big fat cock feels so good inside of me like that!”

      I can hear Liam groan behind me as I bounce on him, milking every inch of his shaft. He sits up then, rocking deep inside of me his hands slide up to cup my big, swaying breasts, running his fingertips over my nipples.

      “Play with your clit, honey,” he growls as he bites my ear, making my young body shudder with pleasure. “I want to feel you milk every single drop of my cum out of my balls deep in that tight pussy.”

      He begins to hungrily suck and kiss at my neck, sending shivers right down my spine. “I’m gonna come, baby.” He growls into my ear, making me moan out loud as I feel the tremors start in my toes as my body begins to crash over the edge. “And I’m gonna pump you full of my thick, hot cum.” I teeter on the edge, feeling myself start to fall.

      “Come for me, honey. Come on my big dick.”

      Yeah, that does it.

      With a loud cry, I shudder as I come, clenching tight around Liam and moaning as my orgasm tears through me. And right then, Liam’s cock swells up, and with a roar, I feel him throb and twitch deep inside of me as the first thick squirt of his cum splashes up into me.

      Squirt after squirt of his hot, thick cream erupts into my fertile young body, filling me to the absolute brim as he growls and slowly keeps pumping me.

      Slowly, gasping, we slow to a stop until we’re still in the semi-dark of the room, breathing heavily and trying to catch our breaths.

      Ok, wow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 24

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      Ellie and I lay in that bedroom upstairs, with the party locked away on the other side of the door, and it’s just the two of us. She’s laying against my chest, her fingers trailing over the inked lines and designs of my sleeve tattoo. Her small, warm body is curled up against my much bigger, harder frame, and I let my eyes close as I feel her breath on my chest and inhale the scent of her hair.

      “What are we going to do?” I murmur before I can stop myself.

      I grin, yeah, it was me that just said that. The cliche here would be the younger, inexperienced girl being the one getting weird with this and starting to get clingy. But fuck, here I am saying it. Because right then, I don’t want this to end. I don’t want to go back downstairs and have to put a fucking mask, I want to shout to the world that she’s mine.

      Because yeah, she’s young, but not in spirit. I mean this girl reads books - real fucking great books - and she thinks, and she’s got a brilliant mind. I think again to the mystery coffee shop girl with Joyce under her arm and the ass I couldn’t get enough of. Yeah, she’s sexy as all fucking sin, but it’s the combo of the sort of sexiness that she doesn’t even quite know how to use yet and the fact that she can keep up with my intellectually.

      I almost want to take back my words before I ruin the whole damn moment, but then she’s turning, and she’s kissing me. I growl into those soft, pouty lips.

      “Well,” she says, pulling back, her eyes looking up as she thinks. “I mean, I’m only your student another few months, right?”

      I can feel my cock twitch a little bit as she says it. She feels it, of course, and grins as she reaches down to give me a languid stroke. “After that?” She shrugs. “After that could we be open?”

      “People would talk.”

      She winks. “Fuck ‘em.”

      I laugh. “You’ve been hanging around me too long. I think I’m corrupting you into a girl with a dirty mouth.”

      She bites her lip, her eyes sparkling at me as she leans close.

      “Well why don’t you take me home, and I’ll let you corrupt this dirty little mouth as much as you want.”

      Uh, check please.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 25

        

        Liam

      

    
    
      I’m still in dreamland with this girl as we unlock the door and head back down to the party. It’s still the madhouse it was before, but I’m barely aware of it as we move through the crowd.

      If there was any weirdness before about me being here with her, even with the mask, considering our ages, people either don’t care, or are too drunk to give a shit anymore. Which is fine with me, because all I want to do is head back to my house and bury my tongue Ellie’s pussy.

      And we get so damn close to making that happen. In fact, we get to the front lawn before the shit hits the fucking fan.

      “So, what, this is the dude you decide to fuck instead of me?”

      I can feel Ellie’s grip tighten on my arm. Yeah, I recognize that voice. I turn to see a very drunk looking Ted - that shitbag ex of hers - leering at us as he stumbles down the front steps of the frat house. Even though I know that this fuckwad never got to even touch her, just sight of him brings me to a red rage. Yeah, he might not have gotten a taste of this girl, but I know he tried, and I know he’s thought about it, and that right there is enough to bring out the damn caveman in me.

      “Walk away,” I growl, narrowing my eyes through the mask at him. I turn, and start to lead Ellie away from this loser, when suddenly she’s gasping as she pulls right out of my arm.

      I whirl, the red rage hot in my face as I see Ted with his fucking hand on Ellie’s arm, holding her tight and leering at her.

      “You get your fucking hands off of her,” I growl as I pull Ellie gently away from him and then shove Ted a step back, my eyes flashing at him as my fists raise.

      He flips me off. “Listen old man, fuck off. No one invited you here.”

      I can feel the blood roaring in my veins, but I push the heat down, forcing myself to breathe. Yeah, I want to pound this little shit’s face in, right here in front of everyone. Yeah, I could wipe that smug little prick smile off his face right here and knock him on his punk ass in front of all his little friends.

      But I force myself to breathe.

      Don’t make a scene. Just walk away with her and leave this shitbag to his bullshit.

      “I invited him,” Ellie says with an edge to her voice.

      Ted snorts. “Yeah well that’s cause you’re a slut with daddy issues.”

      I don’t think, I just do.

      I don’t even really remember the first hit later, but I remember the satisfaction in seeing the blood come pouring out of Ted’s nose as he goes stumbling backwards. He jumps back faster than I’d have given him credit for, and suddenly he’s rushing right into me and knocking us both down.

      And then the crowd goes fucking ape-shit, of course. People are cheering and yelling and pumping their fists in the air as we grapple on the ground, and I can hear Ellie screaming. Ted gets one lucky hit in, but then I’ve got him on his back, and I’m letting my fist crash across his smug face again and again.

      And slowly, I’m aware that the cheering has stopped, and it’s dead quiet.

      I look up, Ted’s toga still in my fist and realize everyone is staring at me.

      “Professor Martin?” A guy to my right who I also recognize from a class of mine is staring at me with his jaw dropped, and it’s then that I look down and see my mask, lying on the ground.

      Oh shit.

      Suddenly, there are sirens, and four campus safety cars screeching to a halt in front of the frat house as students start to scatter. The scene is pure chaos, but somehow, it’s like I’m in this tunnel as I just drop Ted and stand, and lock eyes with Ellie.

      And she looks as scared as I feel.

      “Officer! Officer!” Ted’s up and screaming, holding his bloody nose, his eyes wild as he flails his arms in the air.

      Fuck. Fuck-fuck-fuck. I’m a Goddamn teacher, with my knuckles bloody from the student I just hit, wearing a fucking toga on the lawn of a frat house.

      Oh, right, and my barely legal student girlfriend’s pussy I can still taste on my tongue is standing three feet away from me.  Yeah, this is bad.

      The campus cops are surrounding us, eyes flicking between Ted and I as they shine flashlights over the two of us.

      “Officers!” Ted’s near hysterics, and part of me wants to grin at how much of a pussy he is after getting hit, but there’s no place for smiling right now.

      “This man is harassing young students.”

      The cop in charge raises his brow and looks at me, but Ellie is stepping between us and lacing her fingers through mine. “That’s not true-”

      “He’s a professor here!” Ted says shrilly. “He works here and he’s been fucking her!” He spits the last words out, sneering at Ellie in a way that makes me want to knock him down all over again. “She’s a student here and this guy’s been fucking her.”

      And there’s the hammer coming down.

      The scene goes quiet, and the cops and the few older students who didn’t feel are all slowly turning to stare at Ellie and I. It’s literally everything I never wanted to happen; it’s the nightmare of being found out like this, and it’s happening right here in front of my face.

      “Now, hang on,” I say gruffly, holding my hands up.

      The cop shines his flashlight into my face, cutting me off as he turns to Ellie. “Miss, do you go to school here?”

      Her face is white, but her lips are pressed together, not saying a damn thing.

      “Miss?”

      “She does!” Ted spits out. He sneers at me. “She’s a freshman.”

      The cops turn back to me, looking even more somber, when one of the backup guys steps forward, and I groan as I realize I recognize him from late-night patrols around the English department.

      “Yeah, chief, I know this guy. He’s that writer; the English professor.”

      The guy in charge suddenly looks at me with recognition, and he narrows his eyes at me as he suddenly reaches for the taser on his belt. “Step away from the girl, Mr. Martin.”

      But I’m not letting go, and neither is she. I can feel her pulse racing where our hands are clasped, and I can feel her fingers squeezing hard.

      “Step away, sir,” the cop says again, and the group of them start to move towards us.

      “Fuck off,” I growl.

      Which is really the last thing you should say to a group of cops.

      I can hear Ellie screaming as they yank her away when they tackle me, and it only fuels my fury as I try and shake them off and get back to her. But there are three of them holding me down, and all I can do is strain against them and roar as a female officer drags Ellie away to one of the cars.

      And then she’s gone, and I’m still raging to get free, still roaring at them to fuck off and let me be when they slap the cuffs on and drag me away.

      But the worse part is, I don’t get to say it. The worse part is, the words that’ve been bubbling to the surface for weeks now - the words I’ve never said to anyone - are right there.

      Only now it’s too late.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 26

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      And then it’s over, just like that.

      At the police station, there are a million questions, and then even one of the junior Deans of the college asking me over and over if I want to press charges.

      What? No.

      No, I just want them to let me go and let me get back to the man that I lo-

      It’s that thought that eventually has me breaking down into tears, because right then I know it’s true, and I know it’s been true.

      I love him, and I’m getting that now that the whole thing is blowing up in my face.

      The police and the Dean want me to sign this absurd statement about Liam pressuring me and being “professionally irresponsible”, but I refuse, again and again. Eventually, they try and call my parents, which is mortifying, until I hear my dad threatening a lawsuit over the phone if they don’t let me walk out of there right then.

      They let me go five minutes later, and I collapse into Ally’s waiting arms as the tears finally come.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Originally, after that horrible night, the school had wanted to kick me out after I refused to sign anything, until my parents showed up the next day with a lawyer and litigation paperwork. When I’d gone to meet them outside my dorm when they arrived, I’d held my breath, feeling my cheeks burn and waiting for the “this was so irresponsible” talk.

      But it never came, because as it turns out, my parents were actually really cool about it. My mom hugged me and stroked my back when I started to cry, telling me it was going to be okay. And my dad just wanted to make sure Liam hadn’t hurt me, and once he saw how opposite the situation was, I think he knew.

      I think they both could see it on my face that this wasn’t some sordid affair, or a mistake, or some sort of experimentation.

      It was real, right there on my face, and they knew it.

      And here we are a week later, and it’s like the sun’s gone away.

      A week later, and everything’s changed. Liam’s gone, and I’ve been told part of his pending charges from the college involve him not being in contact with me; phones, email, all of it. Plus he’s been barred from campus. And that’s the worst part, not knowing where he is or what’s going on.

      I should feel scandalized - and believe me, there’s plenty of scandal surrounding it - just from walking around campus, but I just don’t care.

      Because I just want him. The looks, the arched eyebrows, the whispers - none of it matters, because I know how I feel. And I know what happened between Liam and I might be frowned upon, but it wasn’t wrong. I know that now. It’s something people might not understand, but that doesn’t make it bad.

      I’m in class - his class - but of course, it’s not Liam up a the podium anymore. Susan, the department head has taken over Liam’s lectures, and so it’s her up there now, talking about who knows what. Because I can’t focus, especially here in this room that reminds me of him. I’m no longer sitting front and center like I did before, because, well, I just can’t.

      Susan is mid-sentence when the door to the lecture hall suddenly slams open, and my heart jumps right up into my throat.

      It’s Liam. Here, standing right there and looking right at me.

      Susan whirls as he storms in and starts to shake her head and wag her finger. “Oh no, Mr. Martin! You are not supposed to-”

      “Uh-huh,” he growls dismissively, moving right past her and never taking his deep dark eyes off of me.

      There’s a titter through the crowd of assembled students, but I barely even hear them over the roar of my pulse in my ears.

      He’s here, he came back.

      He came back for me.

      “Mr. Martin!” Susan’s voice is shrill as she scowls at him with her hands on her hips. “I suggest you leave immediately!”

      He stops at the front of the class, looking up at the theater seating to where I’m sitting towards the back of the room.

      “Mr. Mar-”

      “Oh, shut it,” he says, shushing Susan. He winks as he looks up at me, and I’m standing before I can stop myself, totally ignoring the whispers and the shocked gasps around me as I do.

      “Ellie Thompson?” Liam’s eyes blaze as he starts to climb the stairs to where I am, his eyes never leaving mine. There’s a gasp from the crowd, but I’m not even seeing them as I push past people in my row and start to move down the stairs towards him.

      “Mr. Martin!” Susan shrieks from behind him. “Miss Thompson, sit down!”

      But her words wash right over me, and the room almost fades away in slow motion as I’m suddenly crashing into his arms. He’s kissing me, and I’m crying as I throw my arms around him and kiss him back.

      He pulls back, those dark, brooding eyes looking right into me. “I love you,” he says, his voice even. “I love you, Ellie, and I’m never going to stop loving you.”

      And right then, nothing else matters. Right then, the final piece clicks into place, and despite the whispers and the giggles and the pointed fingers, it’s perfect.

      “I love you too,” I whisper into his lips before moaning as he kisses me again.

      “You know,” I say, grinning as I pull back. “I’m pretty sure you’re barred from campus.”

      “Oh, I’m positive I am.”

      I giggle, biting my lip and slowly shaking my head as I stare up at him, right there on the lecture hall steps. “So what are you doing here?”

      I shriek as he picks me up suddenly in his arms and whirls us around to the the gasps and cat calls of the crowd as he starts to carry me down the stairs. “Sweeping you of your feet and stealing you away from here,” he says.

      “Sounds perfect to me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Ellie

      

    
    
      And steal me away he did, from the small town college to the big city - New York, actually. Four years later, and we’re still here, and still wildly happy

      The initial fallout was bad, of course, and even my parents with being as cool as they are weren’t exactly happy to see me drop out of an ivy league school with a full scholarship. Of course, when I got into another one, they got on board with the situation. It took some finagling, but after I left Hardham, I managed to transfer my credits and qualify for academic scholarship stuff at Columbia for the next semester, which is where I ended up finishing out my undergraduate degree.

      It helps that I had a glowing recommendation letter from my English professor.

      Ally was pissed, of course, when she found out I was leaving, but she got it. She ended up meeting a wonderful guy of her own that next semester, and as it turns out, she ended up getting a job offer here in New York when she graduated.

      Ted lasted exactly three more weeks at Hardham after I left before he got busted trying to slip something into a girl’s drink at a party. He was arrested on drug and intent to assault charges and kicked out of school.

      Liam’s hard at work in our living room, writing his newest book. And I know he’s on a deadline with the tour for the smash hit he wrote right after we moved here, but I’m sorry to say that’s not going to stop me.

      Besides, I’m six months pregnant and the hormones are crazy.

      He chuckles as he feels me come up behind him and rub his shoulders, but his tone changes as I slip my hands down into his lap and rub his cock through his pants.

      “Honey, I need to write.”

      “Oh do you?”

      He turns and groans as he sees me in the plaid skirt, the knee-high socks, and the glasses, with my hair up in pigtails. “Too busy for the little school girl you knocked up?” I say, rubbing the bump on my bare belly beneath my full breasts which have somehow gotten even bigger and more sensitive with the pregnancy.

      His eyes flare as he sees me, and I shiver at that hungry wolfish look he gets in his eyes. “Nope. Work’s done.”

      He slams the laptop shut, and I giggle as he scoops me up and pushes me back onto the couch behind me. I gasp as he pushes my skirt up and growls at my bare pussy, and then I’m crying out as his tongue slides into my wet lips. His hands are strong on my thighs, pushing my legs back as he pushes his tongue deep into my aching pussy.

      “Mmm, not so fast, mister,” I groan, pushing him back and sitting up. I tug at his belt and push his jeans down over his hips, cooing as his thick cock bounces out. I let my tongue slip out, wetting my lips as I dip my head to take him in my mouth.

      But he’s pulling me around, and I whimper as I feel him slide my body up to his mouth and settle me above him as his tongue delves back between my legs. I moan loudly and then lean forward to wrap my plump lips around his cock, slurping wetly at the head and letting my hands stroke his shaft and his big, heavy balls. I moan around him as he tongues my clit, and I can feel my nipples dragging electrically over his abs.

      I can feel Liam swelling up in my mouth, and I can feel my own body begin to tense and writhe as his tongue drives me up to that edge. But then he’s pulling away from me and spinning me around. I moan as I feel him position my hips over his, and when his fat cock begins to slide deep inside of me, I cry out and rake my nails down his chest.

      “You know, pretty soon, you’re not going to want me like this, when I’m all huge,” I say, biting my lip as I start to ride up and down his shaft.

      “Dream on, honey,” he growls, thrusting deep inside of me. “There will never be a day when I get tired of fucking this perfect, tight little pussy.” I moan as his hands come up to my big, full breasts, cupping them and letting his fingers roll over my nipples. He starts to pump up inside me harder and deeper, and I can feel my whole body begin to melt around him.

      Liam groans, and I can feel his cock start to swell inside of me as I start to lose it.

      “Now, come for me baby,” he growls into my lips, his hand cupping my breasts and his cock driving into me again and again as I start to fall. “Come all over my big cock.”

      I cry out, and feel him erupt inside of me, his hot cum filling me. I bring my lips to his ear as the orgasm tears through me. “Yes, Professor.”
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