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CHAPTER ONE


“Violet must have the memory card.” I eye Eden’s mature curves as she returns from the bathroom. I can’t get the image of her bent over against the window — mewling on my shaft — out of my head. She’s glorious. “I don’t understand. I thought it was working.” She’s a damn big distraction, is what she is. A sexy vixen I can’t take my eyes off.

Her silver bracelet twinkles as she waves away my concerns with a flick of her wrist. “I don’t pretend to understand those things. Cameras had film. You knew where you stood with that.”

“Oh, I agree, love. Spent many days under a red light developing saucy pics of cheatin’ wives.” Those were the days. Though much easier and quicker now, if a little less magic.

Eden’s bright smile falters. “I guess that’s what I am now. A cheater.”

I cross the distance and pull the brunette into my arms. Her voluptuous softness fills the void in front of me. Her musky, floral scent overloads my senses, and her arms slide around my neck. “It’s only cheating if there’s trust left to betray. Only you can decide if that’s the case. Not sure a revenge fuck counts,” I chuckle.

She pulls her head away, brushing her brown, silky curls against my ear. She looks directly into my eyes. “Revenge? Is that what you thought this was? What you think of me?”

“Wasn’t it?” I ask, trying to fish for more info. I’ve already crossed the line with this woman. I need to know how far I can let myself fall into the deep well of her. I mean, I’m already lost, but I have to at least pretend I have a say. Eden makes my head swim like no other… well, except maybe Violet. I don’t like to admit that last part too often.

Eden turns her head, looking away. “That hurts, Jay.”

I narrow my eyes, but stop myself from interrogating her. She’s more than just a client I’m trying to get the truth from now. We’ve been intimate. That changes things. “I’m sorry, Eee.” I hold her just a little tighter, reassuring like. “I’ve known you a few hours. This is fast, and we’re both in the middle of messy… breakups. I just—”

“No. No, you’re right. It is fast.” She sighs. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

I hold her, breathing her in. “Me neither. Let’s be easy on ourselves, yeah? We’ve still got a job to do.”

She inhales, breathing me in. “Okay.” Her eyes are bright as she looks up from under her dangling curls. “Just know...” She bites her lip, narrowing her eyes. I watch enraptured as she wrestles with something. The pressure of her arms around my neck increases, pulling me closer. She leans up. I let her move me. Her eyes close, lips pucker and press against mine. The taste of lipstick hits me, and for a second I’m stunned stiff. But I don’t have a say, and the kiss quickly deepens as I get swept up, kissing her back. Our mouths mesh, our tongues dance, and my hands trail down to her delicious ass. We’re in our own world, a world solely of kisses. Of soft, moist, plump lips. Of lavender scents and buxom breasts squishing between us. Air is a thing I need. A stupid thing, because I don’t want to stop kissing Eden. She knows how to kiss this woman. I love it and the hungry way she’s devouring me. Maybe it’s just an ego stroke. Maybe something more, but... Oh, yeah… air.

She solves the problem for me, pulling away with a deep gasp. “Oh,” she purrs, mirroring the sheepish smile on my well-kissed lips. “I haven’t kissed like that since I was… well, a lot younger.”

I give her ass a squeeze. “Bet you were a little devil, drivin’ all the boys wild.”

She titters, eyes traveling back to days gone. “Maybe, but I didn’t get to enjoy it. My father was strict. Groomed me for the life he wanted for me. A trophy on the arm of a... Well, that’s all over now.” She pulls away, looking out the big window.

Bleeding Christ, I got distracted again. She’s like a mirror to a magpie.

Eden chuckles as she falls back onto the bed and stretches her arms over her head. Her plump bosom bounces as she lands and lets out a sigh. Doubt she even realizes how delicious she looks. How sexy the pose she holds is. How hard it is to take my eyes off the curve of her hips, and the darkness between her thighs. The swell of her breasts. Christ, I might be addicted.

Rent. Paycheck. Control. Violet. I focus, forcing my gaze to the windows. I grab the camera and check through the viewfinder. The No Memory Card warning taunts me. How didn’t I notice that earlier? Eden must be a bigger distraction than I thought.

The room hasn’t changed. I’m assuming Vi is still in the closet, hiding from Maggie, who is currently sitting at a table with the husband wearing a sexy negligee. That makes me grit my teeth. Maggie always refused to wear anything remotely sexy for me, even on my birthday. She hated sleeping in anything other than full-body covering Pj’s.

“Okay,” I say, coming up with a plan. And by plan, I mean a vague idea. “You stay here. I’m going to rescue Violet. See if they sell SD cards in the hotel gift shop and take what pictures you can.”

She grins at me. “What are you going to do?”

I give her a devilish grin. “I, love, am gonna start a fire.”
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CHAPTER TWO


Leaving Eden in the hotel room was harder than I imagined. She was still sprawled on the bed, hair tussled around her head, breasts stretching the fabric of her dress like great hills, drawing me deep into their valley. She told me not to be gone too long in a seductive tone that promised so much more. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want that.

Christ, she’s messing with my head again.

Clouds loom in the sky as I step out onto the street and make my way over to the monolithic hotel. I turn my attention wholly to Violet. Our reunion floods back into my mind. How she held me so tightly. Not mad — okay, she was a little mad — but affectionate. More than she’d ever shown before, and... I liked it. No. Loved it. There has always been this thing between us — work as closely as we have and it’s bound to happen — but we maintained a professional distance. It was like torture most of the time, but I couldn’t risk our friendship and working relationship. I thought she felt the same way. Christ, Vi, why today of all days do you do this to me?

The other hotel had a man just inside the doors, sitting in the foyer. He eyed me suspiciously as I approached — the same way I’d look at an empty bottle of beer — with disappointment and disgust. “Members only... sir.” He adds the sir as an afterthought. Don’t I look like a sir? I guess my worn denim and long black coat scream no.

“Afternoon, fella,” I say with the voice of a fellow worker. “My boss, Mr. Heston, is expecting me. Slave driver calling me in on my day off.” I notice the newspaper on his lap opened to the sports page. “I was all set to watch the game, you know?”

His hard expression softens, pushing a clump of blond strands back under his cap.

I lean back and stretch, then wince as my back cracks. “Usually Heston,” I continue, making it sound like I deal with this crap all the time. I lean in conspiratorially. “At least when he’s seeing his mistress, lucky sod.”

A smile tugs at the guy’s lips. “Heston, you say?”

“Yep. Got an unhealthy relationship with the actor, if you ask me.”

The guy chuckles. “Yeah,” he says, grabbing his walkie. “There’s a guy who frequents like that. Likes to pretend he’s dating Madonna.” He pulls the walkie to his lips, and it crackles as he squeezes the ‘talk’ button. “Sandy, we got a Heston in?” He waits a second, then nods. “Uh, huh. I did. You know I will. I won’t forget.” He rolls his eyes. “What’s the room number?” He waits again while I check my phone and see a message from Eden.

Eden:
No luck with the memory thing. No change with the shit-bird and his tramp.

Eden:
Is it okay if I call her that? You don’t love her anymore, right?



I quickly fire one back.

You:


Don’t worry, love. That ship has sailed. Be good.




Christ, why do I keep flirting with her? Be good? Why would I—

Eden:
No promises ;)



And why does that put a smile on my face? She’s your client, Jay. Get a grip. Focus on Vi. Problem is, I’m focusing a little too much on my knock-out blond assistant, or maybe just in the wrong way, like the back of her thighs in that tight skirt.

“Thanks, Sandy.” The guy snaps me out of my head and the filthy fantasy that was moments from forming in my imagination. “He also likes to pretend he’s the brother of some famous singer, I don’t know,” he says, waving the memory away. “Heston’s in six-twelve.”

I give him a nod. “Thanks. Here’s hoping he don’t need me to clean up again. Still got nightmares about the last time. No one should have to see that much wee on a traumatized twenty-five-year-old.” I give him a grin, and he bursts into a laugh.

“You’re alright, man. Just go on through.”

I give him a casual salute as he returns to his paper. “Thanks, fella.” Then slip in through the inner door.

Bleeding Christ, this place is even more lavish than the last. I was born into the wrong family. Lucky little fuckers who get to enjoy this. Everything is clean enough to eat off. Stylish and tacky — but oozing wealth. I feel like a stain as I march across to the rows of elevators. My boots sink into the deep red carpet that trails along the walkway. I feel like a damn movie star. A fake blond passes me, giving me a look that’s a mix of horror and fascination. Maybe she’d like my autograph?

I chuckle, passing the elevators and peek inside a room marked ‘employees only’. I’m an employee... just not of this hotel. We’ll just keep that little secret between us. It’s an empty break room and I grin at my good fortune. A woman’s bag sits open on a chair with a pack of cigarettes and a lighter hastily chucked inside. It’s right next to a ‘no smoking’ sign. I laugh. “Naughty.”

I borrow a ciggy from the pack and light it, taking a quick drag. “Ugh.” It tastes like ash. “No wonder I quit.” And Violet doesn’t like smokers.

With a casual disregard for property, I drag a waste paper bin full of torn and crumpled paper right next to the ‘no smoking’ sign and toss the ciggy inside. “Oh, no. Would you look at that? Someone’s been smoking.” I set a sheet of paper alight with the lighter and toss it in for good measure. “Whoops.” I grin like a pyromaniac as the reams catch alight. “See, boys and girls,” I say as I casually stroll out and flick the fire alarm. “Carelessly playing with fire is... bad.” I don’t know where I was going with that, or why I’m talking to myself. That’s concerning. An elevator pings open as a loud siren fills the foyer and a dapper old sod races out. I take his place, wincing at how loud the fire alarm is. Should have brought earplugs. I jab the floor number and the button depresses with a satisfying click.

The numbers slowly rise as a classy tune is just audible over the muffled whine of the alarm — thankfully suppressed inside the metallic art déco box. The elevator’s surprisingly slow for a place that caters to a group who’s notoriously in a hurry. It gives me time to reflect. It’s not a good thing.

Eden sashays back into my thoughts. I had sex with her. Unprotected. I fucked my client. I really should be annoyed at myself about that, but I’m surprisingly okay with it. Christ, can women of that age get pregnant? It’s something I’ve never considered. I’d have to google it. I almost whip my phone out, but then Vi enters my thoughts.

There’s nothing worse than being trapped in a room with your own company. Those little insidious thoughts that you spend your day happily ignoring come gnawing back. Either slipping in without warning, or attacking like a pack of hungry piranha.

Christ, what am I doing? I can’t let myself fall into Vi’s arms again. It’s bad enough I’m hungering for more of Eden, I—

The door chimes open, and a familiar voice giggles so close I almost gasp. Maggie.

“Baby, you were so close. I almost tasted it. Maybe I can finish you off on the way down?” She giggles again. She never giggled like that with me, but it’s definitely her.

“I can’t believe your idiot ex didn’t like fellatio. What with the way you—” The voice of a pompous asshole is cut off as their elevator closes. “I fuckin’ knew it. Every guy likes head, that lying little slut.” Christ, that was close. I almost came face to face with the shit-birds.

With a foul taste in my mouth, but also grateful those two cheating fuckers are out the way, I hurry down the corridor as the siren almost deafens me once again.

It’s not as loud at the end where their room is, and I quickly open it with the card I nicked from the break room.

It smells of sex and booze. Frilly, lacy items are everywhere, spread in a trail of sex acts you could follow like some sort of perverse crime scene. Something I have zero interest in doing. I make a beeline for the bedroom and almost gag at how pungent the smell of fucking is. “Bleedin’ Christ, Mags. Violet? You in here, love?” The silk comforter is wrinkled and tossed about, and.... “That is a big fuckin’ dildo.” There, on the nightstand, is a giant purple monstrosity of dark silicone, suction-cupped and standing erectly to attention. “Fuck me, Maggie.”

Deciding I don’t wanna know, I race over to the closet, but the doors are already open and the interior’s empty. Vi’s already gone. Good girl. She saw an opportunity and... but then I think about it. I came out of the elevator just as the shit-birds got on. I couldn’t have missed her.

Bleeding Christ, that’s a big fucking dildo. You could beat someone to death with that.

“Violet?” I say louder, realizing I’ve been whispering despite the distant alarm. “You here, love?”

“Jay?” Her pretty blue eyes peek around the bathroom door, blinking at me under her smoky lashes. “What?”

“Violet, love. Thank, Christ.” I hurry over to her, surprised by the sheer relief flooding my veins. I’ve always felt protective of her. She’s under my employ. She’s my responsibility. But this? This is something else. Something primal. She looks so surprised, with her long blond curls draping across her face. It doesn’t escape my notice that her breasts are winning the battle with her too small blouse. Those caveman words repeat in my mind. Mine. I need to rein that shit in.

“Jay, what the fuck? Also, did you know Maggie was...” she trails of remembering it ain’t just idle gossip. “That she and...”

“Yes, love. I’m as surprised as you are, but we ain’t got time for that. Them donuts are gonna realize the fire ain’t a biggie.”

“Is it okay if I’m not sorry? You were always too good for her.”

I scoff. Sure I was, like Ringo was too good for the Beatles. Violet grins at me like she’s just won the lottery. “Why are you here? Not that I’m not happy to see you. I’m always happy to see you. I—”

“Violet, love,” I say, gripping her shoulders. I haven’t seen her this happy since we spent that week pretending to be a married couple on a case. She’s babbling like she did then.

“Oh, wow. You came to rescue me?” She throws herself at me, pressing her breasts tightly against my chest and all I can think about is that smell. Not the gross sex smell, but Violet. She fills my nose, my mind, my... heart with a happy aroma. She fits against me like a dream. Didn’t realize how much I need her in my arms.

I don’t get time to enjoy it. Quick as a viper, she pulls back and a sharp sting explodes across my cheek as Violet’s hand travels through the air in a frantic swish. The slap sounds like thunder in the sudden silence as the alarm stops. “How could you!”

The shock subsides. Reflexively, I cup my cheek. I’m not one to quote a drunken pirate, but I don’t think I deserved that. “Bleedin’ Christ, Vi, what I do?”

“What’d you do?” she huffs, stamping her foot with her hands on her hips. She’s bleeding adorable. “You don’t think I could see? Huh?”

“See?”

“Yeah!” she pokes me in the chest, and there’s something about the way Violet looks when she’s angry. I think I’m getting hard. She’s both a little kitten and a ferocious cat. There’s fire in her eyes, and I don’t care that it’s born of anger when it’s directed at me. “I saw everything, Jay. She was looking right at me.”

“Look,” I say, rubbing my hands up and down her arms, trying to calm her. “I’m sorry if you had to put up with an uncomfortable view. I know havin’ to see those two going at mustn’t be pretty—”

“Wait,” she says, clawing her fingers against my shirt. “Those two?” It’s like she doesn’t know she’s doing it.

“Yeah. Maggie and—”

“What? Jay! I’m not talking about them, you idiot!” Her fingers clench my shirt in her tiny, but surprisingly strong, fists. “You, you fuck! I saw you fucking Eden.”

Uh, oh.

“You sure you’re not mistaken? It’s a long way across—”

She pokes me again, and I don’t think I’ve wanted her more. Christ, what’s wrong with me? “You’re gonna try to deny it? I used the zoom on my phone, Jay. How could you?”

I take a breath. “Vi, love—”

“Don’t you Vi, love, me!”

I take another breath. Her poking is almost as hard as my cock. “Violet,” I say, nice and calm like. “I’m sorry if you feel I crossed a professional boundary, but—”

Her fingers tighten, pulling on my shirt more. She’s gonna leave a crease if she keeps this up. “Professional? Jay?” Her face scrunches and my control is crumbling. “That’s what you think? You think I care about professionalism when it comes to you?”

Ouch. That kinda hurts, but she’s not wrong. “No? Then what?”

She huffs in fury, or maybe frustration. “I care, because if you were gonna fuck anybody, it should have been me!”

My brain freezes as she pulls me, pressing her soft, pouty lips against mine, and Violet explodes across my lips. I breathe her in. Absorb her. My hands slip around and pull myself closer. Squish her tighter. Fingers sinking into the taut cloth covering her plush, soft rear.

My mind blanks. Any ideas of protest vanish into her pouty kiss. Her nails scratch at the back of my neck — constant little scratching scrunches. I melt into her, lost, and a little confused, but I can’t think about that. I’m consumed with Violet. Her lips are incredibly soft as she kisses me in hungry bites and sucks. Her tongue pushes inside my mouth, slicking against mine. Another layer of flavor mixes in — all Violet — all delicious.

What were you saying about keeping your distance?

I don’t remember saying that, and if I did, then that version of me can fuck right off. He didn’t know what it’ll be like to kiss Violet. He didn’t know about the needy little mewls she’d make as I kiss her. The small gasps through her nose as I squeeze her ass — pulling her pelvis firmly against the rock in my pants. If he knew what I know now, he’d be cheering me on. Fuck, he’d be renting a room.

My jacket’s like an inferno, and Violet knows it, because her hands are already sliding down, pushing the leather off my shoulders. I gasp in a breath as we change sides. Our noses rub like a gnome’s kiss, then we’re devouring again, snogging like the only thing that matters in the world is each other.

Her little pants quicken as she tries to spread her legs, only managing a few inches in the tight skirt. It doesn’t stop the sexy little minx from grinding her hips — dry humping me — sliding her skirt covered core up and down.

“Can we get back to it? Jay always left me unsatisfied. You’re not like him, are you, sweetie?”

Violet’s baby blues blink at me, widening to an ocean.

“Absolutely not.”

The sound of my ex and Eden’s husband making out in the other room fills me with revulsion, and I share a panicked stare with Violet. She reacts first. I absolutely do not want to get caught by them. Not only would it be uncomfortable, and not to mention incredibly hard to resist beating him to death with the dildo, but it could cause issues for Eden if her hubby found out she’d hired a PI. I would probably just stand here and get caught. Twice now in quick succession women have turned my once sharp brain to absolute mulch, and I’m getting a little concerned I have a medical condition.

Quickly, Vi grabs my hand, and drags me into the closet. It’s sizable, but not big enough to get lost in. It’s also completely empty bar a rail of hangers. She closes the doors just as a pair of naked bodies stumble inside the bedroom, wrapped around each other.

I look away, back to Vi in the darkness. Lines of her face are lit by light pouring in through the slats, and her eyes are alive with fire again.
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CHAPTER THREE


Vi presses a pink nail against her matching lips, commanding silence. The dreamy pillows crease into a smirk before sliding between her teeth as she tries not to laugh.

The ridiculousness of our situation sinks in as Maggie moans and slurps in the next room and I realize I don’t even care. I have to clench my jaw to not chuckle at where we are. I came to get Vi out and just ended up inside the closet with her. Bleeding Christ, I’m the worst rescuer ever.

Maybe this closet isn’t as big as I thought, because Violet is filling it. She’s so close, her shampoo is all I can smell. The heat from her body is all I can feel. She waggles her phone in the air. The screen is blinding in the dim light. She shushes again, pointing to her cell.

My eyes widen, and quickly I grab my phone from my back pocket and put it on silent. I let out a breath, sighing in relief. Vi starts jabbing her screen and a message comes through.

Violet:
You forgot, didn’t you? :)



I grin at the smirk on her blue illuminated face. It makes her look like a Smurf. Never thought a Smurf could be so damn sexy. I reply.

You:


I was distracted. You’re welcome for the rescue BTW. Wot u doing in the bathroom?




She rolls her eyes.

Violet:
Needed to pee.



I snigger.

You:


Lightweight.




Vi looks around the closet.

Violet:
Great rescue BTW. Really saved my bacon.



I puff my cheeks.

You:


You’re welcome. Cheeky little...




She pokes her tongue out at me and my mind slips back to that kiss. The kiss.

You:


What was that about? Thought u wanted to stay prof.




She winces.

Violet:
That was before.

You:


Before?


Violet:
Before I watched you fuck her. I didn’t like it.



The shock of when she kissed me comes crashing back, almost wiping her words clean from my memory. They echo in my mind like an action replay.

If you fucked anyone, it should have been me.

You:


What does this mean?




That smirk returns to her pretty lips. Vi’s not stupid. She knows I have a thing for her, and she likes to tease me, but I thought that’s just what it was. Teasing. She doesn’t know the depth of my infatuation, and made it perfectly clear when I hired her at eighteen — right after she got kicked out of college — she didn’t want to be hit on. Wanted to be professional. Valued for who she was and what she could do. She liked I saw the sneaky, intelligent, scheming little minx inside the drop-dead gorgeous visage.

Violet:
Feel.



She smirks again and takes my hand. Slowly, she presses my fingers against her panties. She’d already pulled up her skirt while I was busy typing. Wet satin greets me between her thighs. Either she really needed to pee earlier, or she was... First Eden, now Vi. Christ. They were like leaky faucets today. She closes her eyes as I rub my digits over the slippy material, feeling just how sodden the fabric was. Okay, so she got a little... or a lot wet watching me fuck Eden? But she didn’t like it, so?

You:


What?




She narrows her eyes.

Violet:
You are frustratingly dumb sometimes.

You:


Explain, love.




Violet scrunches her eyes and I realize my fingers are still between her thighs. I should really take my hand away from her pussy, but... I don’t want to. I’ve been fighting doing exactly this for well over a year, and now she’s on my hand, making my skin damp. She lets out this frustrated little growl. “Because I love you!” she hisses, then quickly slaps a hand over her mouth and we both stare through the slats, silently waiting, listening.

“Charley, baby,” Maggie moaned. “Just like that.”

I had to hold in a snigger. He was making her use his twisted alias. It should have been revolting, but it was kinda funny. In many ways, they deserved each other, and somehow I was gonna make sure they knew it. Fortunately, they were too busy to hear Violet blurt out those immortal, wonderful words.

We both turned to face each other, and Violet’s eyes were wider than I’d ever seen them. She was trembling.

Violet:
Whoops.

Violet:
Say something.



My fingers gently scrunch against the damp satin on their own, like they’re possessed.

You:


What do you want me to say?




She huffed.

Violet:
Don’t you feel anything?



I really need to stop rubbing against her pussy, but my finger refuses to stop. I stare at her for a second. Deep and long into her blue pools. Fear bubbled in my belly. This differed from Eden. That was just... I don’t even know what that was. Maybe it was just a quickie. Maybe it was more. It’s messy is what it is. But Vi?

I take a deep breath, and before I know it, I’m leaning in, like the possession was spreading. Her silky strands brush against my face as I placed my lips next to her ear. She shivers. Her skin is like a furnace against mine. I inhale, taking a good long drag of her shampoo. It was the one she always used. Aloe and Vanilla. “Vi,” I whispered. “You are the most important person in the world to me. My bestie. Damn good at what you do. We’re partners. I don’t wanna risk messin’ that up.”

My phone vibrated. I pulled away to look.

Violet:
That’s why you fired me?



The look on her face tells me I hurt her more than I realized.

You:


No, I spared you before I did something stupid, and take you down into the gutter with me. I was circling the drain, love. You deserve better.




My fingers are hurting from all this typing. Vi usually does the paperwork.

Violet:
Stupid?



I wince, thinking back to that night. Fingers hovering over the message I almost sent.

You:


Almost asked you out.




Her eyes widen.

Violet:
But you were with Maggie!



We both turn and glare through the slats. The twisted fuckers are still going at it. The dildo’s now missing from the nightstand, and I turned away before I see something foul I can’t unsee.

You:


I would have left her for you. I was protecting you. I just wanted you to be happy.




On reflection, it wasn’t my smartest decision, but I couldn’t risk our friendship, no matter how much I longed to hold her.

The grin slipped back on to her face. My fingers were pressing deeper into the fabric, making her breaths become slight gasps.

Violet:
Let me worry about that. You’re not allowed to protect me from you anymore. Understand?



She glares at me in the florescent glow as I read. Her fingers reach out and slide down my jacket until she stops at my jeans. She’s biting her lip, holding both sides of my jean fastening — just waiting to pry them apart. She glanced up and whispered. “I want you, Jay. Don’t send me away again.”

I put my phone in my back pocket and cup her cheek, whispering back. “Vi, love.” She was breaking my heart with the look she was giving me. Like she was teetering on the edge between tears and happiness. I couldn’t do it again. “Don’t think I could, even if I wanted to.” I grinned as a wave of emotion slammed into me like I wasn’t watching where I was going crossing the street. Bam, a truck throws me across the pavement. All the feelings, lust, and... love for Vi releases from the little box I hide it in, and I grin harder. For the first time in a long time, I feel less hollow.

My buttons pop open, and she hesitates at the zipper. She’s right to. We’re in a damn closet, while our perp and my bloody ex are fucking... or whatever the hell they’re doing right over there under that mound of champagne silk. “I’ve never been with anyone before,” she whispers, slowly pulling on the zipper and a great big lump catches in my throat.

I thumb her chin, lifting her gaze. “You mean?” I whisper. I almost shout it, but catch myself. Suddenly, I remember just how young Vi is. Eden’s a decade older, but Vi’s more or less the same in the other direction.

Christ alive. My hand is cupping the pussy of a gorgeous twenty-year-old virgin.

She grins, but it’s not the normal Vi grin. This one keeps her pouty lips parted and her gaze locked on me. I’ve seen that look before, just not on her. She’s more than aroused. She’s lost in it. Christ, in me. “I was saving myself for you. I don’t want anyone else... but you,” she whispers.

I don’t know whether to be terrified or jumping for joy. Part of me wants to thump my chest and rub in the fact this incredible young woman want’s me. I’d rub that shit in Maggie’s face for sure. But the other part? The more important part. He wants to just hold Violet. Shower her with love. Treat her like a damn princess. Protect her from the world.

I realize I’ve been lost in my head when I notice she’s now holding my cock in her hands. She gasps as she looks down and curls her fingers tightly around my shaft.

We should not be doing this now. Now is not the time or the place. But she’s pumping my cock in her pink nail-varnished fingers, looking at me, at my shaft like it’s the largest chocolate bar she’s ever seen. She gives me one quick look to check it’s okay to continue, and my heart swells for this beautiful, thoughtful woman. I lean down and press my lips against hers. Mesh my lips against the pouty pillows that’s soon gonna be wrapped around my cock. She whimpers, and I have to pull away before she makes any more noise.

“I love you, Jay,” she whispers, looking completely lost. I’ve dreamed of this moment. This is not how I imagined it, but beggars can’t be choosers.

I brush my finger across her cheek and whisper those words back. Words I never thought I’d ever get to utter. They feel bleeding fantastic leaving my mouth when Violet’s the recipient. “You do whatever you want to, love,” I say as she drops to her knees in the damn closet and stares at my cock. I can’t see her clearly in the gloom. The slats don’t go that far down. But I can feel her. I can imagine.

My fingers trail through her hair, her silky-smooth blond locks, as I try to resist holding her there. I force myself to just be content with touching her as she kisses my cock. Sensation blooms across my crown as moist satin lips slide over the tip and gently suck. She’s hesitant. Unsure of where her hands go. Aware of her teeth.

Bloody hell, is this her first blow job?

I let out a quiet groan to encourage her and gently run my fingers reassuringly through her hair. She’s not just unsure, she’s struggling. Fuck, maybe my shaft is a little on the thick side. Never thought that’d be a negative.

“Good girl, love,” I whisper, unable to stop my hips from flexing just a little. Slowly she gains confidence, and I have to grab the rail for support, leaving one hand in her hair.

Vi tries to go lower, but she’s not ready for that. Quickly she gags, and I pull out. “Go slow, love—”

“I don’t want to disappoint you,” she whispers, and I’m getting concerned we’re making too much noise. Using our phones was annoying, but at least it was silent. Not sure we could still do that whiles she’s doing this, though.

I bend over and whisper in her ear. “Don’t go too deep. Remember where we are.”

She slaps a hand over her mouth, making a smacking sound with how wet her lips are. Mouthing a ‘sorry’, she grins, pushes back on my cock. I hold in the groan as she sucks the tip like a lollipop, and pumps with both her hands. It’s not the greatest BJ. That award goes to Eden, but it’s Vi. That alone makes it a thousand times better.

My breaths are heavy as my hips flex. I try to rein it in, but every fiber of my being wants to come inside Violet. Already there’s a tightness building. An anticipation.

Vi bobs her head, sucking hard. What she lacks in experience, she makes up for by being Vi. Young, enthusiastic, and able to hold her breath for far too long. She also desperately wants it. I’ve never seen, or felt, someone want me to come so badly. It’s intoxicating. My fingers scrunch tighter as she slurps on the crown, hollowing her cheeks in the dim glow.

“That’s it, love, fuck, like that,” I whisper-grunt, shutting my eyes. Imagining us somewhere else — anywhere else. Maybe on a beach. Vi would wear that bikini she wore on that job. The tiny string number. She’d be on her knees in the sand. Sunlight’s on my face, and she’d suck me so sweetly, just like she is now. The sound of slurps mix with the crashing of the ocean. It feels good in the warmth, but the frantic bobbing on my shaft feels incredible. My fingers are in her hair. Coarse grains of sand have ruined her silky locks, but that just reminds me of how we rolled down the beach, making out. She moans. I grunt. We don’t have to be quiet here. I can groan, she can scream. One day I will make her scream my name when I take her. Somewhere more romantic than a fucking closet. But then another pair of hands slide over my naked chest. ‘Don’t forget about me, darling,’ Eden purrs, slinking her long slender fingers, smearing the sweat coating my skin. ‘Can I play too?’

My cock flexes. My eyes snap open, and I grunt. Violet whimpers as I come in her mouth. Quickly, she sucks from the tip like it’s a drinking straw. Her hands pump up and down, draining every drop, and I have to hold on to the rail or risk my damn legs giving out.

Pleasure surges, washing over me from the tip of my shaft to the depth of my sac. It explodes into a wave that makes me gasp. I drift on Violet. She could have just jacked me off and it would be amazing. Because it’s her. Bloody hell, I’ve never loved someone so much it hurts like I do her. It’s equally incredible and terrifying. Those thoughts fade as I flex in her mouth, squirting my bleeding last, losing the ability to think.

When the blood resumes its normal travel to my brain, I can focus enough on Vi. She wipes her mouth, and I help her up so she doesn’t push the doors open. “I wasn’t prepared for that,” she whispers. “I thought cum was small. Not... that.”

I chuckle, pulling her close. “Yeah,” I whisper back, realizing the load I gave her. Been saving that up for her for the past two years. “Sorry about that, love.”

She grins. “You liked it?”

I wipe a drop of cum from her lip and smear it on her blouse. “Liked it? Fuckin’ loved it.” Carefully I put myself away before I can smear anymore fluids over her skirt.

She grins wider, making her eyes sparkle in the slit of light. “Didn’t think it would be that hot.” She squeezes her thighs together as she takes her bottom lip under her top teeth and pulls a face. “Maybe a little too hot?”

She grabs my hand again and pushes it between her thighs. Bloody hell, the satin is completely soaked. I narrow my eyes at her, but I can’t help but grin. “You dirty little minx. Got all wet cos you had my cock in your mouth, did ya?”

She whimpers, slapping my arm, then winces at the noise. “Don’t say stuff like that when I can’t make noise,” she hisses quietly.

My grin becomes devilish. The event in the bedroom hasn’t ended yet, so I have a little time to kill. Been doing that a lot lately. “Is that right?” Gently, I press her against the back wall — crowding over her — and place my mouth next to her ear. “So you don’t want me talking about how wet your needy little pussy is, then?”

She gasps. “Jay, no.”
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CHAPTER FOUR


“What?” I whisper. Her silky locks tickle my lips. “We’ve talked about sex stuff before.” Slowly, I bring my hands to her waist and curl my fingers in the waistband of her panties.

“And I had to pretend to not be turned on by it every time. I tried really hard to not fall for you, you know. You didn’t make it easy.”

I grin. I fucking love hearing her say that. Christ, how different would the last year have been if... “Why didn’t you say something?” Slowly I pull, peeling the damp fabric down her thighs.

A sexy little hiss leaves her lips. “Scared,” she gasp-whispers. “You’re you. I wanted to make sure it wasn’t an infatuation. Didn’t want to risk what we have for anything other than love.” Her words sound so rehearsed. I picture her telling her reflection that, trying to convince herself. I did the same every damn time I went in the pisser. Nothing to do but stare at your reflection while taking care of business, and talk yourself out of confessing the love for your assistant.

Another moan from the bedroom reminds me of where we are, and I quickly check we’re still in the clear.

The alluring aroma of Violet’s need seduces me back to our little bubble in the closet. Another damn siren calling me, twisting my need to have this woman as my own. There’s that caveman again, thumping his chest, demanding mine in the back of my mind. I’m a possessive sod, I realize that. Probably why I didn’t fight very hard — if at all — for Maggie. She was never mine. But Violet? “And is it?” I purr into her ear as I leave her sodden garment just above her knees. “Love?”

As much as I know she will say yes, there is this little voice spreading doubt over my hope. How could she love me? Me of all people.

She hesitates, and that doesn’t help my ego, but I get it. She’s thinking what I’m thinking. The same thing I’ve thought for the past year. What if she don’t love me back? My hand is controlled by another part of me, one not concerned with love. It wants one thing, and it gets it as it slides up Violet’s smooth thigh and brushes against her pussy. “Yes,” she gasps. Finally. I’ll take it. “Do... do you feel..?”

My fingers slick over her sodden folds. Vi’s drenched and hotter than an oven, and I’m not even inside her yet. I’m worried she’ll burn my fingers. “Vi, love,” I whisper, kissing a spot on her neck lit by a patch of light. “I’ve always loved you.”

A tremor pases through her body in a wave, and I don’t know if it’s the touches or the words, but I love it. “Y-you have?” She says almost a little too loudly, and suddenly I’m regretting starting this. “Since when?”

I kiss her skin again, and she tilts her head, giving me more. She’s completely flawless. It’s like kissing perfection. “The Strickland job.” I glide my fingers deeper, spreading her lower lips, opening the inferno.

Another gasp. “T-that was our first job together.”

“One job was all I needed. Now shut up before you get us caught.”

“Okayyyyyyy,” the word devolves into a gurgled gasp as I push a finger inside her. Christ, she’s tight… and hot… and wet. Instantly, her muscles grip my finger.

“Relax, love. This can’t be your first time.” I kiss her ear. I can’t stop kissing her. Bleeding Christ, she’s delicious. I wanna eat her as much as fuck her. “You told me you loved—”

“I lied,” she says in a throaty whisper that’s almost a gasp. “I lied, Jay, about all of it.”

I don’t care about how all-encompassing all of it is, just that this might be her first time for this, and... that don’t compute to me. Vi’s a stunner. The girl that turns heads just walking down the street. She’s as clever as she is beautiful, but there’s also a vulnerability there... if she lets you see it. You wouldn’t think it from looking at her, but Vi is a geeky girl. She loves them sci-fi shows. The big spaceships ones with captains who seduce alien hotties after punching green fuckers in the face. Any time we were just sitting around, she’d babble about how some empire betrayed some other empire, or how the new Star Trek ain’t really Star Trek in her eyes, and normally my eyes would gloss over at that, but when it’s Vi, I care. Don’t care about Captain Whats-his-face doing whatever, but I care that yammering about it makes her happy. Thinking back on it, some of my favorite times were when we had nothing to do. Sitting on the steps of city hall at two in the morning, pretending to be a couple out for a late night walk, waiting for some cheating suit’s clandestine meeting. She snuggled in so hard under my coat, resting her head on my shoulder, and I could have stayed there all night.

“Jay?” she whispers. “I want you so badly.”

I stroke her hair, feeling the glossy strands as I slowly pump my finger in and out of her silky depths. “Violet,” I whisper sternly. “Your first time will not be in a closet. Besides, love, you’re too small, too tight. We need to build up to that. You deserve romance, not a bloody closet,” I almost growl, then rein it in, remembering where I am, what I’m supposed to be doing.

I quickly listen to the goings on in the bedroom, then regret it. ‘Hesty, oh, Hesty,’ is all I can hear and I gladly block that shit out. I focus on the beautiful creature in my grasp, soaking my hand. Vi shuts her eyes and smiles. “Okay.”

While I slowly pump in and out of her tight slit, I nibble on her neck and thumb the buttons of her blouse. One by one they pop open as I work my way down until I reach where her skirt’s gathered around her waist. That’s fine. I don’t need her naked. I do want to feel her fantastic rack in my hand, and that’s exactly what I’m gonna do. Conveniently, Vi’s bra is one of those front clasp types and with a bit of fiddling releases. The lacy satin collapses like a pair of cloth wings, revealing the luscious mounds hidden beneath. My free hand finds one instantly and palms the generous fleshy globe. Vi gasps a deep, sexy purr as my rough hands rub the hard peak of her nipple. I kiss her again. I worship her neck, down to her collarbone, over her shoulder. I could kiss her all damn day.

“J-Jay,” she stammers. “I n-need... m-more.”

I give her more. I’ll give Violet the Earth. I squeeze in another finger and place the knuckle of my thumb against the hood covering her clit. Except it ain’t the hood. Violet’s clit is swollen and peeking out. My knuckle goes directly on the sensitive little bud. The reaction in bleeding instantaneous. Her hips buck. Her back arches, and she gasps into the heavens. She gasps so damn loud I cover her mouth with the hand that was contentedly kneading her breast. A muffled moan splutters against my palm, but it’s quiet enough I don’t think it’ll get us caught.

Vi huffs through her nose as I continue. Even the threat of getting caught isn’t enough to make me stop now. Making Vi come is my only mission. She deserves that. I owe her that. My palm keeps her near silent as I pump my fingers in and out of her dripping channel. As gently as I can, I circle her clit with my knuckle, trying to not give her too much. If I did, she’d probably scream, and don’t think ol’ Hesty gonna chalk that up to Maggie’s moaning. She clutches my jacket like it’s the only thing keep her on her heels. Thankfully it’s the good leather, not that cheap crap that tears easily.

It leaves her breasts exposed and unattended. That seems like a bleeding crime — one I indent to rectify. I continue my kissing obsession across her collarbone and down into the valley. I really wish I could see her better. I’d chart her body like a dam map maker. But, as I’ve said, beggars can’t be choosers, and right now I’m happy enough that I get to do this with Vi.

It’s bloody stupid I’m doing it at all, though. I should wait quietly, snap pictures on my phone and think up a way out of this mess. We could do this after.

No one ever said I was smart. That’s Violet’s job, and she’s busy.

Vi’s hips gyrate as I keep up the pace, fucking her with my fingers and... shit, I’m rubbing her clit, but she’s only wildly moaning, not screaming, so I guess she’s gotten used to it. I try to maintain the pace as I kiss across her ample mound and find her nipple. It’s like a little finger begging for a suckle. I can’t resist, but I can give her areola a quick circle with my tongue, and a flick of her bud first. Her hips buck again. Ooo, she likes that. I squirrel that info away for later. I don’t have time to linger or indulge myself. Vi’s pussy muscles are fluttering around my fingers, squeezing harder and harder as I continue to pump inside her. I don’t dare find her G-spot. I want her to come, not explode. Though now I’m picturing that, and I’m tempted.

No, idiot, you’re already pushing your luck.

I’m right. I’m smarter than I look. I suck Vi’s nipple like a thirsty man drinking a milkshake. It’s Violet flavor, and fucking delicious.

Vi shudders, breathing hard against my palm, gasping through her nose. I imagine her eyes rolling as I switch breasts and suck her other nipple. She wails into my hand as I suck harder. Her hips don’t stop grinding. If anything, she’s fucking my digits faster, flexing her hips back and forth. I wish I could see it. I bet it’s a spectacular sight. Fucking glorious.

I give her bud another lick, looking up just as she glares down at me, seeing the tendril of spit joining my bottom lip with her nip. Her eyes widen for a second, just long enough for a sliver of panic to enter my mind, but then I feel it. The tightness around my fingers contract, then release. She moans against my hand like I’m murdering her, and wetness floods her pussy. Then with a shudder, her eyes roll and she’s coming. I was wrong. That is fucking glorious. Vi shudders, gripping my head for support, almost tearing my hair out as she scrunches her fists. I have to press my hand harder against her mouth to keep the mewling noise in. It’s so damn erotic I’m making more of a mess inside my jeans.

I want her to enjoy it, so I resume pumping my fingers and sucking her nips, dragging out her climax as long as I can. I don’t think it’s more than a few extra seconds, but it feels like an eternity when it’s Vi coming on my hand.

As I pull my soaked, shriveled fingers from her heat, I realize it’s another line I’ve crossed, but I don’t care. Out of all of them, it’s the one most worthy. It feels like a damn dream, anyway. Maybe I’ll wake up in my office, muddy boots on the desk, no closer to solving my financial problems.

Christ, I hope not.

There’s no way I want to go back to the way things were. So many things unsaid. Stolen glances. Beating around the fucking bush, unable to just come out and say, ‘Violet, love. I fucking love you.’

Vi’s shaking eases and I move back to her ear and tell her. “Violet. I love you.”

She mumbles something into my palm.

I pull it away, unable to ignore the mix of saliva and lipstick smudged on my skin. “Sorry, love.”

Vi takes in a deep breath and smiles. She’s still beautiful, even if her smudged lipstick makes her look like a sexy Joker. “Oh, Jay,” she whispers in between struggled breaths, looking at the closet ceiling. “Jay,” she says again, then again. Each one a tingling whisper on my soul. Her eyes mist in the slitted light, and she gulps.

“Fuck, Vi, did I hurt you?” Worry gnaws at my gut.

She shakes her head and throws her arms around me, sniveling against my shoulder. “No,” she whispers. “You can never hurt me.” She lets out a quiet a snotty-giggle. “You can be really mean sometimes, but never hurt.”

I wrap my arms around her, realizing how small she is against me. “You had me worried, love.”

“I’m sorry. Don’t know what’s come over me. I just... didn’t think this would happen after you got rid of me.”

I squeeze her tight. “I did not get rid of you,” I say a little too loudly, and lower my voice, quickly checking no one heard me. I can’t hear anything, actually, and I’m not sure if I’m relieved or concerned about that. “I did what I thought was best. Would never have done it if I knew you felt—.”

“Don’t blame me—”

“I’m not. I’m just saying, that’s all.”

“I don’t wanna fight with you, Jay. I feel too good right now.”

I kiss her cheek and hug her. “We don’t fight, love. We have passionate discussions.”

She chuckles against me. “Oh, like the time you tried to convince me Star Wars was better?”

“Yeah. We had a passionate discussion about how you was wrong.” Those geeks on the Internet told it would annoy a trekkie. Never watched it myself, but I did my research, so I had something to tease her with. That was months ago, and she still hasn’t let it go.

She huffs, preparing to launch an impassioned argument. I stop her with my lips, pulling her into a kiss. A deep and passionate kiss. Way better than any discussion. A kiss for the ages. She melts against me, her naked breasts falling into my palms as I push her against the wall, and she moans into my mouth.

Time melts away. It’s just her and me. Our bodies squished together, lips and tongues mating like bleeding rabbits. Then my damn phone vibrates in my pocket.

It snaps me out of the exquisite bubble with the harshness of reality. I waver for a second. I’d rather hold Violet’s fantastic breasts, but I’m an adult, not a wet behind the ears teenager — despite what some people might think — with responsibilities. Besides, if this ain’t a dream, then Vi’s gorgeous rack ain’t going anywhere. “Sorry, love,” I whisper, whipping out my phone to find a message from Eden.

Eden:
Have you two finished? I think they have. No movement in a while. Perhaps she killed him? Please say yes.



My eyes widen at the message, and I have to hold in the chuckle as I peer through the slats. “Eden says they’re done,” I whisper.

Violet growls like an adorable little kitten as she joins me ogling through the closet door. “Bet she does.”

“Think we can sneak out?”

“Jay.” She gives me one of her incredulous looks, the one that say’s ‘you’re being an idiot.’

“I don’t want to stay here any longer than I have to. Tread carefully. If they wake, run.”

I don’t give her time to use her long words to assault me with reason. I’m too high on Violet to care, and I want to get away from Maggie and that shit-stain.

With as much care as I can muster, I push the closet door open and stare at the mass of limbs and silk before me. It suddenly hits me, seeing Maggie’s naked body intertwined with someone else, that we’re over. That it’s real, and... I don’t feel sadness. I feel relief. Free. I’m still angry at the fucking husband, and if that dildo was still on the nightstand, I’d be tempted to smack him with it. I wonder where that’s gone... nope, don’t want to know.

A loud snorting oinks from the bed, followed by a very loud, unsexy snoring sound. Maggie. Relief becomes elation. Violet pushes past and holds her phone out over the bed, taking snaps. I take one last look, and the only thing that comes to mind is:

Good. Fucking. Riddance.

I chuckle, turn and creep out of the bedroom to the front door. Violet is nimble on her feet and silent like a ninja, almost scaring the crap out of me when I find her behind me as I reach for the door handle. She rolls her eyes and I make a face back at her as we slip through and carefully close the door behind us.

Once we’re clear, I turn to Vi and my mouth drops open, seeing her in the bright hallway lights. “Vi, love, you’re indecent.” Her fantastic breasts positively glow, large and round on her small frame, highlighting the creamy pale triangle tan lines surrounding her nipples. Blond strands hang from her ponytail, clumped in her face. Her makeup’s a mess, and her thighs glisten. She’s clearly tried to pull her panties up, but they only made it to the top of her thighs. Her pussy is a beautiful tight slit, with just a hint of blond fuzz.

She chuckles, fixing her panties and skirt. “And whose fault is that?”

I grin as she puts her breasts away in the satin bra and buttons her blouse. “Dunno, love.” I take her hand in mine. “But he must be one horny, handsome devil,” I say, making a move to the elevator.
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I swan out the front door, nod to my fellow lackey, meeting Violet who left by the employee entrance, moaning about how she got chewed out by a guy named Greg. “And he’s bitching at me like I’m the one who did it. I don’t even know who the fuck Susan is. He couldn’t take his eyes off this white stain on my blouse.”

“Well, Susan must be a reckless smoker,” I say with a knowing smirk. “Honestly, smoking right next to a no smoking sign.”

Violet follows me into the other hotel. “Wait, I didn’t say it was near a sign.”

“No? My mistake.” We enter the elevator and there’s this moment of silence before she huffs, piecing it together.

“It was you!”

I take her hand in mine and pull her close. Fuck, it feels good to hold her like this. So many spank bank fantasies, I am not ashamed to say, came true in that closet. But I’m a filthy fucker and that was just the tip of the iceberg. “Of course it was me, love. I needed a distraction to get you out of there.”

She clutches my jacket with her free hand, leaning against me as the elevator slowly rises. “Right. Sorry. I keep forgetting you came to rescue me.” She looks up. “Thank you, by the way.”

I wrap my arm around her. “No problem, love. But you’ve already thanked me.” The elevator doors ping open and we stroll out like a couple of lovers.

Vi giggles. “Can’t believe we did that. And Maggie was right there! Gosh, what a bitch.” She clenches my arm tighter. “Sorry. Is it too soon?”

I grin. “Fuck no, love. Call that skank what you will. I have a mind to send her a thank you note.”

Vi stops. “Wait. What? Why?” She scowls, still looking a vision.

I cup her face and rub my thumb along her cheek. Christ, I thought Eden was addictive. “Because, Violet. Her being a cheatin’ whore let this happen. I finally get to be with you.”

Vi grins. It’s genuine for a second, before the sass ruins it. “Oh, that’s so romantic, Jay!”

I open the hotel room door and slap her delicious behind. “That’s enough cheek out of you, otherwise daddy Jay’s gonna give you a spankin’.”

She giggles, waddling inside on her heels. “Oh, you promise?” she says full of sass. “I’ll be a good girl, I’ll—”

The words die in her throat as we enter the bedroom to find eden naked on the bed.

“What took you so long? I’ve been waiting,” she says, running her fingers down her creamy, naked thigh.

My mouth drops open. “Bleedin’ Christ, love.”


CONTINUE THE ADVENTURE IN PART #3
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