
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    [image: Extra Tight]
  


  
    
      EXTRA TIGHT

    

    
      
        AR TABOO

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Content Warning / Author’s Note

      

      
        by AR Taboo

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Stuffed

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

    

    
      
        AR Taboo

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Content Warning / Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

        Though not explicitly stated, there is no blood relation among characters.

      

        

      
        AR Taboo stories contain graphic sexual content and should be read with caution. There are instances of dubious consent, forced submission, fantasized familial ties, rape, punishment, and age play.

      

        

      
        While reading romance can be a way to safely explore, we do not condone violence or abuse of any kind outside the pages of a book.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Author Alexa Riley LLC. All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, email to riley_alexa@aol.com

      http://alexariley.com/

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

      Edited by Aquila Editing

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            by AR Taboo

          

        

      

    

    
      Goldie has a secret she doesn’t want anyone to know. Especially Nash Rhodes. He’s always scowling in her direction and acting like he can't get away from her fast enough. When he discovers her little problem, she's shocked to find out he's more than eager to help. 

      Nash's obsession with Goldie is a distraction. He's tried to put distance between them while falling in love with her, but he can't stay away forever.  When he finds out that she's in need of a helping hand, he's the only man for the job. 

      Warning: He's too big and she's too small but somehow they make it work. Yeah, just use your imagination folks... this one is completely out of pocket! 

    

  


  
    
      For those of us that love ridiculous romances.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      “I don’t need a babysitter,” I tell my mom. Why is she doing this to me? “I’m eighteen. I think I can handle a week alone.” This place is locked up tight with a security system that’s like something from the future.

      “You’re still in high school, Goldie,” my mom reminds me, and I fight not to roll my eyes. I don’t not want to be rude. “Let’s not forget about you sneaking out.”

      “I wasn’t sneaking out!” I’m never going to live that down, and it’s all my stepbrother's fault. He still gets under my skin even when he’s on the other side of the continent. It really is quite the skill.

      “You didn’t tell anyone where you were going. I don’t think Josie has been the best influence on you.”

      “That’s not fair. She’s the only friend I’ve made here,” I remind her. Besides, Josie means well.

      My mom was the one who moved us here right before my senior year started. I wasn’t mad about it. In fact, I’m crazy happy for my mom. She fell in love with a man who swept her off her feet, but we ended up having to move because of it.

      To me, it wasn’t a big deal since I only had one year left of high school. Now I’m months away from graduation, and Josie is my only friend. She’s in a few of my classes, and we get along. She actually talks to me, unlike most of the other students. Everyone else already has their friend groups established and aren't looking for new people.

      As much as I hate to admit it, my mom isn't wrong. Josie can be a bit wild, which is why I haven't mentioned it's her I'm going to be hanging out with. I didn't want to worry her any more than she already is.

      “This is a big house. You won’t even notice Nash is here.”

      Ha! I noticed Nash the second he entered my life. He’s my mysterious new stepbrother that’s always too busy to hang around us. Nash seems to enjoy shooting daggers at me while he’s super nice to my mom.

      “Doesn’t he have work or something?”

      “He owns his business,” my mom reminds me, as if I don’t know everything about Nash.

      “Which means he’ll be all up in my business if he thinks he’s babysitting me.” He already calls me “little girl.” It must be because of my age because I’m not little. I’m actually extra curvy.

      “Don’t be silly. Besides, he’s already agreed and is on his way.”

      “Mom.” I groan before falling back onto the bed.

      “This might be good for the two of you. We’re all a family now.” Mom comes over and stares down at me.

      “Fine.” I give in because what else can I do?

      I watch the anxiety drain from my mom’s face. John is taking her on a dream vacation to Fiji, and I don’t want her to worry while she’s gone. She’s always wanted to stay in one of those over-the-water huts, and he’s making it happen. My mom never imagined she would have the opportunity to experience something like this, and I’m so happy for her.

      Before John, we lived in a tiny apartment, and she worked two jobs. He came along and swept her right into a fairy tale. It was sweet, and the man is hopelessly in love with her. I don’t think his first marriage was very good, and I’m pretty sure Nash was an accident. Kind of like I was. Where Nash’s dad married his mom, my father took off the second my mom saw two blue lines.

      “Thank you, sweetheart.” Mom leans down and kisses me on the cheek, and I pull her in for a hug. “I'm going to finish packing.”

      “All right.” I sit up and watch her go before snagging my phone off my nightstand. I wonder when Nash will be here. I’m willing to bet he’s coming in on his fancy private jet that he probably flies supermodels on.

      Josie: What’s the verdict?

      Me: He’s still coming.

      Josie: Sorry.

      Josie knows how much I don’t care for my stepbrother. She knows who he is because the Rhodeses are kind of a big deal here. Nash didn’t really need his dad’s name because he’s brilliant in his own right. He chose to break away from his father’s business and started his own company.

      Josie: We can still figure things out. I’ve been googling.

      A link comes half a second later, and I click on it. I’ve been having issues that all started when Josie and I wanted to go for a swim. I was on my period and thought it would be the perfect time to try a tampon. Except I couldn't get it in.

      When I started masturbating for the first time, not long after I’d met my new stepbrother, I touched the area around my clit. I tried to push a finger inside myself once or twice, but I could never get it all the way in.

      The day I tried the tampon and it wouldn’t go, I told Josie my vagina was broken.

      Josie: This might also be why your periods are so painful.

      I keep reading the article that talks about some girls being too tight down there and how it can potentially exacerbate the pain associated with periods. There are also tips on how to try and fix the issue.

      Me: It suggests surgery!

      Josie: But it will be fixed! Then you can have sex.

      There’s no way I'm asking my mom for surgery to stretch my vagina. How mortifying. I think that’s part of why I don’t want to bring it up. She’ll want to talk about me having sex and who I’m thinking of having sex with.

      Nash’s stupid face comes to mind. Sex has been on my mind a lot lately in general. More than I’m willing to admit. It feels like I’m always horny, and no matter how often I masturbate, it’s not enough.

      Josie says the best way to get over someone is to get under someone else. Since I've known her, she hasn’t gotten under anyone, so I’m not sure if I can trust this idea.

      I try googling things myself and end up falling into a few Reddit forums. I make a post of my own, and it’s not long before my inbox starts to fill up with private messages.

      “Oh my god!” I’m horrified by the dick pic someone sent me and throw my phone across the room.

      “Hello to you too.”

      I gasp as I sit up in bed, and that’s when I see Nash standing in the doorway of my room. My phone is on the floor in front of him. Has he never heard of knocking?!

      He starts to bend down to pick up my phone, and panic hits me. “No!” I scramble off the bed, dashing toward him.

      “What the hell is wrong with you?” He holds the phone up over his head, and I jump, trying to get it from him. Why is he so damn tall? And why am I so short? This is bullshit.

      “Give me my phone,” I demand.

      “What’s on it that you don’t want me to see?” He turns it around so he can see the screen but keeps it up in the air out of my reach.

      “Give it back, you jerk!” I jump higher and notice the screen is locked. “Thank God.” I stop jumping and sigh with relief before I drop my head against his chest. His rich scent surrounds me, and that’s when I realize what I’m doing. “Oh crap.” I hop backward to put distance between us. Was I really rubbing up against him while jumping?

      "Unlock it," he orders.

      "No." I take another two steps back as I look him over.

      He's in slacks and a button-down shirt. The sleeves are rolled up, giving me a view of his forearms, and I’m surprised to see he’s got tattoos. I didn't know he had any because he’s always in a suit. Normally Nash wears a tie and jacket, but right now, they are long gone.

      "Who are you texting?"

      "Josie."

      "You're lying."

      "Actually, it’s the truth." I hold my hand out, waiting for him to give me my phone back. Nash glares at me, causing my knees to weaken. I think it's supposed to scare me, and it does, but not in the way he's imagining or hoping, I'm sure. I'm the annoying little girl that has taken over his family home.

      “Is this the same Josie you snuck out with a few weeks ago?"

      "I know you’re the one who snitched on me." Now I’m the one glaring at him.

      I'm beginning to believe that he and the sophisticated security system he has on this house have eyes everywhere.

      His smirk is brief before it swiftly slides away. "She took you to a party."

      "So? I'm a senior in high school."

      "You're a little girl."

      "Not anymore." I have an urge to challenge the issue with him.

      "Goldie." He says my name like a warning as he steps toward me. "I promise you it's for your own good that I keep thinking of you as a little girl."

      Without another word, Nash turns away and leaves me standing there. I’m wondering what the hell that means as he closes the door behind him.

      Shit, he still has my phone!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          NASH

        

      

    

    
      Before Goldie realizes I’ve still got her phone and demands it back, I hurry down the hall to my old room. I haven’t lived here in years, but my dad hasn’t changed a thing. It’s still exactly how it was set up when I left for college, which isn’t too far from the way my home is set up now. It’s organized, purposeful, and without color.

      I’m aware that my life doesn’t include pretty things. It’s designed for function and results. At least it was until Goldie came crashing into it.

      The first time my dad introduced me to Rebecca, I could tell she was different. I assumed he dated at some point during my life, but if he did, he was never serious. Or serious enough to introduce me to them. When he invited me out to dinner to meet his girlfriend, I could see that she wouldn’t remain a girlfriend for long. He was eager to get a ring on her finger and run off into the sunset.

      My whole life it was only the two of us, and when I left for college, it was the end of an era. Since then, I’ve worked at building my security company into something he would be proud of. I never wanted to cash in on his good name or take over something he created. It was important to me to stand on my own two feet, but in the process, I felt like I had to leave him behind. Over the years, I could see he was missing something, and that night at dinner, I knew he’d found it in Rebecca.

      If I wrote out a list of all the things I would want for my dad, Rebecca would check every box. She has a generous heart, she’s patient, hardworking, loyal, and makes the best meatballs I’ve ever eaten. By the end of that first dinner, I knew he would be on his knees begging her to marry him before the week was over. It wasn’t until the wedding that I realized it was a mistake.

      “Nash, we’re about to leave!” my dad calls from downstairs.

      “Be right there!” I call back as I plug in the cord to Goldie’s phone from my computer.

      Once the cloning starts, I watch the bar move quickly across the screen before a green check appears. The system I designed extracts all the data from the device but also allows me to see future data as well. It’s like looking at her phone without having to physically hold on to it even if I don’t have the passcode. After the last time she tried to sneak out, I’m not taking any chances. Of course, that’s the excuse I’m telling myself.

      When the transfer is complete, I unplug her phone and open my bedroom door. Goldie is standing there with her fist raised like she was about to break it down.

      “Can I help you?” I ask, purposely trying to get under her skin. The way her nose wrinkles when she scowls is kind of adorable.

      “Give me back my phone.”

      “Sure.” I hold it out to her, and her scowl drops as she stares at it. She’s reluctant to take it but then thinks better of it and snatches it out of my hand.

      “What did you do to it?” She crosses her arms over her chest, and I don’t miss the way it makes her tits push up.

      Fuck, does she have to walk around here wearing tank tops that barely cover them? It’s like she’s begging me to look. My eyes move to her cleavage, and I don’t bother trying to hide my stare. If she’s putting them out there, then I’m going to get my fill.

      The moment she realizes what I’m looking at, her cheeks flush the prettiest pink. “I don’t need a babysitter.” She drops her arms, but it does nothing to hide the way her nipples are poking against the thin material of the tank.

      Is she cold or turned on? Either way, I’d love to pull the front of that top down and take a look. Would she try to stop me? Could she stop me?

      “Don’t think of it as a babysitter situation.” I smirk as I walk by her. “Think of it more like I’m your warden and you’re my prisoner.”

      “I’ll think of it like you’re an asshole,” she says and raises her chin.

      “Have it your way. But from what I hear, the prisoners who do the warden a favor get more privileges.”

      “Wait,” she says, stopping me before I can go down the stairs. “What kind of favor?”

      My eyes move up and down her body as I think of all the ways she could earn her privileges. “It’s going to be a long week, little girl. I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

      I don’t look back at her as I make my way downstairs to where my dad and Rebecca are loading up.

      “Here, let me get that,” I tell Rebecca as I grab her bag and put it into the car.

      “You are the sweetest boy.” She reaches up and pats me on the cheek before pulling me into a hug.

      I was without a mom almost my entire life, so I didn’t realize how much I was missing a mother-figure. Not until the first time Rebecca gave me a hug and something inside me healed. Now every time she pulls me in for one, I don’t fight it. I let her hug me as long as she wants because it fixes the break that was put there by my own mother long ago.

      “I hope you have the trip you always dreamed of,” I tell her when she finally releases me. “You deserve it.”

      “Your dad makes all my dreams come true.” She smiles softly before it turns mischievous. “But going to Fiji is pretty dang special.” She glances over at my dad and Goldie talking. “You’ll take care of our girl, won’t you?”

      “You know I will,” I tell her.

      “I know you’ll keep your eyes on her.” She raises an eyebrow at me, and my heart jumps into my throat. “I don’t miss the way you look at her, Nash.” She sighs as she looks at her and then back at me. “Just promise me one thing?”

      All I can do is nod because if I open my mouth, I’m not sure what will come out. I don’t want to lie to Rebecca, and any denial would be exactly that.

      “That whatever happens while we’re gone is settled before we get back.” Her expression is serious as her eyes stare into mine. “Do you understand what I’m saying, Nash?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      There’s an underlying threat to what she’s asking, but I wouldn’t have expected anything less. She’s caught me watching Goldie, so she’s letting me know that Goldie’s heart better not be broken when she returns.

      “Okay, go and tell your dad goodbye. We need to skedaddle.” She smiles at me, and all of the seriousness that was there a moment ago is gone.

      While I go around the car to hug my dad, I watch Goldie bounce over to her mom and give her a squeeze.

      “You good, son?” Dad asks when he lets me go.

      “Yeah.” I nod and then take a breath. “Yeah, I’m good.” Maybe saying it a couple of times will convince me I’m okay. “You guys be safe but have a blast.”

      “Making her happy is all I care about.” He shrugs, and it’s kind of adorable how smitten he is.

      “Love you, Dad,” I tell him as I step back from the car and they get in.

      “We love you!” he calls to Goldie and me before they take off down the driveway.

      “Well,” I say as I turn to face Goldie, “it looks like it’s just you and me, little girl.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      If he calls me “little” girl one more time, I’ll murder him. Right now I’m trying to do it by glaring at him, but Nash doesn’t seem to notice. The man has three moods. He’s either annoyed, irritated, or disinterested. Well, at least those are his moods around me.

      “You need to eat.” I press my lips together tighter so I don’t say something bad. “Or is this a hunger strike?” His lips twitch into an almost half smile, “almost” being the key word. “Eat.” This time his tone is more forceful.

      My fingers itch to do as I’m told and I pick up my fork. “I’m not twelve,” I snip at him.

      He heated up some of my mom’s sauce and meatballs for dinner. She’s made a ton, so all I had to do was boil up some pasta and toss bread into the oven. That should have been a sign that Nash was coming home. When Nash is here, Mom always makes sure to stock up. He gets along with her so easily. Why not me?

      “Thank fuck for that.” Nash takes a bite of his dinner. “Now eat. I won’t say it again.”

      “Whatever,” I mutter before doing what he says. I swear he relaxes the second the food enters my mouth. After I swallow, I narrow my eyes on him. “What would you even do? Ground me? I pretty much am at this point.” No way in hell is he going to let me go anywhere.

      "Trust me, there are lots of ways that I can punish you."

      I shift in my seat as heat spreads through my body. His response sparked something dirty, and now all I can think about is that bad girls get spankings. That can't be what he means. Nash has never touched me. Our only contact has been me touching him, and it's an accident for the most part.

      With his response still causing an ache between my thighs, I eat quicker. The sooner I finish, the sooner I can make my escape to my bedroom. I want to call Josie and tell her what Nash said about being the warden and earning favors. I’m sure he was teasing me. It may have sounded like an innuendo, but I know he didn’t mean it that way. He’s always making a point to call me little girl.

      "Done." I bolt up from my chair when I take the last bite.

      "I didn't dismiss you."

      "Seriously?" I gape at him in shock, but I have the urge to sit back down.

      "Fine, go."

      I'm not sure if he’s testing me, but I grab my plate and cup and take them to the kitchen before I hurry to my room. The second I'm across the threshold, I call Josie and spill everything. When I'm done giving every detail of the story, it’s quiet. I pull my phone away from my face to make sure the call didn't disconnect.

      "Hello?"

      "He's flirting with you."

      "No, he's not."

      "Right," Josie laughs. "If you don’t think he’s flirting with you, then you should test it out. Fight fire with fire."

      “And how the hell do I do that?” I’m already shaking my head even though Josie can’t see me.

      “You could do him a favor. See what it gets you in return.” I snort a laugh.

      “Oh sure, I’ll just say, ‘Hey, Nash, how about a blowie so I can go hang out with Josie.’”

      “A blowie?” My stomach drops at the sound of Nash’s deep voice behind him.

      “Oh shit,” Josie says into my ear. She heard him too.

      “Kill me now,” I whisper, then slowly turn around.

      Nash is standing in my open door, and I swear I locked it.

      “Killing you would defeat the whole point of babysitting.”

      “Stop calling it that!” I shout, then Nash's long legs clear the space between us.

      Before I know what’s happening, he plucks the phone from my fingers. “She’ll call you back later,” he says before ending it.

      “Do you know what knocking is?” I hold my hand out for my phone, but he tosses it on my bed.

      “It doesn’t matter. I’m removing the door.”

      “What?”

      “Not having a door will make it easier for me to closely monitor your behavior. And you have a dirty mouth for a little girl.”

      “You’re being insane.” I throw my hands up in frustration. He really has lost it.

      “If I’m insane, it’s because you made me this way.”

      Right, as if I could have so much power over him.

      “You’re not taking my door,” I say with finality. His expression doesn’t waver, and I know he’s not going to budge.

      “Unless...” He looks at my mouth. “You want to do the warden a favor.”

      I suck in a breath, and then it’s like he’s moving in slow motion. His hand comes up and cups my cheek before his thumb brushes across my bottom lip.

      “You’ve never given a...”—he acts like he’s thinking over the word before he cocks his head to the side—“blowie, have you, little girl?” I open my mouth to respond, but his thumb pushes inside. He presses on my tongue and holds it there. “Have you?” I shake my head, and he pulls his thumb out of my mouth.

      He stares at me, and I lick my lips, tasting him. “What’s happening?”

      “You want to prove you’re not a little girl anymore?”

      “I, um...” He lifts a brow in challenge, but I hesitate. I hate when he calls me “little girl,” don’t I? Clearly, I want him to stop even if my body is screaming otherwise. “I guess.”

      “Strip,” Nash orders and steps back.

      “What?”

      “Strip,” he repeats, but his face is expressionless.

      Fight fire with fire. That had been Josie’s advice. Nash thinks I won’t do it.

      “Okay,” I say with mock vibrato and shrug like it’s no big deal.

      Reaching for the hem of my sweater, I pull it off before I have a chance to change my mind. I want to curse myself for not wearing a bra, but when I’m at home, I don’t wear one. I’m a curvy girl, and by the end of the day, a bra is annoying.

      For half a second, I expect him to storm from the room or tell me to put it back on. He doesn’t do anything but stand there looking at me, so I keep going. I’m calling his bluff.

      I wiggle out of my yoga pants, leaving me in nothing but my socks and panties. Fuck me. I didn’t think anyone would see my panties today. They are plain pink cotton with a little bow on the top.

      When Nash finally speaks, his voice is rougher than normal. “Give them to me.”

      “What?”

      “Your panties. Give them to me.”

      Holy crap. His eyes stay locked on mine as I slip my fingers into the sides of my panties. I’m annoyed and hurt. Nash has no intention of sneaking a peek because that’s not what this is about. This is about him showing me who has the power.

      Well, I’ve already come this far, so challenge accepted.

      I pull the panties down my legs before stepping out of them. Once they’re off, I hold them out in front of me by the tips of my fingers. Nash’s eyes finally drop, and everything south of my belly button clenches.

      Nash steps forward, snatching the panties from me, and he looks angry. His body is nearly shaking as he reaches out, and suddenly his whole hand cups my sex. “You’re bare,” he says through gritted teeth. “Just like a little girl.” He jerks his hand back, and his eyes darken. “Go to bed.”

      As soon as he gives the order, he stomps out of my room and leaves me standing there naked.

      I don’t know what possesses me, but I shout at him loud enough that I know he hears it. “Good night, Daddy!” I slam my bedroom door, and the sound of it echoes.

      If he can call me a little girl, then I surely can call him Daddy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          NASH

        

      

    

    
      The sound of her voice hits me like a weight as I step into my room. My knees almost buckle at the word Daddy coming out of her mouth, and it takes all my strength not to turn around and go back to her.

      I’d love nothing more than to show her exactly what a daddy does to brats, but I can’t. Not when I’m in this state. All the blood in my body has rushed to my dick, and I can’t think straight. Instead, I slam my door and press my hand against it. I’m not sure if I’m trying to stop her from coming in or stop myself from going after her.

      I’m not careful as I rip open the front of my pants and close my eyes. The image of her naked body is burned into my brain. I recall every curve as I pull my cock out and then bring her panties to my face. I inhale deeply, getting the scent of her cunt in my lungs. Her bare lips were so soft, but I felt the wetness between them.

      My balls tighten, and I look down to see I’ve already started dripping. I use her panties to wipe across the tip, but more leaks out. I’m so close to cumming that I can’t wait any longer. I open her panties and groan when I see the wet spot she left in the crotch. She was horny while she stripped for me, and it makes me wonder if she still is.

      I press the head of my cock against the wet spot and push into them. I imagine humping her while she was wearing these, and I groan in pleasure. I wouldn’t have to fuck her; this would be enough. If she let me get on top of her, she could keep them on. I could take my cock out and push against her panties. I would thrust like I was fucking her, but there would be a barrier to keep me from doing it.

      Her soft thighs would part in invitation, and if the material got wet enough, maybe she would reach between us to adjust it. She could accidentally adjust them too much and I could slip past.

      My body shudders with pleasure as I spurt cum into her panties. It’s almost embarrassing how fast I cum, but there’s no one here to witness my shame. It’s hot and fast, but it does little to take the edge off. My stepsister has me wound so fucking tight I can’t be in the same room with her without popping wood.

      “Fuck,” I grunt when the last of my cum pumps into her panties. I’ve made a mess of them, and there’s no way she’s getting them back now. I tuck them into my pants before I strip off my clothes and put on some gray joggers and nothing else.

      Once I’m finished changing, I remember her phone. I cloned it earlier, which means I should be able to see everything she’s doing right now. Along with her search history. Is this an invasion of privacy? Yes. Do I care? Not a bit.

      The first thing I do when I open the cloning program is check her text messages. She’s texting Josie, but she doesn’t mention that I made her strip. Interesting. She calls me an asshole, which is fair, and then tells her she’s tired and is getting ready for bed.

      My fingers pause when I see the last message from Josie.

      Josie: The article I sent you earlier says masturbating helps. I’m sure you could think of something to help with that, lol! Night, night!

      “What the fuck?” I click the article she sent Goldie, and my eyes widen.

      It’s a medical website giving advice on what to do if your vagina is too tight. It talks about stimulating the clitoris and starting small with one-finger penetration. It even suggests rubbing against things like a pillow or your partner's thigh to build pleasure. It’s essentially a how-to on getting so turned on that when you stretch the hole it isn’t painful.

      A text message pops up on Goldie’s phone, and I click over to see it.

      Goldie: Might as well. At least it will help me sleep. Talk to you tomorrow!

      I swallow hard as I watch her phone switch from text messages to Google. She types something into the search bar, but before I can see what it is, a screen begins to load. I can’t imagine what kind of porn she looks at, but the idea of her getting off to another man makes me clench my fists. Maybe now is a good time to take that door off.

      I’m having so many jealous thoughts that I’m not paying attention to the screen until something catches my eye. That’s when I see she’s on my company’s website. I’m confused until she goes to the ‘about’ page, and a picture of me appears on the screen. It’s one that was taken a few months ago when my web designer updated the site. He joked that I looked pissed off in my picture, which I did, but I was annoyed that the photographer was late, and I wanted to get it over with.

      My picture stays on the screen for so long that it finally dawns on me that this is what she’s masturbating to. The realization has me standing up so quickly my desk chair tumbles backwards. Before I can stop myself, I rush down the hall as quietly as I can and press my ear to her door.

      At first there’s silence, but then I hear a soft moan from Goldie followed by a low buzzing sound. I close my eyes and press my ear to the door, desperate to hear more. The buzzing gets louder, and I think I stop breathing when she whispers my name.

      “Nash.” She says it again like she’s imagining it’s me getting her off.

      I know I shouldn’t, but I reach into my joggers and wrap my fingers around my cock. There’s no man alive that could resist this. I’m hard and throbbing as I pump fast while thinking of her impossibly tight cunt. One that’s so tight she’s trying to find ways to make a man fit. No, to make me fit.

      “Nash!” The sound of her shouting my name as she climaxes has me cumming right along with her.

      I whisper a curse before I push away from the door, forcing myself back down the hall. How the fuck am I going to stay off of her while we’re alone in this house? All I can think about is getting on top of her and seeing just how tight she is.

      One thing is for sure: That goddamn door is coming off the hinges. Tonight. I’ll do it while she sleeps so she can’t tempt me into leaving it in place.

      The next time she rubs her pussy, I’ll be watching.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      I glare at my bedroom door. Well, the spot where a door used to be. How the hell did I not hear him take it? It was there when I went to sleep. The man is out of his mind. I can’t believe he actually took it!

      I throw off my blanket and climb out of bed. I want to storm out of my room and go find him, but my shyness is stopping me. Getting naked in front of him is probably a sign that I’m out of my mind too. It’s going to be hard to face him, but I’m not going to let him know it. I’m going to pretend it never happened.

      After I get ready for school and exit my room, I don’t see him. My eyes linger on his closed door, and I scowl at it. What a bunch of bullshit. He can have a door and do whatever the hell he wants, but I can’t.

      Before I realize what I’m doing, I stomp down the stairs to the kitchen and drop my bag on the island. I make myself a bowl of cereal, and right when I’m sitting down to eat it Nash walks in.

      “Morning,” he says, like this is totally normal.

      Per usual, Nash is wearing his slacks and button-up. Why does he always have to be so damn handsome? He doesn’t even have to try.

      I shove a giant bite of cereal into my mouth and ignore him the best I can. It’s hard because he rules my thoughts when he is halfway across the country. How am I supposed to do it when we’re in the same room?

      The first time I’m naked in front of a man and he leaves me standing there as if it was nothing to him. My curves never bothered me before, but now they have me questioning myself. What do I know, though? To Nash, the sight of a naked woman could hold no meaning. I’m sure they throw themselves at him all the time. I guess after last night, I’m not any better. I’ve wanted him from the moment I met him.

      “Don’t ignore me.”

      “I’m eating,” I mutter with a mouth full of food, not caring if that annoys him. In fact, annoying him is preferrable. I’d love to get under his skin the same way he gets under mine.

      “What time do you need to leave?”

      “I won’t be late for school.” I take another bite of my breakfast, checking the time on my phone. Nash suddenly reaches out and grabs it off the counter. “What’s your deal with my phone?”

      “My deal is you’re being a brat.”

      “Give it back.” I know I sound exactly like what he’s accusing me of being, but I can’t help it. He brings it out of me.

      “You’ll text your little friend that you don’t need a ride today. I’m going to drop you off at school.”

      Josie has been picking me up since we became friends. I still haven’t learned to drive. The few times I tried, it freaked me out, and I panicked.

      “Um, yeah, that’s not happening,” I say, and he tilts the phone toward me. That’s when I see that Nash grabbed my phone so quickly that I didn’t have a chance to lock the screen.

      “Or I’ll text her,” he offers.

      “No!” I shout way too quickly, making him lift a brow. If he texts her, he’ll see the last thing we were talking about. Then I’ll die.

      “Is there something you don’t want me to see?”

      “It’s girl talk.” I hold my hand out for the phone, and he stares at me. “Please.”

      “Was that so hard?” He sets it on the counter in front of me, and I snatch it up. “Text her,” he orders, and this time I don’t hesitate.

      I fire off the text before he can try and take the phone again. After I send it, I delete all of our texts too.

      “Good girl.” He says it like it’s the most normal thing in the world to call me, and I hate the rush of desire that fills me when I hear it.

      “This is stupid.” I take my bowl over to the sink.

      “It is. You should be eating more than cereal for breakfast. I’ll fix that tomorrow.”

      “That’s not what I meant.” I grab my backpack. “Josie is already on the way to school. I’m on her way. It doesn’t make sense for you to take me.”

      “It’s not for you to worry about what makes sense. It’s for you to do as you’re told.”

      I shake my head at him. Nothing I say will get through. Nash does what he wants, and honestly, his words only fuel the fire inside of me. His comments should piss me off, but they only turn me on, which I suppose does piss me off. This is a crazy merry-go-round I’m on, and I need to get off before I’m thrown from it.

      “Can we go?” I need to get some space from him so I can come up with a new plan. Last night blew up in my face because he was completely unfazed.

      “Get your little ass in the car,” he orders, and I have to resist the urge to retaliate. I bite my tongue with a retort, but my patience is short-lived.

      “I can’t believe you really took my door,” I huff when he pulls out of the driveway.

      “I can’t believe they still make you wear those uniforms.” I catch him looking at my thighs, and he stares at them until I shift in my seat. What is he looking at? I was butt-ass naked last night and he didn’t have this much of a reaction.

      “I like them,” I admit. “I’m not used to this.”

      “This?” he asks.

      “It’s a fancy school. The uniform makes it easy for me to blend in.” Even with the uniforms, I see the expensive shoes and jewelry the other girls wear at school.

      My stepdad gives my mom money, which I understand. They are married, and we had to move our whole lives to come here. She couldn't keep her job, and he hadn’t wanted her to. With how he has to travel for work, he said he wanted her to be able to come with him. I’m not sure if that was true because he hasn’t really gone anywhere since we moved in.

      If he was lying, I think it was for a good reason. He wants as much of my mom's time as he can get. It's sweet, but I don’t feel right using his money more than I need to. I know how to live on a budget.

      “You’ll never blend in, Goldie.”

      “Right,” I mutter under my breath. The comment cuts deep, and I stare out the window.

      “You really have no idea, do you?”

      “With you, I never have a clue,” I respond as he pulls up to the front of my school. I open the door, but before I can climb out, his hand comes down on my thigh, halting me.

      “I’ll be waiting for you when school ends.”

      “I can get a ride,” I snip, but his fingers tighten along the inside of my thigh. The primal glint in his eyes is raw, and before I can stop myself, I nod in agreement.

      “Good girl.” Nash releases his hold, and I jump from the car.

      Before I can stop myself, I spin around to face him. “Bye, Daddy,” I say before slamming his car door and taking off toward the school.

      Yeah, there’s no way I’m meeting him after school.

      He’s already taken my door. It’s not like it can get any worse.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          NASH

        

      

    

    
      “Fuck.” I check my watch as the last of the students empty from the building. “I should have known better.”

      Her phone was quiet most of the day, so I stopped checking it when I left the house to come get her. Goldie isn’t here, and I have a sneaking suspicion she’s not coming. I look at the app on my phone that shows her cloned activity, and she’s on the other side of town heading away from me.

      I shake my head as I program her location into my navigation and drive in that direction. She thinks she’s so goddamn clever, but she’s in for a rude awakening.

      The farther I drive from town, the sketchier the area becomes. The few buildings that are still standing look like they could fall over in a strong wind. It’s eerily quiet as I drive down the street with more potholes than solid ground.

      The closer I get to Goldie, the angrier I become. What the fuck is she doing out here? I check her location for the hundredth time and see she’s finally come to a stop. Up ahead there’s a concrete building with a flashing sign. It looks like half the bulbs are missing, but I can still make out the single word. Clinic.

      “What the fuck is she doing here?” I park out front and glance around the almost full parking lot.

      There are a couple of people hanging around the entrance, and they all glare at me as I walk past them. When I get inside, the waiting room is full, but I don’t see Goldie anywhere. Worry gnaws at my stomach as I go up the counter to speak with a nurse.

      “Sign in, someone will be with you soon,” she says without looking up.

      “I’m so sorry. I told her to wait on me, but I guess they called her back while I was parking the car.” The nurse looks up from her paperwork to give me a puzzled expression. “I dropped my fiancée off at the front door. I had to park down the street since the lot was full, and I didn’t want her to walk. I’m just really protective of her.”

      I can see her expression change from puzzled to pleased. “What’s her name?”

      “Goldie Yates. She’s not in the waiting room. They must have called her back already. Could you let her know I’m here?”

      The nurse clicks on her computer and then hits a button. “You can go on back. She’s in exam room thirty-seven.”

      “Thank you.” I give her my best apologetic smile as the double doors open and I step through.

      The rest of the building isn’t necessarily dirty; it’s just clearly old and in need of updates. That’s about the best I can say as I walk down the hall and find her exam room. I don’t know what the hell is going on, but she’s not getting anything done here.

      As soon as I see the right door, I don’t hesitate to barge in. A scream of surprise pierces my ears, and I almost walk back out. Almost. Goldie is on the exam table without any pants on. She’s got some kind of paper blanket across her lap, and I can’t help but think, What is the point of that?

      “What the hell are you doing here?” I demand as I step inside and close the door behind me.

      “Get out of here!” she hisses before looking around like she’s trying to find something to throw at me.

      “Not until you tell me what the fuck is going on. You ditched me, and now you’re in some sketchy clinic doing what?”

      “None of your business.” Her eyes narrow. “Wait, how the hell did you know where to find me?”

      A knock sounds at the door before it opens a second later.

      “Hi, Goldie, I’m Doctor Hill,” the doctor says and then looks at me. “And you are?”

      “Her fiancé,” I answer before Goldie can tell her something different.

      “Great, then let’s get started.” A nurse comes in as the doctor takes a seat on the stool and slides closer to Goldie. “So it says you’re here today about vaginal tightness?”

      “Umm.” Goldie’s face turns bright red, and she doesn’t look at me.

      “Why don’t we start with a pelvic exam first so we can get a good look at it.” She smiles gently at Goldie as she pulls out the foot holder from the bed. “Are you two sexually active?”

      “No,” Goldie says quickly as the nurse makes the chair she’s on lean back.

      Part of me thinks that being in here is a bad idea, but I don’t think an army of men could drag me from this room.

      “So have you noticed the tightness when masturbating?” The doctor gets a lamp and then some kind of metal instrument out before asking Goldie to spread her knees.

      “Yes,” Goldie admits, and I can hear a trace of fear in her voice. Before I can stop myself, I go over to the side of the bed and take her hand.

      Her eyes snap open at the touch, and she looks at me with a mix of embarrassment and relief.

      “Let me take a look. Can you scoot farther down the table?” After Goldie has to do it two more times, the doctor seems satisfied. She’s between her legs for long minutes and makes small talk with the nurse as she does the exam.

      “You okay?” I ask when I see Goldie’s eyes squint in pain.

      She presses her lips together tightly and nods.

      “All right, we’re finished,” Dr. Hill says and backs away from Goldie. “It looks like your hymen isn’t as open as it should be for comfortable penetration. Is it painful when you try to insert something into it?”

      Goldie’s cheeks are already red, so it’s hard to tell if she’s blushing harder at this question.

      “Um, yes. I can’t wear a tampon.”

      The doctor nods like she expected this. “My suggestion, if you’re comfortable with it, is to let your partner help stimulate you into orgasm while slowly stretching it. It’s kind of like being able to tickle yourself. It’s almost impossible to do, but you’re more open to pleasurable sensitivity when it’s done by someone else.”

      “What kind of stimulation should I do?” I ask the doctor, and I feel Goldie stiffen.

      “Oral stimulation would be ideal, then you can work up to larger things as her comfort increases. Your vagina is tight but not something that warrants medical intervention.”

      “Thank you, Doctor,” I tell her before she leaves the two of us alone.

      There’s a half a second of silence before Goldie opens her mouth to say something.

      “Not a word,” I cut her off and lean close. “Don’t you say a fucking word. Your ass is grounded, little girl.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      I don’t know how this could possibly get any worse. I can’t even look at Nash, so I keep my attention out the window. I’ve got my arms folded over my chest, and I’m doing my best to create a wall between us.

      This man really thinks he can do anything he wants. It’s infuriating. But I’d be a liar if I didn’t admit the relief I’d felt when he’d taken my hand. When the doctor started to do her thing, I was worried about the pain. I was so scared of it and what the exam might reveal.

      The fear that had started to rise melted away at his touch. As much as Nash pisses me off, he’s protective. As long as I’m with him, I know no one will hurt me. Too bad he doesn’t know how much he can hurt me. If he does, he doesn't seem to care.

      “Are you hungry?” Nash asks, breaking the silence. There’s still an edge to his tone, and I don’t understand why he’s the one that’s angry. I'm eighteen years old, and I went to the doctor for a check-up. What's the big deal? “You’re only making this worse for yourself.”

      “You told me not to speak,” I snip at him.

      “And now I’m asking you a question,” he fires right back.

      “What is your deal with my food intake?”

      “Just answer the damn question, Goldie!” Nash shouts, making me jump. He pulls to a stop at a light and runs his hands down his face. “Shit.” He sighs and then glances over at me. “I’m not trying to scare you. Not that you wouldn’t have it coming,”

      “What does that mean?” I don’t understand half of what this man says.

      “You scared the shit out of me. That’s what I mean.”

      I stare at him, and the longer I look, the more his words sink in. Anger is a secondary emotion, and I see the fear behind his eyes. My mind flashes back to him bursting into the exam room and the expression on his face. He really was worried about me. I’d been so focused on what was about to happen that I hadn't noticed.

      “Why did I scare you? It was a clinic, not a party.”

      Nash shakes his head as the light turns green. “That neighborhood isn’t the best.”

      His eyes flick up and down my body, and I fight the urge to pull on the edge of my skirt. He’s acting like I’m in some sexy outfit and not the stupid school uniform I’m forced to wear.

      “It was fine.” I picked that clinic because I didn’t need insurance. I was worried if I used mine, someone would find out. I guess that was pointless because now Nash knows. Is he going to tell my mom?

      “You're naïve.”

      “It was a doctor's office,” I grit out.

      “Have you seen yourself, Goldie? Have you ever looked in a fucking mirror?”

      I must be misinterpreting his words because I have no clue what message he’s trying to convey.

      “You’re so full of it.” I roll my eyes. “Don’t try to play that card. You want to yell at me that I’m naïve about being pretty or whatever, but you saw me naked and didn’t bat an eye.”

      “That’s what I mean. Fucking naïve. How did you even get there? Did that so-called friend just drop you off?”

      “No.” I actually need to text her.

      “Who took you then? A guy from school?” He fires off one question after another, each one angrier than the last.

      "No, I got a Lyft."

      "You're lying."

      "How do you know if I'm lying?” Then I remember my question in the exam room. “And you never told me how you knew I was there!”

      "You didn't request a Lyft," he says, ignoring the question again.

      Okay, that is kind of true. "I don't have the app. Josie ordered it for me." I need to tell her I won't need one to get back home. She couldn't take me because she had to stay after school today.

      "Of course she did." Nash pulls into a parking lot.

      "She is a good friend." I'm quick to defend her, but Nash is already getting out of the car. I sit there watching him come around before he opens my door for me.

      "Out."

      "Do you have to bark orders at me?" I step out of the car, seeing we're at a restaurant.

      "Do you have to push against everything that I say?"

      Well, he’s not wrong. "At this point it’s probably a habit."

      "I suppose that goes both ways," he admits before grabbing my hand and leading me toward the restaurant.

      "I'm not going to run away." I tug on my hand, but he doesn't release it.

      "In case you haven’t noticed, running from me doesn't get you very far."

      I’m beginning to see that.

      "I wasn't running today." The thought of running from him sounds hot, and my dirty mind goes down a little rabbit hole.

      Having erotic fantasies of Nash is another bad habit. Most of the time, they are dirty, but every now and then I daydream of him cuddling me and us being silly. I have no clue where those come from because I hate Nash. There’s no way I'd cuddle him.

      Ever.

      "Mr. Rhodes." The pretty hostess beams at him before her eyes bounce over to me. They widen in surprise. "You have a date?"

      "No."

      "Yes." We both answer at the same time.

      What the heck? First he's my fiancé and now we're on a date? He’s still holding my hand, so I'm sure it appears that way. A slow smile spreads across her face.

      "I’ve got the perfect table for you then. Follow me." She grabs a couple of menus before leading us through the restaurant. It’s fairly empty at the moment, but it’s really nice.

      The woman stops at a private table in the corner. It’s sitting next to a fireplace, and the whole setup is romantic. Nash finally releases my hand to pull out a chair for me.

      The woman's bright smile stays on her face. "This is so cute. Nash on a date."

      "It's not a date," I tell her, but she doesn’t believe me.

      "Sure." She grins and then winks.

      "I'm his sister," I try again.

      "He doesn't have a sister," the hostess responds.

      He must come here a lot if she knows so much about him. Jealousy flicks through me, and I fight it down. I have no reason to be jealous. I don’t want Nash, and she’s being nice. She doesn't seem into him. He’s probably used to women swooning over him, so what if he sees her as a challenge? I glance over at Nash, who is staring at me intently. I shift in my seat.

      "Stepsister," Nash fills in. "I'll have my normal, and Goldie will have a cherry Coke."

      “You got it. Archer will be over to take your order.”

      “Wait,” Nash stops her. “Do you have someone else?”

      “You don’t want Archer? Did he do something?”

      “No, I’d just prefer another server. Do you have someone else?”

      What’s the deal with Archer? What if Archer is dating the hostess and that’s why Nash doesn’t like him? The plot thickens.

      “I’m so sorry, it's still early, and he’s the only server for the next”—she checks her watch—“thirty minutes.”

      “Fine,” Nash agrees, and the hostess leaves.

      “I see I’m not the only one you like giving a hard time.”

      “Trust me, Goldie, you’re the only one I want to give my hard time to.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          NASH

        

      

    

    
      When Archer comes over to our table, I want to grab Goldie and get the fuck out of here. Would flipping the table and tossing her over my shoulder be too much? At this point, I’m not sure I give a fuck.

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Rhodes, I see you’ve got someone special with you today?” Archer turns his attention to Goldie, and I want to throw the tablecloth over her body to shield her from his view. “It’s lovely to see such a beautiful patron at our most intimate table.”

      Every word that comes out of his mouth is like a slice to my control. To make matters worse, Goldie giggles. She fucking giggles. She’s never done that with me before. Maybe if I wasn’t such an asshole, she would.

      “It’s a beautiful restaurant,” she tells him. “I’m so glad my brother could bring me here today.”

      “Step,” I clarify for the second time.

      “Oh, my mistake,” Archer says, and is it my imagination or does he move the slightest bit closer to Goldie? “Is there something specific you desire?”

      Goldie’s cheeks flush pink as she looks at me and then at the menu. I have to clench my jaw to keep my mouth shut. If I speak I’m going to lose it.

      “What’s the special?” She points to something on the menu, giving Archer an excuse to move right beside her.

      When the hostess comes back to deliver our drinks, I hear her say something but don’t pay attention to it. I’m too busy glaring a hole through Archer. If he gets one millimeter closer to Goldie I’m going to remove his arms from his body.

      “Perfect,” Goldie says before passing him the menu.

      “I’ll have the same,” I say without even looking at my menu or knowing what she ordered. Food has no meaning right now. The only thing I want is for her to eat so we can get the fuck out of here.

      “Of course. I’ll bring that right out,” Archer says, and I don’t miss the way he looks at Goldie once more before he leaves.

      “This is such a great place,” Goldie says way too cheerily, and I wonder if she can sense how angry I am. “The staff is really friendly.” She shrugs like it’s no big deal. “And so accommodating. I mean, I bet I could ask for anything and Archer would be more than happy to⁠—”

      “Enough,” I cut her off because I can’t stand to hear her talk about another man. I put my hand down on the table a little too hard, and it makes the dishes rattle.

      “What’s wrong, Nash?” She blinks in mock surprise as she puts a hand to her chest. “Are you afraid the hot waiter is going to bend me over the table?”

      Before I can stop myself, I reach under the table and grab her chair. I yank on it hard, and it jerks her right next to me. She gasps as I glare down at her, my eyes narrowed.

      “If you don’t stop flirting with him, I’ll be the one bending you across the table.”

      When she licks her lips, I stare at the shiny plump flesh and have the strongest urge to sink my teeth into them.

      “The doctor said I had to go slow, remember? Fucking you right now would hurt, and I don’t think either of us wants that.”

      “Who said I was going to let you do anything to me?” She raises her chin in challenge.

      I slide my hand under the tablecloth and between her thighs. She gasps when I roughly push her knees apart and reach under her skirt. When I cup her pussy, I can feel the heat of her cunt through her panties. I gently squeeze, and she doesn’t push me away. In fact, she spreads her knees a little wider.

      “You’ll let me, little girl.” Her lips part, but nothing comes out. “I’ll make sure you’re so horny for it that you beg me.” I can feel the center of her panties getting wet, and I grin down at her. “Just like you did last night when you were rubbing your pussy.”

      “Nash.” She tries to shake her head, but I’m hovering over her so she’s locked in place.

      “I heard you, Goldie. I heard you begging for me. So don’t sit here and pretend to flirt with the waiter to make me jealous.”

      “That’s not⁠—”

      “That’s exactly what you’re doing.” I squeeze her pussy again, and her hips jerk. “The only thing you’re going to accomplish with this little stunt is getting me to kick his ass.” I don’t break eye contact with her as I lean closer. “So be very, very careful about how to speak to another man. Because I. Don’t. Like. It.”

      She swallows hard, and after a beat of silence she nods in acknowledgement.

      Movement out of the corner of my eye catches my attention, and I see Archer approaching the table. Goldie must notice too because her body tenses, and she tries to pull away from me. Possessive need flows through me, and I don’t give her an inch. Instead, I squeeze her pussy to show her just how serious I am.

      “I brought some bread for the table,” Archer says and then makes a point to look at where Goldie has moved to.

      The way we’re sitting, it’s clear that my hand is under the table, but it doesn’t show exactly what I’m doing. I’m sure he can use his imagination, but I don’t give a fuck.

      “Leave it,” I say while keeping my eyes on Goldie.

      I watch her as she looks at him, all flirtation and smiles from earlier long gone. She nods in agreement with me, and I rub against her pussy as a reward.

      “Good girl,” I tell her loud enough for Archer to hear.

      “Your food will be out shortly. Is there anything else I can get for you until then?” Archer tries once more to interject himself.

      Goldie spreads her legs a little wider as she looks up at me. “I think I have everything I need.”
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      My heart hammers in my chest, but I try my hardest to keep myself together. I don’t want to show Nash the effect he’s having on me. Although I’m sure his fingers can feel it. My wet panties are sticking to me, and he has to know he’s the reason.

      I reach out to take a piece of bread because I need something to distract me. Nash squeezes my sex and my hand stills. My hips buck forward totally against my will.

      “Don’t,” he orders. Possessiveness flares in his eyes and the feral tilt of his lips plays with too many of my emotions. And all the other parts of me.

      “You don’t want me to eat?” I manage to speak without sounding too breathy.

      “You’ll eat, but first, tell me you’re going to be a good girl.”

      I lick my lips, and Nash’s eyes narrow. This isn’t a battle I’m going to win. I can't win with my own body betraying me. When I nod, he shakes his head.

      “Not good enough. Say it, Goldie. I need to hear it.”

      How does he make his words carry so much weight? I hang on each one.

      “I’ll be a good girl.”

      Nash smiles. Not a half one or a smirk, a full-blown smile stretches across his face in approval. I’m filled with a desire to preen, as if his reaction is my own little reward.

      “That’s my girl.” He pulls his hand away, and it takes all the warmth with it. I want it back, but I won’t ask. “Don’t worry, we’re far from finished.”

      He winks at me with a knowing glint in his eyes. What the hell? How does this man know what I’m thinking? It’s like he’s always a few steps ahead. Today he tracked me down, which should have been impossible. I know he didn’t follow me because he would have walked into the waiting room right behind me.

      Nash reaches for a piece of bread and spreads butter across it. He holds it out for me, and I lean in and take a bite. The way he’s feeding me from his hand is intimate in a way I didn’t know I would enjoy. Turns out, I really like it.

      “Now let's talk about how we’re going to handle your pussy.”

      “Nash!” I hiss as heat blooms in my cheeks.

      “There’s nothing to be shy about, Goldie. I’ve already seen it all.”

      I stare at him, but his face shows nothing now. “You’re serious?”

      “Who else would you have doing it?” Anger flares in his eyes, and his body visibly tenses.

      I was toying with the waiter because I wasn’t sure why Nash brought me here. Jealousy got the best of me, and I decided two could play that game. I’m not sure if I won because although it pissed him off, I was the one to bend. It’s probably for the best because I think he might have broken Archer if I didn’t. I don’t understand his jealousy, but there’s no denying it. This isn’t the action of an overprotective brother.

      “Maybe if you hadn’t lied and said you were my fiancé, the doctor could have told me how to handle it myself,” I point out.

      “Your mother left you in my hands to take care of.”

      My mouth drops open. Did he really just say that? He holds up the bread, and I chomp down, almost getting his finger.

      “Don’t be naughty,” he warns.

      “We both know that my mom didn’t mean you need to…” I trail off because there’s no way I can finish that sentence.

      “To stretch your snug little pussy?”

      “Oh my god.” I cover my face with my hands and squeeze my thighs together.

      The thought of him talking to my mom about my vagina nearly kills me, but his words are dirty and way hotter than they should be.

      "I take my job seriously." I uncover my face and narrow my eyes.

      "Job?"

      "Responsibility?" he corrects, which is only marginally better. I’m about to tell him that my vagina is not his responsibility, but the server is almost at our table with our plates.

      This time Archer doesn’t linger. He barely asks if we need anything else before he bolts. I don’t blame him. Nash is intense.

      “Now,” he begins, “when we get back home⁠—”

      “Not happening,” I cut him off. I can’t think about Nash giving me oral.

      “Shall we call your mom and ask her about me taking care of you?”

      “You wouldn't.”

      Nash pulls out his phone and cocks his head to the side in a challenge. Every time I try to defy him, I’ve lost. I’m not willing to bet on this one.

      It’s not that I want to hide what’s going on with me from my mom. What I don’t want to do is have to admit that every time she asked me about being interested in a guy that all along I was harboring a secret crush on Nash. This could ruin the happy family that my mom believes we have.

      “Okay,” I whisper, and my shoulders sag in defeat.

      “Goldie.” His hand comes out to rest over mine. “I want to do this.” I lift my head to meet his eyes as his thumb strokes the top of my hand. “I’ve already seen you naked. And I know that I’ll handle you with care.”

      “Why?”

      Nash is rich and crazy hot, so I’m sure women fall at his feet. The thought makes my stomach turn, and my dinner isn’t so appealing anymore. This can’t be about sex for him because he’s only going down on me. He’s not getting anything in return.

      “As much as we fight, I care about you.” I suppose he does, but not in the way I wish he would. “Let me do this.” I swear there’s almost a plea in his tone.

      “We need rules,” I finally say.

      I have a problem that needs to be fixed. If anyone can get me worked up and turned on, it’s Nash. The man doesn’t have to be in the same room as me and he gets my body going.

      “No rules,” he counters.

      I can’t let things get out of hand. He’ll end up breaking my heart, and it’s not as though I can escape him after that damage is done. Nash is going to be in my life forever.

      “What? Why not?”

      “We do this my way,” he says, and I sigh.

      “Nash—”

      “You don’t understand your body.” He takes his time looking me up and down. “You think you don’t want certain things, but you actually do.”

      “And you know my body and needs?” I scoff.

      “When it comes to you, Goldie, I know every fucking thing.”

      I swallow, thinking that might actually be the truth.
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          NASH

        

      

    

    
      Goldie doesn’t seem interested in food after that, but I manage to feed her enough that I won’t worry. Well, at least not about her being hungry. My need for her has been simmering since the moment we met, and now it’s become an obsession I can’t ignore.

      “It’s time,” I tell her as I stand from my seat and put several bills on the table. It’s enough to cover our meal several times over because I’m not interested in waiting for Archer to come back.

      When I hold out my hand for Goldie, she doesn’t hesitate to take it. Pride ignites inside me as I tug her close. I end up wrapping my arm around her shoulder and pulling her hand around my waist. I want her as near to me as possible.

      The drive home is silent, but it’s not uncomfortable. There’s a charge between us that feels electric, and the closer we get, the more powerful it becomes.

      “Nash.” Goldie whispers my name when I pull into the driveway.

      “It’s all right, I’m going to take good care of you.” I bring her hand to my mouth and kiss the center of her palm before I get out and go around to open her door.

      Once we get upstairs, she turns to her bedroom. I shake my head and tug her toward mine.

      “But—”

      “My bed is bigger,” I tell her, and the blush along her cheeks goes down her neck.

      The closer we get to this happening, the more worked up she becomes. Her anticipation and nervous excitement has a direct line to my cock. I’ve been hard all goddamn day, but now it’s painful. Knowing that I’m going to eat her cunt has it straining for relief.

      When we get in my room, I close the door behind me and turn on the lamp beside the bed. She’s fidgeting as she looks around my room, and I wonder what she thinks of the space. It’s not like my home in the city. There’s nothing there, no personal touches or mementos. I’ve kept all the things I love back here. Including her.

      “Stand next to the bed.”

      Goldie turns around, and her eyes are wide. “I’m scared.”

      “I know.” I unbutton the sleeves of my shirt and roll them up. I can almost taste her fear, and maybe it makes me a monster, but I love it. I’m going to consume it and show her there is no reason for it. “Reach under your skirt and take your panties off.”

      “Okay.” Her fingers tremble as she does what I ask, and when she steps out of them, I kneel in front of her.

      “Sit,” I order. When she does, I nod in approval. “That's my good girl.”

      She’s got her knees firmly shut, but I’ll get to them eventually. First, I take off her sneakers one at a time, followed by her socks. When they are off, I raise her foot and kiss the inside of her ankle.

      “That tickles.” She hums a laugh, but it turns to a sound of pleasure as my lips linger on the sensitive place.

      I kiss her knees before sitting back, and she looks mildly disappointed. I grin at her as I stand and unbutton my shirt.

      “What are you doing?” She looks at my shirt when it hits the floor and then back at my bare chest. I don’t miss the way her eyes linger on it. “I thought you were just going to…” She glances down at her lap. “You know.”

      “The point is to get you worked up. Correct?” When she nods, I reach for my belt. “You watch porn?”

      If it’s possible, her face gets even redder, but I wait, and eventually she nods.

      “Then think of this as finding the right porn before you rub one out.”

      I push my boxer briefs and pants off at the same time, and my cock juts straight out in front of me. The head is fat as fuck, and my shaft is throbbing. With Goldie’s eyes on me, I’m the horniest I’ve ever been.

      “Here,” I say and hold out my hand. “Spit on it.”

      “W-what?” She looks at my hand and then looks at my cock.

      “Spit on my hand, Goldie. You’re going to watch me jack off.”

      She pauses slightly before bending down and doing it. After that, she can’t take her eyes off me. She watches with wide eyes as I bring my hand to my shaft and lube it up. I use one hand to tug on my sack because it’s full and tight. The other I squeeze around the head and then move my fist up and down.

      When I go faster, her lips part, and it makes precum build up on the tip. She stares at it as I work my dick, and her eyes follow it when it drips onto the floor.

      “Holy shit.” I don’t think she realizes she says it before she licks her lips. The more I fuck myself, the more her knees relax and spread apart.

      I grunt as I thrust forward into my fist, and she gasps. Is she imagining it going into her? My cock is way too fucking big to get in her tight cunt, but I don’t have to. I’d be content with just the tip.

      Thinking of cumming in her while she watches me jack off makes my cock swell.

      “Show me your pussy,” I demand. She doesn’t hesitate to lift her skirt and spread her knees wide. She’s eager for me to see how wet she is, and fuck, is she wet. I can see it dripping out of the slit, and I can’t wait to lap it up. “I’m going to cum.”

      “Already?” She looks both surprised and maybe even a little disappointed.

      “Lie back.”

      She goes back on her elbows as I step between her legs and shove her shirt up. I point the tip of my cock at her belly and thrust into my hand one last time. Waves of cum spill onto her as I grunt my release. Her hips rock up like she’s imagining I’m inside her, and it makes my cock throb.

      My cum is all over her and I have to force myself to take a step back. I want to rub it in and then mark the rest of her, but I need to focus.

      “Now, why don’t I see about that mess you’ve made between your legs.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      The throb between my legs is almost unbearable. I have the urge to close my thighs to try and find some kind of relief, but I want to have his mouth on me too much to do it. I don’t think I have ever wanted anything more in my entire life. What has he done to me?

      Nash drops to his knees while his cum slowly slides down my stomach, my checkered skirt soaking it up while the scent of him fills the air. I see pride in his eyes as he watches it coat my skin.

      “Is all of this for me?” Nash asks with a smirk.

      He trails a finger up the inside of my thigh to the lips of my sex. I let my thighs fall open wider, and his fingers drift along the lips of my pussy. He makes sure to stay away from my clit, and a whimper leaves me. Eventually it turns into a frustrated sound.

      “Answer me when I ask you a question, and you might get what you want.”

      “Yes, it’s all for you.” The words pour out of me in a rush.

      I’m too turned on to pretend I don’t want it. God knows I’ve never made myself this wet. Sure, I might have peeked at porn when I was trying to get myself worked up, but it didn’t do anything close to this. Nor did any of the dirty books I’ve devoured. What Nash has done to my body in a matter of minutes gives me faith that he might be able to help me with my little problem. Though this might create a bigger one.

      "You want my mouth on you, baby girl?"

      My stomach tightens at the way those words sound coming from him. Nash licks his lips, drawing all my attention there. That’s when the thought occurs to me that he’s going to kiss my pussy before I’ve ever been kissed on the mouth.

      Before I can think better of it, I quickly sit up, making Nash’s eyes widen a fraction. My hands go to his shoulders, and I dig my nails in before pressing my mouth to his. I try to catch him off guard so he doesn’t have an opportunity to resist.

      This is supposed to be all about turning me on, not being romantic, but I have to kiss him. I’m sure I can pretend I was caught up in the moment. Not that I've thought about kissing him a million times before.

      Nash stills, but after a millisecond of hesitation, he lets out a groan, and his arm wraps around me. He pulls me flush against his bare chest, and the feeling of his warm skin is more erotic than it should be.

      I slide my tongue along the seam of his lips, and he opens, letting me in. He lets me kiss him without taking over, but then his fingers tighten in my hair.

      “Finally,” he mutters against my mouth. I want to ask him what he means, but this time, a feral growl leaves him. It rumbles through his chest as he completely takes over the kiss.

      Nash thrusts his tongue into my mouth, and his fingers tighten in my hair. He uses the hold to tilt my head back and take what he wants. When it comes to me, everything Nash does is all-consuming.

      I moan into his mouth, and I savor the kiss. My heart hammers in my chest at the sheer intensity of it, and I can’t help but think that Nash kisses me as if he loves me. He’s tasting me like he’ll never get enough.

      He breaks the kiss as he pulls my shirt off and his fingers make quick work of my bra. When I’m left in only my skirt bunched around my waist, he goes for my breasts. Nash’s big hands engulf them as his thumbs stroke over my nipples. He watches the tight peaks before he rubs his face against them.

      “I’m going to taste every part of you.” His tongue circles my nipple, and my back arches. He tries taking more of me in his mouth, and I can feel him smile against me when he can’t. He moves over to my other nipple, giving it the same attention before kissing down my body.

      Yes, my mind screams. Taste all of me.

      His hands slide under my thighs to my ass. With a tug, he pulls me closer to him, and I'm barely on the bed. My ass is so close to falling off, but he manages to hold me firmly in place. He uses his thumbs to spread my lips open, and I know he can see every part of me. If I weren’t so turned on, I’d try to cover myself. But right now, I’m utterly shameless.

      “Nash,” I whimper.

      “Fuck, you’re gorgeous.”

      Me? He’s the one that’s a piece of art carved from marble like an ancient Greek statue. Except he’s far from cold to the touch.

      “Don’t tease,” I plead with him. He rests my feet on his shoulders to keep me spread open, and his fingers begin to explore.

      “Does it ache?”

      “Yes.” My breath catches in my throat when I feel him touch me, and I didn’t know an ache could be so good.

      “Be still.” He gently pops my sex, and the shock of it makes me gasp. The sound is loud, but it doesn’t hurt. Instead, pleasure shoots through my entire body. “You enjoyed that far too much.” Nash shakes his head. “I can see why you can’t get yourself off how you should.” A wicked smile crosses his lips. “You need me.”

      I want to tell him he’s wrong and that I don’t need him, but we both know I’d be lying. Not with how wet I am and how good that felt.

      “Not going to deny it?”

      “Nash.” I shake my head as I squeeze my eyes shut. Am I going to die like this?

      “I’ve got you,” Nash vows before he dips his head. I swear I feel my heartbeat in my clit. “I know you need me, Goldie. But I’m not going to make you say it right now. Soon you’ll say it all on your own.”

      He’s not wrong. From the moment I met him, I knew that Nash was necessary to my soul.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          NASH

        

      

    

    
      I can feel the heat of her pussy against my face as I brush my lips over her clit. She’s so fucking hot, and seeing her like this is every fantasy I’ve ever had come to life. I’ve dreamed of kissing her, sucking her tits, eating her cunt. Literally everything. In my most depraved fantasies, Goldie was always there, needy, open, and begging for it.

      I think Goldie would be surprised to hear that the sexual desire I have for her pales in comparison to the desire I have to keep her with me. That’s a testament to how much I want her at my side. Some days I pull up the security cameras and watch her eat breakfast or scroll on her phone just so I can feel like I’m near her. After tonight, I’m never letting her go. I don’t care what she thinks this is or what she tells herself. There’s no escape. Not from me, and not from this.

      “Look at your little clit poking out, begging for attention.” I brush my lips over it again, and she hisses at the contact. “It’s so hard and wet. I think one tiny lick would do it. Don’t you?”

      “Yes, yes. Do it.” Goldie fists the sheets at her side, and I grin.

      “Imagine if I suck on it.” I lick over the hard peak, and she cries out. Her hips buck so high she comes off the bed, but I’m there to bring her back down. “Such a greedy pussy.”

      I lick her clit again, but this time I put some pressure behind it, and that’s all it takes. Goldie screams as the orgasm hits her, but I’m not about to end it there. I’ve worked her up to the point that she needed this quick release, but it’s only the beginning.

      She’s still cumming as I pop her pussy again and send the shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Her cries of pleasure roll from one to another as the wet trail of her desire drips down her ass. I lick it up and pinch her clit at the same time.

      “Nash!” Her high-pitched shout bounces off the walls of my room as she cums again. She’s easy to get off now, and the orgasms are there for the taking.

      “Oh, baby girl. This tight hole is begging for me.” I lick her entrance and then thrust my tongue inside. She rocks her hips like she’s trying to ride it and then she cums again.

      “Nash, I-I can’t.” She’s completely limp, but I know she’s not finished.

      “Yes, you can.” I bring my pinky to her hole, and her eyes widen in shock as I thrust it in. She clenches around it, and I can only imagine how good it would feel to have this hot grip on my cock.

      “It’s too much,” Goldie whines but doesn’t push me away. She squeezes her eyes shut, but she bears down, trying to take it deeper.

      “Let me in, baby girl. You’ve wanted me inside you for a long time, haven’t you?” Her eyes pop open, and I grin before licking her clit. “I bet if you wanted to, you could take the tip of my cock.”

      She whimpers and then bites her bottom lip.

      “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” I slide my pinky out of her and switch to my index finger. She hisses at the intrusion, but she’s stretching for me.

      “Yes,” she says quickly like she’s distracted.

      “It’s your choice, Goldie. I can put another finger inside you and pop your cherry right now. You’ve cum all over the place, so your pussy is nice and soft.” I lean forward and take a taste of her cunt. I can’t get enough. “Or I can do it with my cock.” I know which I’d prefer, but I’ll let her decide. “What’s it going to be?”

      I lazily lick her clit as she begins to writhe. She’s close to another orgasm, and I’m keeping her at the edge.

      “You have to say the words, baby girl.”

      “You.” The word is clipped, and I grin against her pussy.

      “My fingers or my cock?” She huffs like she doesn’t want to say it, but I’m not letting her hide.

      “Your cock.” We lock eyes, and I take one long lick between her pussy lips.

      “Good girl.” I can feel her cunt clench around my finger when I call her that.

      In one movement, I stand up and push her to the center of the bed. When I climb on top of her, her eyes are wide with fear.

      “Hey,” I say gently as I push her thighs open. “It’s me. I’m not going to hurt you. Just the tip, okay?”

      “Okay,” she says softly.

      I grab the base of my cock and point it to her wet hole. I know for a fact she’s not on birth control, but I don’t say anything. I’m not using a fucking condom, so what’s the point in bringing it up? I want to cum in her raw and see what happens. Maybe I get her pregnant, maybe I don’t. But the thought of playing that dangerous game has me leaking with excitement. Who knows, maybe I’ll breed her into being mine forever.

      When I press my cock against her, I feel the tight barrier of her cunt stop me. She whimpers and then puts her hands over her face.

      “That’s it, just breathe,” I tell her as she grips the head of my cock to where it’s almost painful. My face scrunches as I breathe through it and manage to get the tip in. Once it’s there, I feel her body relax. “There you go, baby girl. I’ve got you.”

      I lie down on top of her, letting the weight of my body hold her in place. Then I grab her wrists and hold her to the bed so she can’t wiggle away from me.

      “Fuck.” I grunt as I push in a little more, and Goldie cries out. “Be a good girl, let me in.”

      “It’s too much.” She tries to shove against me, but it’s no use. I’m too heavy, and my cock is already in place.

      “You can take it. You love me, don’t you, Goldie?” I pull out just a tiny bit and then pop the tip back in. These shallow thrusts are killing me, but it feels like her pussy is sucking the cum right out of my dick.

      “You know I do,” she whispers, but she’s still trying to fight me.

      “Then show me you love me. Let me in.”

      There’s a fire in her eyes as she fights harder. “It’s too big,” she practically shouts in my face, but I ignore it.

      “Goddamn, I’m gonna cum.” My eyes roll to the back of my head as I push in a little more. “You’re doing it, baby girl. You’ve got my cock inside you. Just like I always wanted.”

      “Nash.” She gets wetter and stops fighting me.

      “Kiss me,” I tell her. “Kiss me like you mean it. Like you want me to be yours.”
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          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      My mouth meets Nash’s, and I try desperately to pour everything into the kiss. His entire body covers mine inside and outside, and I want to show him how much I love him. There’s no way I could ever say the words out loud, but I feel it.

      If I did, he might realize this means so much more to me than just needing his help. I want him to see me as more than the annoying little girl that was pushed into his life. Not some obligation he has to tend to.

      Nash groans as more of his weight comes down on me. I let out a small gasp when his cock slides in deeper, and then there’s a warmth filling my body. There’s a sharp pain at the same time, and my teeth sink into his bottom lip. When I taste blood, I let go, and I’m shocked to realize what I’ve done.

      “I’m sorry,” I rush to say.

      Nash's eyes remain closed, his expression one of agony. I kiss his bottom lip in apology because I didn’t mean to hurt him. He’s trying to help me, and I go and bite him! Maybe I’m a brat after all.

      “Don’t apologize, baby girl.” His breathing is heavy as he presses his forehead to mine. “Are you okay?”

      “I bit you.”

      “You can mark me all you want.” He sounds like he means it. “Now tell me, are you okay?”

      “I’m okay.”

      “You know I'm buried halfway inside of you.”

      “What—” I stop talking when he pulls out and thrusts back in, sinking another few inches deeper.

      “You’re taking me so good.” I’d gotten so wrapped up in thinking I’d hurt him I forgot about my own pain. “Fuck, look at you.”

      He lifts up so I can see his cock move in and out of me. The sight is filthy, and I moan without thinking.

      “Nash.”

      “You’re so wet but still so damn tight.” Nash’s jaw clenches as he grits his teeth.

      He puts his weight on me again, pinning me down. I love watching him while he’s inside of me, but I love it more when he’s like this. The sensation of being trapped beneath him and having no choice but to be at his mercy is exhilarating.

      My hands go to his shoulders as his thrusts get faster. “You’re going to make me cum again.”

      He makes it sound like it’s my fault, but I want him to. I think I might want him to cum inside me more than I want my own orgasm. Nash is doing this to help me, but I want to prove to him that I can make it good for him too.

      “Three times.” He closes his eyes tightly, and I think he’s talking to himself. “Fuck, I can’t cum three times that quickly.”

      He’s sinking into me over and over, and I feel his hand slip between us. His thumb goes to my clit as he claims my mouth in another kiss. My orgasm was so close that the simple touch is all it takes. Pleasure floods through me as Nash groans into my mouth. The walls of my sex grip around his cock, and his body jerks. I open my thighs wider, taking everything he gives and wanting more.

      Nash buries his face in my neck, kissing my throat softly. His weight on top of me is heavy, but I’m still humming with the pleasure he gave me. It’s so intense that I lose the strength to keep my eyes open.

      I swear I only close them for a moment, but when I open them again, I’m lying with my head on Nash’s bare chest, and the blankets are pulled up around us. I lie there for a moment, feeling my breathing match his. The soft light peeking in through the bottom of the curtains lets me know it’s early morning.

      I tilt my head back and look up at Nash. This all is so surreal. I can’t believe what we've done, but there is no denying it. I’m tender between my thighs, and even my lips feel well used after all his kisses.

      For once, Nash appears to be relaxed, but I know it’s only because he’s sleeping. It’s nice to be able to watch him freely without him knowing. My fingers itch to trace the lines of his handsome face, but it would wake him.

      I hadn’t meant to fall asleep in his bed last night, but my body was on sensory overload. I must have crashed out. It’s too bad because I would have loved to have enjoyed the night for a little longer. I want to kick myself for not taking advantage of every second.

      The light in the room brightens more and more with each second that passes. It’s reminding me that we're going to have to face the reality and the aftermath of how far we took all of this. Nash asked if I loved him, and I quickly agreed that I did. I know it was all dirty talk, and he was using it to get me worked up. He did exactly what he’d promised to do.

      I might feel less vulnerable if I dressed for this conversation, so I try to slip from his hold. Nash’s grip tightens, and his brows furrow. How can he make that irritated expression when he’s sleeping? This is one I am all too familiar with because I’ve gotten it from the very beginning.

      I let myself relax, thinking that his hold will do the same, but it doesn't. How the hell am I going to get out of this bed without him knowing?

      I wait a few more minutes and try again, and this time I get farther from him. Just when I think I’m going to make it, his eyes pop open. The next thing I know, I’m pinned under him, and he’s staring down at me with wild eyes. His hands pin my wrists firmly to the mattress as his big body settles between my thighs.

      “Were you trying to leave me?” Is there a warning in that question, because it sounds like there is. “Answer me.” This is the Nash from before. The one who is so quick to get irritated and angry with me.

      “I need to pee,” I blurt out. “And I have to go to school. I have a test.” Suddenly, the urge to run from him is growing strong.

      His mouth presses into a firm line before he releases his hold, and I don’t give him a chance to change his mind.
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      I lie there frustrated as I watch her run from my room. She was lying. I mean, maybe she did have to pee, but that wasn’t her reason for needing to get away from me. I felt it the moment she woke up and I lay here contentedly beside her. But the longer I stayed quiet, the more I could feel her pulling away from me, and not just physically.

      The sound of the shower turning on has me groaning with need. My cock is so hard it’s jutting away from me and tenting the blanket. I need to get this under control, but it’s her fault I’m like this. There were several times throughout the night I had to stop myself from waking her up and making her take it again. Clearly that was a mistake.

      I try to calm down, really I do, but when the shower turns off, I can’t take it anymore. I’m completely naked as I stomp out of my room and down the hall to her room. Her door is still missing, so when I see her standing there with beads of water still clinging to her bare tits, I almost growl.

      “Nash!” she squeaks and grabs her towel to cover her body.

      I’m already shaking my head as I enter her room. “You’re not leaving me like this all day.”

      Her eyes instantly go to my hard cock that’s pointing right at her. “But⁠—”

      “But nothing. That tight little cunt of yours is going to take care of me.” The words come out sharper than I mean for them to, but I’m pissed she ran.

      Before she can tell me no, I nudge her against her dresser and drop to my knees. She’s still standing, but she leans back against it as my mouth covers her pussy. She shouts in shock and pleasure as I lick her quickly, desperate to taste it.

      She tastes like heaven, and I moan at the flavor. The vibrations make her hips rock forward, and the next thing I know, she’s rubbing her cunt against my face. Her fingers are gripped tightly in my hair as I work her closer to an orgasm. She’s whimpering with need, but just when she’s about to cum, I pull back.

      “No, no, no, no.” She tries to pull my face back to her pussy, but I bat her hands away and turn her around.

      “I want you to watch,” I say into her ear as she looks in the mirror over her dresser. “I want you to see how pretty you are when you’re on my dick.”

      “Oh my god,” she breathes as I grab her hips and thrust all the way inside.

      “Fuck!” I roar as the tight heat of her pussy sucks my cock.

      I’m not gentle even though I should be. I know she’s sore from last night, I know she probably needs a day or two to recover, but I’m a selfish bastard and I don’t stop. I’ve waited for so long to have her, and now that I’ve gotten a taste, I can’t get enough.

      Our eyes meet in the mirror, and I give her a cocky grin. “You like it. Don’t you?”

      Her cheeks burn with embarrassment. “Yes.” It comes out like a whine, but I love the sound of it.

      “You want to cum on my dick?” I grunt in pleasure when I feel her getting wetter.

      “Yes.” She spreads her legs wider.

      I reach for her, making her lean back against me, and put a foot on the dresser. At this angle, she can watch my cock thrusting between her legs while I rub her pussy.

      “Look at that.” I use my fingers to spread the lips of her cunt. “You love it, baby girl. You’re dripping all over me because you love it so much.”

      “Nash, please,” she begs.

      “I want you to remember this the next time you try to run from me.” Her eyes lock with mine, and she stills. “You want my cock inside you. You want me to fuck you endlessly and fill you with my cum.” She’s silent as I go harder. “Do you see how hard you’ve made me? It’s your fault my cock is so full. And now I have to chase you down to get it under control.”

      “I’m s-sorry.”

      “Tell me you love me,” I growl in her ear.

      “I love you.” She’s fast to say it this time. “I love you, Nash.”

      “Tell me you’re mine.” I press my fingers against her clit, and she gasps.

      “I’m yours. I promise, I’m yours.”

      “Then you better not ever run from me again.” I keep rubbing her clit as I bring my other hand to her throat. I squeeze it just enough to get her attention. “Do you understand me?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      The single word makes my eyes snap to hers as I thrust hard one last time. Cum pours out of me, and I watch as her own orgasm hits at the same time. I’m pumping my seed into her, and she clenches, trying to take it deeper.

      It’s so intense I see spots in my vision, but I hold her steady, petting her gently to stretch out her pleasure. My body shudders as she milks the last drop, and I have to force myself to stay standing.

      When it’s over, I pull out, and there’s a sound like a pop of suction because she’s still so fucking tight. I’ve left a sticky mess between her legs, and I grin as it coats the inside of her thighs. She reaches for the towel to clean herself off, but I shake my head.

      “Leave it. I want you to remember this all day.” I pull her against my chest and kiss her forehead. Then I touch under her chin so she tilts her head back to look at me. “And when I pick you up from school, you can show me how much you missed me.” I drag my thumb along her bottom lip before I bend down and give her a quick kiss. “Now hurry up so you can have a proper breakfast before school.”

      I stride out of her room, already counting down to when I can touch her again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      I’m not sure what has shifted, but there’s a change. I can sense it all around Nash and me. His whole demeanor is different, and each word he speaks drips with possession. His hand rests on my bare thigh, and this touch is different too. It’s protective, but there’s an ownership behind it.

      It’s strange for him to boss me around, but it’s because he’s taking care of me. Of course he seems to get all kinds of enjoyment out of it. This morning I had to sit in his lap while eating breakfast. He even fed me almost every bite. When I tried to stand up to grab my things, I thought for a moment he wasn’t going to let me go. I'm wondering what he’ll do now as we pull up to my school.

      Nash's thick fingers press firmly into my flesh. I’m telling myself that he’s not obsessed with me, but all the signs are there. I’m enjoying all of this far more than I should, but it’s just sex. He’s helping me, and he happens to be good at turning me on.

      "Don't make me chase you down." The car is rolling to a stop, and Nash gives me a stern look.

      "You think I'm going to run?" I probably should run before this blows up in our faces. It would mess up everything for our parents.

      "Don't." Why is he so pissy? Shouldn’t he be happy after the sex we had this morning?

      "Okay.” I say what he needs to hear to get him to calm down, but he’s still so tense. I pet the side of his shoulder to soothe him, and I love the idea that only my touch can do this. He relaxes a little, and at least it’s something.

      "Tell me you love me," he orders, and my heart flutters in response. Is this still part of the task of turning me on? I'm starting to think it's not.

      "I love you." His hold on my thigh relaxes, but he tugs me closer.

      "Kiss me."

      "You're bossy," I huff, but I'm already leaning over because I want a kiss.

      Nash’s hand cups the back of my neck, and he holds me in place. When I press my mouth to his, he’s quick to deepen the kiss. I have no choice but to take it because he doesn’t seem to want to release me. Eventually, he lets out a regretful groan and pulls back.

      “Keep your phone on you. I want you to text me between each class.” I’m about to tell him that’s crazy, but he doesn’t seem to care that he's acting that way.

      “Got it.” I lick my lips, and Nash looks at my mouth with hunger.

      “Go.” He releases his hold on my neck, and I make sure I don’t rush from the car. If he believes I'm trying to run from him, he might chase after me and drag me back inside. That would get around school quickly and probably make its way back to our parents.

      What am I going to do if they find out? I’m blaming Nash because I lose rational thought when he’s got his hands or mouth on me.

      As I walk away from the car, I tell myself not to glance back. I can’t do it, and when I get to the school doors, I peek over my shoulder. Nash is still parked in the same spot, not moving. I wave my fingers at him while I bite my bottom lip and then walk inside the school.

      “Hey!” Josie calls as soon as the doors close behind me. “Start spilling. What the heck is going on? I saw your brother kissing you and then eye-fucking you when you walked away.”

      “Josie!” I hiss, glancing around. “He’s my stepbrother.”

      “Tomato, tomahto.” She waves a hand at me, and my cheeks flush with heat.

      “No, it’s not a tomato, tomahto.” It’s a very clear distinction that everyone should be really freaking clear on. Josie shrugs, but she fights a smirk. She’s trying not to laugh because we both know I’m right.

      “So? Was I right? He’s into you.”

      “I don’t know.” I let out a small breath before I gave her some details on what happened.

      “Look,” Josie says when we walk into our classroom.

      She nods toward the window, and I follow her line of sight. Nash’s car is now parked in the parking lot, and he’s leaning up against it. I drop down into my seat, unsure what the hell he’s doing. That man can make my head spin right along with my heart.

      “He’s intense.” I nod as she takes the seat beside me. “Is he stalking you now? I mean, he knows you’re here because he dropped you off, but how did he know about the clinic?” Josie looks like she’s trying to figure it out. “It’s like, boom, he’s there.”

      “I don’t know.” I shrug. “I checked to see if I shared my location with him, but it wasn’t on.”

      “You’re so trusting.” Josie laughs and reaches out to me. “Hand it over.” I find my phone in my bag and give it to her. She opens her laptop and hooks it up to my phone. “Did he ever get his hands on this?”

      “My phone?”

      “No, your pussy,” Josie deadpans.

      “I already told you he did.” We both erupt into laughter.

      Our teacher enters the classroom and starts his lecture. I keep looking over at Josie's screen, wondering what the hell she’s doing. I’ve never understood all the crap she can do on them. Josie is scary behind a computer.

      “Shit,” Josie mutters under her breath.

      “What?” Did she really find something? Nash had my phone, but it was only for a second.

      “Oh, he’s tracking you all right. And so much more.” Josie’s eyebrows are almost to her hairline as she turns to look at me.

      “Tell me.” I lean over and see hundreds of pictures of me. How is that on my phone?

      Then it dawns on me that she’s hacked into Nash’s data.

      The teacher announces that everything should be put away so we can take our test.

      “I’ll show you after class, but you might need a restraining order.” Her lips twitch, and I’m not sure if she’s teasing or dead-ass serious.

      I wonder which I’m hoping for.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

          NASH

        

      

    

    
      I know for a fact she’s only got three classes today. It’s the end of her senior year, and she’s taking the last of her requirements. So when she doesn’t text me after the first class, I get annoyed but try to stay calm. I send her a text letting her know my displeasure.

      Me: That’s strike one.

      The second time she doesn’t text me, I’m not so calm. In fact, I’m pissed.

      Me: Strike two.

      Both of my texts go unread and unanswered. She’s purposely ignoring me, and I don’t fucking like it. I catch a glimpse of her walking to her third and final class of the day, and she pretends to not see me. I know every inch of her body, and I could see the way it changed when she knew I was there. She was well aware of my presence, and she chose not to look at me.

      Me: Strike three.

      My brain is screaming at me to stop, but I’m already walking across the parking lot. I won’t be denied, not ever again. This is all her fault, and now she’s the one pushing me over the edge.

      When I walk into the building, I know exactly where I’m going. This used to be my high school, and the layout hasn’t changed. I also know her schedule and what classroom she’s in right now. It’s not hard for me to grab the open door before it closes and slip inside undetected.

      The bell rings and the halls empty, but I don’t care. I’m on a mission, and even though I know somewhere in the back of my mind this is fucked up, I can’t stop myself.

      Her teacher is already talking to the class when I get there, so I knock on the door. When she looks at me, it takes her a second, but then recognition dawns on her. She beams at me as she walks to the door and opens it.

      “Nash Rhodes, what are you doing at my door? I know you’re not here to tell me you forgot your homework.” Mrs. Foster is one of the nicest teachers here and remembers every student by their first and last name.

      “Well, I was talking to the guidance counselor about using high school students for my new intern program. But I couldn’t leave without seeing my favorite teacher.”

      “Oh, don’t you try to charm an old lady. I’m too close to retirement to get into trouble now.” She winks at me, and it makes me laugh. She’s been an old lady since she started working here a million years ago.

      “Actually, I needed to talk to my sister for a second. If you don’t mind?” I give her my best flirty half-grin, and that’s all it takes.

      “Of course, I’ll send her out. Don’t take too long, we’ve got a pop quiz on Hemingway. But you didn’t hear that from me.” She pats me on the cheek before she goes into the classroom and calls out Goldie’s name.

      A second later, she appears before me with an expression full of fear. Good. She should be very afraid right about now.

      “Come with me,” I say through clenched teeth as I grab her upper arm and march her down the hall.

      “What are you doing?” she hisses as I pull open the door to the media room.

      This is where the students work on the school paper and yearbook. They do other projects here too, but they are all after school. I know this room stays empty during classes and we won’t be interrupted.

      “Why the fuck haven’t you messaged me?” Before she can open her mouth, I back her against the door and brace my hands on either side of her body. “And don’t you dare lie to me. I know you saw me in the parking lot and ignored me standing there. You’re being a brat, Goldie, and I’m not above yanking you out of class to punish you for it.”

      “You’re stalking me.” She raises her chin up stubbornly, but she’s not mad. I see her fingers tremble as she plays with the edge of her skirt.

      Is she turned on?

      I lock eyes with her as I move in closer. “So you figured out I was watching your phone?”

      “Josie did.” She shrugs like it’s not a big deal, but actually it is. Josie must be pretty good with tech to unlock the cloning device I put on there. “She also hacked into your phone, and I saw all the pictures you had of me.”

      Oh. Now her trembling fingers make sense. “She showed you what I had on my phone?” Goldie nods and looks up at me through her lashes.

      “There were so many.” Her voice is barely above a whisper.

      “Why do you think I have all those pictures of you?” I bring a hand to her hip and dig my fingers into the softness there.

      “I don’t know.” She says it too quickly.

      “You’re a big girl, Goldie.” My hand moves lower to the edge of her skirt. When I reach under it, her breath catches in her throat. “I’m sure you can guess.”

      “You, um...” She hesitates, but then my fingers brush over the cotton of her panties, and I feel the damp spot.

      “Touch yourself.” I tug the cotton to the side. “I looked at those pictures and jacked my cock every chance I got.” My fingers thrust into her impossibly tight cunt that is determined to keep me out. I have to put my other hand over her mouth to cover her cries of pleasure. “Sometimes I’d log into the live video feed just so I could see you in real time.”

      She whimpers behind my hand as I bring my fingers to my mouth and lick them clean.

      “You should be scared of me.” I reach for the front of my pants and yank them open. “There’s nothing I wouldn’t do to have you.”

      When my cock springs out between us, I lift her around the waist and pin her to the door. Her legs automatically go around me, and then she gasps when the blunt head of my cock nudges against her opening.

      “In fact, I’m going to raw dog you in the middle of this fucking school and try to impregnate you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

          GOLDIE

        

      

    

    
      Who knew my perfect stepbrother had such a dirty mouth? Who also knew how badly it would turn me on? Not me!

      “You’re a dirty girl letting your brother at your tight, horny pussy,” he grunts as he thrusts harder.

      I close my eyes. Holy shit, I’m going to cum.

      “Getting you pregnant while still in high school?” He shakes his head. “Everyone is going to know how much you love taking my cock.”

      “Nash,” I moan, my fingers digging into his shoulders as he pounds in and out of me. He’s made my body take him. My breath catches in my throat as he feeds me his cock. I’m starting to wonder if my body was made for him alone.

      There’s a crazed possession in his eyes, and I’m realizing that all the things he said while inside me are true. My stepbrother might be obsessed with me, and now he’s been given permission to do and say as he pleases.

      “Hush.” Nash’s hand covers my mouth again before his lips come to my ear. “Be quiet and take it. It’s your fault you’ve turned me into this.” Nash starts hammering into me harder, making the door groan from the weight of it.

      It’s too much, and I can’t hold back any longer. My orgasm explodes through my body, and Nash grunts my name. My body locks around his cock, and he buries his face in my neck.

      “There it is. Take it.” He thrusts harder, getting it as deep as he can. “You're sucking me right up.”

      He's not wrong. I bear down on his cock while thinking about him getting me pregnant. What would others say? Would our parents lose their minds? Do I care?

      Not in this moment. Nash has a way of getting all rational thought out of my head. All I can see and hear is him, and I think that’s his goal.

      "Fuck, how do you always feel so good? I can't get enough." Nash kisses my neck, letting his hand drop away from my mouth. Slowly he lets his cock slip free, and I notice he’s still hard.

      “How are you still, ah...” I lick my lips as my feet touch the ground. Don’t cocks go down? His doesn’t seem to.

      “Hard?” Nash smirks as he puts his cock away. I try to push my skirt back down, but Nash brushes my hands away, leaning down to inspect me first. He tugs my panties back into place before kissing me over them. ”I told you. This is what you’ve done to me.”

      “I did this to you?” I snort a laugh.

      “We’re leaving. I’m not done with you yet.” His hand wraps around my wrist, leading me back out into the hallway. A few students glance toward us, their eyes wide. I have to fight not to fix my hair because that will only make it worse.

      "They're going to think⁠—"

      "There is no thinking. They know exactly what you let me do to you."

      "Nash!" I hiss. He simply shrugs, not giving a shit.

      "They should know you're mine. It's better for everyone." His hold on my wrist tightens, and he doesn’t release me until he’s helping me into the car.

      He jogs around the car, and I shake my head. He really has lost it. His hand comes down on my bare thigh the second he’s back inside the vehicle.

      “I’m not going to run.”

      “You could try.” He’s dead serious as he takes off out of the school parking lot.

      “Nash—” I hesitate, not sure where to start here. “Have you been tracking me?”

      “Yes.”

      “Watching me?”

      “Always.”

      His responses are so quick. “And you’re really trying to get me pregnant?”

      “Of course.” Nash looks at me like I’m ridiculous for asking.

      “All of this has been real.” I shake my head, my mind still trying to catch up.

      “I’m not sure what ever gave you the impression it wasn't.”

      “Because you don’t even like me!”

      “Like?” He scoffs. “I like a good steak or whiskey. I need you.” He makes another turn and pulls onto our street.

      “This is insane,” I mutter more to myself, but still Nash answers it.

      “You’ve made me insane.” He is not backing down. Do I want him to?

      “So that gives you the right to hack into my phone and track everything I do?” There was no shame in the pictures he’d snuck of me.

      There were so many. Ones I didn’t even know existed, but I recall the days he wasn’t around or at least I didn’t think he was. I thought he was on the other side of the country but nope, he’d been close by and watching all along.

      “It gives me the right to do whatever I want when it comes to you.”

      “Who took all those pictures?”

      “Your little friend is quite the computer whiz.”

      “You’re not going to answer that?” I turn to face him more as he puts the car into park.

      “What do you want me to say? I did it all. Sometimes it was me that took the pictures, a few times I hired someone to keep an eye on you.”

      “To keep an eye on me? For what?”

      “For what?” He looks at me with confusion. “That someone else would try and take you from me.”

      I blink, unsure how to respond to that. Nash’s hand cups the back of my neck, holding me in place.

      “But now everything is going to be fine. You know you belong to me. Soon enough everyone else will too when they see you’re pregnant with my baby and my ring is on your finger.”

      I don’t get the chance to respond before Nash covers my mouth in a possessive kiss.

      “You know this is nutty, right?” I tell him as I look up at him through my lashes.

      “No, I think now that I’ve got you and you understand, I might calm down.”

      “Might?”

      “Probably not, but tell me, Goldie, does it truly bother you? Knowing the lengths I went to so that I could have you.”

      “I like it,” I admit. Here I thought this was a one-sided thing. How wrong I’d been.

      “Love it,” Nash corrects.

      “I do love it, Nash.” This time I don’t wait for him to order me to say it. “I love you.”

      “That’s my girl.”

      “Your girl?” I like the sound of that.

      “Only girl I’ve ever wanted. Only one to own me. Only one I love.” I can see it all in his eyes, and he means every word.

      I’m not sure what the fallout will be with our parents, but I know Nash can handle it. He can handle anything, no matter how tight it might be.
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          NASH

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Four years later…

      

      

      

      “Be quiet or they’ll hear us,” I whisper into Goldie’s ear as I pull back the covers.

      “Nash, you know I can’t.” She’s already whining as I push up her nightgown.

      “Roll over and put your face in the pillow, then. You know the drill.” She turns over on her stomach, face down on the bed. “Good girl.”

      My hand rubs across her ass and then between her legs. My fingers find her hot little center, and I have to swallow a groan. She’s so damn horny when she’s ovulating.

      “Fuck, I’m cumming in you tonight. I know what time of the month it is.”

      She bears down on my fingers, and I feel her cunt clench around them. “I thought you said we should wait a little longer?”

      I’m already climbing on top of her and pushing down the front of my gray sweats. “That was before I got the alert on my phone.” I’ve been using an app to keep track of her cycles, and when I was putting the kids to bed, I got the text that her fertility window had opened.

      “But is now really the time?”

      “Put your face in the pillow and spread your legs,” I say through clenched teeth. I’m squeezing the base of my cock, but it’s not offering any relief.

      “But what if they hear us?”

      Our parents are in the next room and could very easily hear us. “That’s why I said to be quiet.”

      We’re all vacationing together this week and staying in one house. One of the benefits to marrying your stepsister is not having to worry about in-laws. We get to travel as a family, take vacations together, and spend holidays as one.

      Four years ago, after our parents got back from their trip, I told them right away. I’d waited long enough to have Goldie, and I wasn’t willing to hide our relationship. My dad was shocked but not upset. He was happy for us, but he didn’t have a clue. Goldie’s mom, on the other hand, gave me a knowing smile and welcomed me with open arms. I think she suspected things would turn out this way eventually.

      Goldie does what I say and then tilts her ass up at me in invitation. My good girl loves to get fucked so hard that I could almost forget there was a time she couldn’t put even a finger in her cunt.

      “That’s it, take it deep.” I thrust all the way inside, and she gasps into the pillow. At this angle, she can’t fight against me, and she loves being held down. “Goddamn, you feel so good.”

      My eyes roll back as I rock in and out of her, feeling her tight pussy gripping me. She sucks me into her and slicks up my cock with every thrust.

      “Fuck, stop squeezing me so tight or I’ll cum.” I have to blink away the black spots in my vision because it’s too good. She knows exactly how to work her little cunt to make me go off. It somehow makes her cum too. For some reason, she gets turned on by making me lose my nut.

      “Daddy,” she moans, and I fall on top of her, panting in her ear.

      “I said be quiet.” I thrust harder, pinning her to the bed. “Do you want our dad to hear you moan that and come in here?” She gasps, and I feel her get wetter. “Maybe you do. Maybe you want him to see what I’m doing to his little girl.”

      The sounds of her whimpers make me harder. Her pussy is eager to cum, and I’m ready to fill it up.

      “But you’re my little girl now, aren’t you?” She nods and spreads her thighs wider. “So he can watch, but you’re all mine.”

      “Cum in me, Daddy.”

      “Fuck.” That’s all it takes to send me over the edge. I thrust deep and hold it there, pumping my seed into her ripe little body.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she gasps before burying her face in the pillow and crying out. I feel her milking me, taking me deeper as her orgasm rocks through her.

      It goes on and on while I whisper filthy words in her ear. When she’s spent, I roll off of her and pull her against my chest. She curls into me as I wrap my arms around her and kiss the top of her head.

      “I love you so much, Goldie.” My arms tighten as I say this, desperate for her to understand the depth of my love. I try to show her every day in everything I do for her and our kids. I’m determined to be the best father and husband that ever existed and to make sure she knows how perfect she is.

      “I love you too, Nash.” She brushes her nose against my neck, and I bend down and press my lips to hers.

      Our kisses are lazy at first, but soon enough they turn needy. The one thing I can’t do is deny my wife, so when she opens her legs, I slide between them.

      “Say it again,” I tell her, and she brings her lips to my ear.

      “I love you, Nash.”

      A hot shiver of need rolls down my back, and I sink into her tight heat once more.

      

      
        
        THE END!
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            Stuffed

          

          BY ALEXA RILEY

        

      

    

    
      Ember works as a cocktail waitress because she’s desperate for the money. But when she’s offered more in the VIP lounge, there are things that she won’t do for cash…right? 

      A bachelor party in Vegas is the last place Rogue wants to be. But when the cute cocktail waitress gives him sass, there’s no way he can turn down the challenge. Getting her alone is only a matter of money, but how much will it take? 

      Warning: Can something so hot and fast really turn into a Happily Ever After? Grab Stuffed and see if he can make it fit. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          EMBER

        

      

    

    
      “It fits,” I tell Diamond as she slides her badge over the employees’ entrance scanner. When the door unlocks, we both walk in. 

      “Your tits are going to explode out of it.” 

      I look down at the black corset top I’m wearing and see she’s right. At any moment I’m going to turn into a Pillsbury can and everything is going to bust free. 

      “Isn't that the point, though?” I try to adjust the top, but it’s no use. 

      This uniform isn't meant to cover much, and as a cocktail girl at a casino, we’re supposed to scream sexy. It’s something that’s completely foreign to me, but I know the money will be worth it. 

      It’s my first day on the floor alone, and I finally get to serve drinks without a shadow. No more training outfit for me because now I’m in the full uniform. A uniform that took both of us to get on. Now I pray it stays in place until my shift is over. 

      “I mean, it kind of is, but don’t you want to be comfortable?” Diamond pokes the top of my boobs, which are bulging up practically to my neck. 

      “It would be nice to breathe,” I agree, but I think I’m starting to get used to it. Or maybe I'm losing blood flow to my brain, and I’m becoming delusional. 

      “We’ll stop at uniforms and see if they have a size bigger for you and your tits. If not, they can order one or something.” 

      I grab the top of the corset and try once again to give it a good tug. I’m not used to wearing something so revealing, but the tips are crazy from what my roommate Diamond says. I might be about to pop out of my top, but I think I look pretty damn sexy. 

      “Hey, Mitch. My girl Ember is going to need a bigger top.” Diamond leans on the doorframe into the uniform room. Mitch looks over to her and then to me, where his eyes land directly on my chest. 

      “You sure you want to cover those up?” he asks as he stands from his desk and grabs a clipboard. “I mean, people pay good money for tits like that. I know I’ve been saving.” 

      I snort. “I don’t want to spill out of my top.”

      “You’re going to be making men spill all kinds of things tonight.” He winks and I feel my face flush. As sexy as I feel, I do not foresee that happening. “Turn around and let me see what size you’ve got.” I do as he asks and then I hear him curse. 

      “What?” I turn back around wondering what’s wrong with the corset. Thank god I got to pick my own bottoms. The only rule was it had to be black and I was able to find that pretty easy on my own.

      “I’m going to have to see if I can order a bigger size.” I stand there in shock for a moment. I know I’m a fuller girl, but come on. 

      “Really?” Diamond looks as confused as me. 

      “Sorry, but this is Vegas. They aren't used to having thick girls here, but I’ll see what I can do. Sorry, sugar.” He scribbles the note on his clipboard. 

      “I should just lose a little weight.” I let out a long sigh. I bet if I took a few pounds off, I could easily fit in it without tempting a nip slip. 

      “Now hang on a second.” Diamond holds her hands up. “When you interviewed to be my roommate, you made it clear you loved carbs. We aren't getting rid of carbs.” 

      That actually was one of the questions she asked. We’ve lived together for six months now, but she asked all kinds of crazy questions when I came to see her place. 

      “I can’t get rid of carbs, but I could work out.” I’d be hell on wheels without carbs. How can we put people on the moon but we can’t come up with a diet that is strictly carbs? That’s a diet I could get behind. 

      “Work out.” Diamond says it like it's a foreign phrase she’s never heard before. At six feet tall, Diamond has a killer body. She has legs for days and can eat anything she wants and not gain a pound. 

      “Thanks, Mitch,” I say, knowing we need to get to it since our shift starts in five minutes. 

      “No problem. I’ll see what I can do.” 

      “Let’s go before we’re late.” I link my arm with Diamond’s to pull her along. 

      “Work out,” Diamond says again as we go to our shared locker and put our stuff away. Her face is still filled with shock. 

      “There’s a gym across the street from our place,” I say as we scan our other badges to clock in.

      “There’s a gym across the street from us?”

      “It’s between the King’s Donuts and the travel agent place.” How did she not see it? It’s pretty freaking big. 

      “I thought it was a furniture store. Our neighborhood is going downhill.” 

      I take off my sneakers and put on black heels. After a few months of training I’m finally starting to get good at walking in them. 

      “I mean, if I just lose a few pounds I’ll fit. It’s not going to kill me.” I put on lip gloss before fluffing my hair. Diamond takes the lip gloss from me and puts it on.

      “It’s your body; you can do whatever you want. It probably wouldn't kill me to work out a little too. Taking the stairs up to our floor is killer.” 

      “You take the elevator,” I point out, but we are on the seventh floor of our apartment building.  

      “I know, but what if one day I might need to take them?” 

      “You just want to see if there are hot men at the gym.” 

      “It’s not like there are any here.”

      It’s true. Most of the guys here are three times my age. Although that doesn't stop them from hitting on the girls. I haven't had that happen to me yet, but I’ve also been in slacks and a black button-up shirt until today. Now that I’m dolled up and done with training, I’m ready to see what I can do. 

      “Isn't that the truth,” I murmur as I close our locker. We make our way up to our shift area and I’m surprised when I get the high roller section and a few tables in the poker room. 

      “Good luck.” Diamond winks at me before she goes off to her section. 

      I wonder if this is some kind of test to see if I can handle this. Noah, my manager, says I’m a little too shy.

      “The uniform looks good on you,” Noah says, and I turn around in time to see my boss running his eyes over me. He clearly doesn't think my boobs are hanging out too much. 

      “Thanks.” His compliment feels creepy, but I think it’s because he keeps on staring at me. 

      I straighten my shoulders and grab my tray to relieve Cara on the floor. As I get my first round of drinks for the high roller area, I slowly make my way around delivering each cocktail. After a little while, I notice tips are way more than normal. One guy even put his number on the back of a hundred and told me to keep the change. 

      As much as it sucks to make money because of my tits, god, could I use the cash. This place pays more than any other job I’ve ever had. 

      After my group of high rollers are situated, I step into the poker room. As I move around, I feel a shift. I glance around the giant room and notice it’s only half full at the moment. By the end of the night there won’t be an empty seat. My eyes land on a table occupied by men, which isn’t abnormal. From the looks of it, it’s a bachelor party in full swing, and I try to control my groan. Bachelor parties are the worst. Sucky tips, grabby hands, and always a drunken mess to clean up. 

      All of them are hooting and hollering together and having a good time, so I try to put on my best smile. Thankfully it’s only one of my two tables in the room, so I can manage. 

      While I walk over, the guys get louder, and there’s lots of cheering. It’s clear they’re all in this to have a good night. Well, almost all of them. One man sitting at the table is staring right at me. 

      And for some reason he looks absolutely pissed.
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