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CHAPTER 1

“Zachary!”

I’m in my bedroom pulling up my gym pants when I hear my dad’s voice calling from downstairs. I debate whether to answer. My exams are just over, and this is the only spare time I’ve had on my hands for weeks. I just want to spend an hour or two in the gym downstairs and de-stress. Studying for medical school is no joke. I can’t wait for it to all be over.

But for now, I’m working my ass off to stay on the honor roll in college. Medical school isn’t cheap, and while my father has a successful landscaping company that services three counties, there’s no way he can afford the six-figure tuition that I’ll need to complete my education.

“Zachary!”

I stick my head out my bedroom door. “Coming, dad.”

I slip on my socks and sneakers in record time, then haul on a sleeveless t-shirt. Hopefully, he won’t ask me for an urgent favor. I’m a twenty-two-year-old science major on the academic honor roll, but my dad still treats me like the kid who runs all the errands. I can’t say no to him or my mom, though. They’ve made too many sacrifices for me to complain out loud. But I still grumble in my head.

I check my reflection in the mirror and fluff the top of my dark hair and use a brush to smooth the shaven sides. The gym’s just downstairs, but I like to look good while working out. Scratch that—I always like to look my best. My folks think I spend too much time in the mirror, but I don’t care. My mom thinks I’m too vain and my dad teases me and calls me princess whenever he catches me staring at my reflection too long. I never take offence, because I know he’s just teasing me.

Perfection has always been my aim. In school, work and my appearance. I don’t believe in going half-cocked. There’s a touch of arrogance in me, and I accept it. If I don’t think highly of myself, who will?

Closing my bedroom door, I jog downstairs to join my dad. He’s standing by the microwave, watching as the timer counts down. Mom’s out of town for the weekend visiting my aunt and her new baby in Tucson, so we’re on our own for meals.

My dad glances at me as I approach and it’s like staring at my reflection in a future mirror. Besides the lines at the corner of his eyes and his salt-and-pepper hair, my dad and I look like brothers. We’re both tall and athletic, although my body is more sculpted than his. My arms and pecs are bigger, too. Granted, I spend more time in the gym than he does.

“Hey, dad. What’s up?”

The beeper sounds just then, and dad pops open the door before replying. “Mrs. Delpratt's just called. Her weeds are getting out of control and she wants us to take care of them.”

When I’m not busy with school, I work weekends at my father's landscaping business. It’s hard work, but I like working with my dad. Plus, the tips are awesome. My growing bank account would agree.

“Mrs. Delpratt? Are you sure? I took care of her garden a few days ago.”

Not that I’m complaining. I’m always open for any chance to see Mrs. Tanya Delpratt again. She’s one of my dad’s regular clients, a blond bombshell in her forties with the biggest boobs I’ve ever seen. She has a body that can melt a glacier. A body that makes my cock rise whenever I see her. I’ve had the biggest crush on her for a year.

“There’s no mistake. Maybe you missed a couple spots the other day.”

“Fine,” I reply, checking my watch. It’s a little past three. I can help dad get the job done and head back home to work out. No biggie. “Are we leaving now, or after you’re done eating?”

Dad shakes his head. “I’m not going, Zach. Mrs. Delpratt specifically asked for you.”

My stomach flutters at once. I can feel my heart racing in my chest. Dad’s right, there’s no mistake, but it’s not what he thinks. Mrs. Delpratt doesn’t want me to kill her weeds. She wants me to fuck her.

It’s been this way for the entire year since she hired my dad’s company. Every weekend she would request for me to mow her lawn, prune her shrubs or manage her flower beds. Most times, there was nothing to do. She just wants to have me around.

She would appear on the patio wearing skimpy clothing that triggers filthy thoughts and sends blood rushing to my cock. Then she would take a seat, crossing her legs and giving me a peek of her panties and her fat pussy. I would pretend not to notice, but I counteract her teasing with subtle ones, like taking off my shirt when my body is dripping with sweat. She takes the subtle flirting further when she bends over and lets me see her spectacular ass.

Fuck. Just thinking about it makes my cock rock hard.

I have never liked girls my age. I’ve always been attracted to older women. They are sensual and experienced and ready to teach me everything, and I am always a willing, eager student. I would give anything to learn from Mrs. Delpratt. But she’s a married woman. I look, but I won’t ever touch. I’m sure her husband Phillip Delpratt would have my ass if I did.

I’ve caught him watching me sometimes when I’m working. His dark eyes follows me everywhere. I suspect he knows his wife is trying to get me in her bed. But if I keep my hands to myself, there’s nothing he can do to me.

But Mrs. Delpratt is making it so damn hard…

There have been rumors that she and her husband are swingers. They’re a good-looking couple, so I’m sure everyone wants to fuck them. but I don’t think the rumor is true. Mr. Delpratt seems way too possessive to have someone else touch his wife.

“Zach!”

“Huh?” I blink as my dad’s voice pulls me back to the present.

“Stop second-guessing whether you should go. Remember, the Delpratts are excellent tippers and need the extra money for school.”

My father does not need to convince me. I’m already geared to go, although it’s not because of his reasoning. Sure, the Delpratt’s tips are always major, but that’s not why I’m so eager to get to their mansion. I’m looking forward to seeing Mrs. Delpratt, to gaze at her luscious tits and her beautiful ass. I dare not touch her, but I’ll look until my eyes have gotten their fill.

I grab the keys to my dad’s truck from the key rack. For a moment, I consider changing my workout gear, but it would take me another half hour to get ready. I don’t want to waste more time.

My foot is a little heavy on the gas pedal as I drive the three blocks to the Delpratt mansion. I’m horny as hell. Just the thought of Mrs. Delpratt in her tiny skirt makes me want to fuck. I can’t have her, but I’ll find someone else. Someone who’s completely available.

As I pause at the stoplight, I pull my phone and send a text message to Lisa, an office manager I met last month. She’s a spitfire in bed. No doubt she’ll quench the fire inside me.

But as I reverse in the Delpratt’s parking lot, I realize that would never happen. There’s no one to simmer my heat for Mrs. Delpratt. Only her.

Climbing the front steps, I ring the doorbell to let Mrs. Delpratt know I have arrived. Seconds tick by, and my heart pounds wildly, threatening to break my ribs. Inside my pants, my cock struggles with the anticipation at the sight of her. I wonder what she’s wearing today. Another skimpy jean skirt, maybe?

I wait for another minute, then I realize I haven’t heard a response. I ring the doorbell again.

Finally, she opens the door, and my mouth falls open. My eyes wander her body in slow motion. For an instant, I forget to breathe.

“Hello, Zachary. Why don’t you come on in?”


CHAPTER 2

Holy fuck.

Mrs. Delpratt’s dressed in a black lace teddy with a sheer robe that skims her upper thighs. Her blond hair hangs loosely around her shoulders, and her tanned skin is glowing, like she immersed herself in a vat of shea butter. She smells awesome too. The scent of roses assaults my nose and unfurl my senses, arousing me beyond reason.

My mouth waters at once. I unconsciously lick my lips. That lingerie, those generous tits, that ass… they are all messing with my mind.

Mrs. Delpratt opens the door wider and tilts her hip against it, giving me a seductive smile. “Come on in, Zachary.”

I stand in the doorway, hesitating. I think of her husband, whose reputation precedes him. He is a well-known business executive, dangerous. The last thing on my mind is to look for trouble. Mrs. Delpratt sees the doubt reflected on my face. She knows very well that I want to enter, but I don't dare. She gives a small smile that is meant to be reassuring. It works in measures; I have one foot outside and the other inside her house. 

“Don't worry. My husband won't be home for hours. Come on in, you have nothing to worry about.”

Hearing those words, the doubts clears a little. I enter her home for the first time and look around the high-ceilinged foyer that leads to the magnificent living room. She walks in front of me, looking back with a smile that drives me crazy. I bring a hand to my crotch when she's not looking and squeeze it. My cock is hard, wanting to come up for air. It wants out of its prison. 

We keep walking, it's only as far as the living room, and however, I feel like we took too long to get there. Its huge, twice the size of ours at home and decked with all-white furniture. Expensive furniture.

“Have a seat, Zachary,” she says, gesturing to the couch.

I slowly sink down in the plush furniture with my heart beating like hell. My palms are sweating, not just from anticipation for what’s coming, but from the risk of being caught. Although it brings an added thrill.

Mrs. Delpratt approaches me, slowly, sensually, her body dancing as she walks. I press my palms against the couch seat and look up at her, and I swear I’m about to have cardiac arrest. Her hands run down my body, stop at my chest, where she proceeds to caress my nipples through my shirt. I'm so horny, I'm afraid my cock is going to burst out my pants. She kisses my neck. I smell her scent even stronger than before; it intoxicates my senses.

I close my eyes and breathes her in. She urgently removes my shirt, kisses my nipples and sucks them, then tweaks one with her fingers while nibbling the other. My hips circle and I thrust the air. It's getting too much for me. I can't take it anymore.

I pounce on her with a soft growl. Mrs. Delpratt releases a delighted gasp when I rip her lingerie, exposing her full breasts with the stiff, pink nipples. My cock rejoices. I grab her tit with one hand and take her nipple into my mouth. I suck before swiping quickly while I twist the other nipple with my free hand. My finger moves in a circular motion around her nipple, and she lets out a very sexy moan, which makes me want to fuck her as hard as I can. But although I’m on borrowed time I want to savor the moment.

I remove what's left of her lingerie, and trace my tongue over her smooth, perfumed skin. She sighs and grinds her body against mine. My mind clouds over, and I forget the risk and the possible consequences. I lift my head to kiss her. She tastes my mouth and massages my tongue with hers. Our tongues duel, the kiss deepens, and she grips the back of my neck with both hands. I lose myself in the passionate foreplay as my hands wander until they meet her slick pussy. I slip one finger in, then two, and masturbate her as she moans much louder. 

I kneel on the carpet and she sits on the couch and spreads her legs before me. I place them on my shoulders and trail my tongue along her inner thighs with deliberate slowness, making her suffer. She squirms on the couch, her face bearing the agony that I’m delivering with my tongue.

“Fuck, Zachary, you’re killing me,” she whispers.

She grips my head and pulls it towards her pussy. I can't hold back any longer, and I let my tongue slide over her clit, lapping fast, licking, sucking, and drinking up all her delicious fluids. She holds my head and whimpers, making me want to penetrate her right then. 

My tongue moves at a great speed. I alternate sucking and licking her clit, and I attack her hole like a starving man. It’s like a little dick, doing just as much damage. I want her to orgasm; I want her to cum on my face, flooding it completely.

I withdraw my tongue and stick one finger in her pussy. She grips a handful of my hair. I add another, pumping and churning while devouring her pussy. Her body quakes, and she rocks her hips against my fingers with a wild cry.

She’s coming. She’s com—

There’s a sudden crash coming from the front door, then I hear the heavy thud of booted footsteps. Before I can register what it means, Mr. Delpratt appears in the entryway with his hands fisted at his sides and his face bearing a murderous look.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!


CHAPTER 3

In a panic, I back away from Mrs. Delpratt's pussy. I'm terrified, and my first thought is to make a run for it and dive through the open window. But he’s right before me and possibly armed. How am I going to get out of here? 

I scuttle towards my shirt and grab it, then push to my feet. I’m prepared to beg my way out of this. “Mr. Delpratt, look—” 

“Zachary, wait. Your name is Zachary, isn't it?”

I give him a slight nod, gripping my shirt. “Listen, I’m really sorry—”

“Calm down, okay?” He slowly comes toward me with his palms raised. The murderous expression has disappeared. Instead, he looks calm, like he’s just smoked a blunt. But I’m still on edge. Mr. Delpratt is a head taller than I am with thick arms and thighs that resemble tree trunks. I bet he can snap me in two without even thinking about it.

“It’s alright,” he says to me.

Huh?

“My husband's right, Zachary. Calm down. Everything’s fine,” Mrs. Delpratt says. 

My gaze darts from one to the other. I’m confused as hell. Mrs. Delpratt opens her arms and gestures for me to come to her, but I remain where I am. Is this a fucking trap?

“Trust me,” Mrs. Delpratt says, as if she’d read my mind. “Come to me.”

I look to Mr. Delpratt for confirmation. He nods his head.

“I want to see you fuck my wife, Zachary.”

Oh, shit. I guess the rumors are true. But I’m still a little tentative. Is he serious, or is he testing me? My cock has gone a little soft from the shock. 

Mrs. Delpratt comes over to me and kneels to make me hard again. She removes my pants and jerks me off until my cock swells in her hand. I close my eyes, enjoying the feel of her warm grip against my hard length. 

She grabs my arm, forcing me to lie down on the carpet, and wastes no time straddling me. My pulse trips, over and over. The anticipation of what’s about to happen makes it hard to breathe. Mrs. Delpratt’s about to fuck me. My year-long fantasy is about to come through. It seems so fucking surreal, like I’m dreaming. But if it’s a dream, I don’t want it to end.

Mr. Delpratt hands her a condom, and it brings me back to reality. Is this for real? Am I about to fuck her while her husband watches? Another flood of doubt covers me, but before I think about it, Mrs. Delpratt sheaths my cock with the condom and positions over my fully erect cock. She slowly sinks down, taking all of me.

Shit… oh, fuck…

Mrs. Delpratt’s pussy is like a fucking vice grip. My cock doesn’t stand a chance when her walls grip me. I fall to pieces when she starts riding me like a jockey on his way for the win. She moves her hips back and forth at breakneck speed with her hands gripping my pecs. My pleasure is tripled knowing that Mr. Delpratt is watching us. It’s so fucking hot.

From the corner of my eyes, I see him move closer. I glance at him as he approaches us. My body tightens with tension, then I relax a little when he takes out his cock and sits next to us on the couch.

Mrs. Delpratt is riding me like a madwoman. My cock glides in and out of her juicy pussy quickly, pleasurably, but my eyes fall on Mr. Delpratt's huge cock. He starts masturbating, his big hand rolling up and down, his bottom lip caught between his teeth. Even though his wife is the one riding me, and she moves divinely, my eyes are still on his cock. It's thick and hard, with tiny veins running from base to tip. He jerks himself off as he watches the scene unfold, watching me fuck his wife.

I grabs her by the hips and thrust upwards, then slam down, but never taking my eyes off Mr. Delpratt's huge cock. I don't know the reason; I'm just doing it. And it excites the shit out of me. He's watching me too, still biting his lower lip, while his hand is around his cock masturbating slowly and then with much more energy. Our gazes meet and he increases the speed around his cock.

Mrs. Delpratt's movements and the sight of him masturbating triggers an earth-shattering climax. I release a loud grunt and grip Mrs. Delpratt’s tits while churning my cock through her. But my eyes are still locked with Mr. Delpratt’s, and it’s like I’m fucking him instead. It’s a mental fuck that this is happening, but it arouses me even further and lengthens my climax.

Mrs. Delpratt eases off me when the pleasure subsides. My cock comes into view, hard as steel and ready to do more damage. My heart is still racing, my blood boiling. The desire to fuck is still so strong. But I’m threading dangerous waters by fucking his wife. There’s no way I can ask for more.

But as I move to gather my clothes, Mr. Delpratt stands up, and with his cock still in his hand, he says to me:

“I want to suck your cock.”

I pause with my hand on my pants. Did I just hear right?


CHAPTER 4 

“What did you say?”

He gives me a look that sends blood rushing to my cock. It’s filled with a lustful hunger that I’ve never gotten from a woman. It’s hot, I won’t lie, but I’ve never been with a man. I’ve had bi-curious moments in my mid-teens, but I never took it further.

But the desire is so strong right now. I blame it on the white-hot lust that’s surging through me. I’m so horny I can’t think straight. Mr. Delpratt notices my hesitation.

“Look, I’ll take it slow. If you get uncomfortable, I’ll stop.”

I give him a nod. I don’t trust my voice right now. I’m excited, but scared, not knowing what to expect. Will it be the same as a woman sucking my cock? I’m about to find out.

I stand up, and he kneels in front of me, looking up into my eyes. He takes my cock and runs his tongue across the head, just once.

“Shit…” I hiss, and curl my hands, rubbing them against my thighs.

I am so aroused that a sliver of pre-seminal fluid shoots from tip of my cock, glistening the head. He drinks it all in, then slides his tongue down my shaft, lubricating from tip to root. His head bobs as he moves, back and forth, giving me the blowjob of my life. I am dumbfounded. No woman has ever sucked my cock like this.

As he pulls, he runs his tongue over my glans without stopping. He goes down to my balls and puts them completely in his mouth while stroking my cock with one hand. I almost faint from the delirious pleasure.

Mrs. Delpratt is on the couch, fucking herself with a nine-inch sex toy, moaning just as loud as I am. She moves her fingers over her clitoris, her legs spread wide and the vibrator drilling her cunt. Her free hand trails up to her huge tits, pinching her nipples, one by one, back and forth. She doesn't stop for a second, watching her husband skillfully suck my cock. My eyes shift from her to Mr. Delpratt, then back to her again. It’s so fucking sexy watching them both. I still can’t believe this is real.

Feeling bold, I bring one hand to Mr. Delpratt’s head and push it further towards my cock. I think he likes men more than women. The longer he sucks me, the more convinced I am. It's very hard for someone to make me come while sucking my cock, but he’s about to make it happen. His mouth is like a vacuum cleaner, in a good way. His tongue is like a thick slice of heaven. It's amazing. I don’t want him to stop.

I watch Mrs. Delpratt masturbating for a moment. She removes the dildo and sticks two fingers up her pussy while circling her hips in slow motion. My attention drifts back to watch Mr. Delpratt sucking my dick as if it’s his last supper. He stops, saliva dripping down his chin and onto his muscular chest. Still holding my cock, he says: 

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

“No, never,” I answer. But there’s no tentativeness. My barriers are down. I am so turned on. I want to fuck and get fucked until I have no energy left. I beg him to point his cock at my ass and fuck me. 

Mr. Delpratt releases my dick and stands. He pushes against my shoulder. I understand instantly and get on all fours on the carpet. Mrs. Delpratt freezes for a second, watching the action, waiting to make her next move. Mr. Delpratt spits on my ass, and I feel the saliva running all over the surface. I’m a little scared, but the excitement gets the better of me. He runs two of his fingers across my butt, caressing it, and then he sticks two fingers in my ass and slowly stroke to loosen me up a little and make his entry easier. 

He applies lube, and without wasting any more time, points his cock at my ass and eases inside me. I tense with a slight moan. My fingers grip the carpet. He moves his hips very slowly at first and then much faster, crashing his abdomen into my buttocks.

“Fuck!” I buck, trying to dislodge him.

“Easy, easy…” he slows down, running his fingers along my back, sending shivers up and down my spine. I stop bucking and allow him to do his thing. The lubricant does its job and I start enjoying the sensual glide through my asshole.

I'm still in a daze, bent on all fours on the carpet getting fucked by a man—shit, never in my wildest dreams would I imagine this. Never would I believe it would be so fucking amazing.

Mr. Delpratt speeds up his movements, slicing through my ass like a hot knife through butter. Our colliding bodies produce a characteristic sound. I groan a little, both in pleasure and pain. I want more. I need it all. His cock pierces my ass, and it's a sensation like no other. I want his cock inside me much, much longer.

I twist my head to watch him fucking me. It’s even more stimulating, sexy, steamy. He stops at nothing. His movements get faster and faster, and harder and harder. He gives me a little spank, and I give an involuntary gasp. 

Mrs. Delpratt finally decides what to do and stretches out beneath me and grinds her pussy against my mouth. Mr. Delpratt’s lunges propel me forward with unusual force, and I run my tongue as best I can across her pussy. She screams and begs me not to stop. 

It’s a frigging whirlwind, this fuck-fest. My mind’s completely blown. Mrs. Delpratt with her legs wide open and my hungry mouth devouring her pussy, me on all fours getting my first backdoor experience, Mr. Delpratt ramming me like a stallion. The three of us are having a great time. 

Mrs. Delpratt grips my head and fucks my face. I moan against her clit as Mr. Delpratt’s cock connects with my sensitive nerve endings. I feel another climax approaching. It’s so close I can taste it.

He grunts and grip my hips and I feel hot liquid in my ass. She wails and grinds my face as semen shoots out my cock and falls on the carpet. She squirts and floods my face with her fluids. 

We lie on the carpet, breathing heavily, no one talking. We are too tired for talk, anyway. I don't remember how long I lie there, but what I am sure of is that I've never been so satisfied. Sweat runs down my face, and my body glistens with it. My butt hurts a little, but it's all been worth it.

My cell phone sounds with the ring tone I set for Dad. I look out the window and realize its nightfall. He’s probably wondering where I am.

“I’m gonna head out,” I say, getting up and gathering my clothes.

“What’s your hurry?” Mr. Delpratt asks, standing too. His cock is hard once more. I lick my lips.

“Uh…” I wave the ringing cell phone at him. “My dad’s calling.”

“So?”

I glance at the ringing phone. “He’s probably wondering where I am.”

“Tell him you’re still working.” He moves closer and rakes my hair from my face, looking deep into my eyes. “Don’t you want to taste my cock?”

My fingers fly across the keypad as I text dad to let him know I’m sprucing the Delpratt’s indoor plants. When his reply comes, I toss the phone to the couch and allow Mr. Delpratt to push me to my knees.

It’s an afternoon I’ll never forget.

THE END.


BONUS: SEDUCED BY DADDY’S BEST FRIEND




CHAPTER 1

“Erika, I’m telling you. What you need a fuckboy.”

“Excuse me. A what?”

My best friend Ashley gives a casual shrug, as if she didn’t just hit me from left field with that crude remark. “A fuckboy.”

“Do you even know what a fuckboy is? A total dick. A man who’s only looking for a piece of ass to use before he throws it away.”

“I know. That’s what you need. Nothing serious.”

“You have got to be kidding me.”

“All I’m saying, it’s about time you shed that virgin burden, and who best than a man who wants nothing more than to give you the ride of your life?”

“Keep your voice down,” I hiss, glancing around the store to see if anyone heard her. But the few customers around seem busy minding their own business. I sigh with relief. “Look, I’m in no rush to—what did you say—get rid of my virgin burden. At least, not until I find the right man.”

“Erika, you’re twenty-one years old. Mr. Right is years away. Do you really want to wait until then?”

“There’s no rush.” I pause at the display counter that holds an assortment of cakes and other pastries.

Ashley gasps. “Oh, girl, don’t do it. Just walk away from the cheesecake. It’s not worth it!”

I roll my eyes at her dramatic remark, but I comply and step away from the pastry spread before me. A year and a half ago, I wouldn’t have. The old me, the girl fifty pounds overweight would have struggled with keeping on the straight and narrow. But after finally finding a suitable workout routine and changing my diet, I have to resist the tempting call of the white chocolate cheesecake that I enjoyed so much since I was a kid.

It’s easy. Not by a long shot. After years of indulging in all sorts of junk food, it’s the most challenging thing to not backslide. But I’m done being the fat girl of the group, unattractive, living in my best friend’s shadow. For all our lives, Ashley had been the pretty one, with long dark hair and the most gorgeous brown eyes. She has a body that anyone would kill for—that men fall over themselves trying to get.

Well, not anymore.

Now Ashley and I both turn heads when we go out. Thanks to a carb-free diet and hours in the gym, the excess fat is no more. Now I have a woman’s figure. A high, round ass. I’ve gone from a size thirty-six waist to twenty-eight. I have thick, shapely thighs. The pudgy cheeks have disappeared. I look younger than my twenty-one years, with blond hair that brushes my butt and soft blue eyes that my dad often says ‘will melt the heart of a sinner’. My full breasts that I once hated are now the main attraction, earning lustful stares from men all around.

It takes getting used to, the never-before attention. But I’m not complaining.

Now, you get why I’m still a virgin, right? My excess weight brought such an insecurity that I avoided the spotlight for most of my time in high school and my freshman year in college. I didn’t think anyone wanted me, looking the way I did.

Twenty-one years, and I’ve never seen a man’s cock—except when I masturbate to porn in the middle of the night when my dad and little brother are asleep. The furthest I’ve gone is second base with Cole, a guy I met a couple months ago. Turns out all he wanted was to fuck me, which I discovered when I stopped him from finger-banging me after we’ve been making out on the back seat of his car.

“You’re a fucking tease,” he said, zipping his pants.

I swear, I’m not. I just wasn’t ready for that step—still unsure that I am.

Don’t get me wrong, I have no hang-ups on sex. Definitely not waiting for marriage. But I want a deep connection with a man before I lose myself in him.

Now, I’m not talking ‘bout love. Nah, I’m nowhere near ready for the big L. But I want to experience the big O with a man who brings more chemistry than the periodic table. Just a touch from him should get my juices flowing, soaking my panties, leaving my pussy throbbing with need. And of course, he has to possess a hot, hard cock, one with enough length to make me squirm while giving me the world of pleasure that Ashley constantly describes when she reminds me how much I’m missing out.

“Earth to Erika.”

I shake my head to clear my thoughts as Ashley hands me a smoothie she just purchased from the health section in the store. I find it wildly ironic that on one side they serve food that can send you to an early grave, and on the other side their menu can extend your lifespan by a few years.

“I’m still here,” I said, taking the cup.

“No, you weren’t.” Ashley’s tone dares me to contradict her. “Where did you go?”

Ashley has been my best friend since middle school, since the first day when I sat alone during lunch. She came over and offered to sit with me. We’ve been almost inseparable since. Lately, since my weight loss, she’s been on my case to lose my virginity. And I’ve been ignoring her attempts to get me ‘deflowered’ as she puts it. I lost count of the guys she tried to hook me up with.

“Just thinking of having sex for the first time. Maybe—and it’s a big maybe—it’s time I get my feet wet.” I can feel the blush on my face as Ashley grins.

“It’s about time!”

“But I want to do it right, with someone I connect to emotionally.”

“Like, you want to fall in love?”

“Nah, not really, but close enough. I don’t want just anyone; I’m looking for someone who will rock my world before he puts his dick inside me.” Someone who will weaken my knees with a touch, or make my heart race from a kiss.

“Good luck!” Ashley says. “Those men are like unicorns; I doubt they exist.”

“You’re just being extra.” I push the door that leads to the store’s exit while donning my sunglasses to block the sunlight’s glare. “I’m sure there are men out there with sex appeal.”

Ashley falls in step with me on the sidewalk. “Of course. But you want a man who will melt your panties with a single look. Girl, they don’t exist.”

“I’m not interested in losing my panties. I just want a head-to-toe hot guy who knows how to get me off before he gets me in bed.”

“You’re asking for a lot. It’s hard enough finding a man who’s skilled in getting me off during sex. I swear, they are absolutely clueless with giving a woman pleasure.”

I’m taken aback by Ashley’s words. Since our senior year in high school, she’s been very popular with the opposite sex. After a string of boyfriends, one would think she’s having a fabulous time in bed. “If sex is as bad as you say, why the hell are you pressuring me to give up my virginity? So I can experience the same misery? No thanks.”

She grins. “Misery loves company, girlfriend, and I’ve been needing some.”

“You’re an asshole.”

She gives me an affectionate nudge. “Guilty as charged. Besides, they’re not all bad. Some are really, really superb with their tongue. There’s nothing like being spread as wide as a barn door and having a man lick my pussy ‘til my legs are like rubber.”

“You’re such a slut.”

Ashley giggles. She knows I’m joking. Well, half joking. Ashley’s vagina has seen more men than a locker room.

We pause at the end of the walkway and hug before going our separate ways. Ashley’s house is at the end of the street while I have to cover another avenue before I get to the home I share with my brother and dad.

As I climb the sloping sidewalk that leads to our three-bedroom bungalow, I think about what Ashley said, about Mr. make-my-knees-weak not being out there. But she’s wrong. I’ve already found him, it’s just that I can’t have him. He’s totally off limits, way out of my league.

Maybe it’s time to leave the thoughts of losing my cherry on the back burner and focus on completing college. In two months, I’ll begin my final year. Soon, I will kick-start my political science career. Right now, that’s all I want to think about.

I reach the end of the drive, just as a sleek, dark luxury car rolls past me, the windows tinted to the darkest shade I’ve ever seen. It pauses a stone’s throw away and I hasten my step, as images of kidnappings run through my mind. I prepare to run if necessary. One can’t be too careful these days.

To my relief, the car moves off, then picks up speed and disappears around a corner. I break into a jog and dash through our front gate. There’s something about that car that leaves an unsettling feeling in my gut.

I don’t know why. But something’s telling me I’m about to find out.


CHAPTER 2

I enter the front door to find my dad around the dining table with his head against the back of the chair, staring at the ceiling. A stack of papers lay before him.

“Daddy?”

He swivels his head to face me and I see the bloodshot eyes and stress lines on his face.

“Hey, princess,” he says wearily.

I’ve never seen my dad so strained, not since my mom abandoned us for a younger man eight years ago. Come to think of it, he’s been sporting a tense appearance since he lost his job last month. But the look has gotten worse since a week ago. Assessing him now, I notice that his skin looks paler than usual. His salt-and-pepper hair seems whiter than before.

Whatever this is must be serious.

I close the front door and throw my bag on the couch. “What’s wrong?”

He lets loose a heavy breath, then gestures to the chair before him. “Have a seat.”

A flood of anxiety takes over as I sink to the seat.

“I’ve been trying to handle this privately because I didn’t want to worry you kids. But the shit has hit the fan, so I gotta come clean. We’re in trouble, Erika.”

“What kind of trouble?”

He gives a harsh sigh. “The kind that leaves us in danger of losing the house.”

“I don’t understand…” Sure, he’s been out of a job for a little while, but my dad’s a saver. I’m positive he has enough money in the bank to tide us over for a while. “How come?”

My dad releases a sound, almost like he’s been holding his breath for a long time. He explains how he made an investment in a scheme that should have doubled his returns but flushed all his funds instead. 

“All of it? What about the rest of my college fund?” The money for my final year is enough to cover a few months’ mortgage payment. Thank God I’ve been procrastinating paying the tuition. I’ll gladly defer the year and get a part-time job if it means using the money so we can keep our home.

“It’s gone… all gone. I’m sorry, Erika.”

I rise from the seat in a daze. “What are we going to do?” We have no other options. The thought of being homeless leaves a pit in my stomach that seems to grow with each minute. I am so terrified, there’s no room to be mad at my dad. All I want to do is fix this. But how?

I ask him this, and he brightens a little. “Well, I got a job offer today. In fact, a few minutes before you got here.”

“That’s great, isn’t it?” I drop back to the seat, relieved. This means we’ll be back on our feet in no time. Whew! Crisis averted.

“Well…” my father gives me a slow, hesitant look. “The job’s not for me. It’s yours.”

“Ok…” So, it definitely won’t be enough to get us back on our feet. At my age, and with my qualifications, I’ll earn nothing but minimum wage. But beggars can’t be choosers, right? “What kind of job is it?”

“A property manager.”

“A what?” I’ve never heard of such a thing which means I’m clearly not qualified.

“Well… for starters, it’s a live-in job where you’ll oversee duties of an eight-bedroom estate. Your boss will explain, if you want the job.”

“If I want it? Do I have a choice?”

My dad gives me a wry look. “Of course you do, Erika. I’d never force you to do anything that makes you uncomfortable.” He pushes to his feet as another harsh breath escapes him. “Although, you’d be earning twice the amount I did.”

“Wait a minute, dad. Back up. Out of the blue, someone offers me a job with a kick-ass pay. Me, a girl who’s never worked a day in her life. What’s the catch?”

He raises his palms with a headshake. “There’s none. I swear.”

“There has to be. This is too good to be true.”

“Look, pumpkin.” I hate when he calls me that. It means he’s buttering me up. “How about you meet with Ajax, see if you like his offer? We’ll take it from there. I wish you had gotten here sooner. You just missed him.”

At the mention of the name, I swear my heart stops beating for a moment. “Meet with who?”

“Ajax.”

“As in, your best friend Ajax?” For as long as I can remember, Ajax has been like an uncle to me.

Until he wasn’t.

Until I fell in love with him.


CHAPTER 3

Oh, hell no. I can’t work for Ajax.

Ajax Rutherford is the CEO of a successful tech conglomerate, a business he inherited when his father died a few months ago. Dark and beautiful, he is, with ebony hair that frames his gorgeous green eyes and compliments his olive skin. His body is divine, clearly made to give a woman pleasure, with his flat stomach and strong arms and chest thick enough to be used as pillows at night. He’s a thirty-nine-year-old confirmed playboy, always on the cover of a magazine with the ‘pick of the week’, as the gossip rags call whichever supermodel or movie star he’d be dating at the time.

I remember when it began, the crush on Ajax that soon developed into something more; when he rescued me from a bully who was giving me a hard time in the strip mall. I won’t forget the day, watching him, big and dangerous, standing by me. Brett Samuels, the asshole who’d made my life a living hell since middle school, quivered under Ajax’s cold, hard stare.

“You come near Erika again and your ass is mine. I don’t care how old you are. I’ll fuck you up.”

The sixteen-year-old me had been so awed by him as I watched Brett scamper away. But it wasn’t until a year later when my crush became full-blown puppy love.

Since we were kids, my dad used to take us to Ajax’s mansion once a year for a weekend. We so looked forward to using his oversized swimming pool and all the other perks that came with spending time in the billionaire's home.

But something changed at seventeen.

It was my birthday and Ajax offered to host my party on his lawns instead of the restaurant my dad had in mind. Daddy accepted, grudgingly, because his pride is bigger than the Atlantic Ocean. He hates anyone taking over with his kids. But Ajax is his best friend, so I guess he gave him a pass.

I had the time of my life that night, thanks to Ajax and his spare-no-expense plans. My birthday party was an elaborate affair, with food catered by a Michelin star restaurant, expensive party favors, a surprise guest performance from my favorite country music artiste… it was amazing. Ajax went all out.

But nothing compared to the gift he gave me; a stunning, pink-gold necklace with a heart-shaped diamond pendant. With Ajax’s fine taste, it’s probably worth a small fortune. I’ve never worn it. Sometimes I remove it from my jewelry box and stare at it for ages while fantasizing that it’s a promise necklace from him. Wishful thinking, I know.

But the highlight of his gift-giving that night was the look he gave me; a tenderness that went by so fast I wondered if I imagined it. And it wasn’t the kind of fatherly look that I’m used to getting from dad. No, it was more on the carnal side—I think. Maybe it wasn’t real. I’ve had an overactive imagination for as long as I can remember.

Since then, the man I’d known all my life, who would carry me on his shoulders when I was a kid, he triggered a flutter in my stomach and a tremor between my thighs whenever he came around. At first, I labeled it as a stupid reaction connected to my raging hormones, but the minute he began showing up in my fantasies, I knew it was more than that.

He was my muse whenever I masturbated. I envisioned his perfect cock drilling through me; fucking my brains out, his lips on my breasts; sending pleasure from head to toe. His hands… those oversized hands, skimming my body, leaving a trail of fire. During those moments, as the vibrator caressed my clit, I would have given anything for the real thing.

But I was under no illusion that it would ever happen. I’ve seen the women Ajax dates; skinny, beautiful, and certainly closer to his age. I was just an overweight kid, a far cry from the women who attracted him.

But it didn’t stop me from wanting him… bad.

“Yes, your uncle Ajax,” my dad replies, watching me with a guarded look, and I know he’s seeing the terror on my face. “Erika—”

“Hell, no, daddy. No way am I working for him.” I haven’t seen him in two years, and there’s a reason.

My dad sighs. “Why not?”

How can I explain that I couldn’t face Ajax after what I witnessed when we visited his mansion one weekend? Just remembering the incident sends embarrassment all over.

It was the middle of the night and a parching thirst woke me, so I left my room for a glass of milk. As I climbed down the stairs, I saw a light coming from the kitchen.

Probably my brother Evan, up for drink like I am.

But as I crossed the living room, I heard a woman’s moan. I stopped, listening. That’s definitely not Evan. Whoever made that sound, they were not alone. Pausing, I considered turning around and heading back upstairs, but I was curious as hell to know what was going on inside.

Slinking to the wall, I tiptoed along then stopped at the kitchen’s entrance. I leaned in, slowly, until my head cleared the wall and I could see inside. And what I saw almost made me cry out in surprise.

A woman lay spread-eagle on the kitchen counter, trashing and moaning like a wounded animal. Ajax nestled between her thighs, his head bobbing like a buoy. His eyes were closed; I could see his long lashes fanning his cheeks each time he raised his head.

I literally held my breath as I watched him devour her pussy, my flesh quaking with need. His tongue was like a tiny snake, slithering around, giving her obvious pleasure, so much that her whimpers transformed into loud moans that enhanced my arousal.

Heat, like nothing I’d ever experienced before, traveled from my toes upwards, flushing my cheeks, creating moisture in every orifice. I was so turned on, I struggled with the insane urge to join them, to get a taste of whatever he offered with that thick, broad, tongue of his.

God, help me.

The woman gripped the edge of the counter and raised her hips, crushing her pussy against Ajax’s mouth. He began sucking her clit, the force pulling a string of curses from her mouth.

“Fuck! I’m coming, Ajax! Don’t stop. God… please, don’t stop!”

Ajax growled, the sound reverberating in my soul, filling me with a painful ache. I was so caught up in my arousal that I didn’t notice his eyes opening. And when I did, the fiery glare from him is enough to frighten me to shreds.

I dashed from the entrance, taking two steps at a time and locking the bedroom door behind me. I was trembling from head to toe; not just from being caught, but the erotic rush from watching Ajax eat that woman’s cunt.

At nineteen, I’d already began indulging in watching porn online and I’d seen my share of pussy sucking, some with hair-raising skills that got me off within a minute. But there was nothing like what I had just witnessed…

Ajax’s lashing, swirling tongue…

Oh, fucking hell.

But by morning my arousal had disappeared. All that was left was the embarrassment that made me cringe when I thought of facing Ajax. So, I didn’t. I packed my weekend bag, told dad I had to meet Ashley and made a hasty retreat before Ajax and his companion came down for breakfast.

I haven’t seen him since. Made every attempt to avoid him when he came to visit. Soon after, he moved to Europe to run the international branch of the company. But with his father’s recent death, he returned to California to take the helm.

Though it’s been two years, the thought of facing him still sends a flood of shame through me. I can’t help it. But I can’t tell daddy all that, can I?

The problem is, I can’t find a suitable excuse that will work.

“Erika, we need the money. We have a couple weeks before the bank throws us out. And yes, this is all my fault. I’ve been stupid as can be. But I’m asking you to take one for the team. Just a couple months, until I score a new gig. Please.”

“I don’t get it. Ajax is your best friend. He’s crazy rich. Why can’t he lend you the money?” But just as I say it, my father’s face hardens, and he squares his shoulders.

Duh. How could I forget his foolish pride? He would rather lose his arm than take handouts from anyone. Even a man with more money he can spend in this lifetime. A man I know would do anything for him. Ajax and daddy are like brothers.

I release a curse, and I see my dad’s brows raise but he didn’t rebuke me, for once. Maybe he’s giving me a pass because he needs this favor. Well, we need it. As much as I want to say no, we are out of options.

A couple months won’t kill me, will it? Besides, Ajax’s schedule will keep him busy enough. I doubt I’ll see him often. A few months and we get to keep the house. It’s a sacrifice I have to make. For the sake of my dad and brother.

“Fine. I’ll do it.”

The flood of light that fills my dad’s face is more reward than I need. Within a few seconds, he seems to shed a few years. He skirts the table and draws me in his arms. “Thank you. You won’t regret it.”

But as I rest my head on his shoulder and the thought of seeing Ajax again surfaces, I can’t help thinking that I will. Eventually.


CHAPTER 4

“Have a seat, Ms. Fox. Mr. Rutherford will be out in a minute,” the tall, thin woman at the front desk of Ajax’s office says with a tiny smile. I give her a nod and move to the snow-white sofa that stands in a corner of the stylish office. Ajax’s company is clearly turning huge profits. The contemporary décor reeks of luxury.

I relax against the plush seat and cross my legs, careful to not reveal too much of my creamy thighs. I wish I’d worn a longer skirt, but with Ajax insisting on an ‘interview’ right away, I didn’t have time to go shopping for something suitable. The navy skirt suit is a loan from Ashley, and she’s still a couple sizes smaller, so, of course, it’s a little snug.

But I’m not too concerned that it’s too tight. If Ajax has an issue with my attire then he can find someone else for the job. A part of me hopes he will. Since my promise to my dad, I’ve been having second thoughts about taking the job. Just the thought of being near Ajax again makes me nervous.

And hot. My skin has been on fire since then.

I’ve been dreading the meeting today. I’m finding it hard to breathe. Riding up the elevator a minute ago, I struggled against the urge to turn tail and run. I didn’t want to face Ajax today.

Or ever.

But desperate times…

We need the money. So, I have to suck up my terror and lust and put my big girl panties on.

To pass the time, I dig into my favorite hobby; scrolling through online gossip sites. Sure enough, Ajax is one of the hot topics, this time rumored to have slept with a colleague’s girlfriend. I am so caught up with the scandal that I take a moment to notice Ajax’s approach. It’s when the tip of his shoes come into my view that I look up to meet the gorgeous green eyes that carries way more intensity than I remember.

At the sight of him, my terror flies out the window. All that’s left is a white-hot, burning lust.

Time has been great to Ajax. His body seems bigger than I recall; harder, stronger. His dark hair much shorter, and now he sports a well-groomed beard that makes him look even hotter than before.

God damn.

“Erika, Erika…” Ajax’s deep, husky tone washes over me, and the feeling like I can’t breathe resurfaces. My pussy begins pulsing, dancing to an imaginary rhythm. I squeeze my thighs together to suppress it. I recognize it for what it is; a resurrection of my attraction to him. But this time, it’s nothing like that seventeen-year-old crush. This is hotter, deeper, crazy.

His eyes rake my body in slow motion, the simple action bringing more fire to my sex. I squirm in the seat and my pussy rubs against the crotch of my panties. I can feel the moisture down there.

With just one look, Ajax has gotten me wetter than I’ve ever been. Holy fuck.

“You look… wow.” He shakes his head before offering his hand. “Quite a transformation. The photos from Elliot don’t do you justice. Not one bit.”

Rising from the seat, I take his hand. “Thanks, I guess.”

He’s still staring at me, with a wonder in his eyes that boost my confidence. My makeover clearly has more impact than I thought it would.

He shakes his head wildly, then gestures to the glass doors ahead. “Let’s talk in my office.”

I follow him down the hall and into a huge space with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlook the city below. Glancing around, I note how the dark furniture contrasts with the lighter ones from the lobby, but they suit Ajax so well.

Mysterious. Smooth. Powerful.

At his gesticulated request, I take a seat behind the mahogany desk and he walks around to sit on the other side. A short silence ensues as he stares me down again.

After a full minute, just about when the suffocating feeling rises again, he reclines in the seat and links his fingers. “What did Elliott tell you about coming to work for me?”

I shrug. “Not much...” I repeat what my dad told me. “But just so you know, I have absolutely no experience managing a house.”

And I still don’t get why that’s a thing. But whatever floats his boat. As long as I’m getting paid.

“I know,” he says, and a soft smile grace the corner of his lips. “But there’s nothing to it, really. All you’ll need to do is keep the house running smoothly. None of the grunt work.”

“I don’t get it. Wouldn’t you rather someone who knows what they’re doing?”

“Usually, yes. But this time, I want…” he cocks his head and his eyes simmers. “You.”

One word. Just that one freaking word sends chills down my spine. My breath hitches at the seductive lilt in his tone. I grip the handle of the chair for support.

What the hell is happening to me? From the moment I saw Ajax, these wild, erotic feelings have taken center stage.

Calm the fuck down Erika and get your mind out the gutter. The man is talking business.

“Why?”

“Because you’re what I want,” he simply says.

I shake my head. His response makes no freaking sense. But I’m not about to complain. The money I’ll earn will have us set for a while. “How soon do you want me to start?”

The sooner, the faster I’ll serve my time and get the hell away from wanting him. Seeing him today reminds me of how unattainable he is. I have no business being attracted to him. Sure, a crush had been fine. Innocent. At sixteen, when it began, I wasn’t thinking about anything carnal, really. Now, all I want to do is ride his cock from now ‘til Sunday. And I don’t even know how to ride a man’s cock.

This is hella crazy.

“I’d take you right now, if I could,” he says, in a tone that implies a very seductive meaning. But again, my imagination has gone into overdrive. There’s no way Ajax wants me.

Still, that doesn’t stop me from summoning an image of him taking me across his desk, drilling his dick into me, making me cum over and over.

God help me. I’m so horny I can’t think straight.

“But you can start next Monday.”

I almost miss his response, so caught up am I in the fantasy. “I’ll be ready then.”

“I’m sure you will be.” He licks his lips, and the action prompts another fantasy; him between my legs, lapping my pussy with fervor. I catch myself. This is way too much. I’ve never had this reaction to any man before. Why now? And why Ajax, a man I can’t have?

I reach for my purse. “Is there anything else?”

“Not right now,” he says, standing. I rise to my feet too. “But buckle up, there’s long, hard work coming your way.” He moves closer, and my heart rate inclines. “It will be crazy, but I promise, you will enjoy every minute.” His gaze caresses my body from head to toe and his tone drops. “Every. Single. Minute.”

To my regret, a soft moan escapes me as he comes towards me, his body bushing against mine as he heads to the door. He pulls it open and gives me an expectant stare. “Try not to fall, now.”

I dash from his office as if the hounds of hell were on my ass, with sweat glistening my palms and my pussy so wet I can feel the dampness as I walk. One thing I know for sure, only time will tell if I’ll survive being employed to Ajax.


CHAPTER 5

Erika,

Welcome to Hollywell. I hope they decorated your suite to your taste. I would have loved to be around when you move in—in fact, I had been looking forward to it. But whatever plans I have must wait, for duty calls. I’m heading to Europe for a month.

But already, I’m counting down the days until I return. Until then, Gina will show you around. She’s been my housekeeper for ages so I know you’re in good hands. For now, enjoy Hollywell. The real work begins when I return.

P.S. I hope you like the gift I arranged for you...

His letter was the last thing I expected when I entered the magnificent bedroom suite on my first day. The fluffy pink box with the big yellow ribbon—my two favorite colors—brought further surprise, for inside was a pearly-white, crotchless two-piece lace teddy that left nothing to the imagination. I dropped it to the bed, almost as if it burned me.

There are so many questions on my mind; the number one being; what’s Ajax’s deal? He hires me to run his home, but to date, I’ve hardly lifted a finger, except for a few tasks now and then. Gina tells me Ajax gave her strict instructions to have me enjoy my time at the mansion.

I’m not complaining, believe me. Hollywell is fabulous. After a month, I’ve already gotten used to the finer things that it brings; twenty-four seven catered food; a sixteen-seat in-house theater where I have access to movies not yet released; a game room and a swimming pool two times the length of my home. It’s like I’m on an extended vacation.

My bedroom suite resembles a picture from a lavish home décor magazine. It’s two times the size of the one at home. It contains a luxurious queen bed with a padded fabric headboard. A media area with the biggest flatscreen TV I’ve ever seen. The thick, white carpet that lines the floor gives the appearance of fallen snow. Wide, pane-less windows send tons of natural light to the already bright room, giving a beautiful view of the landscaped grounds below.

The en-suite bathroom is to die for. Expensive and exquisite, with all the trimmings—a jacuzzi, a sauna and a walk-in shower with a glass enclosure. I’ll definitely miss this when my contract ends.

But I keep thinking of when Ajax gets back, and what he has in store for me. I’m under no illusion that the lingerie is an innocent gift. Is this why he ‘hired’ me? To seduce me, somehow?

I almost laugh at the notion. Ajax has women of high caliber vying for his attention; what would he want with a girl like me?

Well, I’m about to find out in less than twenty-four hours. Ajax’s private jet lands tomorrow.

Ouch!

A shot of pain lodge itself in my knee as it connects with a stray chair in the dining room. Kicking the offending object out the way, I enter the kitchen where Gina watches me with an amusing look.

“Don’t laugh,” I tell the red-haired woman, who’s become like an aunt to me in the month that I’ve been ‘working’ for Ajax. After watching Gina effortlessly complete the job Ajax employed me to do, I realize I’m not needed at all.

It makes me see Ajax in a different light. He’s a good man, a good friend. He knew my dad wouldn’t take his money, so he created the position to help him out. Plus, he’s paying way above the market.

Or he’s using his friendship with my dad to get to me. Again, it seems far-fetched, but time will tell if I’m on to something.

Not that I’m complaining. Seeing the smile on daddy’s face after his trip to the bank brought such great satisfaction. As much as I miss being home, and as much as I’m getting anxious thinking of what Ajax has planned, I have to stick this out. Daddy needs me.

Gina pulls a sheet of paper from her pocket and hands it to me. “Remember to log this month’s cost for groceries, ok?”

I nod, while scanning the extensive supermarket list. “This is a lot of food for us, isn’t it?” Another thing I like about Ajax. He treats his staff like family. The gardeners, maids, security; they all eat from his pantry and fridge like its nothing.

“Usually, it would be. But Ajax is due tomorrow, and he’s bringing a… friend.” She bites out the last word as if it has an unpleasant taste.

“Oh, crap.” I touch my hair. Since lately, I haven’t really cared much for grooming it, just washed and wrapped it in a messy bun. Do I have time today to run to the hair salon for a touch up?

Why, though? Ajax’s not my man, and he’s not coming back to me. Why do I want to look good for him?

The answer is, I don’t. I just want him to see an organized, well-groomed woman, not the disheveled, tangled mess I am now.

Or, you’re anticipating what he has planned…

Am I?

“Oh, trust me, Ajax won’t care how you look.” It’s as if Gina read my mind. “Especially since he’s taking Christina with him.” Her tone takes a harsh edge when she says the woman’s name.

“Who’s Christina?” I ask, and a quick rush of jealously flows through me, so fast I barely get to acknowledge it. Which is just as well, for it makes no sense. I’m not interested in being with Ajax. And even if I am, he’s far beyond my league.

Which is why I think I might read too much into his letter and gift. Whoever bought the lingerie on his behalf must have gotten their instructions mixed up. Ajax knows my dad would kill him if he so much as looks at me. I doubt he would risk their three-decade friendship just to seduce me.

“He claims they’re just friends but I know better,” Gina replies. “Whenever she stays in residence, I see him leaving her room at odd hours of the night.”

“Maybe they’re just talking.” I don’t realize I’m crushing the grocery list until it’s in a crumpled ball. I unfold it, glad that it’s still intact. What the hell’s wrong with me?

Gina snorts. “Or, maybe they’re just fucking.” She rolls her eyes and a flash of anger crosses her face.

I clear my throat. “Is he seeing anyone? I mean, officially.”

“Not that I know of. Ajax’s too busy for relationships.” She moves away, opens the fridge and begins packing items inside. “But Christina, ooh… that gold digger, she’s looking to dig her claws into him. I wish he would wake up and smell the bullshit.”

“What do you mean?”

“He may think she’s okay being friends with benefits. But I know a woman who’s looking to come up when I see one. If he’s not careful, he’ll find himself between a rock and a hard place when its too late.” She dumps the empty bag on the counter. “All his life, I try to protect him.” Ajax’s mother died in a plane crash when he was a kid, and Gina helped raise him. “But this time, I don’t know if I can. He refuses to listen to me.”

“Maybe she’s not as bad as you think.”

Gina begins shaking her head before I finish. “A year ago, she was dating a trust fund baby, and it ended on a sour note because she tried to trap him with a kid. Turns out she wasn’t even pregnant. She tried to keep the ruse going before he discovered the truth.”

“How?”

“He found her trying to steal his sperm from the condom in the wastebasket.”

“Oh, wow.”

“Then she began seeing Ajax’s colleague, another millionaire—until she began messing around with Ajax. I’m thinking it’s because Ajax is worth much more. Do you think she’s only interested in being his fuck buddy?”

Maybe not. But Ajax’s is a big boy. I’m sure he can take care of himself. But if he’s already in a relationship with Christina, what does he want with me?


CHAPTER 6

I’m in the office that Ajax had them prepare for me, scheduling a repair on a part of the rear fence that had gotten damaged by a truck this morning when I hear his voice; the deep, husky tone that makes my heart race like crazy. I complete the log and check my hair—thankfully, I’d secured an appointment with my hairdresser last night and gotten it washed and styled—so now it falls in glossy waves down my shoulder and back. I’m wearing simple makeup; a little foundation, mascara and lip gloss. I chose a cute dress, not too tight, but snug enough to show my curves.

I tell myself I’m just trying to make a good impression. But the flutter in my stomach suggests its more than that. I try not to acknowledge it, though.

It’s no use.

Before I leave the office, he enters, his massive frame filling the room and stifling me all at once. The long-sleeved sweater fits his body so well, clinging to his broad chest and thick arms. His smile, and the way his eyes check me out, they steal my remaining breath. I inhale, backing away a little as he comes further in the room.

“Hey,” he says, his tone dropping to a soft, intimate level. “I’ve been looking all over for you.”

“Hi.” I dip my head, unable to bear his hungry eyes. When I raise my head again, he’s a lot closer than before. So close I can smell his perfume. He smells like power and sex. And male… all male.

“How have you been settling in?”

“Uh… fine, I guess. Except I was expecting more work.”

“Oh, it’s coming...” There, again, is the subliminal message, and the predatory smile that accompanies it. I’m too afraid to ask outright what he means.

“So, did you like your gift?”

I shake my head. “I can’t tell. Haven’t had the occasion to wear it.”

“Huh?”

“I’m not… experienced as women my age may be, but I know what a lingerie’s for.”

Ajax stares at me for a moment, then slaps his forehead. “Damn, Gregory.”

“Who?”

“My driver. He gave you the wrong gift. I meant the lingerie for a… friend.”

My stomach drops with a harsh thud to the floor. See, I should have known. Ajax’s not interested in a woman like me.

“I gave him instructions to order the Tom Ford Black Orchid. I remember how much you love perfume. My bad, Erika. I should have taken care of it myself but I was in a rush…”

I wave my hands carelessly. “No biggie.” But I’m disappointed as hell. Though a part of me had been in denial, the other side hoped he actually wanted me.

He smiles and narrows the gap. “Am I forgiven?”

“There’s nothing to forgive you for. But again, thanks for the gig,” I say, taking another step back. “Finally, daddy can sleep at nights.”

“Don’t mention it,” he replies. “Elliot knows I’ll do anything for him. And the same goes for you, Erika.” Again, he closes the distance between us.

My palms are running rivers. I wipe them on my thighs.

“Are you comfortable here? Is there anything you need?”

“No.” I look away from his alluring stare.

“Well, if ever you need anything, come see me.” He takes my chin with his index and forefinger and I’m forced to look into the sea-green pools that threaten to hypnotize me. “And I mean anything.” His eyes drop to my lips as he licks his own, just as the door opens and a woman enters.

She’s stunning, with dark hair like Ajax’s, and a body that can stop traffic. I immediately envy her lean curves and those killer legs that I’m sure is every man’s fantasy.  

Her eyes blaze as she takes in our position. I can imagine what she sees; our eyes locked, our bodies close enough to suggest an intimacy, my chest rising and falling like crazy.

I ease from Ajax, but he doesn’t budge. Or take his eyes from me.

“Ajax?” The woman crosses her arms with a frown. “What’s going on?”

He slowly turns. “Ready for dinner, Christina?” he asks her.

“Yes, but—” she lashes me with a sharp look and doesn’t budge, as if she’s waiting for an introduction. But he takes her arm and leads her out.

Whew. I collapse to the seat, worn out by the intensity of the last few minutes. I care less what Christina, his ‘friend’ thinks of me. The only thing on my mind is the interaction between me and Ajax and how it’s left me burning with desire for him.

For the moment, I don’t care that the lingerie wasn’t for me. Or that I’m probably reading too much into his response to me. My body has a mind of its own and it wants Ajax.

So much.


CHAPTER 7

The ringing cell phone wakes me. Groaning, I blindly pat along the bed until I find it lodged under my pillow. Glancing at it, I note the time—one AM—while seeing Ashley’s smiling picture on the screen.

“Girl, don’t you sleep?” I push up on my free arm and lean against the headboard and turn on the bedside lamp, illuminating the huge room.

“I refuse to sleep until you give me deets,” Ashley says. “How was your first day with Ajax?”

I release an inward sigh, already regretting that I told her of my crush on Ajax and my reaction to him at our meeting. She’s been riding me to seduce him since then.

As if.

Ajax is a man of the world; what the hell can I do to entice him?

“Uneventful,” I reply, careful to omit our interaction. “Except when I met his girlfriend.”

“He has a girlfriend? Shit.” She blows a breath through the phone. “Well, no biggie. It’s not like they’re married.”

“Cut it out, Ashley, I’m not interested in seducing him.” A few hours ago, maybe. But seeing him return from dinner with Christina on his arm, and seeing how well they look together, I abandon the crazy idea.

“Yeah, right. I saw the look in your eyes the other day. You are feeling him.”

“He’s old enough to be my dad.”

“Barely. He’s a little younger than your dad, isn’t he? Besides, Elliott was still a kid when you were born.”

“Nineteen.” Yeah, I was an unplanned child from a one-night stand that led to a relationship. My dad put his dreams for college on hold and stepped up. One reason I will go the extra mile for him. He’s always done it for us.

“See? Ajax’s still young enough to bone. And I think you should. Or I’ll have a go.”

“Ashley!”

“What? There’s no use letting all that good dick go to waste.”

“How do you know he has a good dick?”

“Don’t you notice how confident he walks? That man can fuck, believe me. I know his type.”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

“No, you won’t. You’re going to take that gorgeous, mountain of a man for a ride, you hear me?”

“Negative.” I let loose a loud, fake yawn. “I have an early morning, Ash. Gotta go.”

“Boo. You’re no fun.” But she bids me good night and hangs up.

I sink down on the pillows, ready to resume sleep, but my mind is on Ashley’s words. Ajax looks like a man who’s phenomenal between the sheets. Not only is his body amazing, but the way he looks at me, that confidence… yeah, I think he has what it takes to blow my mind.

Even after seeing him with Christina, am I crazy for wanting him to get me off?

Yes, you are, my inner voice chips in. Besides, you are his best friend’s kid. He’ll never give you the time of day.

Which is just as well. From what I recall, Ajax is a heartbreaker on two legs. A ‘one-and-done’ kinda guy. I’ve heard the stories of the women who went nuts when he refused to take their association beyond a one-night stand. I, a virgin who wears my heart on my sleeve, could never survive being taken and forgotten by him. I’ve never pegged myself for a girl who’d suffice with casual sex—especially if it’s good. I want commitment, and Ajax has a deficit in that area.

All of this is hypothetical, of course. After the gift mix-up, I’m under no illusion that he sees me in that light.

But oh, how I wish…

In this moment, I would give anything for that to become a reality.

Anything.


CHAPTER 8

I pull the covers over me and try to settle into sleep. But it won’t come. Ajax is still on my mind and I’m getting hornier by the second. The AC in the room does nothing to temper the heat that fills my body. The throbbing between my thighs gets more insistent.

An involuntary moan escapes me when I realize that, to get some sleep tonight, I’m going to have to masturbate the arousal away. I slip from bed to retrieve the seven-inch vibrator that I had the good sense of packing in my suitcase. Returning to bed, I set the speed to low then spread my legs and part my flesh with my fingers, feeling the over-abundant moisture there. I’m literally dripping. I stroke my clit before tracing small circles with the head of the vibrator. My body jerks from the sudden pleasure.

I slide my middle finger inside my pussy, just beyond the edge. The soft, tight, spongy walls suck my finger in. I get to stroking, circling my hips around my finger. The vibrator hums, cutting through the room. I slap my clit with it, releasing an erotic groan as a sharp pleasure-pain spread through my core. That, along with my finger working within me, sends the first wave of an orgasm.

Heat travels up my neck. My breathing gets ragged. I remove my finger and reach up to tweak my nipples, first one, then the other, as my clit pulse from the vibrator’s attention. Another wave hits me and I gasp.

Drawing the vibrator downwards, I let it caress my pussy lips before continuing downwards to my perineum, then my ass. Slightly arching my hips, I invade my ass with the vibrator, gently at first, then as my tightness claims the device, I begin pumping harder.

God, it feels so good, as much as I imagine vaginal sex will be. I close my eyes, enjoying the pulsing sensation as the toy does its work, sending a flood of ecstasy through my body. I release my nipple, using the free hand to strum my clit while the other hand guides the vibrator.

In the wardrobe mirror, I see myself getting pleasure, and it spurns on another pre-orgasm. My thighs tremble, my breathing hitches, and the heat becomes unbearable. I have to come. Now.

Reaching under, I turn the vibrator speed to high. The increased pulsing in my ass, along with the flicking of my clit, sends me over the edge. I cry out, much louder than I want to, but it’s so good that for the moment I don’t care. Sweat pours down my body as it convulses. Then slowly I return to earth. Peace and bliss fill me as I curl into a fetal position.

But just for a moment.

The knocking on my door startles me. I shoot up, wondering who can it be at this hour of the night. Rolling from bed, I don my robe and rush to the door.

Ajax’s standing there, his dark hair sweeping his face and his lips curve into a smile. A sly smile, I think. I wrap the robe tighter around me. “Yes?”

“You okay in there? Thought I heard a sound.”

Shit. So I was definitely too loud. And from the knowing grin that appears on Ajax’s face, I think he knows what I’ve been up to. My damp hair and sweaty face is also a dead giveaway. Embarrassment fills me.

“I uh… I’m fine.” No need to explain, or lie. He already knows what’s up. Before he says another word, I grip the door and push it forward. “Goodnight, Ajax.” I made to close the door, but he grabs the frame with his hand.

“Let me in, Erika,” he whispers.

My heart is racing. So is my libido. Did I just hear right? “What?”

“Let me in. Let me do the things to you that vibrator couldn’t.”

Oh, fuck. I swear I’ve gotten more wet in the last few seconds. Goosebumps prickle my skin as he appraises me. “Ajax…”

“Just say yes.”

I want to, so much. Just knowing I’m not under an illusion is satisfaction enough. Having him inside me would be icing on the cake. But I have to settle for having my pride restored. I can’t fuck Ajax. Not now, or ever. There’s too much at stake; my heart, his friendship with daddy… no. I have to pass, sadly.

“No.”

Instead of looking disappointed, Ajax smiles. He reaches up and strokes my cheek with his forefinger before running his thumb across my lower lip. I close my eyes, desire filling me. I want him so bad I can almost taste it.

“For now,” he says, his hand dropping to his side. “But remember, Erika, I never settle for no. I always get what I want. And if I haven’t made it clear before, I want you.” He retreats, his hot gaze on me. “Sweet dreams.”

I close the door in a rush and lean against it, taking deep breaths. Earlier, I vowed that I’d give anything for his attention. Now that it’s a reality, I realize I can’t take it. This isn’t fair. Why am I falling for the one man I can’t have?


CHAPTER 9

The warmth of the sun washes over me as I jog through the wrought-iron gates of Ajax’s estate, out of breath but completely refreshed from my morning run. Since my weight loss I’ve been obsessed with waking before dawn and taking a five-mile run. Since being in Ajax’s employ, I’ve discovered a convenient route through a park and up a hill where I chill for a moment at the hilltop and enjoy the view of the rising sun. It’s so peaceful. Then I jog back to the mansion and begin my day with a renewed energy.

Today, though I’m completely revitalized, there’s a lingering tension from last night. And it’s not from the lust that kept me up for most of the night; no, it’s what caused it. Who caused it. Ajax, with the hunger in his eyes that made me want to beg for him to devour me. I wish I could say the words without hesitation…

Take me, Ajax, take me. Give me what I’ve been needing for so long… your body, close to mine, your fingers, stroking me to madness, your lips—

How can one man, barely touching me, make me so wet with just a look? What would my reaction be if he did more than that?

I didn’t want to think about it. It’s no use. A waste of time wanting something I shouldn’t have. I have no business wanting it. But after Ajax’s come-on last night, the question remains; what the hell does he want with me?

Or am I still imagining things?

Did I imagine the flame in his stare last night? The way his eyes roamed my body as if he could see my nakedness through the robe?

No, I didn’t.

But it doesn’t matter. I’m a twenty-one-year-old virgin, still in college. I lack the sensuality Ajax seeks in his women. He’s a thirty-nine-year-old billionaire, worldly, with beautiful women falling at his feet. No good can come from giving myself to him; not with my heart, and certainly not with my dad.

Slowing down, I walk up the cobblestone drive that leads to the stairs at the front of the house. Stopping at the foot of the stairs, I stretch, bending all the way over to touch my toes.

“Nice view,” Ajax’s voice sounds from behind me. “Much better than that sunrise a few minutes ago.”

I straighten and whip around to his smirk. Then I wish I hadn’t.

He’s shirtless, with jogging pants on. And holy crap, his body is a work of art. Tight-looking, sleek abs. Huge pecs. Thick arms with gorgeous tattoos on both. I so want to run my hands over them. But I’m not that far gone to give in. Until my eyes drop to his jogging pants and I see the outline of his cock through the material.

Oh, my fucking god. He’s packing a big one, like a small plantain. And it’s not erect.

I shake my head to clear the image, but I can’t unsee it. It’s stamped on my mind.

“What view?” I ask, hoping the casual tone would conceal how aroused I am.

“Don’t be coy,” he says. “You have a fucking gorgeous ass and you know it.”

“Isn’t that a bit out of line, with you being my boss and all?”

A Cheshire cat smile erupts. “Is it?”

“I’m almost sure it breaks the rule against sexual harassment.”

His smile disappears as he comes closer. “I don’t know about you, Erika,” he breathes, “but rules are made to be broken.” He brushes a wisp of hair from my face and lashes me with those beautiful eyes of his. “And I enjoy breaking every single one…”

God, I can’t breathe. I inhale a huge gulp of air before stepping away from him and dashing up the stairs.

“Erika.”

He catches me before I reach the top, his hand on my arm almost burning me somehow. I try to pull from him but he’s way too strong. “Ajax, I have to get to work.”

“I’m sure your boss will understand.” He chuckles at his own joke and I roll my eyes. “Just tell me, why do you keep running?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“That day in my office. Last night. Just now. What are you afraid of?”

You know what? It’s time to hit the nail on the head, to get him to back off so I can survive the rest of my contract. “You.”

His dark brows raise as he releases me. “Why?”

“Your… flirting, it’s inappropriate. It makes me uncomfortable.”

He laughs, loud and clear, melodious. “Is that what you think I’m doing? Flirting with you?”

I cringe inside, my face burning with embarrassment. So, it was my imagination. I wish the earth would swallow me up just now.

His expression darkens as he lifts my chin with his forefinger. I look into his eyes. I have no choice, they were like magnet, pulling me in. “Get this, Erika. Flirting’s for kids. I’m a grown-ass man. If you haven’t caught on by now, let me make it clear. I want to fuck you.”

My head spins. I back away so fast that I stumble and he catches me before I fall. “Let me go. Please.”

He doesn’t. “Come on, Erika. I’m sure I wasn’t subtle with my approach. There’s no way you couldn’t tell.”

“That you want to sleep with me? You’re my dad’s best friend for crying out loud!” Inside, I’m doing back flips. I wasn’t imagining it! Ajax wants me!

“So?”

“Daddy would kill you if he finds out you’re thinking of me like this.”

“What Elliott doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Right now, it’s just you and me.” In one swift movement, he pulls me to him. My breasts crush against his chest. He runs his fingers up my thigh, slow, painfully sensual before palming and squeezing my ass. I want to melt in his arms. “You, me and that king-sized bed upstairs. And the carpet. The hot tub. Wherever you like.”

Oh, fuck. I’m already imagining him between my legs, drilling his cock through me.

But wait.

I shake my head to clear the fantasy. Ajax has no clue I’m still a virgin. Should I tell him? How would he react? Would he still want me then?

Tell him, so he can leave you alone. You know he’s not good for you. Sleeping with him would be a mistake.

“Ajax, I can’t.” With a mighty tug, I pull away from him.

His handsome face curls into a frown. “Why not?”

Tell him, Erika. Make him go away. He’s bad news.

“I didn’t come here to sleep with you.” Though I’m realizing that’s why he hired me. He wanted to help my dad, sure, but I’m positive he could have found another way. “I’m here to work until daddy gets back on his feet. I’m not interested in being with you.”

Liar.

“Liar,” Ajax murmurs, as if he’s in my head. He sighs and raises his palms. “I’m a patient man, Erika, especially when I know what’s inevitably mine. And that’s you, whether you believe it. But you will, and when you do, you’ll come to me.”

I scoff and fold my arms. “With all that ego, you should have a big head, you know.”

He gives me a roughish grin. “Oh, but I do.” His gaze drops to his crotch and lifts, then he chuckles as heat travels up my face. “Just say the word and it’s all yours.”

I beat a hasty retreat. By the time I reach my bedroom I’m on fire, with a burning, aching need for Ajax. I take my vibrator to the shower with me, but after several rounds, the ache’s still there. Leaning against the shower wall, with the water cascading down my body I acknowledge the fact that I’m in trouble.

Big, deep trouble.

***
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