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Chapter 1

Monday

“Hey, Sonique, did you prepare the loan documents for Rosemead Industries? The bearer is on the way for pickup.”

Sonique Evans regarded her co-worker, Maria, with a nod before adjusting her spectacles and pulling out a drawer. “I have them right here. Let me get an envelope.”

She pushed to stand, her bare feet crossing the floor to the stationary cabinet. She removed a large envelope and slipped the documents inside.

“So… our staff party is on next Friday night…” Maria began when she took the envelope.

Sonique pressed her lips together while shaking her head. “I can’t make it, Maria. I kinda have this thing.”

“You always have a thing,” Maria replied, rolling her eyes. “How will you meet new people if you keep shying away from our social events?”

Well, that was the thing. Sonique wasn’t interested in meeting new people. She had been working at the bank for a year and not once had she experienced an urge to mix and mingle with her peers. Work was a professional environment. Business and pleasure didn’t mix. The less her co-workers knew about her personal life, the better.

“I’m not shying away, Maria. I really do have a thing.”

“Well, I was hoping you would change your mind. I’m sick of hanging with people I have nothing in common. You and I, we click.”

“Then don’t go, simple.”

“I can’t do that. I'm the securities manager, I can’t miss the corporate event of the year. I’m not like you, Sonique. I care what others think of me.” She sighed. “I wish I had your attitude.”

“What attitude?”

Maria's voice dipped as she leaned in. “The I-don’t-give-a-shit attitude.”

Sonique shook her head. She wished that was true. “I care, Maria.”

“Really? You grab your bag and storm out when the clock strikes five each day. You eat lunch alone. You’ve never attended our staff functions or even tried to make a friend in the company.”

“I’m a little hurt. Aren’t we friends?”

“I meant besides me.”

“You’re the only one around that’s my age. I don’t know how to relate to older folks.”

Again, that was a lie. She definitely knew how to relate to older people. Older men, really. But that was her dirty little secret.

What her co-workers saw was a quiet, twenty-five-year-old with horn-rimmed glasses and a signature ponytail hairdo. She hardly smiled, and her conversations were always work-related. They thought she was too stuffy, but she didn’t care. She had to be closed off. Her dad disappeared when she was eight years old. Her mom followed suit years later. Bouncing through foster homes until she turned eighteen, she’d learned to reserve her trust. No one would get the chance to betray her again.

“Just promise me you'll think about it,” Maria said, backing away and bumping into a man passing by the hallway.

“Oh, so sorry, Mr. Jones.”

Sonique stood a little taller as the tall, dark-skinned man released Maria's shoulders that he had gripped to stop her from falling.

“Careful next time, huh, Maria?”

“Su-Sure, sir.”

He made to move off, but then he glimpsed Sonique and did a double take. His dark eyes washed over her, slowly, almost deliberately, and her body came alive under his hot gaze. It was the same reaction whenever she saw him. Cool tingles rang along her spine, triggering tiny goosebumps on her skin. Her heart clashed violently against her chest. Her lips were dry, so she wet them and immediately his eyes dropped to them. There was a flash of interest in his eyes that disappeared as quickly as it came.

Sonique experienced a little disappointment when he walked away without saying a word. She exhaled slowly, her insides fluttering a little, awakening a longing ache. Deacon Jones was a tease, walking through their office floor each day, tempting her with his sexy stare and that goddamn gorgeous body. Were his actions deliberate? She didn’t think so. She couldn’t imagine her mega-successful, ultra-hot boss trying to seduce her. But hell, a girl could dream.

“Oh, my God,” Maria whispered, stepping into Sonique's cubicle as Deacon disappeared from view. “Girl, that body is deee-vine.”

Sonique didn’t need Maria's testimony. She knew exactly how rock-hard Deacon Jones’ body was after bumping into him outside the company gym a few months ago. She almost toppled over, and like he did with Maria just now, he reached to stop her from falling. Only he didn’t hold her shoulders. His hands wrapped around her waist, briefly pulling her against him before letting her go. That brief connection stoked a fire in her that had been dormant for years. In that moment, she wanted to do nothing more than touch his sleek, tight abs and kiss his buff pecs. But she didn’t dare. She couldn’t risk losing her job for sexual harassment.

“I heard his divorce got finalized last month,” Maria said, her voice dropping lower.

Sonique brows lifted. “Really?”

“Yes, honey. Which means he’s back on the market. I bet the women are falling over themselves to get to him.”

“I bet…”

Deacon Jones, finance mogul, dark-chocolate eye candy, single? The thirsty women would definitely be out in their droves.

“Not that I blame them,” Maria continued. “Ooh… if only he was ten years younger, I’d definitely want a bite.”

“What’s wrong with his age?” Sonique asked, her brows lifting a little.

“Nothing… but I have a thing where I don’t date men outside my age bracket. Nothing beyond thirty-five. I just can’t.”

Sonique couldn’t relate. She had always carried a torch for older men. Younger men were nothing but trouble. They did not know what they wanted, and she lacked the patience to wait for them to discover it. Plus, older men knew exactly how to work their fingers and their cocks. Younger men… nah.

“To each his own, I guess,” she said.

Maria’s eyes narrowed at her. “I get the feeling you have no reservations about taking a bite out of our boss. Am I right?”

“Uh-uh, he’s not my type,” Sonique blurted. She hoped the warmth that flooded her cheeks didn’t create a visible blush. Deacon Jones was definitely her type. Definitely the man she wanted to quench the fire inside her.

“Mm mm…” From the look on Maria’s face, she didn’t quite buy her response.

“What?”

“Why don’t you shoot your shot?” Maria said. “You know he has a thing for younger women. His ex wife is a little older than you.”

“You're just trying to get me fired, aren’t you?”

Maria scrunched her lips at Sonique. “You know that's not true—”

“I'm kidding, k? But don’t you have work to do?” Sonique asked, giving her a dismissive wave. She didn’t want to talk about Deacon to anyone. Not even her best friend, Jack.

“Alright, alright…” Maria backed out of the cubicle once more. “We’re not done talking about that party, though!”

“Whatever.”

Sonique returned to her seat to finish her work. It was almost three, a little over two hours before the workday ended. Her day shift, at least. Working two jobs had been a part of her life for two years, ever since she made that stupid mistake…

She didn’t want to think of Deacon’s six pack right now. She needed to focus. Tonight was going to be a long one.

But the words on her screen became a blur as she remembered the sweat running down the ridges of his flat stomach, some lodging within his navel, the rest disappearing into his gym pants. Her tongue moved in her mouth. She wanted to lick him so bad then, now her hunger for him had gotten worse.

It was wishful thinking to imagine him in her bed. They had nothing in common, living worlds apart. He was her frigging boss, for goodness’ sake. She shouldn’t harbor these steamy thoughts. They would do her no good.

She wiped her face with a sigh. Yes. Don’t think about him, Sonique. He's off limits.

Her cell phone chirped. She lifted it, then stroked the screen to read the incoming message. It was another reminder of her careless mistake.

Sighing, she quickly typed a reply and set the phone in her hands. She wanted to quit her night job, really she did, but how could she afford to escape the mess? Her day job paid well enough to support her daily needs, but it couldn’t cover what she owed. No, what her mother owed. She regretted the day she welcomed Marcia back in her life. But at twenty-one, doing great on her own, she had been ready to forgive her mother for abandoning her.

It was the biggest mistake she'd ever made.


Chapter 2

Deacon Jones pressed the button to call the lift to take him to the executive floor. He resisted the urge to look over to the rows of cubicles, specifically to where Sonique Evans stood talking to her friend. It was a difficult effort. There was something about her that made it hard to take his eyes off her.

She had been working for the company over a year, although he didn’t discover that until a few months ago. Colliding with her outside the gym shook his core. Not physically—he'd barely felt a thing, but an unfamiliar electric tingle ran through him, waking him from an emotional slumber he’d been in for months.

He'd wrapped his arms around her waist to stop her from falling. But he didn’t want to let go. Not when she felt soft and warm and… right.

The elevator arrived. He stepped in, shaking his head a little at the craziness. His buddy Richard would tell him he was crazy, too, that it was too soon to fall for another woman, especially after such a messy divorce.

Richard would also remind him of his promise to stop wearing his heart on his sleeve. He fell too easy, too hard, and it was always for the wrong type. Cindy was his second wife in four years. That wasn’t a great track record. It meant he wasn’t being wise with his choices.

Richard often teased that Deacon had a hero complex, but maybe there was some truth to it. He seemed to be a magnet for women in trouble, and he always experienced a need to rescue them. He was often left with the short end of the stick after they'd had their way with him.

He didn’t know why women always left him. Sure, he was often too busy, but running a multi-billion corporation was no joke. His financial group, the insurance and real estate chain, they were all under his umbrella. He had a responsibility to his shareholders. So what if he missed a few dinners, or forgot a birthday? It wasn’t like he was with another woman. Plus he made up for his blunders. None of them complained about the first-class apology vacations or the bling they'd gotten. Yet, he was the worst husband alive.

Richard was probably right. Maybe it was time to start dating in his age group. Older women were more understanding. Forgiving. He had been dabbling with the wrong set for too long.

But thinking of Sonique's soft, young body made him want to dabble some more. Dabble, touch, taste, fuck…

God damn.

The elevator doors opened again and he walked to his office, stopping on the way to take messages from his assistant. There wasn’t enough hours in the day for his job, yet he spared a few minutes each day to walk Sonique's floor, just to see her.

He dropped to his seat with a harsh sigh. Sonique was too young for him, anyway. Young enough to be his kid. He didn’t even want to think what his friends would say if he showed up with the twenty-something beauty on his arm.

He didn’t want to find out.

Look, but no touching, was his mantra. He would settle for seeing her once day on his floor rounds. It had to be enough. He couldn’t dare want more.

***

Sonique's phone alarm beeped, indicating it was time to leave for the day. She was always the first out of the building each day, and it didn’t bother her. Her tasks were complete, so there was no reason to stick around.

Reaching for her bag, she left the office, taking the escalator to the lobby while dialing on her cell phone.

“Hey, Jackie, what's on the agenda for tonight?” she asked when the line opened.

“It's Mr. Usborne. Again,” came the gruff tone of her best friend, Jack.

She sighed. “It's the eighth time this month.”

“Do you want me to cancel?”

“No, no. I need the money. I can handle it.”

“Listen, I’m just a floor away if he gets out of hand, okay?”

“I know.” Her six-foot-five, three-hundred pound best friend could snap a man like a twig without trying. He was the only person she trusted with her life. She met Jack when she was fifteen years old at her tenth foster home. He was on his thirteenth. The unlikely duo became best friends in a heartbeat. It was easy because they both had shitty parents who let them down.

But unlike Sonique, Jack had permanently closed the door on his past. His parents were dead to him. She should have listened to him when her mother came knocking. Now she was paying the price.

She remembered the wild look Jack had given her when she mentioned Marcia's troubles. He'd begged her not to stand guarantee for her mother's loan. She didn’t listen. A month later, Marcia skipped town and changed her number, leaving her with a six-figure debt and a zealous loan shark. She hadn’t heard from her mother since.

Thank the stars for Jack. He didn’t judge her. He wanted to help clear the debt, but his job as a bouncer wasn’t enough. Then he approached her with the insane business idea, servicing rich men for a shitload of money. She wasn’t enthused about it at first, but when the creditor came pounding on her door, she had to give in.

The job wasn’t that bad. Getting paid while sexually dominating rich, powerful men… she could have done a lot worse. Plus it gave her quite a kick to bring those alphas to their knees. Men who ruled the boardroom became her puppets at nights. Oh, the rush, the thrill, to think this tiny, submissive-looking woman could rule the bedroom like a boss.

To keep her personal life separate, Jack leased an apartment in his building that became their headquarters. He appointed himself as her bodyguard and administrator. He screened the clients after they booked appointments on the website and hung out in his apartment downstairs until the job got done. She didn’t know what she would do without him.

She didn’t want to find out.


Chapter 3

Sonique twisted in the mirror, admiring the new leather bodysuit she bought at the erotic store yesterday. It had a cut-out midriff and a cute collar, with chains running down from it and attaching to her leather wristbands. Her strawberry blond hair was now loose, her full lips painted blood red. She looked nothing like the quiet girl from the office, which was what she desired. Lucky enough, too, or someone might recognize her. She bumped shoulders with many of her clients without them knowing it. Thank God Jack had suggested she wear a mask at all times.

Smiling, she lifted the black mask and covered her eyes. Perfect. Identify sealed. The instant surge of adrenaline let her know she was ready for a show. Mr. Usborne was a super freak, but she was ready to extend herself for him. The memory of his screams usually made her wet. But not tonight. Tried as she might, her thoughts of Deacon would not go away.

Her attraction to him had been instant, since her first week with the company. Who could blame her? He was the sexiest mid-forties man she had ever seen. She acknowledged it for what it was, a natural attraction to an attractive man. But something changed after bumping into him at the gym. Backing from his gorgeous frame, she witnessed a look on his face that replaced his usual cool expression, a searing lust, hot enough to tempt her to rip her clothes off and beg him to take her. She hadn’t done that in a year. It was usually the other way around.

Three solid raps on the door pulled her attention. Jack. She pulled on a robe and opened the door.

“Mr. Usborne's ETA is ten minutes,” he said, closing the door behind him. “You ready?”

“As ready as I can be, I guess.”

His small eyes scanned her face. “You look tired.”

“I am.”

Jack sighed. “Should I remind you that we can end this whenever you want?”

“I know.” She fiddled with her collar before adding, “I got another text message today.”

“Damn.”

“Yup.”

“So I can’t quit now. Not until I get him off my back.”

“If this is making you uncomfortable, I think we should stop. Just say the word and I make that asshole leave you alone.”

Sonique gave the dark-haired giant a smile. Within the last ten years she’d known him, Jack became the only family she knew, the only one she wanted.

“I’m fine, Jack. Trust me. I’d tell you if I wasn’t. Plus it’s just six months remaining and I’ll get rid of him.”

“Are you sure?”

She nodded.

“Okay.” His expression brightened and he gave her a smile. “Let’s go over the ground rules, shall we?”

“Do we need to? Every single time?”

“Yup.”

“Fine.”

“Rule one,” Jack said, raising his finger.

“Do not remove my mask.”

“Two.” Another finger raised.

“My clients are forbidden to fuck me.”

“Three.”

“No kissing on the mouth.”

“Four.”

“I will not get emotionally attached to my clients.”

“And if you do?”

She rolled her eyes. “That will never happen.”

“Sonique.”

“You’re a ball buster, you know that?”

Jack grinned. “No, that’s your job.”

“If I get emotionally attached, I cancel all appointments with the client and decline all future requests.”

“You roll your eyes, thinking it’s a ludicrous statement, but you never know.”

“I told you, that will never happen.”

“Yeah, yeah, you and your ‘I won't fall in love’ bullshit. All it takes is the right man to change your mind.”

“There’s no ‘right’ man, Jack.”

Just Deacon Jones, and a body that made hers scream with the need to fuck.

“Just get out of here, k?” Let me handle my business.”

“Remember, call me if you get spooked, okay?”

“Okay.”

Jack left, and Sonique mentally prepared for the session ahead. Or tried to. Thoughts of Deacon constantly raided her mind, erasing every thought that had no connection to him. To keep focused, she opened the bag with her playthings and removed essential objects for her night with Mr. Usborne. A blindfold, gags, whips and a strap-on dildo. The bed had handcuffs waiting in the corners, ready to be used. She had previously stored her playthings in the apartment, but after the building experienced several break-ins, she thought it best to keep her bag of goodies on her person. She couldn’t afford to replace them.

A text message from Jack notified her of Mr. Usborne's arrival. Within a minute, the knock sounded on her door. She opened it, revealing a tall, big gray-haired man with hands that could palm a basketball with ease.

“Welcome, Mr. Usborne. Tonight is all yours, but only if you dare. You may enter at your own risk.”

The words had been pre-recorded in her mind and summoned whenever a client arrived. An excited gleam filled Mr. Usborne’s eyes. He was almost panting when she swung her hand into the room. He entered, and she pointed to the armchair in the corner. “Sit.”

He did so at once, and she moved behind him, her fingers combing through his thick, salt-and-pepper hair before massaging his scalp. Her first goal each night was to get her clients in a relaxed state. Once they were comfortable, the night would end well. The tips were usually generous, too.

“So, Mr. Usborne, how was your day?”

Mr. Usborne sighed. Whether it was from her question or the head massage, she couldn’t tell.

“Ugh, it was hectic, as usual. Raising investment capital is no joke, I tell you.”

“Mhmm…”

His voice droned on and she half-listened. Her mind kept drifting to Deacon. What was he doing now?

It took her a moment to realize Mr. Usborne had stopped talking. She pulled her hands from his hair and moved around to face him.

“You’re in a safe space, my pet. Here, there’s no stress, just untethered pleasure. Are you ready to begin?”

He eagerly stared up at her. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Tell me about your fantasy. Whisper the dirty things you want done to you.” Her hand stroked his face and he released a shuddering breath.

“I’ve been a naughty boy, Mistress.”

Sonique learned the hard way never to ask Mr. Usborne for details. Hearing the perverse things he'd done to himself made her want to scrub her memory clean.

“Mhmm. Naughty boys get punished, my pet. Do you want me to punish you?”

“Oh, yes, Mistress. Punish me. Talk dirty to me. Make me beg for mercy.”

“As you wish...”

Sonique stood and walked to the bed. Pulling a studded collar, she turned to him.

“Remove your clothes, you filthy son-of-a-bitch.”

His fingers rushed to comply.

“Gently!”

He slowed down, breathing hard with excitement. Once he was naked, she cracked the whip and watched as his erection swelled like a balloon being pumped to life. Seeing his nine-inch hard-on used to give her such a rush, but not tonight. She just wanted to head home to her battery-operated boyfriend and screw all thoughts of her boss from her mind.

Coming back to reality, she noticed the questioning look on Mr. Usborne's face. Shit. She was slacking off. She cracked the whip again while pointing to the spanking bench in another corner of the room.

“Get over there and bend over like the bitch you are!”

His pale ass wagged before her. She dropped the whip, then walked up to him, caressing the baby-soft skin before reaching for the nearby paddle.

She patted his ass with the paddle. He whimpered a little.

“Ooh… naughty boy knows he's about to get a terrible spanking, doesn’t he?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied in a shaky voice.

“Count the strokes, you piece of shit.”

The paddle smacked against his butt.

“One!”

Another hard whack.

“Two!”

Deacon's hot gaze flashed across her mind and she missed the third strike, then caught herself. What the hell's wrong with me?

By the tenth strike, Mr. Usborne was a moaning mess and she was chiding herself for not being focused.

"Kneel on the floor."

Mr. Usborne instantly obeyed. Wasting no time, Sonique put the collar around his neck, took him by the chain hanging from his collar, then reached for the whip. From her instructions, he scuttled like a dog around the room, his soft pants breaking for a whimper each time she delivered a lash to his buttocks. Red, painful-looking welts decorated his behind when she slowed him down, then led him to the nearby sofa. She sat down and ordered him to lick her feet. In his eagerness, Mr. Usborne took her foot in his mouth.

“Not like that, stick out your tongue, asshole. Stick your tongue between my toes. Like that!”

She had removed one of her heels, and the other she placed on his back. The tip of the heel dug into his back and he groaned out loud. But Sonique knew he got off from the pain. The pre-cum dripping from his cock made it clear. He slowly sucked her toes, an action that usually turned her on, but now it didn’t. She couldn’t stop thinking about Deacon.

"Get up, worm." She jerked her foot and Mr. Usborne released her.

She ordered him to lie on the bed, and when he did, she secured his hands to the bedpost. Mr. Usborne’s chest heaved with anticipation, his arms stretched out, his huge erection hanging between his legs. Sonique climbed onto the bed and pushed his knees to his chest. He moaned, because he knew what was coming. Her finger rimmed his asshole before slipping inside with ease.

“Ooh… naughty boy has been very busy, hasn’t he?”

“Yes, Mistress… fuck!” his body jerked a little when she added another finger.

“Did you enjoy fucking yourself in the ass, worm?”

“Not as much as you fucking me, Mistress.”

“Good answer.” She removed her fingers and he whimpered in protest. He stilled when she cut him a stern glare.

Moving to her bag, she pulled out the strap-on dildo and climbed onto the bed once more.

“I should deny you this pleasure, just because you’ve been bad.”

“No, Mistress, please. Spare me.”

Pushing up his knees once more, she buried the silicone cock in his ass. Mr. Usborne's shuddering gasp gave her that inevitable surge of power. Even with all his millions, he wasn’t in charge here. She was, and with every rough stroke, she reminded him of that fact.

Mr. Usborne came hard, loud, his semen spurting on his chest with sharp spurts. Sonique continued to ram his ass until his body simmered, and he settled against the sheet with a smile on his face.

She took a long, hot shower after he left, just like she always did. But this time, she couldn’t wait until she got home to masturbate. She took a vibrating wand with her to the bathroom, where she massaged her pussy to an orgasm, then another, each time with Deacon's name on her lips. She fell asleep in the tub, later awakened by a worried Jack.


Chapter 4

Tuesday

Sonique stood before the motionless escalator and softly sighed. The out-of-use sign stood before it, but she was still tempted to use it, anyway. She now had two options; take the stairs to the eleventh floor or walk to the other end of the building for the elevator. The first option was a heck no. There was no way she would take the stairs after the night she had. Her weariness had nothing to do with her session with Mr. Usborne, though. It was the hours afterwards when she tried to sleep. Every section of her mind contained images of Deacon Jones.

A dinging sound announced the car's arrival and she stepped in. As she pressed the button for her floor, she heard a gruff voice say, “Hold it.”

Automatically, she stuck her hand between the doors, and they paused. The next instant, the man who haunted her dreams stepped inside. Instantly, she wanted to take the gesture back, to let the elevator doors close and ride the lift alone. She didn’t want to be this close to him.

His spicy scent followed him in, washing over her. She automatically took a deep breath, then moved to the side, discreetly checking him out. The dark suit was made for him, hugging his powerful frame. Sonique blushed a little when she remembered ripping his clothes off in her fantasy. A noticeable ache settled within her sex.

“Thank you,” he said with a smile, and she replied with a dumbfounded nod.

“Sonique, right?” he said, glancing at her before pressing the button for the executive floor.

Her eyes widened before she nodded. He’d never spoken to her before. She didn’t even think he knew her name.

“Can you speak?” he asked, turning his head to her once more. His brows lifted while he waited for her answer.

She nodded again, then caught herself. “Yes, sir.”

“Great job on securing that loan for Rosemead Industries. I heard the competition had been banging on their door, but you managed to secure the deal.”

Sonique couldn't help the smile that filled her face from the unexpected compliment. “Thank you sir, but I—I was just doing my job.”

“And it’s an exemplary job. Keep it up, and you’ll make the President's Table within a year. What am I saying? From the great things I’ve heard, I’d give it a few months.”

She gaped at him for a moment. The President's Table was an exclusive club of the company's high achievers. It would be an honor to secure a seat at the table. Her goal, actually, since she started working with the company. Did he really think she was that good?

“You don’t talk much, do you?”

She opened her mouth to speak, but no words emerged.

What the hell is wrong with me?

“Okay, then…” His eyes were doing that thing again, scanning her body like they were x-ray machines. She felt exposed, like he could really see beneath her clothes.

Breathe, Sonique. Breathe.

The door opened on her floor just then. Relief filled her, and she stepped out like the hounds of hell were after her.

“Have a great day, Sonique.”

“You too, Sir,” she replied without looking back. Her face burned with embarrassment and she dropped her head to the desk the second she took her seat.

Stupid, stupid… why did I freeze like that? He must think I’m an idiot. Ugh!

She made a vow to keep away from the elevator next time. If the escalator got broken, the stairs would do. There was no way she wanted to risk riding with Deacon in an elevator again.

Eight Hours Later

Sonique kicked her tire with frustration, then groaned. Of all the days to get a flat. She had another session in an hour. It was important to arrive at the apartment long before the scheduled time, just in case the client arrived early. She couldn’t afford to have her cover blown. The company had a strict policy for extra work outside the office, and employees were instructed to declare any other source of additional income. If they discovered her sleazy side hustle, not only would she lose her job, everyone would know what she did after hours each day.

She didn’t even want to think of that happening to her. She had to get to the apartment pronto.

As she reached for her phone to call roadside assistance, she heard the roar of a car engine and a dark, two-seater mustang pulled up beside her. Before she could react, the car window rolled down, revealing Deacon's face. His gaze zeroed in on her flat tire as he cut the engine.

“Do you have a spare?” he asked as he closed his car door behind him. He was now dressed in his gym gear, and his skin looked moist with light sweat.

“Uh…” Sonique’s brain short-circuited for a moment when her eyes dipped to the outline of his cock in his gym pants.

Open your mouth and fucking speak, girl!

“No, I don’t,” she finally said. She’d forgotten to replace the last spare a few months ago. Now she gave herself a mental kick for her carelessness.

His handsome face scrunched as he stared at her. “That’s a terrible mistake, you know that, right?”

“Yes, it is. But I’ve been too busy to remember to replace it.”

“Busy doing what? You don't work overtime, so you have plenty of time after work to get it done. Plus, there's the weekend.”

He'd noticed?

Deacon saw the look on her face and misinterpreted it at once. “Sorry. I wasn’t saying it like you should be working overtime. That's on your own discretion.”

“I know.”

A beat passed, then he waved to his car. “Can I give you a lift somewhere?”

“Um…” Could she risk having Deacon so close to her secret life?

“I promise, I won’t bite.”

She instantly thought of Deacon’s teeth nipping her throat, his fingers gripping her hair, her body pressed close to his. Heat flooded her face when she realized he was waiting for her answer. “No—no, I don’t think—”

He grinned, and his face transformed, looking several years younger. Sonique realized she'd never seen him so cheerful.

“I’m kidding,” he said with a chuckle.

“I know.”

“So, do you want a ride or not?”

For some reason, she caught the double entendre and her face flamed again. But from the way Deacon's dark brow lifted, his question was quite innocent. It also meant he'd caught her misinterpretation. It made her more embarrassed than before.

“Yes. Yes, I do.”

He moved toward her open car door. “Do you need help with anything?”

“Sure.” She gestured to her stuff on the front seat. Among which contained her bag of playthings.

“Wait!”

Her shout came so quickly, his face creased in a frown once more. But it was too late. He was already reaching for the bags from the seat. The distraction made him miss a handle and the bag with her sexy things flew open as he pulled them to him. Sonique stared in horror as he looked down at the spill, then up at her. She wanted the ground to open and swallow her.

She dashed forward and began picking up the items from the asphalt. She almost died inside when he stooped to help her.

“These are uh… for a friend. I’m dropping them off, actually.”

Oh, hell. Why did I just lie?

Deacon didn’t answer at first. He continued to drop the items in the bag until they were all inside.

“You have a very adventurous friend,” he said after he pushed to his feet.

Sonique forced a light chuckle. “Tell me about it.”

She held onto the bag this time. He pulled the passenger door open and she eased onto the car seat, her face still burning with shame. She wasn’t sure if he believed the lie. The drive to Jack's place seemed like it took hours instead of the usual thirty minutes.

Deacon remained quiet throughout the journey, but he didn’t need to talk. She was so aware of him, his scent, his hand on the gear stick, the way his biceps tightened when he changed gears. By the time they arrived at Jack's, her arousal had reached to a ten.

Following her direction, Deacon cruised to a stop on the curb.

“Do you want me to wait for you, take you home?” he asked, cutting the engine.

Damn it. She didn’t think it through. Of course her chivalrous boss would want to take her home.

“No, that’s fine. My friend, he—I mean, she will give me a lift.”

She prayed to God he wouldn’t offer to follow her inside. To her relief, he didn’t. He opened the door for her once more, then pulled a business card from his wallet and scribbled on it.

“That’s my personal cell phone number. Call me if you need anything.”

She nodded, then moved towards the front door as quickly as her legs carried her. Jack was waiting in the lobby, his face etched with concern.

“I have so many questions.”

“And I don’t have time to answer them. Our six o'clock will arrive in half an hour.”

Sonique dashed past him and up the stairs. She never took the elevator because no one ever took the stairs. The less people she ran into, the better.

“Who was that? What happened to your car?”

“My boss. I had a flat.”

“Why didn’t you call me to come get you?”

She stopped on the landing to catch her breath. “We wouldn't have gotten back in time. Besides, he knows nothing.”

The door to her apartment flew open with a bang, and she dashed through it, dropping her bags on the couch. Jack moved around the room like he usually did, checking that all was in place. He stopped by the spanking bench by the window and looked outside.

“Shit, Sonique. He’s still there.”

Sonique paused amid slipping into her corset. “Who?”

“Your boss.”

She dashed to the window and stared down. Sure enough, the mustang still hugged the curb, dark and threatening, giving her a rush. Whether it was fear or thrill, she couldn’t decide.

Downstairs, Deacon was busy dialing a number on his phone. He'd spent the last ten minutes waiting to see if Sonique would reemerge while ignoring the urge to go inside to find her. He didn’t know why he suddenly needed to protect her, but he didn’t question it. He just wanted her to be safe.

“Hey, Richard,” he greeted his best friend when the line opened. “I need a favor. Fast.”

Richard owned one of the top-level security and investigative firms in the city.

“You got it. Give me the deets.”

“I need to know the occupants of an apartment building on fifty sixth.”

Richard scoffed. “What the heck are you doing down there, man? That’s not your neck of the woods.”

“Don’t worry about it. Just tell me who the occupants are. Their backgrounds, everything.” There was something about Sonique’s behavior that put him on edge, like she wasn’t being truthful about the sex toys in her bag. It had almost knocked his socks off, seeing them spill to the ground. Sonique didn’t strike him as the type to know what they were used for. But he had a feeling he was wrong about her, and if he was, he definitely wanted the truth.

“All of them?” Richard asked.

“Yeah, all of them.”

There was a short pause, then Richard sighed. “What's this about, Deacon?”

He heard the concern in his friend's voice.

“Nothing you need to worry about, Richard. Trust me. I’m fine. Just get me the deets ASAP. Cool?”

“Cool.”

Deacon cut the call and sank against his seat with a sigh. He knew Richard thought there was a woman involved. And though his best friend was right, it had nothing to do with rebounding from Cindy. Sure, he'd loved his ex-wife, but after what she’d done, he was completely over her. Plus, he had made a promise to heal before he got his feet wet once more.

Still, Sonique made him want to change his mind.


Chapter 5

One Week Later

Sonique stared at her phone, watching Jack's smiling face on the screen. They had both agreed never to talk during work, so it had to be an emergency. She was almost afraid to answer.

But she had to.

Pushing the seat back, she scuttled to the bathroom to call him. Jack never replied to text messaging. He hated having to type. Sonique always joked it was because of his oversized fingers.

“Where's the fire, dude?”

“You have an appointment tonight,” Jack replied, but his voice carried an edge that made her grip the phone.

“Its Mr. Usborne, isn’t it?” Of course, they had to cancel. She had begun to worry he was getting obsessed with her.

“Nope. It’s your boss.”

“What?”

There was a pause and Jack sighed. “Your boss booked an appointment for tonight.”

“That’s impossible.” Deacon wasn’t a sub. She could spot one from a mile and he wasn’t one of them. Unless her radar had been malfunctioning. Was it?

“I’m sending you his photo right now.”

Sonique opened the screen grab message and her mouth opened. Fuck, it was him.

“Oh my God…”

“Do you want me to cancel?”

“No, Jack, we can’t. I have a debt to pay, remember?”

“I know, but—”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m fine. We're fine. I’ll be wearing the mask.”

“I just don’t have a good feeling about this, Sonique. I’d hate for you to lose your job.”

“Just chill, okay? I don’t want to cancel.”

There was a long pause before Jack released a conceding sigh. “If you insist…”

“I do.”

She cut the call and returned to her desk. But her confidence faded the second she took her seat. It had to be a coincidence. There was no other explanation. No way was her boss onto her. Plus, why would he take such lengths to expose her?

Relax, Sonique. Everything will be alright. Just get the job done, get your bag, and get that asshole off your back. Soon you won’t have to worry about this secret anymore.

***

I should have canceled, damn it. God, why didn’t I?

Sonique had never been so nervous in her life. Her body was damp with sweat although the AC was blasting in the room. There was no turning back, though. Deacon was already on his way and she was all dressed up, her hair in a high-top ponytail, her signature blood-red lipstick coating her lips, and the sexiest outfit she could find for tonight.

Although she expected it, the knock on the door made her jump. She took a deep breath and assumed her stern demeanor before opening the door. Her expression almost faltered when she saw him. Gone was the dark suit from earlier today. The light-blue polo shirt seemed more like him. The fabric stretched across his massive chest and she could see his nipples poking through. She could almost feel them against her eager tongue.

“Eh-em.”

She blinked, coming back to reality, adapting her sultry tone before speaking out loud.

“Welcome, Mr. Jones. Tonight is all yours, but only if you dare.” She swept her hands inside. “Enter at your own risk.”

It took her an instant to realize he had been staring at her long and hard. It put her a little on edge, and again she wondered if he was onto her. Why didn’t she listen to Jack? She should have canceled. One slip-up and Deacon would know who she was.

There’s nothing to worry about, Sonique. You're wearing a mask, for God’s sake!

She agreed with her inner thought. Physically, there was nothing connecting her to the shy young girl from the office. Deacon would never make the connection. And after tonight, Jack would never accept an appointment from him again.

She directed him to the couch, and he took a seat.

“I like to get acquainted with my clients before we get down to… business, Mr. Jones.”

He nodded, his alert gaze still checking her out. “That’s only fair.”

“So, tell me a little about yourself.”

She listened as he mentioned a little about what he did for a living, not going into details about the company or his personal life. Sonique wished he'd opened up more. For the first time, she wanted to know more about a client. But the biggest question remained; why was he here? Was this just a coincidence?

“What are you fantasies, Mr. Jones? Do you have limits? Assuming we play, do you have any medical conditions I need to know about?”

The last question seemed totally unnecessary. Deacon looked as healthy as a horse. But she needed to ask, not just for his safety and her reputation, but her conscience, too. She wouldn’t live with herself if anyone died in her care.

“I have none, no and no.”

She shot him a skeptical glare and crossed her arms. “Then why are you here?”

He relaxed and placed his arms on the back of the couch. “Let's say I’m very… flexible.”

She breathed a relieved sigh. So, he wasn’t onto her. He just wanted to experiment. She was threading dangerous waters with this one. Oh, the things she wanted to do to him…

“Okay, let’s begin, shall we?”

She moved towards him and he raised a finger to stop her.

“Before we do, I want to know more about the woman who's about to… rock my world, right?”

She gave him a tentative nod.

“So, tell me a little about yourself. What motivated you towards this career?”

She gave him a casual shrug, but her heart clashed violently against her chest. “Money, I guess.”

“What about it?”

“Huh?”

“Are you in desperate need of it?”

“Do I need to be desperate to live my life the way I want to?”

He pushed to his feet, and she took a step back. The room was suddenly too small, too hot. His powerful body seemed to fill the entire space.

“No,” he said, slowly advancing. “But I don’t think this is what you want.”

She swallowed. “You don’t know me, Mr. Jones.”

He shrugged. “Maybe not. But I think I’m on point with my assumption.”

“I think we have our wires crossed. We need to cancel our appointment.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t think you’re ready for this.”

He raised his palm in surrender. “I’m sorry. It seems I’ve gotten too personal. I’m ready.”


Chapter 6

“Good. Now shut up, and let me take you on a wild ride, Mr. Jones.”

Sonique ignored the flutter in her stomach from the instant desire in his eyes. This was business, nothing else. She couldn’t afford to feel.

But when her hands pressed against his hard chest, she knew she was done for. Rule number four was already broken. She was already emotionally attached. All she had to do was push up on her tiptoes and break rule number two. She didn’t think twice. Her body almost melted when she captured his lips with hers. But she didn’t expect his hungry response, or his strong arms wrapping around her. For a moment she allowed his hands to roam, then she broke from him.

“Easy…” She deeply inhaled to take in lost air. “I’m in charge here.”

Was she?

It seemed like Deacon had taken the reins the instant he stepped through the door. She didn’t feel in control, but she had to be, because she couldn't resist her need for him anymore. She had to taste him. Fuck him. Scratch this goddamn itch.

For the first time, Sonique removed her clothes, standing gloriously naked before the man she had been fantasizing about for ages. His dark eyes swept her figure and he licked his lips.

“Fuck, you're beautiful,” he whispered, shaking his head with wonder.

Sonique had never felt so powerful in her life.

He moved so quickly she barely had time to think. His strong arms lifted her, moving her to the bed, spreading her thighs so wide her knees touched the bed. Sonique cried out from pleasure and relief when his broad tongue began licking her pussy. Her fluids ran like a river and he lapped every bit. She rocked her hips, grinding his mouth. Deacon thrust his tongue as deep inside, touching her juicy walls.

“Don’t, stop, please… please!”

She almost lost her mind when he moved below and expertly licked her ass. Sonique screamed and moaned at the same time. She lost herself to the moment, closing her eyes, unable to stop the sounds that left her body. There was no holding back, not when she had been aching for this moment for months. His mouth… hell, that sweet beautiful mouth was doing unspeakable things to her needy flesh. Things that made her eyes roll and her fingers grip the sheets.

Deacon was a powerhouse between her legs, his mouth a goddamn vacuum. She continued to move faster and faster. Her moans were getting louder and louder. His thick tongue was driving her crazy, pushing her to the edge, closer and closer. Her eyes watered. She struggled to breathe right. His tongue moved to her butthole, delivering a similar pleasure. His fingers stroked her throbbing cunt. God, she couldn’t think straight.

Her pussy clenched. Sharp tingles ran up and down her spine. The urge to pee was so great but she knew it that wasn't it. A wild, explosive climax shook her core, sending her eyes rolling to the back of her head. Her body shook like a falling leaf while she screamed Deacon's name in her mind.

Deacon eased off when she finally relaxed. Satisfaction filled his face while he watched her recover. Soon, her breathing normalized and she raised to a sitting position and stroked his thick, hard length, her mouth already watering.

His expression burned with lust, watching her head dipped and she licked the tip of his cock.

“Succulent.”

“Fuck yeah.” Deacon moaned, rocking his hips.

After his tortuous-sounding response, her mouth took him in, swallowing to the base. When was the last time she'd sucked a cock?

She pulled to the tip and sucked. The erotic sounds from him made her pussy jump, triggering another arousal. She swallowed him again and repeated the effort until he was a moaning mess.

Sonique pulled from him and he cursed out loud, reaching for her. But she gave him an unexpected push and he toppled over. Before he pushed back up, she rush to straddle him, pinning him down. His muscular chest glistened with sweat, and it bounced as he caught his breath. Sonique struggled to breathe, too, because at last, she would feel his cock inside her. How many times had she dreamed about this moment, thinking it would never happen?

She raised up, and his eyes sparkled as he watched her. She sank down on his cock with a soft moan.

Deacon gasped and dropped his head against the sheet.

“Oh, fuck…”

Oh, fuck was right. Her cunt tightened around him, happy for the intrusion. It had been so long…

“Suck my breasts, Mr. Jones,” she murmured. His abs tightened as he moved to obey. She moaned from the combined ecstasy of his lips on her nipple and his hard cock rolling through her. A tidal wave of pleasure rushed over her.

“Oh, Deacon…”

She threw her head back as his name left her lips in a whisper. It took her a moment to realize her mistake.

Before she could react, Deacon reached up and tugged off her mask.

“Hello, Sonique,” he said.

For a moment, she froze, staring down at him in shock. Her awareness soon returned and she quickly eased from his cock. Deacon tried to grab her, but she rolled from his reach, falling to the floor with a thud. He almost grabbed her again, but she was too fast.

“Sonique, wait—”

She slammed the adjoining bathroom door shut then leaned against it, breathing so hard her chest hurt. There was no shock on his face when he removed the mask. He’d known who she was all along.

Damn it, she was in deep shit.


Chapter 7

Deacon resisted the urge to pound on the locked bathroom door. He didn’t want to scare Sonique any more than she already was. The look on her face… damn… he didn’t mean for things to get this far.

When Richard returned his call a day later, there was hardly anything interesting in his report. Deacon was almost ready to let the entire thing go when he checked out the link to a website Richard had given him. It took him no time to connect the dots. No way was it a coincidence that Sonique had those sex gadgets in her possession. They weren’t for a friend. They were hers. She was the gorgeous masked woman on the website.

But he had to know for sure. Following Sonique for an entire week confirmed his suspicion. It meant sacrificing his gym time, but it was worth it.

Tonight wasn’t a part of his plan. At least, not the part where they had sex. He wanted answers, that’s all. But everything became a whirlwind once he stepped through the door. He got caught up, fast. Her young, ripe body called to him and he couldn’t fucking resist. Again, he fell hard. But this time, it felt even deeper and harder than before.

“Sonique.”

He could hear her sobbing and it tugged on his heart.

“Go away, Deacon. Please!”

“I can’t do that.”

“God, I’m so humiliated…”

“Come on out,” he said, rapping on the door. “Let’s talk.”

“No… just go. Tell me I don’t have a job anymore and just go!”

Another round of sobs. Deacon leaned his forehead against the door.

“I’m not going to fire you, Sonique.”

Silence.

“I swear, I won’t.”

He soon heard the door click and she emerged, dressed in a silk robe. She didn’t meet his gaze, just shuffled past him and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Tell me, why are you doing this?”

She twiddled her fingers, staring down on her lap. “Because I need the money.”

“Why? Didn’t you negotiate a decent salary with HR?”

“My salary is fine. I—I just needed a little extra to get out of a bind.”

“What bind?”

She raised her head to stare at him, then dropped it once more. “I can’t say.”

He stooped before her and lifted her chin to meet his gaze. “Sonique, I’m naked in your apartment. You’re naked under that robe. We literally just had a mini fuck-fest on that bed. So, yeah, there’s nothing you can’t say.”

Sonique took a deep breath, then told him everything, from her parents abandoning her, to Marcia showing up and leaving her with the debt. The irritation on Deacon’s face graduated to anger by the time she was finished.

“Fucking assholes,” he muttered under his breath. “How much do you owe?”

“Ten thousand dollars.”

He pictured Richard’s judgmental look when he told him about tonight. Or maybe he wouldn’t. He didn’t need his best friend’s negativity. He just needed to help Sonique.

“Consider it cleared.”

Sonique’s eyes brightened before getting glassy with unshed tears. “You don’t need to do that.”

“I know, but I want to. And I’m not taking no for an answer. Sonique, I…” He sharply inhaled, then slowly released the breath. “I don’t know what this is, you and I. But I know something’s there. Whether we want to explore it, now, that’s another story. Beyond that, I believe you’re an exemplary employee and I don’t want to lose you. But if HR discovers what you’re doing on the side, I will have no choice but to let you go.”

“I know.”

“So, this ends tonight, right? You will accept my help.”

“Yes,” she replied with a vigorous nod, her face lightening. “I will.”

“Good.”

He pushed to his feet, intending to get dressed and leave, but her firm grip on his hand held him back. The unmistaken heat in her eyes sent blood rushing to his cock, and when she pulled up the robe and parted her legs, he was done for.

“I’ve been carrying this fantasy for a while,” she said, standing. “How about you help me make it come through?”

God damn. How could he resist her? Especially when she was removing the robe once more, exposing the body that made his mouth water. His cock became rock hard within seconds. It became a heat-seeking missile, aimed at her hot flesh.

Sonique released a choked laugh when he lifted her. It disappeared when he took her mouth with an insane hunger. She became delirious from the pleasure his kisses gave her.

She was already a mess when he placed her on the bed, capturing her soul with the first deep stroke from his cock. Sonique spread her thighs to take all of him, loving how perfectly they fit.

Deacon noticed it too. Being inside Sonique was an amazing adventure, but beyond that, it felt right. It was like she was made for him. Her walls hugged him like a glove, pushing him to pick up the pace. His cock rolled through her and she moaned, wrapping her legs around him, securing him to her. Their eyes locked and held with matching fire-hot lust. They fell over the edge together, floating on a cloud of bliss before settling down below.

With his arms wrapped around her afterwards, Deacon considered the move he was about to make. Once he opened his mouth, there was no turning back. But it felt like the right thing to do. He didn’t want fear keeping him from pursuing what he wanted. He wanted Sonique.

“Hey.”

“Mhmm?” Her voice sounded a little sleepy.

“How would you feel if I asked you out on a date?”

She turned to face him with a frown. “Are you asking me on a date?”

“Yes. Yes I am.”

“Is that allowed?”

“If you’re asking if I’m allowed to date my employee, there’s nothing in the handbook that says I can’t.”

“Ok… but what about—”

“Shh.” He put his finger on her lips. “Yes or no, Sonique.”

She grinned and moved his finger from her mouth. “That’s a strong yes, Deacon.”

THE END.

***
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BONUS: SEDUCED BY DADDY’S BEST FRIEND- ENTICE ME

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 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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