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      You might say it’s poor form to throw the bride over your shoulder caveman-style and run off with her, especially if it’s not your wedding.

      Whoops.

      It’s her wedding day. I’m not the groom. Oh, but I’m going to be…

      The world may call me a King and a gentleman, but there’s nothing gentle about me. I’ve fought like hell to get to where I am, and these rough hands want one thing and one thing only – to hold her and never let her go.

      She’s my obsession – my addiction. Blonde, blue-eyed, innocent and tempting, with lips that beg to be tasted and curves that were made to press against me.

      But a rival king – a cruel, evil piece of garbage – has stepped in to buy her hand and her innocence with the promise of paying off her parents’ debts. He thinks that makes her his, but he’s about to learn how wrong he is.

      You see, the rumors about my royal staff and crown jewels aren’t tall tales. She deserves a real man. A better man. King Milton just isn’t the right fit for her.

      …Oh, but I am. And I’m going to “fit” with her so well that she’ll be moaning for more. I’m a king, after all. And kings take what they want.

      And tonight? I’m taking her.

      I’ll do anything to make her my queen.

      …Even if I have to steal her.

      

      Grab those tiaras and hold on to your jewels! One totally obsessed, totally big alpha King, one smart, sassy, stolen bride, and enough insta-love, kindle-melting steam, and sugary-sweetness to knock you right out of your throne.

      This book is utterly over-the-top fantasy with pretty much zero grounding in reality. You’ve been warned ;). As with all my books, this one is safe, with no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Hayden

      

    
    
      Tonight was the night.

      This was it. Months of waiting, months of biding my time. Months of my obsession, and of watching that obsession become betrothed to another man. A lesser man. Hell, not even a man, not by my standards, and sure as fuck not one that had any business being with a girl like her.

      But that was all ending tonight.

      Tonight, her wedding night. Only there wasn’t going to be a wedding — at least, not to him.

      You might say it’s poor form to throw the bride over your shoulder caveman-style and run off with her, most especially if it's not your wedding. Possibly worse if the actual groom is a rival king. You might say all those things, and you might even be right. But then, King Milton Maneford shouldn’t have invited me, not when she was to be his bride.

      Princess Callie Hearst, of Arbor.

      My addiction. My compulsion. My obsession.

      I suppose I’m not a man who should have had anything to do with her either. A king I might be, but there was nothing “gentlemanly” about me. My rough hands wanted one thing and one thing only, and that was to hold her and never let her go.

      Princess Callie. My Callie.

      I knew who she was before Milton announced, of course. I’d already had my eye on her for, well, longer than I had any business having eyes on her, I’ll say that. But Milton had swooped in to rain gifts and money on her slightly cash-strapped parents — the King and Queen of Arbor. He’d snatched her up, right before I could make my own move.

      I’d hated him before. After that, I wanted to bury him for being anywhere near an angel like her.

      Blonde, blue-eyed, and so soft and small. Petite, with hips that begged for my hands to hold them tight, or pin them to the bed. Legs that were made to wrap around my waist as I spread them wide. Lips designed to moan into mine as I showed her what a real man could do to her. Sweet, angelic, beautiful, and so fucking innocent.

      Very innocent, actually. As in, never been touched. Not even by her shitty fiancé. Besides being a colossal douchebag, King Milton had a big mouth, especially when he drank. It was at a poker game a few months before when he’d put back too many martinis and bragged about how no man had ever laid a hand on his new bride.

      The thought of him putting his greasy fucking paws on her made my skin crawl and my hands close to fists. But he hadn’t. “Not until the wedding,” as he’d slurred at that damn poker game.

      Fuck she deserved so much better than him. She deserved to be a queen in every sense, not some trophy for an aging, slovenly piece of shit like Milton. And that sweet little rose between her thighs deserved to be plucked by a man who knew what he was doing — a man who’d make her feel things she’d never even fucking dreamed of.

      A man like me. Not fucking Milton.

      But like I said, that wasn’t going to happen. Not anymore. There wasn’t going to be a wedding, not after I stole his pretty young bride away for myself.

      My cock ached at the thought of throwing her over my shoulder and running off with her. My balls tingled, cum boiling hot inside as I imagined carrying her off to my own castle, and claiming her myself — as my queen, and in my bed. My pulse hammered, standing there in the hallway outside her chambers. I knew she was in there, getting ready for a wedding she dreaded to a man didn’t want.

      And I was going to take her away from all of it.

      I put my hand on the doorknob to her chambers, and twisted. No more waiting. No more biding my time. No more not feeling her legs wrap around my hips and her moans drip through my ears.

      Tonight, she’d be mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Hayden

      

    
    
      “Oh, Riley, you’re back.” She sighed, her back to me and her bare, unblemished shoulders slumping. She was dressed in white, a vision in snowy gauze and lace that left her shoulders bare and made my cock throb for her.

      White, pristine, pure. The very picture of innocence.

      …Not for long.

      She sighed again, looking down at her phone as she started to turn.

      “Hey, did you find that—”

      She gasped, her whole face going white as her dress for a second as her eyes slid around to find me standing in the doorway to her chambers. The color quickly flushed into her cheeks, and her big blue eyes went wide as her jaw dropped in shock.

      She knew who I was.

      Most people knew who I was. It was hard to not know the six-foot-five king with the broad shoulders and the muscles to manage it, especially one with tattoos and scars, like me. See, I might have been lord of a realm, but I was the king who’d dragged himself through the mud and fire and rain to get to where he was. No bloodline had “given” my crown to me. I’d earned it through blood and sweat.

      “You— Your Highness,” she whispered quickly, standing hastily and smoothing her dress down. She looked like she didn’t know what to do with her hands as she looked up at my huge frame towering over her. Fuck, it took everything I had not to wrap her up in my arms right there.

      “Princess,” I growled, pushing the door closed behind me, my eyes locked on the beauty standing before me. We’d met once, at a ball for her eighteenth birthday in Arbor. I remembered holding her hand, and leaning down to kiss it — my lips lingering, wanting to taste so much more of her skin than just the back of her hand. I’d wanted to run my tongue over every inch of her. I’d wanted to tear her way from that stuffy dance celebrating her birthday, pull her into bed, and show her how a man could make a woman out of her.

      Somehow, I’d restrained myself then. I would not be repeating that mistake.

      I remembered the way she’d blushed, how her eyes had latched onto me back then, like they were now on her wedding day.

      Oh, she remembered me. I could see the pulse in her neck, and the way her cheeks flushed and her fingers knit together. I growled lowly, seeing the way her nipples hardened under the sheer white gauze of her dress. My thick cock throbbed at the proximity of her, like just being in the same room with her drove the animal inside of me wild with lust.

      “What—” Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, her eyes blinking quickly. “Your Highness, what are you doing here?”

      “You.”

      “You can’t, I mean, you—” she stammered, swallowing thickly and biting on her lip as her eyes locked with mine.

      Slowly, I moved towards her, loving the way her breath caught. I smiled wolfishly, my hungry eyes drinking her.

      “I can do as I please, Princess.” I purred. “I’m a king.”

      She swallowed again, her lip still caught between her teeth.

      “So is my fiancé,” she whispered.

      I grinned. “Are we the same though?”

      She gasped quietly.

      “You shouldn’t be—”

      “Oh but I am here, Princess,” I growled. “And you know why I’m here.”

      Callie whimpered quietly, her cheeks flushing even pinker, her eyes going a little wider, and those nipples hardening like little pebbles under her dress.

      “You can’t see the bride before the wedding,” she whispered.

      ‘It’s not my wedding.”

      “No, it’s mine.”

      “Only if you go through with it,” I hissed.

      “Who says I’m not going to go—”

      “Me,” I growled, stepping right into her. Callie went red, trembling as the gasp tumbled from her lips.

      “Your Highness!” she squeaked, pretty blue eyes wide as saucers. “I—”

      She whimpered as my hands slid around her waist, closing around her back and pulling her right into me. I groaned, leaning down, and loving the way her breath caught as I let my lips stop just shy of brushing hers.

      “I’m counting to three, Princess,” I said quietly, my pulse roaring, my skin on fire, and every thick inch of my big cock throbbing against the front of my tux.

      “And on three, I’m taking what’s mine.”

      Callie moaned quietly.

      “If you don’t want that, tell me to go,” I hissed through clenched teeth. “But do it before three, because after that, I’m not stopping.” I groaned as my hands tightened on her sweet little body, feeling her pulse throb through her skin even through the dress.

      “I’ll never stop when it comes to you.”

      Callie’s eyes were wide as they locked with mine.

      “One,” I growled.

      “Your Highness!”

      “Two.”

      She whimpered, her eyes locked on mine, Fuck, I could see the fire roaring in those big baby blues. I could see the way her skin tingled with need, the way her body so subtly arched into me, like it was defying everything she was telling it not to do.

      As I said, I’d held back before.

      …That wasn’t going to happen again.

      “Three.”

      My arms tightened, I pulled her against me, and my lips crushed to hers.

      …And the whole world tipped on its axis.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Callie

      

    
    
      The shiver trembled through me, every single nerve in my body sparking and sizzling at his nearness.

      He’s so close.

      Him. HIM. Right there, in the flesh, standing right in front of me like something out of a dream or a fantasy. Like, for instance, the forbidden one that’d been roaring through my head for months. The illicit, terrible, filthy fantasies that’d kept me up late into the night. Fantasies of the man I imagined whenever I had to close my eyes to escape the reality of who I was actually marrying.

      But I was awake, this was no dream, and he was really standing right in front of me, with those piercing dark eyes blazing right into me.

      King Hayden Anders.

      Rough, gorgeous, a little scary, but in a way that sent shivers through my body and lit the fires in places I knew it shouldn’t. King Hayden was not like other royals or kings — certainly nothing like the one I was supposed to be marrying that day.

      Kings come from bloodlines, but not him. Not Hayden. When his country was in the middle of a bloody civil war, he’d fought his way to the top, reuniting the country and single-handedly pushing the country into peace and prosperity by sheer iron will.

      Of course, those stories were legend by now, and I’d heard them dozens of times. But then, those weren’t the only stories about King Hayden.

      I felt my face heat furiously at the mere thought of those other stories — the ones princesses whispered to each other to make each other giggle and blush. Because it wasn’t the legends of King Hayden’s ability to rule, or of his not-so-royal beginnings that I and other younger princesses had shrieked to each other during sleepovers. It wasn’t his tattoos or his chiseled jaw, or his huge muscles, or the fact that he was gorgeous — though we certainly gossiped about that.

      No, the legend of King Hayden that’d made me blush furiously the first time I’d heard it, and then given me some of my first filthy, dirty dreams, was the legend of what was between his legs.

      …King Hayden was huge.

      All. Over.

      I felt my whole body tingle as my eyes dragged up his thick chest, and his broad shoulders, and that beautiful, chiseled jaw to his piercing dark eyes. He was just a large man, right? I mean, no one was actually that, you know, big, down there. Right?

      What, like you’ve got any experience?

      I bit my lip and clenched my fingers into a fist, digging my nails into my palm to try and wrench myself from the dirty thoughts running through my mind concerning the man standing before me, closing the door and shutting us alone together in my chambers.

      On my wedding day.

      I shivered, feeling my core tighten, and nipples harden to little beads under my thin, gauzy white dress.

      There was no love in what I was about to do that day. Only duty, which was a bitter pill to swallow. I mean, King Milton was awful. He hadn’t touched me — thank God — but I knew what was coming soon. That very night actually. He’d spoken at length about how he was going to “make me a woman” after our wedding, and how he was going to “bed” me.

      Gross.

      Milton was pushing sixty years old, and he was sweaty, and crude, and disgusting. He had three mistresses that I already knew of, he smelled like fried food, and his breath was horrendous.

      But, he was paying off my parents’ considerable debts, and for that, he’d demanded a prize in return.

      Me.

      My parents had been completely against the idea — my mother heatedly so. But I knew what had to be done, for the good of my family and for the Kingdom of Arbor.

      Sacrifices had to be made, which is why I was marrying the grossest king in the world. Well, or at least I was supposed to.

      But when King Hayden moved close, and sent my breath catching in my chest, and when his hands slid around my waist to pull me into him, sending my pulse racing, I wasn’t so sure that was going to be happening anymore.

      I whimpered as my body fell into his, my palms falling to his chest as my heart jumped into my throat. I gasped, feeling the urgency in his grip and the heat in his eyes. And when his big, hard body pressed to my much smaller one, I felt the shiver of heat shudder through me, the desire pooling between my legs.

      And then I felt it. I felt something huge throb against my belly, and I gasped.

      …That couldn’t be real, could it? As real as it felt?

      My head spun, and it felt like the heat of the room was pulsing through me as he pulled me close. One hand slid up the back of my white wedding dress, sliding up into the carefully piled curls and loops of blonde hair on top of my head and tangling in them. He tugged, just enough to make me whimper and make my heart race as he tilted my head back, his eyes blazing right into mine.

      “I’m counting to three, Princess,” he growled, making me shiver. I could feel the thick bulge in his tuxedo throb against me, turning me into a puddle as I lost myself in his eyes.

      “And on three, I’m taking what’s mine.”

      I moaned.

      “If you don’t want that, tell me to go,” he hissed, his jaw tight. “But do it before three, because after that, I’m not stopping.”

      His hand tightened on my body, and I could feel my hips moving against him, like they had a mind of their own, or like they were genetically programed to do so.

      “I’ll never stop when it comes to you.”

      My eyes were wide as they locked with his.

      “One,” Hayden purred.

      This was insane, right? I was completely losing my mind, right? I mean, Milton being terrible or not, this was my wedding day, and here I was with the gorgeous, captivating, panty-meltingly hot King Anders inches from my lips with a promise to steal me away on his.

      “Your Highness!” I peeped out.

      “Two.”

      I whimpered, and I knew it was already over. I knew I was already his.

      “Three.”

      His lips crushed to mine, and when I felt my whole body melt into him, I knew I was lost. Blissfully, wonderfully, never-want-to-be-found-again lost.

      He kissed me slowly, letting me feel every second of it as the whole world blurred around me. My blood sizzled like fire, my body ached for more, and when I opened my lips for his tongue, I never wanted him to stop.

      But slowly, like a runaway train slowly stopping, he broke away, leaving his lips inches from mine and his eyes burning into me.

      “Now you’re mine, Princess,” he growled quietly, his hands tightening on me. “And you’re going to be my queen.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Hayden

      

    
    
      The taste of her lips on mine sent a fire roaring through me — a blaze that ignited every single part of me. Muscles tightened, my jaw clenched, and my cock pulsed rock hard between my legs. I could feel the beast inside of me clawing to break free, wanting nothing more than to tear the dress from her body with my teeth, spread her pretty thighs wide and slide every thick, hard inch of my big cock deep in her little cunt.

      But no. Ravage her I would, but I was going to take my time. I’d have her whimpering and writhing in pleasure, and begging me for it before I claimed her cherry. I groaned at the thought, precum leaking from my swollen cock as my balls tingled with need for release.

      “I can give you everything and more, Princess,” I growled quietly, holding her close to me, feeling her body tremble against my big frame. “Be my queen.”

      “I— I’m getting married today,” she whispered, her lips still red and swollen from our kiss.

      “No you’re not.”

      She whimpered.

      “You’re not marrying that slug,” I hissed.

      “He’s going to be my husband.”

      I knew the circumstances of her arrangement. I knew about her family’s debts, and that Milton had swooped in like a buzzard to snatch her away. And I could see that spark of fire in her eyes, and even if the means made me furious, I understood her resolve. She hated the arrangement, but her pride and her fierce desire to protect her family would have her go through with it.

      …But not anymore.

      I admired the fire in this girl, but I would not let her be shackled to a pile of shit like King Milton. And besides that, she was mine, not his. Mine to claim. Mine to have. Mine to steal away and hold forever.

      Mine.

      “He’s going to be your husband, and he’s never even touched you.”

      It wasn’t a question. I knew.

      Callie shook her head. “No,” she whispered.

      “And does he make you tremble like this?”

      Her breath caught as my hands tightened on her body, her eyes going wide as they burned into mine. “No,” she gasped.

      “Does he make your pulse skip when he touches your skin?”

      She shook her head, swallowing thickly as I leaned in close.

      “And tell me, Princess,” I growled lowly, my lips just barely brushing hers. “Does he make that sweet little pussy between your pretty thighs as wet as I know it is right now?”

      She whimpered.

      “You—” she panted, her breath coming staggered. “You can’t talk to me like that.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like…that.”

      “I think you like me talking to you like this.”

      “I— I didn’t say that.”

      “You didn’t have to,” I purred. My hands slid to hold her hips, pulling them against my body and letting her feel every inch of my big, swollen cock press against her. Letting her feel it pulse with need for her.

      “Because your panties are soaked enough for me to know that.”

      Her jaw dropped, like the last little shred of her princessly indignation.

      “They are no—”

      “Why don’t we find out?”

      She gasped as I scooped her right up into my arms, lifting her effortlessly and cradling her body as I strode across the room. Her breath caught and her arms tightened on me as I stormed right for the mirrored vanity sitting against one wall with determination. I set her down on the edge of it, and before she could say a word, my lips were pressed against hers, tasting her once again.

      Oh, but there was so much more I was going to taste.

      My hands slid down, tugging and bunching the soft white fabric of her wedding dress up to her waist. Callie moaned into my lips, panting, her fingers gripping at my arm muscles as I pushed the white folds of gauzy fabric high and spread her long legs. I moved between them, growling into her mouth and tasting her moans as my hands slid to her thighs and started to move higher.

      Callie broke from our kiss, gasping, her eyes wide as my fingers moved to the edge of her little panties. I traced my fingertips over the lacy edge, feeling her body tremble under me and her hips rise to meet my touch. My fingers hooked under the edge, and slowly, I started to tug them down. I growled, feeling the sticky wet heat of her panties cling to her. I moved back, tugging them down her legs and feeling them slowly peel away from her slick little pussy. I pulled the white lacy panties down her leg, tugging them free of her bare feet and bringing them to my face.

      I fucking growled — the scent of her setting my skin on fire and making my cock throb so hard I thought it might tear a hole through my tuxedo pants. Callie blushed, but my whole body tensed and tingled as I inhaled the sweet scent of the girl I’d known was mine from the second I saw her.

      With a groan, I tossed them aside moved back between her legs, and pushed them wide.

      “And now, little princess,” I groaned into her lips, which trembled as she moaned. “Now I’m going to taste all of you.”

      My hand moved up between us, fingers tracing higher and higher up her smooth thigh as her breath caught in her throat. Her soft breasts heaved against me, her hands clutching at my arms. I moved the fingers higher, and when they just brushed over the delicate skin between her thigh and the treasure between them, she moaned loudly and crushed her lips to mine. I growled into her mouth, kissing her fiercely as my fingers moved to feel her.

      Fuck.

      She was like wet, hot, silken heaven. She moaned into my kiss, and I groaned as I slid my fingers deftly up her dripping wet slit. Her juices coated me, and when I bumped one big finger over her clit, Callie bucked against me, moaning wildly into my mouth.

      Oh, but it was just the start.

      My mouth moved down to her neck, kissing and biting at the tender skin there and making her cry out. My fingers stroked her slick little pussy as I moved lower, biting and sucking and kissing across her exposed collarbone as her hands clawed at my back. I still wanted to rip the dress from her body, but for the moment, I had one focus, and that was tasting the girl I’d been obsessing over tasting for months.

      I kissed down over her breast, gently biting her nipples through the gauzy white dress. My hands spread her legs wide as I moved lower, watching her belly cave and her chest heave with her breaths. I pushed the poofy white material of the dress high around her waist, and dropped to my knees to claim my prize.

      Fuck, her pussy was perfect. Slick, and pink, and so fucking ready for me. My cock lurched at the sight of her, eager to plunge inside of those silken lips and give her every inch. My fingers gripped her thighs tightly, pushing her legs apart as I leaned in.

      When my tongue touched her, Callie cried out in pleasure, her hips jolting as she bucked against my face.

      “Oh God…” She gasped, whimpering as my tongue touched her again. This time, with a low growl in my throat, I dragged my tongue up her slit, teasing her from her opening up to the hard little nub of her clit. I slid back down to it again, and again — teasing her and making her hips roll into me as I tasted her sweet honey. My fingers dug into her thigh, and when I moved lower and slid my tongue deep in her pussy, Callie moaned so deeply for me.

      I gently fucked her with my tongue, making her squeal and moan before I slid up again. I sucked her eager clit between my lips and swirled my tongue across it, and this time, her moans of pleasure filled the room.

      I moved faster, dragging my tongue over every single millimeter of her sweet little cunt until I had her trembling on the edge of the vanity, her hips bucking into my face. My hands held her thighs wide apart, my tongue teasing over her clit and plunging deep into her pussy. I growled into her, the power of knowing I was the first man to taste her, to touch her, and to make her writhe in pleasure like this making my cock ache between my muscled thighs. I reached down, stroking myself through my pants and feeling my big cock throb. Sticky precum leaked from the head, soaking through and making the need to claim her roar loudly in my head.

      Callie started to whimper and moan even louder, her gasping breaths dripping into my ears and making me groan as I tongued her faster. I groaned as I lapped at her slick, tight little pussy, drinking her sweetness and losing myself as I pushed her higher and higher. My own growls of pleasure rumbled into her as she tumbled towards the point of no return.

      I was going to make this little princess come, and I was going to make her come right the fuck now.

      “Come for me, Princess,” I growled into her pussy, my tongue swirling over her clit as her cries of pleasure exploded through the room and her hips bucked against my face. “Come all over my tongue and come for me right now.”

      My tongue swirled over her clit, and suddenly, she exploded.

      Callie melted as the orgasm shattered through her small body. Her hips bucked from the edge of the vanity, her legs spasming, and her tight little cunt flooding my tongue with her sweet cum. I groaned, still stroking my cock as I licked her right through her orgasm, teasing her clit until she collapsed under me.

      I was up in a second, pulling her into me and kissing her fiercely. I could sense her hesitation when she tasted herself on my tongue, but slowly, with a whimper and a moan, she opened her mouth and eagerly kissed me back.

      Good girl.

      I reached back, yanking over the chair to vanity and sinking back into it, pulling Callie with me. She moaned as her legs went astride my waist, my hands pushing up under her dress to grip her tight little ass firmly. She kissed me hungrily, eagerly, her body coiling against me like she wanted more as much as I wanted to give her more.

      I yanked her tight to my hips, and I knew by her small gasp that she could feel every inch of my big, thick cock throbbing between her legs through my pants.

      I knew the rumors. I knew the stories princesses like her told each other, giggling and blushing.

      …They weren’t wrong, and my Callie was about to find that out for herself.

      She moaned as I used my hands on her ass to grind her against me, feeling her slick, hot little pussy making a mess of my pants.

      Good.

      I wanted her sweet scent on me, always.

      “That’s what you do to me, Princess,” I groaned into her lips as I pushed my hips up into her. “That’s what you’ve done to me since the second I laid eyes on you.”

      She kissed me fiercely, her body trembling as I ground her against my thick bulge. I felt her hands drop between us, a single finger tentatively moving over my belt.

      “Go ahead, angel,” I purred into her lips, nipping at the bottom one. “Touch it. Because it’s all yours now. When I steal you away from this, all of me is all yours and yours only. Just like all of you will me mine and mine only.”

      She whimpered, kissing me harder as her fingers grew bolder. Her hand cupped the thick bulge between us, making me groan as I reached down to undo my belt. I tugged the zipper down, feeling her gasp as her breath came faster. I reached inside, and slowly, I pulled myself free.

      Callie gasped as my cock sprung out of my pants — thick, throbbing, and pulsing with raw need for her. Sticky precum leaked from my head, trickling down the muscled shaft. Her whole face went red, and her jaw dropped as she just stared at my big dick.

      “Oh my God,” she whispered, swallowing thickly.

      I groaned as I pulled her to me, kissing her slowly.

      “And it’s all for you, Princess. Soon, not now, but soon, I’ll be claiming you with this cock. Soon, when I marry you, I’ll be spreading that little cunt wide around my thickness, and pushing inside to claim you as my own. This will be the only cock you know, angel. This will be the only cock to make you come like you’ve never even dreamed you could come. This will be the cock you miss when it’s not filling that sweet little pussy up.”

      Callie moaned into my mouth, her hands clutching my face as he kissed me fiercely. I could feel her hips tentatively buck against mine, and my hands tightened on her hips. Slowly, I pulled her against me, and when I felt her slick, hot little cunt slide up the underside of my big cock, I groaned in pleasure.

      And so did Callie. She gasped as she felt my throbbing length rub against her slick lips and her aching clit. I pulled her higher, dragging her eager slit up the underside of my throbbing girth.

      “Oh God,” she whimpered heatedly into my lips, her body melting against mine as I started to slide her up and down my cock — not penetrating, but letting her feel every inch of me between her legs. I could feel her lips clinging to my shaft, her sticky juices dripping down to my balls as I slid her back and forth. Her slippery cunt felt like soft little feathery kisses on my cock, and I could feel my balls aching for release. Precum flowed from my swollen crown, dripping down my shaft to coat her pussy as she started to rock back and forth faster and faster.

      “Feel how hard you get me, Princess,” I growled into her. “Feel how full of cum you make my balls. Later, when you’re mine, I won’t stop at teasing. Later, I’ll feel this gorgeous little pussy slip over my head. I’ll watch your pretty face as you moan in pleasure at the feel of a man taking you for the first time. I’ll kiss these lips as I slide every inch of my cock inside of you, showing you how a real man can make a woman out of you.”

      Callie whimpered, moaning in pleasure as she mashed her lips to mine and started to kiss me hungrily. Her hips bucked against mine, my hands tight on her sweet little ass as I rocked her up and down the underside of my shaft, until I knew both of us were close.

      “Why wait?” She moaned. “You could just…” She raised her hips, and when I felt her soft pussy tease over my aching crown, I almost fucking lost it. I almost grabbed her hips and plunged inside to the hilt in one fucking stroke right there.

      But no. Not like that. Not when it came to her.

      I’d never hurt this princess. Not ever. And when I claimed her, it’d do it slow. I’d do it so she never forget how good it’d felt when I slid inside and claimed that flower.

      “Soon,” I hissed, kissing her and bringing her back down to rub against my underside. My hands gripped her hips, and this time, I started to thrust against her, letting her feel the full power of my body as I pumped my cock against her.

      “Soon, Princess,” I groaned. “There won’t be a single part of you that isn’t mine. Soon, but not until I take you as my queen.”

      I started to thrust harder, my hands holding her tight and rocking her back and forth across every damn inch of my big cock. Her cries of pleasure filled the room, but at that point, I couldn’t have given a single fuck who heard her. I could feel her sticky honey dripping all over me, coating my cock as her tight little cunt slid up and down my shaft, bringing us both closer and closer, until I knew there was no going back.

      “Make that pretty little pussy come for me, Princess,” I groaned into her lips, kissing her hungrily. “I want to feel my princess come for me, and soon enough, you’ll be coming for me as my queen.”

      I pumped my hips up, both of us crashing together as she clung to me tightly.

      “Come for me. Come all over that big cock, baby girl.  Make that pussy come for this big dick and then I’m going to empty my balls for you. I’m going to make you messy with my cum. So be a good girl and come for me, right now.”

      Callie screamed as the orgasm crashed into her. Her whole body tensed and trembled, and she threw her head back, sending her long blonde hair cascading down her back as she arched against me. I could feel her pussy fluttering against my cock, her sweet girl-come gushing down my shaft and coating my balls.

      And it was too much to resist anymore.

      I groaned as I thrust against her, every inch of my cock sliding up and down her slit until I felt myself crash over the edge. I roared, yanking her against me as my balls twitched, and my cock lurched. Thick, sticky white ropes of my cum pumped from my swollen head, splashing against her as she cried out. I groaned, pumping my hot cum against her skin, sending thick spurts of it across her belly and her thighs and coating her tight little virgin cunt with my seed.

      I looked down, groaning at the sight — her white wedding dress pushed up around her waist, my big cock throbbing against her bare pussy, and my glistening, shiny, sticky cum covering her.

      I’d marked her as mine.

      Forever.

      I leaned in and kissed her, slowly, and then fiercer as she moaned quietly into my mouth.

      The sharp knock at the door shattered the moment. A fist banged against it again, and Callie jolted away from me.

      “Callie!” A girl’s voice called through the door. “Hey, it’s me. The door is locked!”

      Callie’s eyes went wide.

      “You have to hide!”

      I scowled. “I have to do nothing of the kind.”

      “No, it’s—” she swallowed, her face burning bright red. “It’s my bridesmaids! If they find you in here, like this?”

      I smiled hungrily. “Then I’ll tell them exactly what I’m doing.”

      She bit her lip, her big blue eyes looking up into mine.

      “Which is?”

      “Stealing you away.”

      Callie blushed, and fuck did it make me want her even more. Something about the way that glow teased across her cheeks made me want to take her away from all of this even more.

      “Please, let me handle this? If they walk in find you in here, it’s just going to be this huge thing, and then I’ll never get rid of them.”

      I grumbled, but slowly, I nodded, my eyes locked on hers.

      “This isn’t over, angel. And you’re not marrying him.”

      “I— I don’t want to,” she whispered, leaning in and kissing me gently.

      “And you won’t.”

      “But how?”

      My jaw tightened as I let my eyes burn into hers.

      “Let me handle that.”

      I kissed her again, deeply, letting her feel the full of heat of that kiss, before I slowly pulled away and begrudgingly helped her to her feet. I watched as she blushed, smoothing her dress back down, and knowing she could feel my cum all over her skin between her legs.

      “Callie!”

      The knock banged gain. “Dude the door is locked!”

      “I assume you have an escape hallway hidden behind the bookshelf in your bedroom?”

      Her brows arched. “How did you—?”

      I grinned. “Because my palace has the same thing.” I leaned in and kissed her again. Fuck, I never wanted to stop kissing her. But first, I had to fix this.

      “I’ll be back for you, angel,” I purred into her lips, kissing her once more before I pulled away, ducked through the doorway to her bedroom, and made my way to the secret exit, the taste of her still on my lips, and the feel of her against my cock keeping me rock fucking hard.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Callie

      

    
    
      More.

      He’d barely gone, and it was the only thought blaring through my head. I wanted more.

      God, I wanted everything with him. I wanted him back between my legs, and kissing me, and touching me, and doing all those crazy wonderful things he’d done to make me scream.

      But the fist on the door hammered again, shaking me from it all.

      “Callie, are you fucking asleep? Let us in!”

      My heart raced, and my pulse hammered as I smoothed my wedding dress down. I shivered when I felt his cum rub deliciously between my thighs, feeling so fucking dirty knowing the mess we’d left under my dress.

      But there was no time, not with my friends banging on the door like that. I quickly crossed the room, unlocked it, and swung the big heavy wooden door to my chambers wide.

      “Holy fuck, took you long enough.”

      Riley brushed past me, her long blonde hair wild and free and her pink bridesmaid’s dress billowing around her like a chiffon storm. Riley had a way of always entering a room like that.

      Behind her, Lola snorted, rolling her green eyes as she pushed a lock of dark hair behind her ears and followed suit. “Seriously, why the heck was your door locked?”

      “Maybe she just wanted a little privacy before her big day?”

      Faith, my only relatively normal friend, smiled as she followed Lola into the room, closing the door behind her.

      “Oh, right, yeah, she probably just wanted to reflect on what a special and magical day this is,” Riley deadpanned dryly, sarcasm dripping from her lips.

      Lola scowled and elbowed her.

      They knew the deal. These girls, as different as we all were, were my best friends, even if I’m not sure any of us knew exactly how that’d happened. Riley, though especially out of control today, was always a bit of a wild child. So was Lola, who always had a little edge to her. Faith was the more sensible one — maybe not the goody two-shoes they always teased me for being, but she definitely avoided the kind of trouble Riley and Lola seemed to actively seek out. I suppose having parents as strict as hers were probably part of that.

      And yet, we were all best friends. I guess it was because we’d all grown up in the same royal circles, which is really a small world once you get to know it. Also, all four of us may have been royal princesses, but none of us really bought into it the way some princesses did.

      Whatever it was though, we’d grown up thick as thieves, and now they were all here as bridesmaids on my ill-fated wedding day. And yeah, they knew why I was doing this. They knew it wasn’t like I was madly in love with Milton, or even remotely attracted to him. They may have been against the whole thing, but they got why I was doing it.

      …What they didn’t know, though, was what had just happened. They didn’t know that I’d just felt things I’d never felt before. They didn’t know that the dark, dangerous, rough man I’d been secretly fantasizing about for months had just strolled in her, kissing me like I belonged to him, and then made me come — twice — harder than I’d ever done to myself. They didn’t know that he’d left his hot cum across my skin, covering my pussy and sending a naughty, illicit thrill through me.

      “You know it’s my job to give you a hard time, right?” Riley grinned. She put her heeled foot up on a chair and hiked her bridesmaids dress up, revealing a little metal flask tucked into a garter belt on her thigh.

      Faith sighed heavily.

      “Are you serious right now?”

      Riley shrugged. “Yes? It’s a wedding, Faith. Relax.”

      “Maybe you should relax,” Faith muttered back. “You’ve been hitting that thing ever since you got here.”

      She wasn’t wrong. Riley was always a little on the wild side, but she’d been a little bit of a hot mess today — a little more wild than usual, even if she wouldn’t tell us why.

      She glanced a the three of us and finally groaned as she moved her hands away from the flask and dropped her leg back down.

      “Fine, we’ll be lame like that.”

      She sighed as she stepped towards me. “Sorry, I know it’s my job to give you a hard time, but it’s also my job to tell you we’re all here for you no matter—”

      She scowled, pulling back from me. Her eyes darted over my face, and one brow arched highly.

      I swallowed. “What?”

      “You’re all flushed.”

      I swallowed back the heat from my face. Or, at least I tried to.

      “No I’m not yet.”

      “Uh, yeah, you are,” Lola said, looking at me curiously.

      “Just excited.”

      All three of them gave me dry, flat looks.

      “Right,” Faith muttered.

      Yeah, they got it. They got what was going on with me marrying King Milton, but they were all good enough friends not to push it. This was our world, the one we’d been born into. And sometimes, princesses married men they didn’t want to. Men like King Milton.

      …But then, maybe I wasn’t. Maybe instead, I’d be running off with the man who’d just barged into my dressing room and my life and turned it all upside down. The man who’d left me breathless, and aching for more, and the one who’d done things to me I’d never imagined.

      “I still think we should have a drink,” Riley muttered.

      Lola smirked. “Think you brought enough to share, you wino?”

      “Okay, uh, fuck you?”

      Faith and Lola dissolved into giggles as I put my arm around Riley.

      “Hey, it’s my wedding and I say you can do whatever you want.”

      “Thank you,” she said primly. “Well maybe later you and I can have a drink and I just won’t share with these two hags.”

      Lola laughed harder. “Or I could tell these two who I saw you canoodling with earlier.”

      Riley — the always unflappable and always unflusterable — suddenly went bright red. Her jaw dropped and her eyes went wide.

      “I wasn’t canoodling with any—”

      “She was,” Lola smirked.

      “Ooo, who?!” Faith grinned.

      “I don’t know what you think you saw, but—”

      “King Sven,” Lola said smugly, arching her brows.

      Riley dropped her face into her hands. “I hate you.”

      I laughed, hugging her tighter.

      “Hey, King Sven is handsome!” Faith said cheerily.

      “Uh, no, he’s hot,” Lola smirked.

      “Yeah, well, hands to yourself,” Riley muttered.

      Lola snorted. “Cause he’s all yours?”

      “No, because your daddy might get mad.”

      This time, it was Lola’s turn to blush. Deeply.

      “He’s not my dad,” she said quietly.

      “He sure acts like it.”

      They were referring to Lola’s guardian, Xavier Danes, the Duke of Bandiff. He wasn’t Lola’s dad, but he’d watched over her ever since her real one took off years before. So no, the Duke wasn’t really her dad, but he definitely had this protective way about him when it came to Lola, which we liked to tease her about.

      That and the fact that he was gorgeous.

      My mind wandered, and suddenly, I wasn’t listening to the teasing between my friends. No, I was thinking about what I’d just done, with my own gorgeous, older, powerful man, not a minute before my friends had strolled in.

      The man who’d made my pulse skip, who’d made me feel alive in ways I’d never felt before. I blushed, thinking of the way he’d touched me, and pushed my dress up. How he’d slipped my panties from me, and put his mouth on me. Or how he’d slid that huge cock between his legs up and down my virgin slit until he’d made me come like nothing else I’d ever known.

      One thought stuck, and suddenly, I whirled, my eyes darting across the floor next to the vanity.

      …Where the hell were my panties?

      “Okay, anyways…” Riley said loudly.

      “Oh are we done with the subject of canoodling and King Sven?”

      Riley flipped Faith off as she turned to me.

      “By the way, the seamstress is waiting downstairs to give your dress the final going-over before the ceremony.”

      The ceremony. Where I was going to be married to a man I loathed. I thought about the things Hayden had said to me, about stealing me away and taking me from all of this. But, more and more, and without being in his arms and glowing anymore, they were starting to just sound like words. I mean, when exactly was this stealing away going to happen? And how could I even do that? After all, Milton was paying off my parents’ debts, and I was pretty sure that wasn’t something he’d still do if I ran off with another man on my wedding day.

      Riley must have seen the look on my face, because she smiled as she pulled me close and hugged me.

      “Hey, you’re going to get through this, okay?”

      I nodded glumly.

      “Alright, so lose the dress.”

      My brow shot up. “What?”

      “Your wedding dress? You know, that big white thing you’re wearing? So that the seamstress downstairs can put the finishing touches on it?”

      My face paled, thinking of what I had one under it — or rather, what I didn’t have on.

      “Uh, no way,” I said quickly, shaking my head.

      Lola sighed. “Callie, you’re aware that we all have tits too, right?”

      I blushed furiously. Yeah, it wasn’t even that I was naked under the dress — I mean, why I wasn’t wearing panties would be an interesting story to spin for them, but it’s not like I hadn’t changed in front of my friends before.

      No, what was stopping me was the fact that under that dress was the mess that Hayden had made of me — his cum and mine still sticky and glistening over my skin. Not wearing underwear was one thing, but revealing that was mortifying to even think of.

      “Okay, you’re all flushed looking again,” Riley peered at me curiously. “You and ole Milton haven’t been sneaking around before the big day have you?”

      She grinned widely at me, and I groaned. “Uh, no. Not a chance.”

      “Oh thank God.”

      Faith immediately covered her mouth, looking shocked that she’d actually said it out loud, but the other two just giggled.

      Lola finally turned back and slowly peered curiously at me.

      “Your hair is down.”

      “Yeah?”

      “The hair I spent about an hour piling up on top of your head earlier?”

      I remembered Hayden’s hands sliding into the hair, and tugging my head back as he’d kissed me, pulling it free from the piles Lola had worked so hard at.

      “Sorry, it, uh, it fell.”

      She pursed her lips.

      “What are you hiding?”

      “Nothing!”

      “No, you’re definitely being coy,” Riley chimed in.

      “Oh go run back to King Sven,” I muttered.

      Faith cracked up, but our blonde friend arched a brow as she jabbed a finger at her.

      “Oh, you want to point fingers? How about I tell these two who I saw you getting all cosy with out in the rose gardens.”

      Faith’s jaw dropped. “I was doing nothing of the sort!”

      Lola snorted, waving a hand at the two of them as she sighed and moved behind me to start fixing my hair.

      “Okay, fine, be bashful if you want. Whatever. We’ll leave, you change out of that dress, and we’ll send the seamstress up. And then we can get on with this wedding, okay?”

      I nodded quietly.

      “Hey, you never know,” Lola smiled at me. “Maybe some handsome prince will come steal you away.”

      Maybe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Hayden

      

    
    
      The drink was almost to Sven’s lips when I snatched it from him, brought it to my own mouth, and tossed it back.

      Whiskey. Good.

      “Help your-fucking-self,” my friend snarled, grabbing his now-empty glass back and glaring at me. “The fuck is your problem?”

      “Needed a drink.”

      “We’re standing at a bar,” he muttered.

      They were. I didn’t care. My blood was still running hot, my whole body on edge and sizzling with what’d just happened.

      Her. She’d just happened, in a major way. The girl I’d been obsessing over for months, and probably longer than was appropriate. As I said, tonight, all the waiting, and all the holding back was over. There was no way she was going to marry King Milton, and if I had to throw her over my shoulder and walk out the front fucking door with her that way, then so be it.

      Kissing her had been heaven. Tasting her had been the sweetest sin. I’d thought I was addicted before, but I knew now that I’d been so wrong I almost couldn’t comprehend it. She wasn’t just my addiction, she was my everything. Leaving her had been harder to do than I could have ever imagined. Walking away from my angel after having her so close to me, and kissing her, and making her come like that, and marking her as I had was torture.

      So, yeah, stealing a drink out of Sven’s hand instead of waiting to order one from the bar was highly necessary.

      My friend glared at me again before he turned and ordered two more drinks.

      “Where the hell have you been?” Cole probed, arching a dark brow over the rim of his glass. The tattoos on his neck, peeking out from under his tuxedo shirt and jacket, rippled as he swallowed back the whiskey. I had to smile.

      That was one reason he was such a good friend of mine. Neither of us “fit the part” of royalty. None of us really did — maybe Xavier just because he had that regal and cultured look about him. And because of his being a bit older than the rest of us. Next came Sven, who’d been born a king in a long line of kings and looked it. Of course, if you knew him, you got to see that particularly un-“kingly” way he could be when he let loose with friends like us. At least his tattoos were mostly covered by formalwear, unlike Cole and me.

      But differences in age, and in how we became who we’d become aside, King Sven of Northlund, Prince Cole of Luthane, and Xavier, the Duke of Bandiff, were all close. Maybe we were all “un-royal” enough to spot it in each other. Whatever it was though, the four of us were close as brothers. We fought like brothers from time to time too, but there was never any lasting bad blood there.

      Why any of us had managed to be invited to Milton’s fucking wedding was a bit of a mystery. None of us liked him. Actually, Xavier and I weren’t even that discreet about our disdain for the loud, slovenly king. But one of Milton’s many character flaws was the need to brag — the need to show off.

      …That day, it would be the reason he lost his bride.

      “You’re up to something,” Xavier said evenly, his eyes fixed on me.

      “Perhaps.”

      “And perhaps it has something to do with Milton’s pretty young bride-to-be?”

      I glared at my older friend. “Easy.”

      “Which means I’m dead on the money, doesn’t it?”

      My jaw tightened as I narrowed my eyes at Xavier. “You really want to start throwing stones up in that glass house of yours?”

      Cole and Sven hooted, and Xavier chuckled, smiling darkly at me. “And what does that mean?”

      “It means don’t play pious with me. I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

      His jaw tightened. “Who?” he growled, a hint of warning in his voice. I didn’t usually push it with my best friends like this, but my blood was running hot from Callie. And if Xavier wanted to dog me about looking at a girl I shouldn’t have been looking at, I was very prepared to throw it right back.

      “Maybe I’ve got eyes on the bride of the evening, but I’m not the one with his eye on his own pretty young ward. You want to talk about Princess Lola?”

      Sven shot me a look that screamed “shut the fuck up.” Cole’s look was more “fuck, here comes the fist fight. Whose side am I taking?”

      And I could see Xavier wanting to lash out, or explode, but he bit it back down. Yeah, he was good like that. Instead, he just smiled coolly at me, though he kept that air of warning.

      “Mind your business,” he muttered quietly.

      “Likewise.”

      My friend smiled. “Just don’t do anything that’s going to get us kicked out of this wedding.”

      I grinned. “You really want to be here anyways?”

      Xavier chuckled. “For the sheer entertainment factor.”

      Cole and Sven’s shoulders dropped as the tension evaporated.

      “Besides,” Xavier muttered. “You’re not the only one I’m worried about getting us kicked from this shitshow.” He turned and leveled a hard look at Cole, who couldn’t do a damn thing to stop the sly grin from creeping over his face.

      “Who, me?”

      I arched a brow at my notorious friend. Prince Cole had a way of sussing out trouble. Most notably, sussing out trouble when it came to women. The man was no priest, but it wasn’t like he was some sort of huge man-whore either. He just had a way of finding himself in compromising positions, even when he wasn’t even looking for anything.

      There’d been the royal shitstorm a few months before when the King of Urun had arrived at his summer palace early to find his wife, the queen, skinny dipping with our boy Cole. Now, the truth was, Cole had been given permission to stay at the palace, and since no one was around, he’d gone for a swim without a suit. Queen Jemma, perhaps looking for a little strange with her marriage in a bad place, waltzed in, saw Cole, stripped down, and jumped in with him. King Rodney had strolled in right after, spotted the two of them, and almost blown Cole’s head off with a hunting rifle.

      Cole had smoothed things over and assured the king of his innocence, but word spread. And that was just one of about three dozen stories just like it where Cole just found himself in compromising spots. Add to that the wild shit that Cole did actually do, like the odd bender or heading to Vegas and dropping a million bucks on the craps table, and the man had what the more cultured members of the royal world referred to as a “sullied” reputation.

      And the damnedest thing was, he loved it.

      “What the hell are you up to?” Sven growled at him.

      “Nothing, I promise,” Cole said gleefully, clearly lying through his teeth.

      “Don’t think I didn’t see you,” Xavier muttered.

      “Thanks, Dad.”

      Xavier bristled but Sven and I grinned. That Xavier was older than the rest of us meant all sorts of nicknames like “dad” and “old man” were way too much fun to pass up. Especially since they got a rise out of him.

      “Well then,” Sven raised his glass. “Cole’s up to no good, Xavier’s finally caving to the temptation the rest of us would have caved to years go, and Hayden’s sneaking around with the fucking bride. Does that cover it?”

      I frowned at him. “And you’re the innocent one in all of this?”

      “Not in the slightest.”

      We all chuckled.

      “To the happy couple,” Cole snickered. “And to what I’m betting is going to be one shitshow of a wedding.”

      We toasted. We drank. We made small talk. But my head wasn’t there. Neither was my heart. Because both were firmly back in that room with Callie. Walking away from her had been torture. Staying away from her like this was hell. I needed more of her. Fuck, I craved more of her. And I wouldn’t stop until I had all of her.

      All for me.

      Fuck this wedding. She was mine.
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        Callie

      

    
    
      Eventually, I managed to break away from my friends. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to be around them, it’s just that I needed space to clear my head. Back in my normal gown, my wedding dress with the seamstress, I roamed the empty halls of the east wing of the palace. My pulse pounded, my skin tingled, and my every thought involved him.

      I could still feel him on me, so sticky under my dress. And it made me feel wild, and so dirty, and hot.

      And I wanted more. I craved more of him, lusting for his touch in a way I’d never wanted anything before in my life. I knew we hardly knew each other, but with Hayden, I felt what I’d never felt before with any boy — certainly nothing I’d felt with Milton. No, with King Hayden, I felt that spark of heat everyone always said you were supposed to feel with someone special.

      And oh did I feel that spark. I felt it engulf me entirely, burning through me like a forest fire.

      I was so lost in my thoughts that I never saw him, not until I walked right into him. I gasped, my palms falling against his chest and my heart jumping into my throat.

      “You!”

      He grinned hungrily, catching me as I tumbled into him and letting his big arms circle around me.

      “You seem surprised to see me.”

      I blushed, biting my lip. “How did you get past the guards to this wing of the palace?”

      “I’m a King, Princess,” he purred lowly. “Also, Milton’s guards need to be fired.”

      I smiled, feeling that heat rush through me as I felt the nearness of him. His powerful, muscled body pressed to me, his strong hands holding me firmly as he gazed down into my eyes.

      “And what has you so lost in thought?”

      My blush burned even hotter through my face. And even as I searched for words, I saw that grin creep over his face.

      Oh, he knew. He knew exactly what had me so lost in thought.

      “Perhaps you’re just excited for your big wedding day.”

      I shook my head, my eyes locked with his.

      “No, not that is it,” he purred. His hands tightened on me, making my pulse skip.

      “Then perhaps it’s something that happened earlier,” he growled, his gaze never faltering from me.

      “Perhaps,” I whispered.

      “Perhaps that’s what’s got your gorgeous face so flushed,” he said quietly. “And your heart racing so fast.”

      “Who says my heart is racing?”

      “I do,” he grunted, making me gasp. “And perhaps it’s also the reason I’m betting that pretty little pussy is dripping wet for me right now.”

      My eyes went wide, my pulse jumping. No one had ever spoken to me like that before. And I knew it should have scandalized me, or gotten me furious. But I had a very hard time feeling anything but the raw heat pulsing through me as he said it.

      That, and he was right. I wasn’t just lost in my thoughts of earlier, my body was aching for more of him. Every inch of my skin tingled for him, every part of my body hungered for more of his touch and his kisses.

      And there between my legs, I was soaking wet — my panties clinging wetly to my pussy as I squeezed my thighs together.

      But then, my other thoughts from earlier started to creep into my head like a poison. Here was this gorgeous, dark, powerful man — a king — who said he wanted to take me away from all of this. But was it just words? Was I just some stupid silly little naive princess who’d fallen for the lines he’d probably said to countless other—

      “No, Princess.”

      His rough words tore me from my swirling thoughts.

      “What?”

      “What you’re thinking. It’s written all over your face, beautiful. And the answer is no.” He shook his head, his hands tightening on me as his eyes blazed fiercely. “No lines, no lies, and no bullshit. Not when it comes to you. Not ever. When I tell you I’m going to steal you away from all of this, and take you from this sham wedding?” His eyes sparked dark fire into mine.

      “I am going to. If I have to carry you out the front door over my damn shoulder in front of everyone, I will. But only if you want.”

      I swallowed, my heart racing as my fingers tightened on his jacket. And I nodded — slowly at first before I moving my head faster and faster as the grin spread across my face.

      “Yes please,” I whispered fiercely, moving closer to him. I shivered as I felt his body rumble with a growl, and as he leaned in, I felt my whole body leave the ground. Our lips touched, and then seared together, and the rest of the world melted way.

      I moaned into Hayden’s kiss, losing myself in it as my pulse thundered through my body. He groaned into me, his hands sliding over my body and pulling me right against his hard body.

      His very hard body. I whimpered at the feel of his thick bulge throbbing against my belly, and this time, I didn’t hesitate. Forget being “princessly” and “demure and reserved.” Screw that. He was breaking me out of that mold I’d been forced into, piece by piece. With Hayden, I knew what I wanted, and I was done pretending a princess like me shouldn’t want those things.

      My hands dropped between us, and when I slid one over the front of his tuxedo pants, I shivered in excitement.

      God he was so big. So enormously, almost unbelievably, panty meltingly big. Like I said, I didn’t exactly have anything to compare it to, but there was something about the power in his size, and the feel of his thick, huge cock growing so hard for me that sent this thrill through me I’d never felt before. My fingers curled around his length through his pants, feeling him pulse and throb, and feeling the raw heat explode through me.

      “I need more of you,” he groaned into my ear, his big hands sliding down my small body until he was cupping my ass firmly and pulling me into him. “I need to taste more of that sweet pussy.”

      I whimpered, gasping as his lips crashed into mine again. This time, He swept me into his arms, my legs flinging around his waist and my arms around his neck as he lifted me from the ground. He kissed me hungrily as he turned and strode down the hall, kicking open the first door and striding inside. We were in one of the guest quarters — the room dark, and the bed made. And my heart skipped a beat.

      This was it. This was when my gorgeous, amazing king was going to make me his and claim what I wanted no one else in the world to take but him.

      Hayden moved us to the bed, and when he pushed me back onto it and crawled over me, my pulse pounded in my ears. I moaned, kissing him hungrily and wrapping my legs around his waist even tighter as I felt his big, hard body press into me.

      “I— I’m ready,” I whispered into his lips, whimpering as I felt his hands pin me to the bed. “I want you to have me — all of me.”

      Hayden groaned, kissing me even fiercer before he slowly pulled away.

      “No, Princess,” he said quietly.

      My heart dropped, but his hand came up to cup my cheek, keeping me from hiding my face.

      “What I mean is, not yet, Callie,” he purred. “You’ve waited for the right man—”

      “You’re the right man,” I whispered fiercely back.

      He grinned, his jaw twitching and his eyes flashing as he leaned down to kiss me again.

      “I will be taking you, Princess,” he groaned. “I’ll be taking every single piece of you, and making you mine and mine alone, forever. But not until we’re wed. Not until we’re husband and wife.”

      My eyes went wide. Was that a thing? Was that even something that could happen? Him stealing me away and running off with me from this sham wedding was one thing, but he wanted that?

      My whole heart swelled at the thought, and my hands clung to him even tighter.

      “Do you want that, Princess?” he growled. “To be my queen, my one and only forever?”

      Rational thought would have said to think about it. And the normal me would have said to slow down and really think about what the hell I was doing. But I was past those, and besides that, I knew what I knew. Something about Hayden felt more real than anything I’d ever imagined before. Something about him made me feel like he was exactly the piece of my life I’d been missing without even knowing it.

      So I didn’t have to think. Not when I already knew the answer.

      “Yes!” I gasped, throwing my arms around him. “A hundred times yes!”

      “Be mine, angel,” he whispered into my lips as he kissed me hungrily. “Mine and only mine. Be my bride and my queen.”

      I moaned as we pressed together, our lips locked and hearts pounding as one.

      “There’ll be trouble,” he growled. “There will be. But I’ll stop it from ever touching you. I’ll never let a thing in this world hurt you, my love.”

      “I know you won’t,” I moaned into his kiss.

      My blood ran hotter, and as I coiled myself against him, I could feel his thickness throbbing against me. I moaned, rocking my hips against him, still wanting him so badly even though he was going to make me wait until he could marry me himself.

      “I— I still want you so much right now,” I whimpered, panting as his body rocked into mine.

      “Good,” he growled, the ferocity in his voice making me shiver. He flipped us around and then sat up on the edge of the bed, setting me on my feet in front of him. His hands slid to my waist, pulling at the ties to my dress and undoing them. He moved higher, tugging at the strings across my chest, loosening the whole garment. His hands moved higher, to my shoulders, and slowly, he pushed the dress away. I gasped as I felt it slide down my shoulders and my arms, tumbling over my bare breasts and then dropping to a soft pile at my feet.

      Hayden growled, his muscles clenching and his eyes sparking as they slid up and down my body.

      “Beautiful,” he groaned, his hands reaching out to my hips. He pulled me close to him, his lips teasing across my belly and over the lacy edge of my panties.

      “So fucking beautiful and so fucking mine,” he growled into my skin, making me tremble. His fingers slipped under the edge of my panties, and he slowly began to peel them down. I panted, my breath catching as he achingly slowly peeled them away from me, baring more and more until he’d slid them down to my thighs.

      “Show me, angel,” he groaned, pushing my panties down to my ankles, his breath teasing over my slick pussy. “Show me that pretty little cunt.”

      I gasped, my face blooming red, but my blood running hotter than ever. I slid my hands down my tummy and my hips, whimpering as I felt my fingers slide across the slippery, sticky heat between my legs. I spread them, and I slowly opened myself for him, letting him see all of me.

      “Perfect,” he breathed. “You’re perfect, angel.”

      He leaned in, and when his mouth slid between my legs, I cried out in pleasure.

      His tongue dragged slowly over me, teasing across my lips and bumping over my clit. His hands slid to my ass, holding me firmly and pulling me into his mouth as he started to push his tongue deep inside. I moaned wildly, my hands sliding into his hair and my whole body trembling as he started to tongue my little pussy.

      I could feel him reach down with one hand, and when I heard his zipper, I trembled in anticipation. Hayden’s tongue pushed deep inside of me, gently fucking my pussy with his mouth before he teased higher to curl it around my clit. I screamed in pleasure, my fingers tightening in his hair and my hips moving against him with a mind of their own as pleasure rippled through me. Suddenly, he stood, tearing his jacket and shirt off and shoving his pants down.

      He pulled me back into him letting me feel his big cock pulsing against my thigh and against my pussy as his lips crushed to mine. I could taste my own sweetness on his lips, and it only got my blood roaring even hotter as I kissed him wildly. He pulled me back on the bed, groaning into the kiss as I fell on top of him. Hands slid down my body, grabbing my ass again, and suddenly I felt him pulling me up. I whimpered as he broke the kiss, his powerful arms lifting my small body and dragging me up his muscled, chiseled body. He pulled me higher, my legs spread around him, and I moaned as he started to tug me down onto his mouth.

      I cried out as he settled my pussy down on his mouth, his tongue pushing deep inside. His powerful hands rocked me, moving my hips back and forth and letting me ride his incredible tongue as he started to tease me. Pleasure exploded through me, and I threw my head back, letting go completely as he drove me wilder and wilder.

      I glanced back, and when my eyes landed on his thick, throbbing cock standing rock hard and tall from his muscled, grooved abs, I felt my core tighten. I reached back, and when I curled my fingers around him, he groaned into my pussy.

      “I— I want to taste you,” I whispered. “I’ve never… you know. I’ve never before. But I want to.”

      God did I want to. Hayden made me feel so damn sexy and dirty at the same time. He made me want to wrap my lips around his big beautiful cock and worship it with my mouth.

      …And I was going to do exactly that.

      I squealed as Hayden spun me around, turning me so that I was facing the foot of the bed before he pulled me back to his mouth. I groaned, feeling his tongue drag across my lips as his hands held me firmly by the hips. I reached down again, wrapping both of my hands around him as best I could, though they couldn’t even reach all the way around him. I leaned down, feeling my pulse hammer in my ears and moaning as his tongue pushed deep inside of my pussy. I stroked him, whimpered as I felt the silk and iron hardness of him. Thick, creamy white fluid beaded at the tip of his fat cock and trickled down, making him glisten and making my hands slick.

      I opened my lips, lowered my head, and slowly slid them over his thick, swollen head.

      Hayden groaned as I let my tongue tease around his crown, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked at his head. I moaned, trembling in pleasure from his mouth on me as I started to bob mine up and down his big cock. I whimpered around him, slurping wetly on his big dick and feeling that thrill from before rush through me. That I had so much power over something so big and so masculine had me tingling in pleasure at the rush of it all.

      I stroked him as I slipped my lips up and down his shaft, making him slick with my tongue. Under me, I could feel Hayden’s muscles coil and ripple. His hands tightened on my hips and my ass, pulling me down onto his hungry mouth as he started to tongue my little clit harder and faster. I moaned loudly, pulling away from him and feeling my whole body start to melt as his wicked tongue dragged back and forth over my aching clit, driving me absolutely wild.

      I moaned hungrily around him, whimpering and sucking wetly as my mouth slid up and down his thick, gorgeous cock. I dropped one hand to his huge, heavy balls, letting my fingers trace gently over them. Hayden’s muscles flexed and he groaned loudly, and when his cock throbbed between my soft lips, I felt that thrill spark again. I kept at it, slurping on his swollen head and tasting the sweet taste of him as I stroked his shaft and teased his balls.

      His lips fastened around my clit, and when his tongue started to flit back and forth across the little nub, I started to melt. He moved faster, growling into me, holding my small body so tightly and so possessively as he teased my pussy. I sucked his cock harder, and faster, stroking his slippery shaft as I took him as deep into my mouth as I could.

      I could feel the whole world starting to blur around me, the pleasure flooding through my whole body. His magical tongue teased my aching pussy over and over, until I was sure I was going to explode.

      “I want you to come all over my tongue, little princess,” he groaned into me, his tongue swirling over my clit as his cock throbbed hugely in my mouth. “I want this tight little virgin cunt to come for me, and give me that sweet princess cum.”

      His lips closed around my clit, and when his tongue swirled over the little nub again and again and again, I finally let go.

      The orgasm slammed through me, and I cried out as the wave crashed over me. I moaned, dropping my mouth back to his cock and sucking him in as deep and as hard as I could, moaning as the climax washed over me again and again.

      “Fuck, Callie-”

      He moved to pull me away, but I moaned wildly, pushing his hands away and forcing my lips further down his thick cock. Hayden roared in pleasure, his muscles clenching tight as his hand gripped my ass tightly.

      “Careful Princess. You keep that up and I’m going to fill that sweet little mouth with my cum.”

      Exactly.

      I hummed, pumping my mouth up and down on him as I stroked him with both my other hands. I felt his abs clench tight, and his breath catch…and then he exploded.

      Hayden’s big cock throbbed between my lips, his swollen head swelling up even bigger before suddenly, he erupted. I whimpered as I felt the hot, thick, sweet jets of his cum splash over my tongue and pump down my throat. I moaned hungrily, swallowing every single blast as he pumped more and more of his sticky cum into my mouth, until finally, I pulled away with a gasp.

      The two of us lay there naked and panting, me laying across his huge, muscled body. I bit my lip, blushing and grinning before I leaned forward and licked at his cock. Hayden groaned, and when a thick drop of his cum dripped from his head, I felt that thrill rush through me again as I lapped it up.

      “Dirty little girl,” he groaned, his hands stroking my body. I grinned, biting my lip as I glanced back over my shoulder at him.

      “Dirty good or dirty bad?”

      “Dirty in the best fucking way, baby girl,” he groaned. His lips dipped back between my thighs, and when he slid his tongue across my sensitive clit, I gasped, moaning as my hips moved on their own accord. I thought he was just teasing me, but Hayden kept going.

      His tongue flicked over my clit, making me gasp as a fresh wave of pleasure rippled through me. He dragged it up, pushing the tip in and out of my pussy and making my head spin all over again. His cock was still rock hard, not even softening in the slightest as it pulsed and throbbed before me. Hayden’s tongue teased and danced over my clit, nibbling at my lips before he teased his mouth up the backs of my thighs. His hands slid from my hips to my ass, pulling me back into him and spreading me wide for him. I could feel his tongue moving curiously higher, and higher, and more centered before suddenly, I gasped as I felt it.

      …His tongue dragged across my tight, forbidden ass, and my whole body jolted with raw pleasure.

      “Oh God.”

      “I won’t take your flower yet, Princess,” he groaned, his cock throbbing in front of me as his tongue swirled gently over my asshole.

      “But there’s something else.”

      My eyes went wide as the filthy, forbidden, and achingly hot promise of his words sizzled through me.

      Oh God…

      “I’ll never hurt you, Princess,” he purred, and when his tongue swirled over my little ring again, the filthy pleasure erupted as a moan from my lips.

      “I— I want you to have me,” I whispered, my face flushed and my pulse racing as his wicked tongue started to tease and lick my most private place.

      “Good,” he growled. “Because I’m taking all of you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Callie

      

    
    
      I moaned as Hayden’s strong arms lifted me, pushing me down onto the bed as he moved behind me His teasing hands went to my hips, pulling my ass up in the air as I panted, my cheek to the bedsheets. His tongue and lips teased up the backs of my thighs, making me shiver in pleasure and sending lightning through my body. He slid a hand between my legs, and when his thumb started to tease my clit, I whimpered.

      I could feel his warm breath teasing over my skin, and when he moved his mouth higher on my thighs, and more centered, my fingers tightened on the bed sheets.

      “Let me make you feel like a queen, little princess,” he groaned. His tongue dragged over the tight little ring of my ass, and my whole world melted. I gasped, shivering as he swirled it again over my most private place. My cheeks burned fiercely, but with this heated passion I’d never known before. He growled into me, his thumb rolling my clit in slow circles with the other hand gripping my ass firmly. His tongue danced over me, teasing my little asshole and sending fire roaring through my body.

      He moved with slow, achingly teasing movements, his tongue swirling in these mind-blowing circles, and then pushing the tip against me. I cried out, feeling so freaking naughty and dirty, and sexy, all at the same time. I arched my back, pushing back into him as I clawed at the bedsheets, my mind going numb with pleasure.

      His tongue started to push in and out, fucking my little ass as he strummed my clit. I could feel white light and heat burning through me, my entire body starting to shiver and melt as he tongued me over and over again.

      “I know you want to know what it feels like, Princess,” he groaned, flicking me with his tongue. “I know you want to know what it feels like to come with my tongue on your asshole, like a dirty girl. So go ahead, baby girl,” he growled. “Be a dirty girl for me, and come for me.”

      His tongue swirled over my ass again and again, and when his thumb rolled over my clit just as he slid the tip of his tongue deep, I exploded all over again. I screamed my orgasm into the sheets, clawing at them and twisting them up in my fists.  I moaned, pushing back into him and letting the pleasure thunder through me as his fingers and his tongue drove me right over the edge.

      I was still trembling and gasping for breath when I felt Hayden move up behind me. I moaned, feeling like I was on fire with lust and my raw need for him. I could feel his thick, huge cock pulsing against my thigh, and his powerful hands grip me tightly around the waist. Hayden moved his hips, and when I felt that big cock of his tease over my pussy, I moaned softly as the illicit pleasure rippled through me.

      “Fuck, angel,” he groaned, reaching down and grabbing his cock. He held it firmly, teasing the thick, swollen head over my lips and making me tremble. “I can feel how wet you are for me. I can feel how much that little pussy wants to feel me push inside and claim you. And I will, Princess. Soon, when we’re married. But right now…”

      He slid his gorgeous cock up my slit, teasing me until I was shaking as he dragged it higher. I felt the swollen, slick head slide over my asshole, nestling against my untouched opening as my whole body shivered in anticipation.

      “Now open wide for me, angel,” Hayden growled quietly. He pushed, his big head easing against my unyielding opening. “I’ll never hurt you, Callie. I’ll never hurt my queen. Open wide for me. Open that tight little ass for me and I can show you things you’ve never dreamed of.”

      I moaned loudly, my body trembling and my pussy so wet it was practically dripping down my thighs. I was nervous, and a little scared, but I knew there was nothing to be afraid of. Hayden would never let anything hurt me, and would never hurt me himself. His hands stroked my skin, calming me and sending this loving heat through me. He pushed again, and this time, as the new pleasure teased through me, I felt myself unclenching.

      Slowly, inchingly, I could feel his thick head start to slide inside, my tight ring slowly opening for him. I cried out, gripping the sheets tightly and pushing back, arching my body as I felt him start to ease inside. My jaw went slack as I moaned, and when I felt him finally slide in, the thick head popping inside, I moaned loudly.

      “Just like that, angel,” he groaned, his hands tightening on my body and sending a thrill through me. He grunted, pushing deeper as another inch slid into my tight little ass.

      “I can feel you swallowing me up, Princess,” he groaned, pulling my hips back as he began to slowly ease his cock inside of me. “I can feel this sweet little ass opening for me, and taking every inch of me.”

      My fists clenched the sheets as naughty, thrilling, filthy pleasure started to boil through me. Hayden reached under me, his fingers strumming across my clit as he began to slide more and more of his big dick deep in my asshole. I moaned, feeling him push inside, stretching me open and making me feel so deliciously full. His thick girth slid in deeper, and deeper, his swollen head pushing deep into my virgin ass. My mouth hung open breathlessly, my face crumpling in pleasure as Hayden buried every inch of his cock inside of me, until I could feel his clenched, rippling abs against my ass.

      “Oh God yes…” I whimpered, panting heavily and trembling at the feel of him claiming me so fully and completely. I could feel him throbbing inside of me, his balls twitching against my pussy as my ass tightened on him.

      “Fuck, angel,” he groaned, his hands sliding over my hip as he crouched behind me, grinding into me and making me whimper. “Does my little princess like that big fat cock in her naughty little ass?”

      “Yes!” I cried out, moaning and pushing back into him.

      “You like feeling like a dirty little girl, getting her naughty ass fucked like this on her wedding day?”

      “Oh fuck…” I whimpered, drowning in the pleasure and the filthy wrongness of it all. “I— I want you to take me, please,” I moaned. “I want you to fuck me, and make me yours.”

      “Oh, Princess,” I shivered as I felt his muscled body lean over me, his lips brushing my ear.

      “You already are mine.”

      He pulled back, making me tremble as his thick girth slid out of me. He groaned as he pushed back in, making me scream in pleasure. I could feel him bury every inch back inside to the hilt, his heavy balls pressing against my pussy. He pulled back again, going slow, but never stopping as he left the head inside for one second before giving me every inch again.

      I cried out, the sheets tangling in my fists and the forbidden pleasure rolling through me as this big, powerful, dominant and incredible man took me. I felt this swirling mix of pleasure and heat, of being dominated and also loved so deeply. I felt protected, and also so naughty and dirty. But most of all, what I felt was free. I felt like he was taking me away from everything, and showing me the way to be me.

      Hayden roared as he started to move faster, his big dick pumping my ass full of his girth with every thrust. I pushed back to meet him, my ass sliding down every inch of him as he buried himself to the hilt in my hot little ass. He kept the one hand on my pussy, fingers teasing my clit. But his other one slid up to my hair, tangling in it. I gasped as he tugged, making my pulse jump as he pulled me up into him. I moaned in pleasure, my hands sliding back to clutch at his hips as he brought his mouth to my neck.

      “Take my cock, little princess,” he groaned into my ear, our hips crashing to together as he drove his cock into me again and again. “Take that cock deep in your ass, and feel my claim on you. Feel me taking you, and making you mine. No one else’s. Mine.”

      His fingers rolled over my clit, his hard chiseled body pressing against my back, and his fist wrapped in my hair. I screamed in more pleasure than I’d ever even imagined before, moaning and whimpering and feeling the wave start to crash over me all over again.

      “You— you’re going to….” I whimpered, unable to even make words as the wave grew stronger, and bigger, and the heat inside of me started to boil over.

      Hayden’s beautiful cock slid in and out of me, fucking my ass so deep and so perfectly. I could feel his muscles clenching, and his groans purring in my ear.

      “Come, Princess,” he growled. “Come for me with my cock so deep in your tight little ass. Come for me, and milk the cum from my balls until I fill you up with every single drop of me.” He drove in deep, fingers blurring over my clit.

      “Come for me now, angel. Come for me always.”

      I don’t even remember the sound I made, I just remember the white heat exploding through me. I remember screaming, and tensing up and exploding against him, feeling his powerful hands holding me tight as he drove in balls-deep.

      My orgasm tumbled through me, taking my breath away as Hayden roared and let go. I gasped, feeling his cock throb so deep inside of me, and then feeling the hot, thick jets of his cum splashing deep inside. I pushed back into him, my whole world tumbling and blurring as he pumped rope after rope of his seed deep in my ass, until the both of us tumbled to the bed, wrapped in each others arms.

      Hayden’s lips found my neck, and he kissed me slowly and gently as his hands teased over my skin, soothing me. I moaned quietly, basking in the glow as I nestled against his strong, muscled body, with his arms wrapped so tight around me.

      “Now what,” I whispered, almost not sure I wanted to know. After all, even with everything we’d just done, I was supposed to marry another man. That day. Yes, that other man was awful, and cruel, and no one I loved, and something I was only doing to pay a debt. But still, he was a king. And even with Hayden also being one, how could he stop it all?

      But when I felt Hayden’s arms slide tight around me, pulling me into him as he kissed my neck, suddenly, I felt something new.

      I felt hope.

      “Now?” He chuckled lowly, his lips teasing over my skin.

      “Now, Princess, I make you my bride.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Hayden

      

    
    
      I knew it was insane. I knew it might even be partially wrong. After all, despite how much of a piece of shit Milton was, and how wrong it was for her to be marrying him as payment so her kingdom wouldn’t fall into ruin, I was breaking up a wedding — something I felt was sacred. It’s why I was waiting to take Callie’s virginity. Because it meant something. And there I was shattering one.

      But then, my mind was made up. Marriages did mean something, which is why I saw no issue with taking her from King Milton. Because it was a transaction for him, one I was going to void when I walked out of here with her in my arms — or over my shoulder and out the front fucking door if I had to.

      I didn’t care that this was nuts, or what the repercussions would be for me ruining that piece of shit’s wedding. Callie was mine, and no one else’s.

      She’d be my bride, not his.

      Callie had had to run back to her chambers to meet the seamstress — I was going to take her away from here, but I had to lay the plans first. And her going missing would raise alarms that might make that more difficult.

      I strode purposefully, seeking someplace quiet as I pulled out my phone and called Anton, who’d been my top advisor since I’d assumed the title of King. Anton and I had known each other since the war that almost tore our country apart. Actually, before that, he’d been my father’s closest friend in a different war. And now, he was my main man for getting things done and seeking consul when I needed it.

      …Now was one of those times.

      “You’re sure.”

      I had to smile. Most other people would have lost their minds, or asked if I was completely insane. Not Anton though. All he needed was confirmation, and he was ready to make it happen.

      “I am,” I growled. “Father Patrick…”

      “Already sending word. I’ll make sure he’s on the helicopter before take-off in thirty minutes.”

      I raised a brow. Anton gave the word “efficiency” a run for it’s money.

      Father Patrick had been friends with my family since my grandfather’s time. He’d married him to my grandmother, he’d married my parents. When they’d died young, he’d been the one to be there for me. He was basically family to me at that point, and I knew I’d want no one else to marry Callie and me than him.

      I’d made my plans known, and Anton was going to make it happen.

      “Your Highness.”

      I paused, almost wanting to say something and tell him for the one millionth time to call me Hayden. But Anton was old-school, and to him, a king was a king, no matter if they used to serve side by side in the war.

      “There’s something else. Though, it can wait.”

      “Can it?”

      He paused. “No, not really.”

      “Speak.”

      “Our air force intercepted and brought to ground another cargo plane.”

      I swore.

      “Same as last time,” my old friend grumbled. “Same shipment of drugs hidden inside the fake consumer electronics. Plane registered to the same bullshit dummy corporation.”

      “Fuck,” I hissed, gritting my teeth. Since I’d established peace in Rince, the country had been on the rise. People were happy, employment was sky-high, families were putting their kids into colleges, and the economy was booming. Healthcare, schools, public safety — all of it the envy of most other kingdoms. But one darkness had sunk it’s claws in — one I hadn’t been able to root out.

      The drugs hit veterans of the war the hardest. War is hell, and I could personally attest to that. And after that hell, men deal with it in different ways, and the mysterious dealers — whoever the fuck they were — had been preying on them ever since. It’d started with small busts here and there, but lately, we’d been finding whole cargo-planes laden with the stuff coming across our border. We stopped a lot, but I knew for every plane we locked down, there was another one we’d missed.

      “I know you have other things on your mind, Your Highness—”

      “No, this is important.” I sighed. “Thanks for letting me know.”

      “We’re on it, my king. This time, we got one of their phones before they could destroy it. Our tech teams are all over it as we speak.”

      I nodded. “Good, keep me up to date.”

      “Of course, Your Highness. And the chopper should be there shortly.”

      “Thank you, Anton.”

      I stewed in silence for a minute after the call. The issue with drugs flooding my country was troubling, but Anton wasn’t wrong — there were other things on my mind as well. Callie was going to be mine — and my bride that very day. But I knew that meant there would most certainly be trouble with King Milton. Of course there would be. My job right now was to figure out how to mitigate that.

      My jaw tightened. I had to find my friends. When the shit hit the fan later, I wanted Sven, Xavier, and Cole to know it was coming ahead of time, so we could all get hell out of there before Milton did something rash.

      I set my brow, storming from the empty room and making my way down the hall, when the sound of a woman’s moan stopped me short. I frowned, turning towards the half-closed door to another room I’d just been passing. Apparently, Callie and I weren’t the only ones sneaking around Milton’s palace.

      I shook my head, and I was about to just move on, when I heard the man’s voice.

      “I did say that naughty little brats get punished, didn’t I?”

      My brow went up at the voice I’d have known anywhere.

      Sven.

      In any other circumstances, I’d have of course left my friend to whatever he was up to. But things were going to happen very quickly, and soon. And I needed him and my friends ready to move when we had to. I’d worry about apologizing for crashing his fun time later.

      I knocked once, loudly — loud enough that I heard the girl gasp and Sven swear under his breath. I gave him another four seconds before I pushed the door open and stormed inside.

      “The fuck is wrong with you?”

      Sven’s face was livid, his eyes wild and his jaw clenched tight. His shirt was untucked and totally unbuttoned, and he glared at me as I strolled in. There was no sign of the girl.

      “I need to speak with you.”

      “I’m a little busy,” he hissed fiercely. “And you can’t just walk into whatever fucking room you want to.”

      “I am a king,” I said with a small grin.

      “And so the fuck am I,” he spat back.

      “I knocked.”

      He gave me the finger when I grinned at him, but then he just shook his head.

      “What is it, Hayden?”

      “I need you ready to move later.”

      He frowned. “Oh? Are we making an exit from this shitshow of a wedding?”

      “Probably. And a fast one.”

      Sven studied my face. “And why might we be doing that?”

      “Because I’m taking something from Milton that doesn’t belong to him.”

      He nodded slowly, stroking his chin. “And yet I get the impression that Milton believes it is his.”

      I didn’t say anything, and Sven only narrowed his eyes deeper at me.

      “And does this thing come wrapped in white, Hayden?” he growled.

      “Perhaps.”

      My friend swore, his eyes darting to the closet door across the room before he snagged my arm and yanked me towards the door I’d just come through.

      “Please tell me you’re fucking with me.”

      “Have you known me to be much of a liar?”

      He groaned, shaking his head. “Princess Callie? Have you lost your fucking mind?”

      “Only a little, but I’m not backing down from this, Sven.”

      He clenched his jaw, his eyes locked onto mine and full of fire. But slowly, he relaxed. Slowly, he nodded.

      “Okay.”

      “Okay?”

      “Hayden I’ve known you long enough to know what a stubborn shit you are. I also know that I’ve never seen this look on your face before, which says something.”

      “It says she’s mine, and no one, especially not Milton, is going to have her but me,” I growled.

      Sven nodded. “Well, then I’m with you. The others will be too.”

      “Good, thank you.” I cleared my throat, raising my brow. “Sorry to interrupt.”

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

      I rolled my eyes at Sven’s impassive face. “You and your friend. Sorry to barge in.”

      “It’s just me in—”

      “You shirt’s unbuttoned.”

      “I was changing.”

      “There’s lipstick on your neck.”

      He frowned, but just shrugged.

      “Oh, and Sven?”

      I raised a brow and nodded with my chin back towards the middle of the room. There, next to a large, high-backed chair next to a massive fireplace, was a little, pink, lacy pair of panties.

      “Having a little fun with some pretty young thing before the wed—”

      Sven whirled on me, grabbing me by the collar and shoving me out of the room and against the wall opposite the door. I growled, but he just snarled right back, his face full of fury as he gripped my collar tightly.

      “You mind your tongue!” he snapped.

      Interesting…

      I had never seen my friend like this — so livid, and protective of whatever it was he was hiding. Or whoever it was. His reaction wasn’t one I’d have imagined with me casually bringing up some random girl he was obviously fooling around with in the room. It was as if I’d talked about someone serious. It was the same reaction I’d have given if it were Sven talking about Callie.

      And suddenly, a light bulb went off in my head. I peered at my friend.

      “Who?” I growled quietly.

      “Leave it.”

      “So long as it’s not Callie, I’ve got your back, no matter who it is.”

      He smiled, his grip loosening as he stepped away, clearing his head.

      “You have my curiosity.”

      “Later,” he muttered. “We’ll speak on it later.”

      I nodded. “Father Patrick is on the way.”

      Sven whistled, arching a brow. “To do what I think you’re doing?”

      “Yes.”

      He nodded, his jaw set. “Good. I’m proud of you, man. And I’m happy for you.”

      “And I’m happy for whatever it is you’re going to tell me later.” I nodded back into the room, and he grinned.

      “I suppose you’re going to need a witness for when you marry this girl, on her wedding day, before Milton can?”

      I grinned. “You suppose right.”

      “I’ll be there.”

      “Thank you,” I growled, shaking his hand firmly. “If you see Xavier and Cole—”

      “I’ll make sure they know. We’ll be ready to move. Besides,” he cleared his throat, turning to glance back into the room.

      “You might not be the only one leaving here with something that isn’t his, Hayden.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Callie

      

    
    
      I shrieked as I bolted around the corner and ran smack into someone. My heart jumped into my throat, and I bolted about a foot off the ground before I realized that she was shrieking right back.

      “Faith?”

      My friend gasped, her face flushed and her hand to her chest as she caught her breath.

      “Callie you scared the shit out of me!”

      “Well what are you doing over here in this wing?” I sputtered. I mean this whole area of the palace had been sealed off by guards for the wedding day. Which is precisely why Hayden and I had been using it to do all the things we’d just done. My cheeks burned at the thoughts, of the lingering feeling of his lips and his hands teasing through me.

      “I could ask you the same thing,” she blurted out quickly, her eyes darting furtively around and her face as flushed as mine.

      Suddenly, something clicked.

      “Wait,” I said slowly, peering at her. “What are you doing in this wing, running around looking all flustered?”

      “What?” she croaked. “Nothing!”

      And then suddenly, she seemed to make the same connection about me that I’d just made about her, and her jaw dropped.

      “Are you…” She bit her lip but shook her head. “No. No way, never mind. It’s your wedding day.”

      “Ask,” I said quietly.

      “Ask what?”

      “What you were about to.”

      Faith chewed on her lip. “I was going to ask if you were sneaking around with someone, but—”

      “Yes.”

      The word whispered from my lips, and Faith’s eyes went wide.

      “Callie!”

      “Oh please, you’re going to tell me you weren’t just somewhere with someone?”

      Her face went pink, her eyes darting over mine as she took a shaky breath.

      “Maybe,” she said quietly.

      I grinned, shivering in excitement.

      “Okay, on the count of three, we’re just going to say it, alright?”

      She nodded, swallowing thickly.

      I held three fingers up, and we both started counting out loud.

      “One, two, three—”

      “King Hayden.”

      My jaw dropped and the color flushed into my cheeks as I realized Faith hadn’t said a single thing past “three.” And now she was staring at me, her jaw almost touching the floor.

      “Faith!” I squealed. “You liar, you said—”

      “Callie!” she breathed. “You’re getting married today!”

      “Yeah,” I whispered. “But not to King Milton.”

      She stared at me, slowly shaking her head. “Wow, that’s…”

      “Crazy?”

      “Uh, yeah, a little. But also kind of amazing?” She laughed quietly. “I never pegged you for a runaway bride.” She whistled. “Okay, wow, this is huge.”

      I wanted to say “that’s not the only thing,” but I definitely stopped myself before I totally embarrassed myself.

      “This whole thing with King Milton, and my parents, and the debt?”

      She smiled comfortingly, squeezing my arm. “I know.”

      “I don’t love Milton, Faith. And if I’m going to marry someone, I mean…”

      I trailed off, sighing. God it felt good to get that off my chest.

      “And you love Hayden?”

      I nodded, feeling that fluttery feeling come rushing through me.

      “I know we just met, but he’s—”

      “I get it,” she said quickly, blushing as she took a deep breath. “Trust me, I get it. Even if everyone's going to say he’s wrong for you, or if it’s scandalous, or if you know it’s going to freak everyone out.”

      I arched a brow. “Uh, got something you want to share?”

      She bit her lip, her eyes sparkling and her cheeks blushing furiously as she shook her head.

      “Oh my God, now you have to tell me!”

      “Later, okay?” she whispered. “So, when are you running off with King Hayden?”

      “Soon, I think.”

      “Well your wedding is in like two hours, so I guess the clock is ticking.” She grinned at me before she pulled me into a big hug, squeezing me tight. “What do you need me to do?”

      “Well, I think there’s going to be some trouble.”

      She snorted. “Like when you don’t walk down the aisle?”

      “Like then, yeah.”

      “Well whatever you need, I’m here for you. And if I could find Lola and Riley, I know they’d do whatever you needed too. Probably way crazier stuff than I could ever do.”

      I laughed. “Well, first, I think I just need help getting back into my wedding dress.”

      She frowned. “But, you’re not getting married.”

      “Oh.” I smiled, biting my lip as the jitters and the heat flushed through me. “Oh yes I am. And actually, that’s the second thing I need your help with.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Callie

      

    
    
      “You look really amazing you know.”

      I bit my lip as I turned to Faith. “Thank you.”

      “I still can’t believe you’re really doing this.”

      “Trying to stop me?”

      “Not at all.” She grinned, hugging me. “I’m just really excited for you. I mean, if you can do this…”

      She swallowed and looked away. Faith’s strict parents had her set up to marry some guy they’d chosen for her. Actually, he was at the wedding, but with everything going on with me, I hadn’t had a chance to even ask how the meeting had gone. But then, somehow I got the sneaking suspicion that he wasn’t the man she’d been sneaking around with earlier when I’d bumped into her.

      “You don’t have to marry him, you—”

      “Is there an angle here?”

      We both whirled at sound of the man’s voice as the door to the room swung wide. I blinked, startled by his large frame, his handsome face, and the commanding presence presence as he strode inside. His piercing blue eyes darted between us before narrowing on me.

      Faith wrinkled her nose, making a tsking sound as she stepped between him and me.

      “Uh, excuse me? Who the hell do you—”

      “Faith, it’s okay.” Because suddenly, I recognized the man who’d just strode in.

      “King Sven,” I nodded stiffly, doing a small curtsey.

      He cleared his throat, still glaring at me. “If there's an angle, I want to know, now.”

      “An angle?”

      “With Hayden. “His jaw tightened.

      “You mean am I trying to pull something here?”

      “You tell me.”

      I stared at him as Faith huffed next to me.

      “You mean besides leaving my arranged marriage the day of that wedding for Hayden, which might possibly bankrupt my own kingdom and start a war? Do you mean with all those things, am I up to something?”

      He smiled, that chiseled jaw stretching wide.

      “I see why he likes you.”

      “Oh gee, what a complete,” Faith muttered dryly.

      “And I can see why she’s friends with you.”

      Faith frowned. “Who, Callie?”

      Something sparked in King Sven’s eyes as he shook his head. “Riley.”

      Uh, what?

      I didn’t have a chance to ask though, before the doors behind him opened wide again. And my heart soared.

      This time, it was Hayden who strode in, leading an elderly, white-haired man, and followed by another, swarthy-looking man who looked to be about twenty years older than Hayden.

      “Princess,” Hayden purred, smiling as he moved to me and slid his hands over my waist. His eyes sparked as he held me close, hugging me against him with those big, strong arms.

      “You look amazing.”

      “You’ve already seen this dress,” I whispered into his ear, blushing.

      “And if you keep reminding me, we’re going to have to postpone,” he whispered back.

      “Oh?”

      “Because I’ll want to fuck you in it all over again.”

      I shivered heatedly as his words teased through me.

      “Hands off!”

      I gasped as I felt Hayden’s arms being slapped away from me, and I turned to see the older man giving him a sharp eye as he wagged a finger.

      I giggled.

      “Love,” Hayden chuckled. “This is Father Patrick. He’s been with my family since my grandfather’s time. And this,” he turned to the large stout looking man standing behind him. “This is Anton, my—”

      “Manservant,” the man said formerly, with a crisp voice and straight back.

      Hayden rolled his eyes. “My friend and advisor.”

      Father Patrick cleared his throat, bowing to me slightly. “You do look lovely, my dear, but let’s keep our hands to ourselves until the ceremony is over, shall we, Hayden?”

      “Your Highness,” Anton muttered darkly.

      Hayden just sighed and shook his head.

      Father Patrick moved us all towards the far end of the room, near the huge windows that overlooked the rose gardens on the castle grounds. King Sven stood behind Hayden, and Faith behind me. Anton stayed by the door.

      Hayden took my hands, my heart racing as Father Patrick stepped forward.

      “And these are your witnesses?” He turned and bowed to Sven. “King Sven, Your Highness.”

      “Father,” the big man growled back formerly.

      “And you my dear,” Father Patrick turned to smile kindly at Faith. “You’re King Pierre’s daughter, hmm?”

      She nodded. “Yes.”

      “Excellent.” He smiled as he turned back to Hayden and Ime. “The rings?”

      Hayden nodded, regretfully pulling one hand away from mine to reach into his jacket pocket. He pulled it back out, and I gasped as he handed two gorgeous rings to Father Patrick. My jaw dropped.

      “You just had those?”

      “They were my parents’.” He smiled warmly at me, making my pulse race and sending a wave of pure happiness glowing through me. I felt my eyes get a little wet at the sentiment, and I squeezed his hand tighter.

      “And you just had them in your pocket, huh?” I whispered breathlessly.

      “Maybe I came prepared.”

      “For?”

      “For stealing you away and making you my wife,” he growled quietly, his face full of this intensity that set my skin ablaze. God I wanted to kiss him, but I knew Father Patrick would probably say something, or slap my hands away again. I almost did anyways.

      Father Patrick cleared his throat. “Well then. Shall we begin?”

      [image: ]
* * *

      We said the words.

      Our hands tightened together. Hearts raced as promises were said out loud. I slid the ring onto Hayden’s finger, and he put one on mine.

      “I now pronounce you man and wife.”

      Father Patrick barely got the words out before I shrieked as Hayden picked me up, twirled me around, and around as his lips crushed to mine. I melted into him, feeling a sort of happiness I’d never known explode through me as we held each other so tight.

      “And now, wife,” he purred into my ear. “Now it’s time to make you truly mine.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        Hayden

      

    
    
      I burned for her — hungered for her. My whole being was consumed by the need to take her and claim her, and make her mine entirely. My arms held her — my wife — tightly as I strode from the room where we’d just spoken the vows and became one. I’d barely gotten the “I do” out, my every thought and my every need concentrated on kissing her, and tasting her, and pulling her out of that dress, spreading her legs, and sliding into that sweet heaven between her thighs.

      And now, I had her all to myself.

      I strode through the empty halls of the closed wing to Milton’s palace until I found what I was looking for: the presidential guest suite for visiting royalty and dignitaries. It wasn’t ideal — in a perfect world of course, I’d be taking Callie in our own bed. But there would be no waiting — not anymore. I pushed the door in, sweeping her across the threshold in my arms and kicking the door shut behind me.

      Callie moaned, her arms tightening around my neck as she tugged me down for a hungry, deep kiss. I growled into her lips, hands tightening on her body and feeling my blood run like fire in my veins. My cock was achingly hard, throbbing and pulsing to break free of my pants. I could feel her body coil against me, her finger gripping my collar as she pressed into me, like she couldn’t wait to have me.

      And oh would she have me. Every inch of me, always.

      I set my bride down in front of the huge bed, moving behind her. She gasped as my hand slid over her body, tugging at the ties holding the thin, gauzy white dress together as my lips brushed her neck and her ears.

      “I’d want this to be in our bed, love.”

      “And it will be, so many times,” she gasped, turning her head to press her lips to mine. “But for right now—”

      “For right now,” I purred. “I’m not letting another second go by without taking you.”

      “Make me yours,” she whispered sending my cock throbbing as I crushed my lips to hers. I kissed her hungrily, fiercely, like I never wanted her lips to forget the feel of mine. I groaned as I pulled the rest of the ties on her dress, letting it slowly drop from around her body. My hand slid the straps off her shoulders, and then suddenly, the whole shimmering white thing dropped to pool on the floor by her feet.

      I groaned, pulling her soft little body against mine, feeling my rock-hard cock nudge against her ass. My hands slid over her hips and then down over her tummy. She whimpered as my hand slid under the edge of her panties, and when I pushed it deep between her legs and felt the hot, slick, sticky wetness between her thighs, I growled hungrily.

      “And tell me, angel,” I whispered heatedly into her ears. “Was this naughty little pussy this wet while we were saying our marriage vows?”

      “Yes,” she whimpered.

      “Fuck,” I groaned, the thought of her little pussy dripping so wet like this while she pledged to be mine forever somehow getting me even harder. I pushed my finger between her lips, making her gasp as I stroked it up over her opening. I teased it higher, collecting her dewey wetness and swirling it over her hard little clit. Callie moaned, sagging into me as she gasped in pleasure. I could feel her small hand sliding back between us, her fingers teasing over my throbbing hard cock as I teased her pussy.

      But I needed more.

      I moved her forward, onto the edge of the bed and onto her hands and knees. I groaned as dropped behind her, my fingers hooking into the edge of her panties. I pulled slowly, reverently, like I was unwrapping the best fucking present in the world. I slid them down over her ass, growling hungrily as all of her was revealed to me — her tight little cunt nestled so pink and slick between her pretty thighs.

      “Show me, love,” I growled. “Show me everything.”

      Callie gasped, trembling as she reached back and slid her hands over her ass.

      “Spread yourself open for me, my wife,” I groaned. “Show me that sweet little pussy and that gorgeous little ass.”

      She moaned, hands gripping tight as she did as I asked. The blood roared through me as I leaned forward like a man possessed. My hands slid up her thighs as I inhaled the intoxicating scent of her arousal. Fucking hell, I wanted to bottle that scent up so I could always have it.

      …Or maybe, I’d just have to bend her over and run my tongue over her little pussy all the damn time just to make sure I always had it. And I did just that.

      Callie cried out as my tongue teased over her lips, pushing into her opening and making her arch her back in pleasure. I groaned into her, tonguing her sweet cunt as the blood pounded through my veins. My cock lurched in my pants as I unbuttoned my shirt, tossing it away as my I pushed my tongue deep inside of her. I moved to her clit, swirling my tongue around her little bud and making her squeal in pleasure. I undid my pants in a fury, yanking my belt off and shoving my trousers down to free my aching cock. My hand wrapped around it, and I groaned into my wife’s tight little pussy as I started to stroke.

      I tongued her faster, and deeper, flicking my tongue across her clit and then pushing it deep into her opening. Callie went to pieces for me, crying her pleasure out to the room as she arched her back and pushed back to meet my mouth. I gripped her ass tight with one hand, pulling her back and forth on my tongue as I stroked my cock with the other. Thick white precum leaked from my crown, coating my dick with a slick wetness.

      I swirled my tongue over her little bud again and again, my hand gripping her ass tight and my thumb teasing over her asshole in slow little circles.

      This was my wife — my forever, and my everything. And I was going to show her exactly what I had in store for her for our lives — namely, making her come harder than she’d ever imagined, every single day.

      “Come on my tongue, baby girl,” I growled into her, groaning as I sucked at her aching clit. “Make this pretty little pussy come for me. Come for me, wife. Come for me now.”

      I wrapped my lips around her clit and darted my tongue back and forth across it as I hummed into her. And suddenly, Callie shattered for me.

      She screamed as the orgasm exploded through her, her entire body trembling in pleasure as it shook through her. She moaned, trembling and bucking her hips against my mouth as I tongued her right through the climax, teasing her in slow, melting circles as she gasped and came apart.

      She collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air and giggling as I stood and kicked my pants away.

      “Oh my God,” she gasped, groaning as she rolled onto her back. “Are you trying to kill me on day one of our marriage?”

      Marriage. I growled hungrily at the word, feeling my heart race and swell with love for this girl. This was my wife — now and for always. Mine and mine alone. I groaned as I stalked into the bed over her, making her gasp and shiver, her eyes flashing fire as she bit her lip. I moved over her slowly, covering her with my much larger frame. My hands slid up into her hair, and when I kissed her fiercely, I knew all was right in the world.

      The rest I’d figure out later. No, the rest we’d figure out later, as husband and wife.

      I reached between us, wrapping my fist around my cock and sliding it up between her thighs. Callie moaned quietly as I slid the throbbing head over her velvety-soft lips, her hips raising as if to coax me inside.

      I growled, stroking myself as I looked into her eyes. Big drops of my sticky precum dropped from my swollen head, trickling across her pussy and her thighs. I used the head to tease her clit, making her gasp quietly as her hand slid up my biceps. I nudged my cock back down, pushing it gently against her slick opening.

      “This won’t hurt much, angel,” I whispered.

      “I don’t think it’ll hurt at all,” she said shyly. “I rode horses.”

      I smiled as I pressed my lips to hers, nudging the head between her lips and feeling her gasp.

      “And now you’ll ride me.”

      “My stallion,” she gasped.

      I eased into her, groaned at how unbelievably tight she was. So slick, and so tight, so wet, and so ready for me to claim that sweet cherry.  Pushed the head deeper against her opening, feeling her hot little cunt slowly open for me.

      “My king,” she whispered, moaning deeply.

      I pushed in further, feeling my head slowly start to slip inside as her greedy cunt started to suck me inside.

      “My love,” she breathed.

      My lips crushed to hers, and suddenly, I pushed inside. Callie gasped, clinging to me tightly and moaning as I started to ease myself deeper. I kissed her fiercely, swallowing her moans of pleasure as I started to sink every inch of my cock deep inside of her. I pushed deeper, groaning into her as her slick, heavenly pussy swallowed me up, until with a groan, I sank the rest of the way to the hilt.

      Callie moaned, clinging to me tightly as she rocked her hips against me. I rocked against her, grinding my cock deep inside and making her cry out. Her legs wrapped around my muscled waist, her tongue swirling with mine.

      “And now you’re mine, angel,” I groaned. “Now and forever.”

      “All yours,” she whispered fiercely into my lips, kissing me as her hips arched into me.

      Slowly, I pulled my hips back sliding every slick, thick inch of my big cock from the tight confines of her perfect pussy. I left just the fat, swollen head inside, throbbing and pulsing with need for her as precum leaked from my crown. My eyes locked with her, and I watched her jaw drop as I slowly eased every single inch back in, deeper and deeper until I was sheathed inside of her.

      “Feel me stretch this little pussy wide, my love. Feel your walls gripping me so tight, like they’re memorizing the feel of me inside of you.”

      I reached between us, my fingers rolling over her clit as I slowly drew back, and then pushed back in. I groaned, muscles clenching tight as I started to drive in and out, feeling her tight, slick walls grip me with every thrust, her legs pulling me back inside. She cried out, throwing her head back as she clung to my neck, rolling her hips as I started to fuck her harder, and faster. The wet sounds of us coming together, and of my groans, her whimpers of pleasure filled the room, driving me on as I cupped her cheek, kissed her fiercely, and claimed her sweet little pussy as mine.

      “You feel so fucking good,” she moaned, clinging to me as she gasped in pleasure. “God you fill me up so much.”

      “And it’s all yours, angel,” I growled. “All of me is all yours, forever.”

      “Husband,” she moaned.

      “Wife,” I hissed back, pumping my cock deep inside of her as she cried out.

      Suddenly, I grabbed her, and she gasped loudly as I quickly rolled us over, me on my back with her perched on top of me. She groaned, biting her lip and wrinkling her brow in ecstasy as she rocked her hips, feeling me so fucking deep inside of me.

      “Ride that thick cock, baby girl,” I growled, my hands sliding to her ass and gripping it possessively. “Bounce that sweet little cunt up and down every inch of me. I want to feel you take every inch of that cock. I want to feel you stretch so good around me, and coat my balls with your sweet honey. And then I want you to come for me, angel. I want you to come all over your husbands big, thick, fat cock.”

      Callie cried out, raising her hips and moaned as she sank back down. Her fingers dug into my chest as she started to slide up and down, her tight little cunt gripping me and clinging to me so sweetly with every single bounce. I leaned up, wrapping my lips around one pink, achingly hard nipple and teasing it with my tongue. My fingers dug into her ass, and I groaned into her skin as I felt her start to bounce up and down on my cock faster and faster.

      “Just like that, angel,” I growled, muscles clenching and rippling as I fought to hang on. “Take every inch. Make that pretty pussy bounce on my cock until that sweet girl cum drips down my balls.”

      She screamed, rocking faster, and bouncing up and down on every single inch of me. He whole face contorted in pleasure, the flush spreading from her face to her breast, and her perfect cunt gripping me like a slick, velvet vise.

      I could feel my cum boiling in my balls, my cock throbbing harder than it ever had with my need to fill her — my need to mark her with my seed until my cum was dripping down her legs.

      “Every inch, love,” I groaned, jaw clenching as my fingers dug into her. Her whole body trembled, her moans gasping and broken as she bucked up and down on me faster and faster, her tight little cunt swallowing up every inch with every thrust.

      “Hayden,” she moaned, her hair falling across her face as she rode me wildly. “I’m— oh God, I’m going to…”

      “Come, angel,” I gritted out through clenched teeth, my cock swelling up even bigger and my balls tingling with the need for release. “Come for me, my love. My everything. My wife.”

      Callie screamed, and suddenly, her entire body spasmed up as the wave crashed over her. She went wild, bouncing up and down on me like a woman possessed as her whole body shook and trembled with orgasm. I roared, grabbing her hips so tight and driving every single inch of me as deep as I could as I suddenly let go. She cried out, feeling my thick cum explode deep inside of her, pumping her pussy full of my sticky load and splashing it against her womb. The two of us clung to each other, grinding into each other until slowly, we collapsed onto the bed.

      I kept my arms around her, pulling her close and kissing her hungrily, my cock still lodged where I never wanted to not be.

      “Thank you for my wedding gift,” she whispered, a big grin on her face as she leaned down to kiss me softly.

      “Happy wedding day, love,” I groaned back, my hands stroking her skin. This was everything. She was everything.

      “So, what happens now? Do we just leave?”

      “Do you want to leave?”

      “Uh, yes,” she snorted, before suddenly frowning.

      “What is it?”

      “My…” She shook her head.

      “Tell me, angel,” I said softly.

      “My parents, and our kingdom.” She swallowed. “This is actually pretty selfish of me. I mean, Milton was—”

      “Not going to pay your parent’s debts,” I growled, my face darkening.

      Callie look up, frowning. “But that was the deal. I mean that’s why I was supposed to marry him.”

      “And he lied, angel.”

      Anton hadn’t just brought me a helicopter and Father Patrick. He’d brought me intel. New intel that changed everything. I’d been monitoring and observing Milton for some time now, and my team of investigators had finally cracked through to see behind the public curtain he tended to hide behind. And Milton hadn’t been planning on paying Callie’s parents a dime. The whole thing had been a sham to get her. He had money alright — he’d even given them a small loan or two already. But her father and mother weren’t going to see a single cent after he’d had Callie legally tied to him, and there were memos and documents to prove it.

      Oh, but that wasn’t all. Anton had brought me the golden bullet that I was going to use to bring Milton down. The tech team working on the phone recovered from the smugglers plane had worked fast, and what they’d come up with?

      Well, it was going to change everything. I’d stolen the bride he never deserved. And now, I had everything I needed to take take him down.

      Immediately.

      No loose ends. No bullshit with him coming after me, or after her.

      No, Callie was mine, and I was going to make damn sure of that.

      Callie’s jaw dropped as I told her everything, her head shaking side to side as she took it all in.

      “So, now what? What happens now?”

      I smiled, kissing her softly. “Now, wife of mine,” I purred. “Now we get out of here. But first, I need to go unseat a king.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        Hayden

      

    
    
      I had no fear. Not a single ounce of it. I wouldn’t have had any without what I knew anyways, but with her hand in mine, I knew I was invincible. I stormed into King Milton’s banquet hall, packed with his guests all milling around before the wedding was to start. But then, there wasn’t going to be one.

      …They’d already missed it.

      Conversations stopped, jaws dropped, and a mix of shocked and curious looks followed us as I strode across the floor towards Milton’s table, perched up on a dais looking out over the floor. The king himself was red-faced and sweating, already looking completely drunk as he slugged back a beer and wrapped an arm around the waist of a pretty but horrified looking kitchen worker.

      He turned when he noticed me, his grin stretching across his face. “Ahhh, Hayden!” He chuckled, seemingly oblivious to the fact that two thirds of the hall was quiet and staring at us. Or to the fact of who’s hand I was holding.

      “Come, have a drink with—”

      His words faltered, and his eyes narrowed at Callie, standing there at my side — unhidden, unafraid, and holding my hand — a glittering diamond ring on hers.

      “The fuck is this,” he snarled, the smile dropping from his face. He staggered his bulk to his feet, his face turning beet red.

      “Take your hand away from my bride!”

      I smiled thinly, shaking my head. “You do mean my bride, don’t you?”

      He looked confused, his piggy eyes darting around the room before he narrowed them at me again.

      “What’s the meaning of this?”

      “The meaning is,” Callie spat, stepping forward. “I’m not marrying you. I’ve never wanted to, even if I was willing to pretend in order to save my kingdom. But then, you weren’t going to pay those debts anyways, were you?”

      His face grew a darker shade of red, eyes darting wildly as he sputtered.

      “You lying, slanderous, treasonous son of a bitch! Guards!” he bellowed, sweeping the food and the dishes in front of him onto the floor. “Arrest this—”

      “It seems I have a number of your planes, Your Highness.”

      “Wait.”

      King Milton’s voice was quick, his hand raised to stop the guards advancing on us.

      “What did you just say?”

      I smiled thinly. “I said it seems I have a number of your planes. They are your planes, are they not? Your planes, your dummy corporations? Your drugs?” I spat the last part out, my fury rising inside.

      That’s what Anton’s team had found. All of the drugs flooding into my country and poisoning my people came from one place and one man: King Milton. It seems his long goal was to cripple my country — to create enough crime and chaos that we’d be destabilized enough to need to reach out for help. And help he’d give, with strings attached, until he was pulling on so many of them that he’d be running the Kingdom of Rince.

      That ended now.

      “I— no, that’s—”

      “Lies? Slander?”

      I bared my teeth at him. “We have documents, conversations, paperwork, bank records, all of it.”

      I have to admit, the smile on my face when I watched the color drain from his was satisfying as fuck.

      “Before you start to grovel,” I hissed at him. “No, I’m not going to go to war with you. That isn’t me anymore, and I’ve left that part of my life behind.”

      I squeezed Callie’s hand — my wife’s hand — tight, and knew it was true That part of me was over. I’d left the fighting behind years before, but with her at my side, I knew it was permanently behind me. Besides, what would war do except punish the people unfortunate enough to live under Milton’s thumb? No, war wasn’t the answer. Targeting him was though.

      “See, I don’t have to go to war with your entire country, Milton,” I growled. “I just have to target you. And I have.”

      His eyes went wide, his face completely white.

      “The United Nations, the Hague, and the international Royal Council all have the documents my team uncovered, and I’m fairly sure you’re in violation of just about a dozen international laws.”

      “No, that’s—” Milton stumbled over his words, shaking his head. “No, Hayden, you’re—”

      “Punishing the man who’d have sought to hurt my bride,” I spat. “Yes, you’re right.” I curled my lips into a smile, nodding at the food he’d strewn across the floor. “I’d start saving my food if I were you, Your Highness. You’re about to get hit with frozen accounts and every international embargo you can dream of.”

      “What do you want?” Milton whispered hoarsely. The room was silent around us.

      “Want?” I smiled. “No, Milton, this is no negotiation. And I already have everything I want.” My arm wrapped around Callie’s waist, and I pulled her into me, relishing the way Milton scowled.

      “Here’s the deal. Callie is mine. You never deserved someone like her anyways.”

      I could see him seething, biting his tongue as the anger welled up inside of him.

      “The drugs stop. Now. I know the international community is going to step in soon, but I mean right the fuck now. You stop making them, you stop giving them to my country, or to yours for that matter. Robling deserves a better leader.”

      “Well I’m their leader!” he spat angrily.

      “Which brings me to the third part,” I said quietly.

      Milton’s face paled.

      “You’re resigning. Today. You forfeit your throne, and let Robling decide on a new king.”

      Milton sputtered. “Excuse me?!”

      “You’re done,” I growled.

      “The fuck I am!”

      “The records are being released to your citizens as we speak. I’d suggest crawling away before they storm this castle and throw you out.”

      Milton sputtered in rage, fuming and snarling as he shook his head at me.

      “Keep the whore,” he spat. “You want her? She’s all—”

      He shrieked as I crossed the divide between us in half a second, yanked him by the collar across his banquet table and slammed my fist into his face.

      Twice.

      His guards stood right where they were.

      “You will mind your tongue when speaking to my wife,” I hissed into his ear before stepping away. Milton raised his head up, lip bleeding and his eyes wide as he stared at the two of us.

      “You— you married her?”

      “He did,” Callie tossed back.

      “On our wedding day?”

      “Yep,” she spat. “Yes, I did.”

      “You little lying wh—”

      His mouth snapped shut, and he cowered away as I snarled and stormed towards him, holding his hands up as if to stop me. A pathetic excuse for a king.

      “You will never even think about her again, are we clear?”

      Milton nodded, looking numb and lost.

      “I’m leaving now, Milton. And I’m taking my bride with me. Again, I would suggest leaving before your citizens come looking for your head, but hey,” I smiled. “Enjoy your party.”

      And with that, I turned, slipped my hand into hers, and strode out of the room, with my queen by my side.

      “Wait, actually…”

      I grinned as I turned to her, standing there as pure perfection in her white gown, with her eyes flashing that fierce fire and she smiled back at me.

      “Come here.”

      She giggled as I scooped her up into my arms, and when I tossed her over my shoulder, she shrieked and laughed even louder. And that’s exactly how I walked out of Milton’s palace — exactly how I said I would.

      …Out the front door, with her over my shoulder.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Anton had the large transport helicopter ready and waiting for us, sitting in the middle of Milton’s front lawns. I set Callie down onto the grass, wrapped my arms around her and kissed her for all I was worth — until neither of us could breathe, and we came apart panting.

      “Well that’s how you kiss your bride.”

      I whirled to see Sven sliding door to the chopper slide open.

      “Ready to get out of here?”

      “Absolutely,” I chuckled, squeezing Callie’s hand. “But wait, where are the rest of the—”

      He slid the door the rest of the way open, and both mine and Callie’s jaws dropped.

      Oh, there were my three friends, alright. But let’s just say, they weren’t alone. But then, that’s probably a story for another day.

      All that matters for this one is that I’d gotten what I came for.

      My bride.

      My queen.

      My love.

      Mine.

      On board, I pulled her into my lap, my lips locking with hers, and I damn well kissed her long and slow, as we flew off into whatever life threw our way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Callie

      

    
    
      I took a leap that day. I jumped off the ledge. Before, I could at least see where my life was going, even if I didn’t much like it. But then I met Hayden, and it all changed with one step from the ledge of what I knew.

      …And damn am I glad I jumped.

      Life doesn’t always give you a happy ending. I know that, and Hayden certainly knows that with what he’s seen in his life. But that just made us appreciate the one we were given even more. Because that’s exactly what we got, a perfect happy ever after.

      Hayden settled my parents’ debts. And not in the same way Milton was promising to, by just throwing money at the problem. No, Hayden sat down with my parents and made a plan. Well, no, first he sat down with my parents and apologized for never asking their permission. But I’m one-hundred percent sure they didn’t hold any grudge. They’d never liked the idea of me marrying King Milton, and they both knew of Hayden’s history quite well.

      Needless to say, they approved wholeheartedly of my eleventh-hour choice of husbands. We threw a second “wedding,” this time with family and close friends on my parents’ grounds, and it was as magical as the first time in that small room with Father Patrick.

      Oh, but it was after that that Hayden sat down to look at how to help with Arbor’s financial situation. Eventually, they set up a trade pact with the two kingdoms, one that brought money to Arbor, and better jobs and schools to Rince. As it happens, an economic partnership between the two kingdoms worked out fantastically. And with us being married, and the two kingdoms being bonded that way, the citizens of both places were ecstatic over the new deals.

      Milton obviously stepped down as King of Robling.

      Well, no that's not quite the way it happened. The true story is that after our failed wedding, Milton shut himself away in his quarters, which were then stormed by his own personal guard who offered him up to the international community. Yeah, the breaking news that their king was directly supplying drugs to war veterans, even in another kingdom, didn’t exactly sit well with them. He’s in prison right now, de-throned, de-crowned, and stripped of his money and titles. Drugs, corruption, organized crime — you name it. The people of Robling were not happy with him, and even with him in prison, a special congress was assembled to officially remove him as king.

      Actually, they pretty much decided against a king at all going forward, and held elections for a prime minister instead.

      I became Queen of Rince, at King Hayden’s side. I also became queen of getting knocked up on the first try, in King Hayden’s bed. Yeah, that was a bit of a surprise, but honestly, we couldn’t be happier. He’s never said it outright, but I know there’s a part of Hayden behind that rough exterior that knows he missed out on having a family experience. With his parents dying young, and him spending the early part of being a man in the service fighting a war, there’s a part of him that’s come alive with the news of our soon-to-arrive baby girl.

      True to his word, Hayden carried me out the front door that day, over his shoulder in front of everyone. And true to his other word, there’s not a day that goes by without his sinful mouth, or his amazing fingers, or his perfect cock making me explode in so many ways I can’t even keep track. Like I said, we found our happy ending, and both of us are going to make sure we never forget that.

      And of course, we weren’t the only ones who found love that day of the wedding that never was. Riley, Faith, Lola and I — all four us walked away with something we weren’t expecting. In fact, Hayden and I are on our way to the wedding of another love story that bloomed that day…

      …But then, I think Lola would do a better job at telling her own story.

      All I know is, I found love and a new life where I was never expecting. I found the man who’d steal my heart — or maybe he’d found me. We have love, we have a family on the way, and we’ve got the rest of our lives with each other.

      That, and sex so good I can feel it in my toes.

      

      The End

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Goodies

        

      

    
    
      Hey there!

      If you made it this far, thanks so much for reading, and I truly hope it means you enjoyed this book! If you have, and wanted to leave a review, it would mean the world to me!

      As I tend to do with new releases, as a special thank you for picking up the new release edition of this book, I’ve included three other books of mine here for your reading enjoyment.

      If you’re done reading, or don’t want to dig into these freebies, that’s totally okay! You’re done! But, if you’d like to escape reality for just a little longer, scroll on for the dirty parts ;).

      On the following pages, you can find Stealing Beauty, another royal romance from my Possessing Beauty series, Doctor Babymaker, one sizzling hot doctor romance stuffed with baby-making hotness, and Dear Stepbrother, I Want You, another out-of-control alpha hero romance.

      Prince Magnum, Dr. Jackson Brody, and the very irresistible Channing Hensley are waiting for you!

      All of this and every book I write is for readers like you, and so I just want to say that your continued support means the world to me!

      Happy reading!

      <3,

      Madison

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Stealing Beauty

        

      

    
    
    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Stealing Beauty

        

      

    
    
      She’s been mine from the second I saw her. Tonight, I’ll make sure everyone knows that.

      The tabloids call me “Prince Magnum,” and it’s not because I’ve got a big kingdom.

      A royal “suitor’s ball”, full of single, untouched female royalty, should be a buffet for a man like me. It doesn’t matter what a woman’s bloodline is -- once I’ve set my sights on her, she’ll be on her knees in minutes.

      But that’s before I walk in and lock eyes with her. Princess Imogen.

      She’s sweet and untouched, with eyes that beg me to take her and an innocence that’s just waiting to be claimed. Once I’ve seen her, nothing is going to stop me from taking what’s mine…

      And Imogen will be mine.

      A “suitor’s ball” to find her a husband, huh?

      F*ck that.

      She’s been mine and only mine since the minute I laid eyes on her. And tonight, I’m going to make this princess my queen.

      

      *Please note that each of the Possessing Beauty books are completely standalone stories centered around one couple, with no cliffhangers.

      

      Stealing Beauty is a quick and filthy modern fairytale involving an utterly obsessed alpha hero and enough insta-love, kindle-melting steam, and sugary-sweetness to make your dreams come true. If you love over-the-top, slightly unrealistic, and wildly dirty stories, this one’s for you! HEA with NO CHEATING!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Imogen

      

    
    
      I took a shaky breath, my green eyes meeting my own gaze in the mirror. My lip quivered, and I could see the nervousness playing out in a pink blush across my cheeks. I took another breath, clenching my fists by my sides and closing my eyes. I’d been dreading that night for weeks, and now it was here.

      The ball. Specifically, the ball my father, King Lucian of Avlion was throwing for all “eligible bachelors and bachelorettes” across the kingdoms, now that he’d finally decided that his daughters were ready for marriage.

      Heck, or dating even, since neither myself nor my sisters had really done any of that either. And I was twenty.

      I knew my father meant the best for us — not letting his eighteen, twenty, and twenty-one year old daughters seek partners until now wasn’t some show of old-fashioned customs like my little sister Isla always said. He was really just protecting us, and giving us the time to have a proper view of the world before we started looking for someone to share our lives with. And besides that, most princes had horrid reputations as foul, filthy-mouthed womanizers.

      But that night should have been something I’d looked forward to, not secretly cringed about. After all, my parents had invited all sorts of princes from the neighboring kingdoms, including the absolutely dreamy Prince Chester of Montagne. I’d be an idiot to think I was the only single princess that had eyes on him, but he’d written my father three times over the last few weeks, mentioning how excited he was for the dance and to meet me.

      I know, I know. Believe me, I understand how out of touch it seemed in the modern world of cellphones and Facebook and snapchat to be throwing balls for princes and princesses to meet at, but hey, that's the word I was born into, and as much as Isla, and even my older sister, Ilana, poo-poo-ed the royal life we lived, I actually liked it.

      Well, except for tonight.

      Because, yes, Chester was coming, and yes, the whole palace had been done up beautifully for the ball, and yes, my bright chartreuse green gown, with the exposed shoulders and gold trim looked amazing and made my red hair and green eyes just pop.

      But there was a storm cloud hanging over tonight. A dark, filthy-mouthed, crude-talking, perverted, scandalizing, morally repugnant storm cloud. And this storm cloud had a name:

      Prince Magnus Jameson.

      The absolutely disgusting, tabloid-scandal-ridden prince of the kingdom of Zale.

      The absolutely gross, ridiculously cocky, impossibly arrogant, and unfairly gorgeous Prince Magnus.

      And I say unfairly, because it wasn’t fair. It wasn’t fair that someone that obnoxious, and with that much of a terrible reputation could also be hands down the most attractive, heart-stoppingly gorgeous man I’d ever laid eyes on. Thick dark brown hair, sharp, piercing blue eyes, and an absolutely melting smile perpetually across that perfect, chiseled, handsome face. Broad shoulders, powerful arms, and since I did unfortunately read the tabloids and see the pictures of him on various beaches and yachts, a body absolutely carved from marble.

      Prince Magnus, but then, the tabloids had a new name for him as of late.

      Prince Magnum.

      Take a guess what that was in reference to.

      I blushed in my bedroom mirror, shivering and quickly shutting my eyes again as the memory of that day came flooding back with the usual heat it always did. It’d been four weeks ago, and I never should have been there.

      My parents had believed I’d been going to southern Spain to do some homeless outreach in some of the poorer areas. After all, helping wherever I could with people that hadn’t had the completely random luck of being born into a kingdom like I had was one of my passion projects. And I had gone to one of the slums outside Valencia to help, but then I’d gone off itinerary.

      I’m not entirely sure why I’d lied to my pilot about my father being perfectly aware of me going to Ibiza. I’m not sure why I checked into a hotel under an assumed name, or why I’d bought the biggest pair of movie-star, incognito sunglasses and big brimmed hat I could find. Maybe it was because I’d just turned twenty, and I just wanted something exciting. I wanted to go a little crazy, I guess, for once.

      That’d lasted all of one day. I’d sunned by the pool, I’d had exactly two glasses of wine at the hotel bar, I’d gone upstairs to change to go out—

      And that’s when I’d been introduced to Prince Magnus.

      No, that’s when I’d been introduced to Prince Magnum.

      At first, I’d had a horrified thought that I’d somehow walked into the wrong penthouse suite. But there were only three suites like this at the hotel, and I knew I’d made a right off the elevator.

      I’d wanted to scream, but it was like I was frozen to the spot just staring at the sight that greeted me when I walked in. Frozen, scandalized, staring, and incredibly and horribly turned on.

      Because there, laying spread out and propped up in my bed, without a stitch of clothing on that absolutely gorgeous body, was Prince Magnus.

      …With every single inch of his…well, Magnum standing at attention.

      I’d felt the heat in my face, not to mention other places as my eyes had just dropped to his absolutely enormous… thing, pulsing rock hard between his legs. Every instinct to scream, or turn and flee, or even look away just vanished as I stared at him, as if I was hypnotized.

      There’s no way that’s real.

      There just wasn’t, except the proof was sitting there with a cocky grin on his face, his hands behind his head, his rippling abs flexing, a smirk on his face, and the biggest cock I could have ever imaged throbbing between his legs.

      The tabloids usually blew stories out of proportion. Not this one. Not the “Prince Magnum” story.

      …If anything, they’d under-sold it.

      It was him that broke the silence.

      “You order some room service, Claire?” He’d said with a smug grin, rocking his hips just enough to make his huge dick wave a little in the air.

      I let out a little peeping sound, my hand flying to my mouth as my eyes had somehow gotten even bigger.

      Claire.

      He’d used my fake name — the one I used when trying to travel under the radar, or when I was in a less than perfectly safe area doing charity work. Or say, checking into party hotels in Ibiza, Spain, without my parent’s knowledge.

      “How—”

      The words weren’t forming, and my eyes still wouldn’t look away from his crotch.

      “How’d I get in here, since you haven’t had the chance to beg me to come up yet?” He chuckled arrogantly, flexing a little and flashing another gorgeous grin at me.

      I flushed a deeper red, the ridiculous cockiness of him hitting me like a wicked touch.

      “Yes— yes,” I finally got out, finally tearing my eyes away from his erection to stare him in the eye with a flush on my face. “How did you get in here?”

      He’d grinned. “You know who I am, beautiful?”

      Of course I did, and he saw it on my face before I could even come up with a lie.

      “What can I say?” He’d shrugged. “I saw you down by the pool earlier, and I knew I just had to have you. I own this hotel, so…” He’d shrugged again, his eyes dripping over my body and making me shiver with heat.

      “You can thank me later, sweetheart, but for now, why don’t you get that hot little ass over here and get a closer look.”

      My jaw had dropped.

      He’d just grinned, and before I even knew what was happening, he’d reached down and wrapped his hand around his thick cock.

      “You know you’re dying to ride the Magnum.”

      And that’s when I’d fled. That’s when I’d turned, somehow managed to grab my purse and a sundress from the closet, and run full-tilt out the door, barefoot, down six flights of stairs to the lobby, out to my driver, and immediately gone to the airport, and back to Avlion.

      That was four weeks ago, and I hadn’t stopped thinking about that arrogant man or what I’d seen between his legs ever since. And if life was fair, I’d have somehow pushed that memory out of my head and gone on with my life without ever seeing him again — the man who’d talked to me like no man ever had before, since he clearly didn’t know who I was.

      But tonight, Prince Magnus and I were going to be face to face again. Only this time, I wasn’t going to be “Claire,” who hung out by the Ibiza hotel pools in giant sunglasses and beach hats.

      This time, I was going to be me — Imogen Morningstar, Crown Princess of Avlion, twenty year old virgin, eligible bachelorette, and absolutely hypnotized by the most arrogant, most crude, most panty-meltingly gorgeous man I’d ever met.

      Tonight was going to be awful.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Magnus

      

    
    
      “Let’s head in there and find some soulmates,” I grinned to my friends, pumping my hips lewdly and eliciting a groan from the three of them. Caspian and Cade — the two Charming brothers, punched me in the shoulders as we all turned to head into King Lucian’s “suitor’s ball.”

      Cade and Caspian Charming, the twin princes of Marland, and our brooding, dark friend Prince Logan of Torsund, had been friends for pretty much ever. After all, we were young, phenomenally rich, good looking, and royalty — like, literal royalty, with the crowns and the palaces and everything. Technically, I wasn’t even a prince anymore. I, like my friend Logan to his kingdom of Torsund, was Prince Regent of Zale, which meant I was the reigning king, though not in title yet — not until I married.

      Hah — right. Except everyone on my council, and hell, probably every citizen of my country knew that’d never happen.

      The whole “kingdoms” and crowns and titles thing was dated, but I couldn’t exactly complain. Being born into the life and the blood-line I’d been born into had afforded me a life most could only dream of — lavish parties, luxury travel, and the ability to bed the hottest women on the planet with the crook of a finger.

      And I’d taken full advantage of every privilege this life had given me — especially that last one. I had a reputation to uphold, which is why I kept my lewd thrusting and cocky grin going until the other guys had turned to head up the stairs to King Lucian’s palace for the ball. Then, the grin dropped from my face and the dark cloud that’d been there, hidden for weeks, crept back.

      Because four weeks ago, I’d lost my mojo.

      Four weeks ago, I’d found a woman like none I’d ever met before. Beautiful beyond belief, poised, mysterious, and sexy as fuck. But most importantly?

      Immune to me.

      Okay, not entirely. I’d seen the way her eyes drank me in. I’d seen the flush in her face, the way her eyes had gone wide. I’d seen the way her nipples had hardened under that bikini top, too.

      But that’s where it’d stopped.

      Claire D’Claire. I’ll grant, it was a bizarre name, but I couldn’t have given a fuck what her name was after I’d seen her that day. I’d been on the balcony of my penthouse suite, gazing down at the beach and the pool below when I’d spotted her. Ibiza wasn’t really my scene — even for a party-guy like myself. But I’d started to try and take the business holdings I ran a bit more seriously, and since I did own that resort, I’d taken an impromptu trip down to the Spanish Island to take stock of how things were running.

      But then I’d seen her, and every bit of me trying to be rational and responsible went dashing away.

      Because holy fuck.

      The red hair caught my attention first, and the rest had just drawn me in. Gorgeous red locks, tucked up under that big sun-hat she wore. Porcelain skin, and a body that had my cock hard in seconds. Curves in all the right places, freckles, an ass I could sink my teeth into - all wrapped up in a tiny little powder blue bikini.

      I’d known right then and there that she’d be mine. After all, most women were, when I wanted them. But I wanted her harder than anything I could even remember. I wanted her so bad I actually felt my head spin and my heart skip a beat. And hell, I couldn’t even see her eyes behind those shades.

      This being my hotel, it didn’t take more than a phone call to get her name, to find out she was staying down the hall in one of the other penthouse suites, and that “why yes, Your Highness, a manager with a keycard will be right up.”

      Easy as pie.

      The plan was simple. Wait, show her the part of my body that seemed to attract chicks like a magnet, and let the good times happen. I’d always had the reputation, and the rumors had always flown, but lately, my rep had gone to new heights, after that tabloid had published a “tell all” from some duchess I’d had a fling with a few months back decided to talk to the media.

      After that, what I was packing between my legs wasn’t just rumor — it was headline news. “Prince Magnum,” they’d called me. I’d had a good laugh, enjoyed the rolled eyes and claps on the back from my buddies, and even enjoyed the extra attention the female population bestowed upon me.

      But after that, it’d just gotten annoying.

      But the plan that night in Ibiza had been simple: let myself into her room, wait, and when she walked in, greet her with my… package. After that, I’d had a pretty good feeling I’d be busy for the next day or so.

      The first parts had gone off perfectly. I’d stripped down and stroked my cock to full-mast thinking about stripping that tight little body of hers out of that bikini with my teeth. I’d laid on her bed, nursing a scotch, and I’d grinned when I heard the keycard in the door. Claire had walked in, her face had gone redder than her hair, her pouty lips had parted in a big O shape, and those big green eyes had dropped right to my dick.

      But then, the plan had fallen apart. Instead of jumping me and begging me to take her any way I pleased, like I’d imagined, she’d done just the opposite.

      She’d run the fuck away.

      Literally no woman had ever done that to me.

      I tried to shake it off. I’d gone back to my own room and collected myself, frowning as I dressed to go out. I’d hit the clubs, and I’d tried to lose myself in the eager, willing women who surrounded me, but it’d been useless.

      Something was broken in me. I had no interest in the girls draping themselves all over me, willing to bend over backwards to get just a taste of me. It suddenly seemed cheap, and boring. Fuck, I wasn’t even hard.

      I’d gone home alone that night. And the night after. And the one after that.

      I’ll skip to the end: I’d gone home alone for the last four weeks, ever since I’d laid eyes on Claire.

      She’d possessed me somehow. She’d captivated me, and hooked me deep like I didn’t think I could be hooked. After all, there were a lot of willing women in the world, and I had ten solid inches for each of them.

      Not anymore, apparently. Because apparently, my magnum only got hard at the thought of one woman now.

      Oh, right, and she didn’t exist. The reason Claire D’Claire sounded like too weird of a name for someone to have was because it was too weird of a name for someone to have. The name was bullshit, and the room had been paid for via an encrypted online transfer that even I couldn’t glimpse at.

      All I had was a fake name, a memory of her burning into my head, and the few things she’d left in the room when she’d run — some clothes, her orange blossom scented shampoo, and her high-heels. Well, one of them at least. I had one shoe of hers, as if this was some sort of fucking fairytale.

      Of course, a fairytale wouldn’t involve me wrapping the pair of panties she’d left behind around my cock and stroking myself until I’d emptied my balls at the memory of her.

      I’d done it about two dozen times since that night.

      I shook my head as I followed my friends up the front steps to the palace.

      Of course, I had a reputation to uphold, especially to my three best friends. Hell, I was Prince Magnum. I dropped panties left and right, and I bedded a different woman nightly. The fact that I’d been lying to by best friends about this for weeks, and literally making up fake hook-ups was depressing, not to mention sad. But I couldn’t tell them the truth. I couldn’t tell them I was hung up on some mystery girl I’d never even slept with — one who’d left me a fake name, a few pairs of panties, shampoo, and a shoe.

      This night was going to suck. I was going to have to fuck around and pretend I was trying to get into the panties of a bunch of random princesses. I didn’t really pay attention to the latest who’s who of the royalty in the world, and though I knew of King Lucian of course, I knew his daughters mostly stayed out of the limelight, and certainly out of the tabloids.

      Wonderful. I was going to have to dance and flirt with a cloud of prudish, plain-jane, shut-in princesses all night, all while my head and my heart was stuck on my mystery Claire.

      The storm clouds around my head only darkened, my mood only souring as we stepped down the lavish hallways of the palace towards the sounds of the crowd in King Lucian’s enormous ballroom. I grabbed two champagnes off a waiter’s tray, slugging back one and keeping the second as I took a deep breath and stepped in. Time to put on my mask, act the part, and —

      And whoa.

      My heart jumped in my chest. My head spun. My whole world stopped for a second. My cock throbbed rock hard in my tuxedo pants.

      Impossible. It wasn't possible. She wasn’t real. She didn’t even exist, to the point where if I didn’t have her shoe and her panties, I’d assume she’d been a figment of my imagination.

      Expect here she was. Here, in Avlion, at King Lucian’s suitor’s ball, standing with some other girls, looking fucking radiant and gorgeous and sexy as hell in that green and gold dress, with her red hair falling around her shoulders and her green eyes sparkling. My mystery girl.

      Claire D’Claire.

      I was aware of slugging back the rest of my champagne, pushing away from Caspian and Cade, even though they were talking to me about something or other, and stalking right across the ballroom towards her.

      I ignored everything else. I didn’t even see anything else as I shouldered my way right through people towards her. I was a few steps away, when suddenly, she turned, and her eyes went wide.

      Oh, she remembered me alright.

      She’d run from me once, but Claire D’Claire, or whoever she really was, wasn’t getting away from me again. Tonight, she’d be mine, come hell or high water.

      “You,” I growled, stepping into her and feeling my blood run hot at the sound of the gasp from her lips.

      “Hi,” she barely whispered, her eyes wide, her cheeks rosy and pink.

      I’d ignored the tall blonde and the shorter, black-haired girl standing beside her, but the blonde cleared her throat, clearly recognizing me.

      “Um, Imogen, this is—”

      “I know who he is,” she said quickly, her lips quivering as she stared at me.

      Imogen?

      I was still frowning when the blonde curtsied and put her hand out. “Welcome to Avlion, Prince Magnus. I’m Ilana, King Lucian’s eldest daughter.”

      “Hey,” I mumbled, barely glancing at her, my eyes still locked on the mystery redhead in front of me as if daring her to disappear again.

      The blonde smiled. “And this is Princess Adele White, of Berne.”

      I was half tuning her out again, when she continued, and everything went upside down.

      “And this is my sister, Princess Imogen.”

      That’s when I froze. That’s when it was my turn for my jaw to drop, and my eyes to go wide. Slowly, I turned to the blonde, recognition spreading over my face as I realized she was Princess Imogen Morningstar.

      This is my sister.

      The other shoe dropped, and slowly, I turned.

      Claire D’Claire.

      Or else better known as Princess Imogen Morningstar, one of Lucian’s three daughters, and one of the reasons for this ball. My mystery girl was one of the famously virgin princesses of Avlion, and this ball tonight was to find her a suitor for marriage.

      Something primal growled inside of me.

      She’d run from me once, but that would not be happening again. Because tonight, I was going to make this princess mine and only mine. Find her a husband, huh?

      Fuck that.

      She’d been mine the second I saw her. Tonight, I’d make sure she knew that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Imogen

      

    
    
      No.

      No-no-no-no-no.

      This could not be happening.

      I knew he’d be there, of course, but I’d planned on spending the evening camped out by the wall pretending he didn’t exist and that I’d never seen what I’d seen. He, I was sure, would be camped out surrounded by giggling, flirty, slutty princesses — the kind of girls who went for guys like him. The kind of girls that somehow found filthy talking, crude, gorgeous, renowned-as-being-sex-gods type men attractive.

      I blushed.

      Yeah, jeez, who could find THAT attractive…

      I glanced up, shivering as I realized he was staring right at me. And of course, the heat pulsed through my face. The last time I’d seen this man, he’d been naked on my bed, with his cock in his hands and that grin on his face. He still had the same smug smile, though he was thankfully clothed this time.

      I wondered for a second if I really was that thankful before I mentally chastised myself.

      Of course I was.

      This night was going from bad to worse. First, this whole mess. Then, we’d arrived, and my younger sister, Isla, had immediately been pulled out onto the dance floor by Prince Logan Anders, of Torsund — a man with a reputation about as terrible as Magnus’s. Prince Logan — if you believed the rumors — was cursed. But whether you believed nonsense like that or not, you only had to look in the tabloids to see the way the once charming, upbeat, heartthrob of a prince had turned into, well, what they called him now.

      The beast.

      So, great. My secret shame was undressing me with his eyes from across the ballroom, my younger sister was off being eaten or whatever by Prince Logan the beast, and here I was, just wishing I could get through this night.

      “Evening, Princess.”

      That voice.

      My eyes snapped up from their gaze at the floor to see him standing right in front of me, that damn smirk on his face, those blue eyes flashing fire.

      “Prince Magnus,” I said curtly.

      “My close friends call me Magnum, actually,” he purred, moving closer to me — way too close, as if we were at some pick-up bar and not a royal function at my father’s palace. I moved back, only to find the ballroom wall at my back.

      Damnit.

      “I’ll have to remember that,” I said icily. “Magnus,” I added, pointedly.

      Ilana coughed beside us, clearing , or at least trying to clear the tension between us.

      “Do you two, um—”

      “Nope,” I said quickly.

      Crap, too quickly. I felt my oldest sister’s eyes on me. Yep, I’d be getting interrogated on that one later.

      “Are you sure?” he said with that damn grin on his face. “You do look awfully familiar. I feel like we’ve met somewhere.”

      “I doubt that, and I look familiar because you know my father.”

      “No, no, that’s not it,” he said with this big elaborately mimed thinking face. “No, I think it was… hmm, where was it that we met?”

      “No where,” I said icily.

      Ilana cleared her throat again. “So, I’m going to go get some, uh, punch or something.”

      Yeah, I wasn’t hiding my disdain for Magnus or the awkwardness of this meet in the slightest bit, and she’d caught on.

      “I’ll go with you.”

      “Actually,” his hand shot out, grabbing my bare arm. I shivered at the sudden electric shock that traveled right through my body. It centered on that touch and fizzled through every single inch of me. I whirled back at him, my breath catching as those stunning blue eyes caught mine.

      “I’d love a dance.”

      I frowned. “Excuse me?”

      Magnus grinned. “It is a ball, right?”

      ““It is, but I’d rather—”

      “Oh, go dance,” Ilana nudged me.

      I glared daggers at her that said  “I’ll kill you later,” but she either didn’t catch it or ignored it.

      “Chester will be here soon, and—”

      I gasped as I suddenly felt Magnus just pull me away, marching us towards the dance floor.

      “Get your hands off of— oh!”

      I gasped as he suddenly spun me, and before I knew it, his arm was around my waist and pulling me right against him. I gasped again as my palms hit his thickly muscled chest through his tuxedo, my eyes going wide as they flicked up to his.

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

      I almost shrieked as he suddenly spun us and dipped me low. My heart leapt into my throat, and I  felt a tingling sensation flicker through parts of my body it shouldn’t have.

      “Dancing,” he growled, yanking me back up, his lips by my ear. “That is what people do at a ball, right?”

      “Some people, maybe, not us,” I hissed back.

      “I beg to differ.” He chuckled, spinning me and dipping me once again, grinning as I flushed and gasped again.

      “You do that a lot.”

      “What?”

      “Act scandalized.”

      “You are scandalizing. You’re scandal personified, if the tabloids are to be believed,” I said icily.

      “And are they? To be believed? Can't trust everything you read, Princess.”

      I instantly flushed, thinking about the enormous appendage thrusting up from his body lying in my bed back at the hotel. Apparently, you could believe some things in the tabloids.

      “What are you doing here,” I muttered, trying to swallow the heat from my face.

      “Looking for a bride. A soulmate,” he said with a grin.

      I rolled my eyes. “Please, you?”

      “Yep.”

      He said it flatly, without a hint of sarcasm, and I bit my lip as my eyes narrowed at him.

      “What are you really doing here?”

      “Honestly?”

      “I asked.”

      “I came here because I had to. Because it was expected of me,” he said quietly, turning us in time to the string quartet in the corner of the ballroom. “And then I found Claire.”

      I blushed.

      “And here’s the thing, Princess,” he growled, suddenly pulling me tight against him and making my pulse skip a beat.

      “I’ve been thinking about Claire for four solid weeks now. In fact, I can’t think of anything else. Or anyone else. She consumes me,” he growled. “She’s taken over my mind.”

      “Pity she doesn’t exist,” I said flatly. “She’s not real.”

      “I beg to differ.”

      I gasped as I felt his hand grab my ass — right there on the dance floor.

      “I think she’s very real.”

      I gasped, jerking away from him and knocking his hand away.

      “Are you insane?”

      He smirked. “Maybe?”

      “You do not touch a princess like that!”

      “Oh, so you’re not Claire D’Claire?”

      I rolled my eyes.

      “I suppose I could ask your father why you use that name when you stop by Ibiza.”

      I quickly shook my head, and he grinned at my paling face.

      “Oh now, what’s this?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Let me guess, fake name means Daddy didn’t know you were there?”

      I blushed.

      “Naughty little girl,” he purred.

      Heat bloomed between my legs at his words, and I quickly took a breath of air as I stepped away from him.

      “We have to stop dancing now.”

      “They’re still playing.”

      “Well, I’m waiting for someone.”

      I saw his eyes flash fire. “Who,” he growled, as if this was offending him.

      “My boyfriend.”

      His jaw tightened. “Boyfriend.”

      I nodded, swallowing and hoping the lie wasn’t so obvious on my face. Chester was not my boyfriend, at all. We’d only spoken once or twice, actually, and in large formal functions.

      I didn’t even know why I said it.

      “Who,” Magnus growled.

      I chewed my lip. “Prince Chester, of—”

      Magnus laughed, loudly.

      “Montagne?” He chuckled.

      I scowled at him. “Yes.”

      “His name rhymes with molester.”

      I rolled my eyes.

      “There’s no way a girl like you is dating a guy like that.”

      I frowned. “Pardon me?!”

      He just grinned.

      “And just what the hell is that supposed to mean?”

      “It means Chester is a fucking dork, and you’re the most gorgeous girl I’ve ever seen, and if you’re dating that fucking guy, the world is out of fucking balance, Princess.”

      I blushed, looking away.

      “Dance with me.”

      “Why?”

      “Because you’ve seen me naked.”

      My face went hot as I whirled and started to walk away. But his hand grabbed me again, and then I shivered as he pulled me against him, his lips by my ear.

      “Besides that though,” he purred, turning me to face him. “Because putting my hands on you, and feeling you close to me, and seeing that fire in your eyes?”

      I felt the heat creeping back in places it shouldn’t, feeling his eyes burning right into me.

      “Because those are the best things I’ve ever felt in my life.”

      I shook my head, clearing it from the magic he was whispering. This was, after all, Magnus Jameson, who was infamous for saying things like this to girls in order to get them to, well, you know.

      And I would not be one of his conquests, thank you very much.

      “That’s so sweet,” I said, adding an extra flirt to my voice, and batting my eyes at him.

      He grinned triumphantly, thinking he’d won me over.

      “Now, tell, me,” I said with a dramatic sigh. “How many girls have you said those exact words to?”

      He frowned. “None, those were—”

      “Please, spare me the line okay?” I forced a laugh. “Not interested.”

      “Yes you are.”

      I whirled back, my jaw dropping

      “Excuse me?”

      “You are,” he said smugly. “Interested, that is.” His eyes dropped to the front of his tuxedo pants before looking back at me and winking.

      My jaw dropped as I shook my head.

      “You’re disgusting.”

      “And you’re all I’ve fucking thought about since that night,” he growled yanking me against him.

      “I—”

      “And I know you’ve thought of me.”

      “You don’t know a thing about me.”

      “There’s where you’re wrong, Princess. I know that deep down, you’re just dying to drop the good girl act and get a little wild.”

      “No I’m no—”

      “It’s why you went on vacation without telling Daddy. It’s why you used a fake name. It’s why you couldn't take your eyes off my cock back there in the—”

      I don’t remember telling my brain to slap him, but I did anyways.

      I gasped after I did, snatching my palm back and my jaw dropping as the redness spread across his cheek.

      He didn’t even move.

      He didn’t scowl.

      He didn’t bring a hand up to touch it.

      He just grinned at me,

      “See now, that was bad.”

      He pulled me close, making me tumble right into him.

      “Now let’s see what else we can do that’s bad,” he purred.

      I pulled away, whirled, and ran.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Magnus

      

    
    
      “Did I just see you talking to—”

      “Yes.”

      Caspian cleared his throat, sipping a drink. “I might remind you that this is not the venue for you to pull your usual shit with girls?”

      “Oh, it’s not?” I said sarcastically,

      “And not with King Lucian’s fucking daughter,” he hissed, shooting me a look.

      “Relax, Charming.”

      Caspian Charming and his brother Cade were twins. Blonde, blue eyed, good boys. I smirked, thinking of the nickname Logan had given them: the Ken dolls.

      They weren’t that good, to be honest. I’d known them long enough to know they just looked like good little golden princes, when really, those two were just as dirty as me. Well, almost. I’d seen them take home enough women — women to share, at that.

      Still, they did better at functions like this than me. Being “Princely” was always tough for me. I’d rather have a few more drinks than I should. Laugh a little louder. Dance a little crazier. Stay up a little later.

      Caspian and his brother though, they knew the parameters, and they knew how to look perfect within them.

      Assholes.

      “So, you weren’t just flirting with Imogen Morningstar?”

      “No, of course not.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “Oh, what?”

      His eyes flicked past me. “Nothing. So if you weren’t, you won’t be pissed that some other dude just took over for you with her on the dance floor?”

      I whirled, my face tightening into a frown, and when I saw the fucking douche talking to her, it went into a scowl.

      Prince Chester Bught, of Montagne. I mean the guy’s name was butt, for fuck’s sake. Different spelling, but give me a break. How the hell was a girl like Imogen — someone as absolutely perfect who’d haunted my dreams for the last four weeks and controlled my cock through some sort of witchcraft — talking to an absolute tool like him?

      It made no sense. And the longer I looked at them, the more pissed it made me, until pissed turned to furious.

      Fuck this guy, she was mine. And I knew deep down, she knew she was mine. I might have been under her spell, but she’d fallen under the same thing — I could see it in the way she looked at me, like she was scared of what being near me brought out in her.

      I spent far too long in life jumping from bullshit to bullshit, and never finding something real. I'd’ looked at this girl, and it’d felt more real than anything ever before. Now, having touched her, however quickly, however sarcastically, and however much she was scowling at me?

      Oh, she was mine alright, I just had to show her.

      I grit my teeth as I watched her laugh at something fuckwad said to her, before she curtseyed and walked away. I watched her float across the ballroom floor, my eyes flicking back to him and narrowing at the way he checked out her ass as she left the room.

      I slammed my drink back and started to head his way.

      “Mags,” Caspian hissed.

      I ignored him.

      Imogen Morningstar belonged to me. And it was time to tell assholes like Chester Bught to keep his fucking eyes off what was mine.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Enjoying yourself?”

      Chester whirled at the sound of my voice right behind him. He stumbled a little, glancing up at me since I towered above him.

      “What?”

      Jesus this guy was less princely than me.

      “I asked if you were enjoying yourself.”

      He stammered. “Oh, uh, yes. Prince Magnus, isn’t it?”

      “It is.”

      He smiled, like we were chums.

      “Wonderful ball isn’t it?”

      I didn’t say a word, I just glared at him.

      “And princess Imogen is just lovely isn’t she—”

      “Walk away.”

      He frowned, his stupid face looking confused.

      “Pardon me?”

      “Walk. Away,” I growled, stepping right into his face.

      “Prince Magnus, I’m not sure what you—”

      “Princess Imogen and I are engaged,” I said flatly.

      He blinked. “Wait, what?”

      “We’re engaged,” I bullshitted again. “So I would appreciate it if you kept your fucking eyes off of her.”

      He paled, shaking as I growled down into his face.

      “Oh, I’m— yes, of course, Magnus. I had no idea! Well congratula—”

      “I’d like you to leave the party.”

      He frowned. “Pardon me?”

      “You’ve offended me. Get the fuck out.”

      He stared at me again like I was crazy. I took step towards him, flashing my teeth, and the guy turned and scooted away.

      I wanted to grin, but I kept my hard face on until I saw him and his people heading for the exit. Then I grinned, before whirling and scanning the room

      Now, to find my princess…

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Imogen

      

    
    
      I smoothed my dress down in the floor to ceiling mirror in the lavish bathroom, glancing over my reflection. Our own quarters were much more modern, but the amenities around this level of the castle, near the ballroom and in the areas where tours came through, were gilded as if we were still in the 18th century. Italian marble floors and counters, intricately tiled walls, gold finish on the hardware, lit by flickering candelabras.

      I shook as I smoothed the dress, thinking of him — of his hands on me. Of his voice in my ear. The smell of him The thoughts he made me feel inside.

      God, I’d been thinking horrible, wicked thoughts of him since that day in the hotel room. I hadn’t stopped thinking about him, or his — well, his cock since that night.

      The thought made me blush.

      And it hadn’t just been thinking. In the darkness of my room late at night, more than a few times over the last month, I’d let go as the thoughts of that moment came back to me. I’d let my legs open under my sheets. I’d let my fingers explore. I’d let a thumb brush my clit, a finger slip inside my slick pussy as I’d thought about Magnus and his enormous cock.

      He was so gross, and so crude, and so wrong. And yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about him, or fantasizing about him and his enormous tool. It was like he’d hooked me with a spell, and I couldn’t break free. I couldn’t close my eyes without thinking of his perfect body stretched out on my hotel room bed, which of course, made me horribly and terribly wet.

      Every time.

      Yes, his reputation was nose-wrinkling, but there was also something about it that was so damn tempting and alluring.

      …A man like that knew what he was doing. A man like that knew what he wanted and knew exactly how to treat a girl — even one like me who’d never done anything but a quick peck on the cheek.

      Ridiculous, right? I mean I was twenty years old for crying out loud.

      My cheeks grew pink in the bathroom mirror as I imagined the other scenario I’d thought of. The one where I didn’t run from that hotel room like a total freak, and instead, been bold. The daydream where I’d been wild instead.

      Instead, I imagined what would have happened if I’d just gone to him, and let him tear the bikini from my body and ravish me anyway he chose to.

      The size of him scared me, but it also got my blood pumping hot like liquid fire. I couldn’t even imagine how something like that fit inside something as small and as tight as my untouched pussy, but damn had I spent the last few weeks trying to imagine it.

      I shook my head. This was silly, and gross. I needed to get back to the ball, go talk to Chester and—

      The door swung open, and I gasped as I whirled.

      “You can’t be in here!”

      I backed away from him, my back to the mirror. Magnus smiled hungrily at me as he stepped inside, closing the door behind him.

      “But I am in here,” he shrugged. “Bad logic.”

      “No I mean—” I scowled at him, hoping it hid the desire in my face. “You know what I mean, you’re not allowed in here.”

      “Sweetheart,” he growled stepping closer to me. My breath caught as he turned and locked the door behind him.

      He turned back, his eyes burning fire right into mine. “I’m a prince. I’m bad at doing what people tell me to do.”

      “I— I have a boyfriend.”

      “Do you now. Chester the molester out there?”

      I bit my lip to stop from laughing, but then I was gasping as he moved even closer.

      “Yes, him,” I said quickly.

      “I don’t think Chester would know what to do with you.”

      “Oh and you would?”

      “Yes, I would,” he said evenly. “Tell me this, Princess. What’s got you soaking wet right now — Chester or thinking of me and that night in the hotel?”

      My jaw dropped. “I am not — oh my God you are—”

      “I think you are.”

      I whirled on him, my chest rising and falling quickly. “You’re disgusting.”

      “Doesn’t change how dripping wet that pussy is for me.”

      He grinned as my face grew even darker. “Admit it, princess,” he growled, moving closer. “You’ve been thinking of me ever since that night.”

      I shook my head.

      “Don't lie.”

      “I have not—”

      “I have,” he husked, his eyes fierce. “And I haven’t stopped thinking of you since that night. You’re all I can fucking think about.”

      He moved closer, his hands going to each side of me against the mirror. I bit my lip, looking into his gorgeous face.

      “You’re in deep, and I can’t figure out how to get you out. And I know you feel the same.”

      My heart pounded, my body shivering at his nearness.

      He was right.

      I hated that he was, but he was right. I hadn’t stopped thinking about this crude, cocky man for weeks now. I’d craved his touch, and I‘d wanted nothing more than to relive that night and do it differently. And here I was locked in a bathroom with him, the promise of that chance lingering on his lips.

      “I—” I panted. “Chester—”

      “Forget Chester,” he growled. “I promise you, Chester does not know what you want, and what you need.”

      “And you do?”

      “Damn right I do,” he husked, and I whimpered out loud.

      He moved against me, his hand coming up to tease over my hip. I whimpered again.

      “Tell me to walk away, and I’ll leave you alone, for good. I’ll leave you to your Chester and the boring life you could have with that asshole. But if you don’t tell me to walk away...” He moved his mouth close to my ear, his breath teasing over my neck and making me moan.

      “If you don’t, then I promise I’m going to make you all mine.”

      “You’re just trying to get into my panties,” I managed to hiss back.

      He grinned. “Sweetheart, I’ve already been in your panties.”

      My eyes went wide.

      “You left three pairs of them in your hotel when you ran off.”

      My jaw dropped. “What do you—”

      “And damn did they feel good wrapped around my big cock,” he growled lowly.

      I moaned, loudly. It was so filthy and so wrong and so bad thinking of this man masturbating with my panties. And I knew all that, but I couldn’t ignore the other part. I couldn’t ignore the part that imagined this gorgeous, dirty-sexy man wrapping my panties around his thick, throbbing cock and stroking it up and down with them.

      God I was so wet thinking about it.

      “The panties felt good, but I want what’s underneath.”

      I moaned as he moved into me, his body pressing me against the glass behind me. His hands started to pull up my dress, over my knees, bunching it higher.

      “Better tell me to stop, Princess,” he groaned. “Or there’ll be no stopping—”

      I broke.

      It was like him teasing me with the idea of stopping was enough to push me over the edge. The heat, and the wetness between my legs, and the naked desire for this man became too much, and before I could think about it or rationalize it, I opened my mouth and the words came out.

      “Please don’t stop.”

      Magnus froze for one second, before suddenly, with a fierce growl, his hand slipped up into my hair, cupping my jaw as he hungrily brought his lips crashing against mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Magnus

      

    
    
      My cock throbbed and pulsed as I kissed her, twitching in my pants and pressing so hard into her I know she felt it. Her lips were everything I wanted them to be and more — soft, sensual, perfect. She tasted like sweetness and sin, and I groaned as my tongue demanded entrance.

      She whimpered as I kissed her hard, my hand tightening on her jaw and the other pulling her tight against me by the hip. I ground into her, letting her feel my entire fucking length pressing against her body, loving the way she moaned and squirmed against me.

      There was no stopping this now. Sweet, untouched, virginal Princess Imogen Morningstar would be mine, tonight.

      I broke the kiss, moving down to her neck and making her gasp as I bit and sucked the skin there. Her hands clawed at my arms, and I groaned as I bought my hands away from her just enough to shrug my jacket off and toss it away. My hand moved back to her, stroking up her sides and then down to her hips. I started to bunch the dress up again, groaning into her moans as I kissed her fiercely.

      The dress pulled higher, and she started to whimper, gasping into my kiss and holding me tighter as I pulled it up to her waist. I moved one hand between us, my pulse roaring at the bare skin of her thighs under my fingers before I moved it higher, making her tremble.

      The panties she’d left before had felt like sin. Feeling them warm, wet, and pressed right against her pussy felt like heaven.

      She cried out as I dragged a finger over her lips, feeling how fucking sticky and soaked she was for me. For me, not fucking Chester. I kept running a finger up and down her pussy as I reached up and started to pull that dress off her shoulders. It dropped and I groaned as her creamy, full, goddamn perfect tits were bared to me. Her soft pink nipples hardened like pebbles under my eyes, and I leaned in, unable to stop myself as I wrapped my lips around one.

      My hand began to move up to the edge of her panties, pushing down into them and feeling my finger start to ease over soft, slippery, naked folds. I started to push inside when suddenly, her panting stopped and she pulled back.

      “Wait, wait.”

      I restrained myself, barely. Somehow.

      “I’m—”

      She looked down, her face going red.

      “I mean, I’ve never—”

      “You’re a virgin, I know,” I whispered, my finger teasing over her opening and making her gasp. “I’ll go—”

      “No, I mean, I’m really a virgin. I’ve never—”

      “You’ve never had sex, I understand.”

      She sighed, cringing slightly as she looked down.

      “I’ve never done any of it?”

      I froze.

      Wait, what? Not having a man take her was one thing. I mean there were a lot of princesses who waited to actually fuck for marriage. But this girl was twenty, and she’d never done anything?

      My cock throbbed.

      She was totally untouched, and fuck did I want her even more then. I wanted everything, and I wanted to show her it all. I kissed her slowly, my tongue seeking hers as I slowly stroked her pussy, making her shiver.

      “Let me show you, Princess,” I growled, pulling back.

      She looked down again, shaking her head. “I know, it’s stupid, I just—”

      “No,” I said quietly, kissing her slowly again. “Not stupid. It’s yours to give once.”

      She smiled softly, her eyes finally looking up and searching mine.

      “I— I still want this,” she whispered. “I just—”

      “I won’t fuck you,” I growled, my gaze locked on her. “Not until I marry you.”

      Her eyes went wide, her mouth round as she stared at me in shock. Hell, I was shocked at the words that’d just come out of me. But fuck if I didn’t know it was true the second I said it. I would marry this girl.

      I leaned in, my lips brushing hers.

      “I won’t fuck you until then, but I’ll show you everything else.”

      I pushed a finger inside and she moaned loudly. I thought about what I’d just said. I thought about making her my bride, and making her mine. I growled inside at the thought of her belonging to me, and me having her and her only.

      Me, the man who’d never stuck with one woman. But something about her made me want only her. The thought of forgetting and foregoing the other shitty women in the world and taking only her had me harder than I'd ever been. I thought about claiming her, and pumping her full of my cum — making her belly swell with my seed.

      “Please,” she moaned.

      I kissed her again before slowly, I began to kneel.

      “Where are you—”

      “Relax, beautiful,” I growled, sinking to my knees. I pushed her dress high, and slowly, I hooked my fingers into her panties and drew them down her long, creamy legs to just above her knees.

      I groaned at the sight of her. Soft, pink folds, slick and wet, shining in the candlelight of the stone room. I moved in, inhaling and growling at the sweet scent of her. She was panting, breathing hard as she looked down at me.

      “I’m going to make you feel good, Princess,” I growled.

      And then I’m going to make you mine.

      I’d meant what I said, and I knew it right there, my mouth inches from the most perfect, sweetest pussy I could’ve ever imagined.

      I was going to steal this girl away from Chester, and every other fucking man on earth who thought he could have her, because she was mine.

      I was going to marry this princess, and make her my queen.
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      I won’t fuck you until I marry you.

      His words had me gasping, my head spinning. Marry him? Prince Magnus? It was almost comical, except I wasn’t laughing.

      I was moaning.

      Because his hands were creeping up my thighs, pushing my dress higher. His breath was hot against my bare pussy, making me shiver in ecstasy — making it hard to breathe, or think, or do anything but moan for him. A big finger stroked my lips, and I was so wet I was sure it was dripping down his hand.

      I gasped as he moved closer and then whimpered as I felt his lips press to my bare thigh.

      “Spread your legs, Princess,” he growled.

      I did, my panties stretching tight, caught around my knees. My eyes closed, my breath caught in a second of anticipation.

      And then I felt the most incredible thing I’d ever felt.

      His tongue dragged wetly through my slippery pussy, and I cried out, my toes curling as the sensation blasted through me. My thighs immediately clamped together, but his powerful hands grabbed them tight and pushed them apart. My eyes squeezed shut, my head dropping back against the mirror behind me. His incredible tongue pushed deep inside, lapping at my juices and pushing in and out, making me go to pieces. My hand dropped to his head, fingers tangling in his hair as his tongue curled around my little clit.

      He groaned hungrily, lapping at me eagerly, growling as he drank down my juices. One hand dropped to his lap, and I managed to open my eyes and glance down to notice him stroking himself through his suit pants.The thought that him pleasuring me like this turned him on so much that he couldn’t keep his hands off himself sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

      I heard the sound of his belt, and of his zipper tugging down. I moaned as his tongue pushed deep, my eyes squeezing shut. I glanced down again, and my whole body reacted to what I saw.

      His big, throbbing, gorgeous cock.

      The same sight I’d walked in on in that hotel room, was pulsing hard between his legs, poking through his undone pants with his hand wrapped tightly around it. He groaned as he fisted it up and down, his tongue swirling over my clit. His other hand pushed between my thighs, and I cried out as two thick fingers slowly spread my pussy wide and slipped inside. He curled them forward, stroking against my inner walls as his lips fastened around my clit and his tongue swirled over it.

      I was going to to lose my mind.

      My whole world spun, and I could barely breathe as the pleasure started to throb through my whole body. Prince Magnus groaned, jerking his enormous dick as he teased and devoured my pussy. His wicked tongue moved faster, his fingers pumping in and out of my tight, slippery pussy, until I was sure I was going to explode.

      “I’m going to make you mine, Princess,” he growled into me. “I’m going to make you my bride, and then I’m going to claim all of you.”

      I moaned, my head spinning as his fingers and his tongue and his words started to push me over the edge.

      “I’ll take your hand in marriage, and then I’ll take all of you in our marriage bed,” he growled, jerking his big fat cock as he groaned into my pussy.

      “Now cum for me, my princess,” he husked. “I want to know what my bride-to-be tastes like when she cums all over my tongue.”

      And I did.

      I cried out, screaming into the empty bathroom and not even caring who heard as his wicked mouth brought me crashing over the edge into my orgasm — my first, at someone else’s hands. My head swam, and I gasped for air as I sagged against the mirror.

      Suddenly, I gasped sharply as he rose and spun me around. I moaned as I felt him stand behind me, pressing me against the mirror. I could feel his pulsing, hot, throbbing cock against my ass, and I whimpered as his hands slid over my hips. They moved up to my bare breasts, fingers teasing my nipples — pinching and pulling on them as his cock pulsed like a muscle against my skin.

      He groaned as he reached down and guided his thick head over my ass, down between my cheeks. I whimpered as it teased over my forbidden hole, making my whole body shiver in naughty pleasure. He moved lower, and my eyes suddenly flew open as I felt it slip against my dripping wet pussy lips.

      “I’m not going to go inside, Princess,” he growled lowly into my ear, as if reading my mind. “Not yet,” he punctuated it with a bite to my ear, making me cry out.

      His huge cock slipped forward, the head pushing over my clit and moving over it. His hands found my hips, pushing my legs together around him. He started to move his hips, and I started to just moan.

      His hot, fat girth spread my lips on either side of him, sawing back and forth and rubbing my clit on every stroke. He wasn’t penetrating me, just slipping his cock back and forth over my clit and right past my untouched opening.

      He growled in this deep, low, masculine way that had me panting. His hands grabbed my ass hard as his hips began to thrust into me again and again. I was whimpering in pleasure, my palms against the mirror in front of me and gasping for air as his big cock drove me higher and higher. I felt like he was taking me, like he was fucking me and claiming me, without actually taking my virginity.

      The thought sent my head reeling, and suddenly as his hands tightened on my ass and his cock thrust wetly over my clit once more, I came again.

      I cried out, moaning for more as he groaned loudly and started pounding into me again and again. I could feel him tense suddenly, his groan falling from his lips as he pulled back and thrust his slippery, sticky cock up between the globes of my ass. He roared my name, and suddenly, I felt that thick cock of his pulse against my ass. His hot cum came spurting out — gushing over my skin as he pumped his cock between the cheeks of my ass. It ran in sticky rivers down my ass, over my little asshole, and dripped down my quivering pussy. Little dribbles ran down my thighs as I gasped for air, the whole world spinning.

      His hands slid up my sides and wrapped around my waist, pulling me tightly against his body.

      “Imogen,” he whispered in my ear.

      I smiled, blushing like a total dork as his powerful arms went around me.

      “I know you don’t believe me yet,” he husked into my ear. “But you will be my bride.”

      “Magnus, I—”

      “I know you don’t believe me, and I know you think this is me living up to my reputation. But I’m going to show you how wrong you are,” he said with fire in his voice. “I’m done with all that. That all was me not knowing who I was. That was me before I met you,” he groaned, kissing my neck.

      “I will make you my bride,” he growled. His hands snaked down and pulled my panties up my quivering legs, pulling them tight against the sticky mess still dripping between my legs.

      “I’ll take your hand as my queen,” he whispered. “And then?” His teeth grazed my neck, making me gasp as my head spun.

      “And then I’ll take the rest of you.”
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      Imogen

      Magnus left the bathroom first, leaving me alone with my roaring thoughts.

      What had I just done? I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe that the girl in this room with him had been me.

      And suddenly, I felt like an idiot. I’d been caught up in his words. Him, the infamous womanizer. I’d walked right into his stupid web and let him do those things to me.

      Wonderful, amazing, body-quaking things, but still. I couldn’t believe I’d fallen for his crap. All I could think about was the tabloid scandals involving him, and here I was, one more notch on his bedpost.

      God, at least I hadn’t given him everything like some stupid little naive virgin.

      I tried to compose myself, fixing my hair in the mirror, smoothing my dress, and trying to ignore the naughty, sticky heat still soaking my panties between my legs. I took a quick breath. I had to get back out there before my absence was missed, enjoy the rest of this stupid ball, and then figure out how to make sure I’d never see that asshole again.

      I unlocked the door, straightened my dress, and stepped out—

      Right into my older sister.

      “Ilana!”

      She gasped jumping a foot back — just as shocked to see me as I was her.

      “Im!”

      Her crazy long, gorgeous blonde hair — up in an elaborate style before the dance, was now half hanging down, mostly just piled up in a loose bun now, though still tumbling over her shoulders.

      Her lipstick was smudged, and there were noticeable bruises on her neck.

      My eyes went wide.

      “Oh my God! I hissed, what did you just—”

      “Me?”

      She raised a brow at me, her cheeks flushed bright red.

      “You’re missing a tie on the top of that gown, sis.”

      I felt my face go hot as I quickly glanced down and tied the last little bow on the front of my dress.

      “And who might you have been with?”

      “No one,” I said quickly.

      “You just half took your dress off and decided to mess up your hairstyle and makeup, huh?”

      “Well looks who’s talking!”

      We glared at each other, before slowly, we both started to grin.

      “Who?” she said eagerly, suddenly stepping into me and grabbing my arm, grinning.

      I shook my head. No way was I going to tell her.

      “Oh c’mon!”

      “You first,” I whispered.

      She shook her head. “I can’t.”

      “This is silly, we should just say it.”

      Ilana bit her lip, her eyes nervously searching my face. “No judging?”

      “Of course not!”

      Please don’t judge me for fooling around with the biggest man-whore in the kingdoms.

      “Count of three?”

      I shivered, taking a breath and nodding. “Okay.”

      We counted together out loud. “One, two, three!”

      “Prince Magnus.”

      My sister’s eyes went wide. “Imogen!”

      My jaw dropped. “Did you seriously not just say who!?”

      She dropped her eyes.

      “Ilana! That is so fucking not fair!”

      “I know, I know, I’m sorry!” She cringed. “It’s so much worse though, trust me.”

      “Worse than hooking up with Prince Magnus?”

      Her eyes flew back to mine. “Did you, I mean, did you let him—”

      I shook my head. “No.”

      She let a breath out.

      “He said he wants to marry me.”

      My sister’s brows shot up. “Seriously?”

      “I know,”  I sighed. “What a line right?”

      She frowned. “I don’t know, hon. Invoking marriage just to get into your pants seems low even for a guy with his rep. I don’t get the feeling he’s a bad person, he’s just got all those tabloid stories dogging him.”

      I looked at the floor.

      “Did he hurt you?” she said softly.

      “No, of course not. He was actually really sweet.”

      “And he’s gorgeous.”

      I blushed. “And that.”

      “And the Prince Regent of Zale.”

      “Ilana—”

      “I’m just saying — you are a princess, he is a prince, and this is a suitor’s ball.”

      “Him? Seriously?”

      “Is it really that hard to imagine?”

      “Yes,” I spat out.

      “Ims, c’mon.”

      I chewed my lip, thinking of the way his hands had felt — how his lips had tasted. The things he’d said to me, about making me his wife, and taking all of me. And something flamed inside of me. Something caught fire, and lingered on that thought.

      I shook my head.

      “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me who, you bitch,” I muttered, changing the subject.

      Ilana pouted sheepishly. “I’m sorry, I just—”

      She trailed off.

      “Who!”

      “It’s…scandalous,” she whispered, her eyes darting around my face.

      I grinned. “Oh, now you have to tell me.”

      She shook her head.

      “Fine, be like that,” I pouted back. “Wait, you didn’t sleep—”

      “No, God no,” she whispered. “But…” she trailed off.

      “You’re terrible.”

      “Sorry.”

      I frowned. “Hey, have you seen Isla? Or Adele for that matter?”

      She shook her head. “No I was—”

      She bushed.

      So did I.

      “Yeah, guess we lost track of them.”

      Her eyes suddenly went wide. “You don’t think she’s still dancing with Prince Logan, do you?”

      I shivered. “God I can’t imagine she is. He scares me.”

      “He’s also crazy hot.”

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Oh, he is, Im. In that dark, tortured way. God, I bet Isla is eating that up.”

      We glanced at each other and grinned.

      “She’s totally still dancing with him, isn’t she,” I laughed.

      “Oh, totally. We should get back in there,” she whispered, her cheeks flushed.

      “I need to go— uh.” I looked away. “I’m just going to freshen up in my room.”

      “Imogen! No, I need you to help hide me when we’re back in the ballroom!”

      I glanced at her. “What, embarrassed about whatever you just did that you won’t tell me about?”

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      “Oh now you have to tell me!”

      “I can’t!” She sighed. “Im, it’s — I mean.” Her eyes suddenly went wide, glancing past me.

      “I have to go, now,” she hissed. “Please come back to the ball soon.”

      And with that, she turned, and fled, her gown and her loose hair billowing out behind her.

      I frowned, shaking my head.

      “Weirdo,” I muttered, turning, when my eyes went wide.

      “Evening, Princess.”

      The two gorgeous, blond, blue-eyed, staggeringly handsome Prince Charmings of Marland stood before — identically beautiful and identically flashing smooth, smirking, melting smiles.

      I swallowed. “Hi. Good evening, I mean.”

      Caspian, or possibly Cade, cleared his throat.

      “We were, uh, we were wondering if you’d seen your sister?”

      “Isla?”

      “Princess Ilana,” the other answered, his voice velvety and smooth.

      “Oh, she’s just—“

      I froze.

      “Its’ scandalous, Imogen!”

      My eyes darted between them. Okay, clearly it was one of the Charming brothers she’d just been fooling around with. I just wondered which one.

      “She’s back in the ball, I believe,” I said quickly.

      They glanced at each other

      “Thank you.”

      “If you see her,” the other said. “Just mention we’re looking for her.” He grinned. “And tell her it’s her turn.”

      My brow puzzled. “Um, okay.”

      Suddenly, I froze again.

      They’d said ‘we,’ as in ‘we’re looking for her.’

      Its scandalous.

      My jaw dropped.

      No way. No freaking way.

      I quickly smiled and turned to scamper down the halls back to my own quarters.

      This was scandalous if what I was thinking was true. But right now, I couldn’t think about my sister and her antics with one or scandalously both of the Charming brothers. Right now I had to clear my head, get my heart straight, and get back to the ball.

      But first I had to change my panties.
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      I knew I should get my head on straight. I knew I should’ve gone and found my friends, had a stiff drink and thought about what the fuck I was doing and what I’d said to her.

      I mean this wasn’t me. This was me just saying dumb shit because I wanted to get a piece of that sweet, virgin pussy, right?

      Wrong. So fucking dead wrong.

      I stalked the hallways of King Lucian’s palace instead of heading back into the ballroom, the thoughts swirling through my head. I’d meant every word I’d said to Imogen. All of them. And now that I’d thought more about it, those words consumed me.

      I wanted her. Not just to fuck her, either. I wanted her. I wanted to make her mine. I wanted to put a ring on her finger and a crown on her head and make her my queen, forever. I wanted her and no one else, always. I wanted to claim that innocent woman, and fill her with my seed until she swelled up with my heir

      Hell, five heirs.

      For the first time ever in my life, I saw the future. I saw what I wanted and I was focused on that and nothing else. No more frivolities. Nothing else mattered but getting her, and making her see that I was serious.

      I stepped into the ballroom, my eyes scanning the room.

      I didn’t see any of my friends, nor did I see either of Imogen’s sisters, or the Princess Adele I’d met earlier — all strangely absent from their own suitor’s ball.

      Interesting.

      I frowned and quickly whirled, detouring from the ballroom.

      Fuck this. I wasn’t going to slink around and find my friends and debate this. I knew what I wanted, and I wanted her.

      Again.

      Right now.

      [image: ]
* * *

      All due respect to King Lucian, but his guards needed a refresher course. Granted, getting into the ball had involved heavy security, but once in, roaming the castle was fairly easy.

      I dodged a few patrols as I made my way through the castle towards the residence quarters. My mind was focused, my heart pounding, and my cock throbbing hard.

      I had to have more of her.

      I opened doors left and right, getting angrier and more frustrated before I finally zeroed in on one big wooden door at the end of a lavish hallway, up a small flight of stone steps. There was a small green bow taped to the door knob, and I grinned.

      That had to be hers, and I doubted she was expecting me, but there was no turning back. Like I said, she’d been mine the second I saw her. This was me just collecting on that.

      I didn’t bother knocking, I just opened the door and stepped inside. She shrieked, whirling and gasping as she clutched her hands by her throat.

      “Magnus,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “What— what are you doing here?” She gasped, backing away from me as I stormed into the room and shut the door behind me.

      “You know what I’m doing here,” I said softly. “And I know what you’re thinking. I know you think everything I said was bullshit, or some sort of line.”

      I shook my head, striding towards her quickly, and grabbing her up in my arms before she could react. She gasped, her hands falling against my chest.

      “I meant every word I said, Princess,” I growled. “I will make you my queen, and I’ll have you and no one else. I’ll treat you like a goddess, you’ll want for nothing, and I promise you every bit of my heart now and always.”

      Her jaw dropped, her eyes melting into mine.

      “Magnus—”

      “And I can promise you, no man will ever touch you the way I do. No man will make you feel the way I do.” I smirked. “Chester?”

      She blushed, but then moaned as I placed my hand between her legs, through her dress.

      “Chester won’t ever make this little pussy tremble and drip like I will.”

      She moaned, nodding her head.

      “He won’t make your knees weak, or make your toes curl up. You’re mine, Princess,” I growled. “Fuck Chester, I’m stealing you away from him.”

      “I think you already have,” she whispered.

      I groaned, pulling her tight. “Say yes, Princess,” I growled, my fingers sliding up to tangle in her hair. I pulled back on it, making her gasp and exposing her neck. My teeth and my lips brushed against the soft skin there, making her whimper.

      “Say yes. Be mine and mine only. Be my bride, and I’ll make you my queen.”

      “I—”

      I pulled back, looking her in the eye.

      “The rest of it doesn’t matter. The past, the bullshit tabloid stories.” I shook my head. “I was just looking for you without knowing I was. And now that I’ve found you?”

      I pulled her tight and kissed her fiercely — long and slow.

      “Now that I’ve found you, I’m never letting you go.”

      “My father though?” She shook her head.

      “I’ll talk to your father.”

      “This is crazy,” she breathed. “We’ve just met.”

      “Look me in the eye and tell me you don’t feel what I feel.”

      Her eyes met mine.

      Unblinking.

      Fierce.

      Her little tongue slipped out and wet her lips, and slowly, she shook her head.

      “I can’t do that,” she whispered. “I can’t tell you I don’t feel it, because I do.”

      My hands pulled her tight. “Say yes,” I groaned lowly.

      She nodded. “Yes— oh!”

      She gasped as I yanked her up and spun her around. I marched us towards the bed, her gasping moans like heaven in my ears. I set her down, and started to pull at the ties of her dress.

      “Are you— I mean—”

      “Not until I wed you,” I growled. “But there’s more I’ll do with you now.”

      The dress fell to her feet, and I groaned, looking at her standing there in just her soaked little panties. Her perfect body with succulent curves in all the right places. Her smooth skin. Her pert little nipples, begging for my mouth.

      I reached between her legs, moving close. My fingers hooked into the panties, sliding them down her legs and letting them drop to her feet. I knelt down and grabbed them up.

      “To add to my collection,” I grinned.

      She blushed. “You really have my panties?”

      “I do.”

      “And you really—” She blushed harder.

      “Stroked my cock with them, imagining it was your sweet pussy stroking up and down my shaft? Yes.”

      She groaned.

      I slipped my jacket and shirt off, kicking my pants away. My briefs followed suit, and I grinned as I watched her eyes drop to my huge cock.

      “All yours, my queen,” I murmured as I sat on the bed and moved back against the headboard. “All yours. Come here,” I beckoned.

      She nodded, panting as she knelt on the bed and knee-walked towards me.

      “Up here,” I growled.

      “You want me to—”

      “I want you to spread those legs around my head, and sit that pretty ass down on my mouth,” I groaned.

      She moaned, but slowly, she did as I told. I growled as her sweet cunt settled over my lips. One hand went to her ass, holding her tight as my tongue pushed deep into her sweet folds.

      She whimpered, settling down more onto my face, and I groaned as I took her panties in the other hand and wrapped them around my throbbing hard cock. I began to stroke myself as I pushed my tongue deep into her pussy.

      “I want you to fuck yourself with my tongue,” I growled.

      My hand moved her, showing her how to rock back and forth on my mouth. She whimpered, throwing her head back — her long red hair cascading everywhere and her soft pink nipples hardening on her creamy tits as she gasped.

      She started to move her hips, bucking on my face as I growled. My hands palmed her sweet ass, my tongue dragging over her lips and her clit as she moved her hips. My hand pumped my cock harder and harder, her soaked little panties wrapped around it. I growled like an animal as my hand moved her higher, and before she could object, my tongue settled on her puckered little ass.

      She yelped, almost pulling away, but I held her fast. She moaned like a girl possessed, bucking her hips faster and the moans falling from her lips as I tongued her little asshole and made her squeal. I moved back to her pussy, my tongue curling over her clit, really making her cry out.

      She started to move her hips faster and faster, her juices coating my chin. My cock pulsed in my hand, and the raw need for her clawed at me. I wanted to pin her to that bed and sink every inch inside of her. I wanted to claim that maidenhead and fill her with my cum.

      But no. That would wait for our wedding bed. I still needed to feel that pussy on my cock, though.

      She squealed as I pulled her down, her legs straddling me as my hands grabbed her hips. I tossed the panties aside and settled that soaking wet slit of hers on my shaft, her lips spreading on either side of it. And then I started to fuck her. I wasn’t going inside, but I held her fast and slammed my hips up against her, my cock sliding over her clit again and again, making her cry out.

      She started to shake, her hair tumbling down in my face, her cries crashing over me. I leaned up, capturing a pink nipple in my lips and sucking hard as I ground against her again and again.

      I could feel the cum boiling in my balls, my cock throbbing hard against her — dripping and sticky with her juices and my pre-cum.

      This was going to be my queen.

      The mother of my heirs.

      Mine.

      With a roar, I yanked her hard against me, thrust once more, and suddenly just let go. I could feel her coming, her pussy flooding my cock and balls with juices just as I erupted. The cum rushed from my balls out through my cock, spurting out in thick ropes. Cum covered my abs and coated her belly. A few spurts even reached the underside of her breast as we both crashed tougher, screaming into each other’s mouths.

      We slowed, until our slick, sticky bodies rubbed slowly together.

      “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes yes yes.”

      I grinned as I wrapped her in my arms. “I haven’t asked yet,” I chuckled. “Not officially.”

      “Well, I’m going to say yes.”

      I spun her over, watching her gasp as I lay next to her and brought my hand between her legs. My fingers found her molten, slippery cunt, and immediately, I slid two easily inside.

      She moaned.

      I started to pump them in and out, catching her still coming down from her recent climax.

      “Princess Imogen,” I groaned, my thumb brushing over her clit and making her start to immediately seize up as the pleasure rocked through her.

      “Will you…”

      I fingered her faster, my hand grinding against her pussy as she struggled to keep her eyes open and on me.

      “Do me the honor…”

      My thumb rolled over her clit, my fingers curling inside. She was close, and I knew it.

      “I—” she gasped, the climax about to break over her.

      “Of marrying me, and being my queen?”

      My thumb rubbed her clit hard, my fingers curled deep.

      And she erupted.

      “Yes!” she gasped, throwing her head back and arching her back off the bed as I demanded the orgasm from her body. She thrashed, her cries filling the room and her slick juices coating my hand before she finally collapsed. She came down, opening her eye to see me grinning like the cat who’d caught the canary.

      “So that’s a yes?”

      “That’s a yes,” she breathed.

      “I’ll speak to your father tomorrow morning.”

      She grinned at me.

      “We’re— we’re really doing this?”

      “Yes we are,” I growled. “And I won’t take no for answer from him.”

      “You’re coming back in the morning?”

      I grinned, leaning down to kiss her, my cock hardening against her thigh.

      “Coming back? No, Princess,” I growled. “I won’t be leaving.”

      Her eyes went wide. “But— you can’t just stay—”

      “Oh yes I can,” I growled lowly, loving the way her face lit up when I said it. “Besides, I have so much more to teach you before our wedding.”

      She bit her lip, nodding eagerly. “Yes please,” she whispered. “What comes next?”

      “Next?”

      I grinned.

      “Next I need your to get on your knees, and open that pretty mouth.”

      She moaned, fingers tightening on my skin as she leaned up and pressed her lips to mine.

      “Yes, my prince.”

      I groaned loudly.
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      The door had barely slammed shut behind us when I attacked him. My husband groaned as I threw myself into him, arms and legs wrapping around him as my mouth hungrily sought his lips.

      Hands cupped my ass tightly, making me moan into his lips as he pulled me tight against his body. He whirled, stalking across the big, stone-walled room towards the huge, canopied bed.

      Our wedding bed, where my king was about to claim me as his own.

      It’d played out exactly as he’d said it would. He’d spent the night with me the evening of the ball, and true to his word, there was a lot he had to show me. He showed me how to cum harder than I’d ever cum before, screaming his name as his tongue and his fingers drove me to places I’d never been before. He showed me how to wrap my lips around his huge cock, and how to run my tongue over every inch of him until his sweet, sticky cum filled my small mouth.

      We’d come so close to giving in that night — so close to just saying screw it and letting him claim me then. Hell, I’d even asked him — begged him, even — multiple times. But my prince held fast, swearing he wouldn’t until we were wed. Instead, he’d teased me, letting the head of his cock brush over my clit again and again and I’d cum screaming his name as he pumped hot jets of his seed against my pussy.

      Somehow, we’d slept a little that night. And the next morning, wearing the very suit he’d been in the night before, Prince Magnus strode through the halls of my father’s castle and politely asked for an audience.

      My dad wasn’t exactly happy to see my suitor still in his freaking castle come the morning. And at first, things had looked not very good, until Magnus had sworn on his crown and titles that he hadn’t touched my innocence — that he’d only spent the night “getting to know the princess who would be his queen.”

      …I mean, it wasn’t technically a lie, after all.

      And after a long talk, and a long stroll together through the gardens, my father and Magnus returned, smiles on both of their faces.

      Surprisingly, my father said yes. Magnus later whispered to me that he’d have stolen me away no matter what the answer was, but family was important to him.

      The second surprise of the day came an hour later, when Prince Logan arrived at the palace also seeking audience. I’d whirled to my sister, my eyes wide as the dark Prince of Torsund — the beast who now looked so much more like the golden prince he’d once been — took a knee by my father’s throne and asked for Isla’s hand in marriage.

      Actually, those weren’t the only surprises that morning, but then, those might be stories for another time.

      We were married a week and a day after, the day after Isla and Logan’s wedding, and it was everything I could have ever imagined and more. We’d tumbled into the limousine after, attacking each other with hands and mouths as the door shut and the car drove off towards Magnus’s summer palace by the shore, where we’d be spending our honeymoon.

      He’d forbidden me to wear panties under my wedding dress — something that had kept me blushing and half on-edge the whole ceremony. But in the back of that limo, it certainly came in handy. My white dress around my waist, Magnus made me cum twice against his mouth before I’d forcibly pushed him away. Half tearing his pants off, I’d inhaled as much of my husband’s gorgeous, big dick as I could while his fingers drove me to another earth-shattering orgasm.

      And then we were at the summer palace, the door to our honeymoon suite slamming behind us and my king striding across the room to our wedding bed with me in his arms.

      He set me down next to the bed, pulling me close and kissing me fiercely before stepping away. We eyed each other, panting with the tingling tension of the room.

      “I want you completely naked,” he growled lowly. “I thought about taking you in your white dress, but I want nothing between us,” he whispered.

      I whimpered as he kissed me again, before we both broke away. Clothes stripped and fell to the ground, my wedding dress pooled at my feet quickly joined by his royal suiting.

      We looked at each other another half second before he was on me, pushing me back onto the bed with a cry from my lips as he moved over me. His lips found my neck, claiming the skin there as I writhed against him. My nipples dragged over his hard, muscled chest, and I could feel his throbbing cock hot against my pussy.

      This was it. Somehow, I was finally going to feel every inch of the infamous Magnum deep inside of me. I moaned at the thought, rocking my hip against his, rubbing my slit up and down his shaft.

      “Greedy little girl,” he growled into my neck, biting the skin and making me gasp. He moved lower, his mouth trailing kisses down my breasts. A nipple slipped between his lips, his hands skimming down my belly as his tongue swirled over the little nub. His fingers slipped easily through my wet folds, one pushing inside and stroking in and out as he kissed his way lower down my tummy.

      My legs spread as he moved lower, his hand pushing my thighs wide as his kisses zeroed in on me.

      “I want you so badly,” I whispered. “No more teasing, please!”

      He chuckled into my skin, the vibrations sending shivers through my body.

      “I’m just getting you ready, my queen. I need you dripping wet before I give you all of my cock.”

      He dipped lower, and I cried out as his tongue slowly dragged over my lips. He pushed in deep, hands pushing my legs wide as he devoured my little pussy. His lips fastened around my clit, tongue swirling over it again and again before delving down to stroke against my opening. He moved lower, his wicked tongue pushing and teasing against my tight little ass, making me squeal in pleasure.

      “This is mine too,” he growled, his words making me shiver. “Not yet, but soon,” he murmured, pressing a wet thumb against my ass. “Soon, I’ll take this as well.”

      I moaned, my mind sinking into the filthy, wicked thought of Magnus claiming my ass with his huge cock.

      “But first, your innocence,” he purred, moving back up to lick my pussy. He licked me relentlessly, his lips and tongue and fingers pushing me higher and higher, getting me wetter and wetter until I was sure I was leaving a puddle on the bed.

      He dragged his tongue over me once more, before he pulled back, his eyes dragging over my body to meet mine.

      “And now, beautiful,” he murmured, moving up to kiss me fiercely. I could taste my sweetness on his lips and tongue, and I hungrily kissed him back as I arched my hips to meet his.

      “And now, I’ll make you mine,” he growled onto my lips.

      I gasped as he spun us, rolling onto his back with me perched on his lap, legs spread on either side of his hips. His thick cock throbbed between us, standing rock hard and trembling against my stomach, reaching past my belly button. I panted as I looked down, wetting my lips as I reached down to wrap a hand around him.

      “I want you on top, so you can control how we do this,” he groaned as I stroked him. “I don’t trust myself not to just bury every inch inside of you if I’m on top.”

      I whimpered. “I want you to give me all of it.”

      “And I will,” he hissed through clenched teeth. “But slow at first. I won’t hurt you on our wedding night.”

      His hands found my hips, raising me up. I shivered as I felt his head slip against my opening, pressing right against me there. Slowly, panting, I began to lower myself, letting his thick, velvety head slip through my lips and start to ease inside. I gasped, feeling his head stretch me more than I’d ever felt, shivering in delicious pleasure as I felt him start to slip further inside.

      “Oh my God,” I gasped. Magnus growled, his hands tightening on my hips and his cock throbbing harder than ever as I slowly lowered myself. I sank further down, my eyes rolling back in my head as I just kept taking more, and more, and even more of his glorious, enormous cock. My mouth opened in a silent scream as he grabbed my hips, gritted his teeth, and pulled me down the last few inches, until all of him was buried to the hilt inside of me.

      Holy. Shit.

      I gasped for air, my whole world spinning at the intensity of the pleasure rolling through my body. My pussy clenched at his thick girth, my whole body tingling and shivering at the sensation of being so filled like that!

      “Mine,” he growled, leaning up, slipping a hand into my hair, and pulling me down to his mouth. He kissed me fiercely, his cock throbbing inside of me.

      “Yours,” I gasped, shivering in pleasure as I slowly rocked my hips on him, feeling him pulsing so hard inside.

      “And now, my queen,” he purred. “Now I want you to bounce that sweet little pussy up and down every inch of my big cock until your honey drips from my balls.” His lips moved to my ear, making me gasp as his teeth grazed my skin.

      “I want you to fuck this cock until you scream,” he growled, making me moan. “I want to feel my queen’s pussy cum all over my cock, and then I’m really going to fuck you.”

      With a small cry, I rose up on his shaft, whimpering as I felt my lips gripping at his thickness, and I kept going, gasping, until I could feel just the head inside. I panted, taking a small breath, before I slowly sank all the way back down, feeling every damn royal inch of him fill me.

      His hands grabbed my ass tightly, fingers digging into my skin as I started to slide up and down, slowly bouncing on his cock and letting the pleasure roll through me. Magnus eased back against the headboard, hands still on my ass as I started to ride him. I moaned loudly, my hands on his chest, fingers clawing at his skin as I raised my ass up and down, letting his cock sheath inside of me again and again.

      We started to move faster, my tight pussy gripping his slippery, throbbing shaft tighter and tighter. My moans filled the room, mingling with his masculine groans and the wet sounds of our bodies coming together.

      I moved faster, my eyes closing and my hair tumbling around my face as I just started to ride him, I yelped as I felt his palm connect with my ass with a spanking slap. The pleasure flooded through me as the heat from him spanking me tingled over my skin.

      “Ride that fat cock, Princess,” he groaned, his palm coming down to spank my ass again. I cried out in pleasure, squealing and moaning for him as I started to bounce up and down every damn inch of him. He speared into me again and again, his balls slapping against my ass and my clit dragging over his thick shaft. His hands slid up my body, cupping my breasts and teasing my nipples as he started to buck his hips up to meet mine, slamming his huge cock into me again and again.

      The room spun, my pulse thundered in my ears, and I could feel my whole body start to shatter. I was going to cum riding my husband’s big dick, and that thought alone pushed me even higher.

      “I want you to cum for me, Imogen,” he growled, his cock thrusting in and out of me as the moans tumbled from my lips. “Cum on my big cock, Princess,” he hissed. “Your pussy is mine, and I want to feel it cum, right now.”

      He thrust in deep just as I sank down on him, his fingers rolled my nipples, and my clit ground against him.

      And I shattered.

      I screamed as I came, my whole body erupting in fire and pleasure as I went to pieces on him. He kept thrusting, his hand holding me tight as his glorious cock drove in and out of me, carrying me from one climax to another, making me scream his name until I was sure I was going to pass out from the pleasure.

      Slowly, he let me down, and I collapsed onto his chest with a slow, contented moan. I panted into his skin, feeling his strong powerful arms wrap tight around me.

      “And now you’re mine, my queen,” he purred into my ear.

      “I was yours from the second I walked into that room,” I whispered back.

      I felt him grin.

      “I know.”

      I giggled, rolling my eyes as I pulled away to look him in the eye. “Has anyone ever told you you’re a little cocky?”

      He shrugged. “Nope, never heard that one.”

      He grinned, winking at me.

      “You’ve got quite the big ego, my love,” I whispered, biting my lip.

      “The word you’re looking for is cock, Princess.”

      I laughed, but then suddenly gasped as he quickly spun us over. I moaned as his hand pinned mine to the bed above my head, his cock still buried inside of me.

      “I’m not done with you yet,” he growled as he slowly withdrew until just the head was nestled inside.

      “I would hope you’re never done with me,” I whimpered.

      “And I never will be,” he whispered, leaning down to kiss me. “I love you, Imogen.”

      I melted.

      “I love you too— oooh.”

      I cried out as his hips rocked forward, driving every single inch of him into me. His hands tightened in mine, pinning them above my head as he began to roll his hips. His muscled, toned, perfect body rippled above me as his mouth claimed my lips. His cock drove into me again and again, every throbbing inch of him spreading me wide and filling me to the brim. His balls, heavy with his cum, slapped against my ass, and his growls mixed with my moans as our lips seared together.

      My legs were spread wide around his muscled hips, my feet up in the air as Magnus began to fuck me. His thrusts were relentless, his hips a rolling blur as he pumped his big dick in and out of me again and again, driving me right to that edge again.

      I wasn’t on the pill, and he sure as hell wasn’t wearing a condom. Knowing that I very well could get pregnant that night, on our wedding night, only turned me on even more — only got my blood pumping hotter. Knowing that forty weeks from that very night, I could birth him an heir, had me gasping and clawing at my sanity as another orgasm threatened to pull me under.

      His strong hands moved to clasp me around the waist, gripping me tight as he drove every inch of himself in and out of my trembling body. My hands went around his neck, holding him tight as my whimpering moans filled the room. We moved faster, and faster, our bodies crashing together again and again, until I knew I was going to go screaming over that edge again.

      Magnus groaned above me, muscles straining and rippling as he brought his lips crashing into mine.

      “I’m going to cum, my queen,” he growled. “I’m going to cum and I’m going to fill this tight little pussy up to the brim with every damn drop of my seed.”

      I cried out, whimpering at his words and wanting everything he had to give me so badly. I was so close, my body shivering in ecstasy and rippling with pleasure as he drove into me again and again, his thick girth rubbing my clit on every thrust. His hands slid down to grab my ass possessively as he thrust his cock balls-deep inside of me, and suddenly, it hit me like lightening.

      I screamed his name as I came, the orgasm shattering through me. My king — my husband, my love — roared above me, his hips crashing into mine and his lips hungrily seeking mine as his whole body tightened.

      I cried out, shaking in the throes of my climax as I felt his cock swell up huge inside of me, before suddenly, I felt it. I moaned, rocking my hips against him as I felt rope after rope of his hot seed fill me up. I squeezed my eyes shut, my arms tightening around him as the second climax thundered through me. Magnus’s hands gripped me tight, his mouth buried in my neck as we slowly came down, slowing to a stop as we panted against each other.

      “So, that’s what I’ve been missing out on,” I panted, giggling as he laughed into my skin.

      “Tip of the iceberg, I can promise you, beautiful,” he growled.

      “That felt like a whole lot more than just the tip.”

      He pulled back, grinning hungrily at me.

      “I want more,” I whispered, shivering at the way his eyes burned fiercely into mine. I could feel his cock throb inside of me, staying rock hard as he slowly began to grind into me.

      He suddenly pulled out of me, and I giggled as he flipped me over, before moaning as I felt him move up behind me, his knee spreading my thighs. His cock pulsed hot against my pussy, dragging over my lips and making me shiver in anticipation as he leaned over me, his mouth by my ear.

      “As if I would ever deny my queen,” he purred, his hands tightening on my body again as his cock started to ease inside.

      “Do you think I’m— oh,” I gasped as I felt him ease inside, his cock pushing his cum even deeper. “Do you think it took?”

      He groaned, knowing what I was talking about.

      A child. An heir.

      Magnus growled, hands tightening on my ass as his infamous cock began to fill me to the brim.

      “Only one way to make sure, Princess,” he husked into my ear.

      “Make me yours,” I whispered back.

      “You always were, my love,” he groaned, sliding in deep and making me cry out.

      “I just had to steal you away to make you see it.”

      

      
        The End
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        Once upon a time, a princess met her Prince Charming. And then she met his twin, Prince Charming, and things got very, very interesting…

        

        One virgin princess.

        Two Prince Charmings.

        Twice the happily ever after?

        

        Oh, this is a fun one, trust me ;).

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Cade

      

    
    
      “You ready for this?”

      I rolled my eyes at Caspian as we stepped through the formal front entry-way into the palace.

      “Sure,” I sighed, heading immediately to a bar set up by one of the immense windows overlooking the countryside of Avlion around King Lucian’s castle. My brother followed, wordlessly nodding as I ordered us both a bourbon, neat, from the middle-aged bartender.

      “Thanks.”

      I tossed two $100 bills on the bar and turned to give Caspian his drink.

      “Oh, sir, the bars are open for the ball.”

      I glanced back at the man.

      “That’s fine, consider it a tip then.”

      I liked being generous with money. And not in an obnoxious flaunting way, but in meaningful ways. Both of us were, actually. Twins think alike like that. I liked rewarding hard work, especially when it probably wasn’t being appreciated. No one appreciated a good bartender.

      I donated to charity, often. I supported a wounded warrior fund back home in our kingdom of Marland. Caspian supported a non-profit that made sure single, destitute mothers and their children were clothed, fed, and housed. And yes, we both tipped ludicrously well. Because in the end, it was just money. But by the same token, money was everything when you didn’t have it by the truckload like we did. Our father had raised us to appreciate that, and in our world of royalty and privilege, that was a rare lesson to learn.

      But Dad had taught us well. After all, he’d come from nothing — a chauffeur’s mechanic son who’d  caught the eye of the Princess of Marland. One look, and he’d never looked away.

      That was another thing Dad had taught us — keep fighting for what you want, and never let someone else tell you you can’t have it “just because.” Our dad knew what he wanted with our mom, and he fought tooth and nail for it. It’d been quite the scandal in Marland when the pure-lineage princess and only daughter of King Horace took a shine to her chauffeur’s son. I mean, princesses don’t date mechanics. And they sure as shit don’t marry them.

      But this one did.

      So yeah, Dad had taught us the value and in-value of money, because he’d had none of it and then more of it than he’d ever know what to do with. Mom viewed wealth and privilege the same way he did — that it was a responsibly, not a gift. Having it meant helping those who didn’t, not lording it over them.

      And this, to make a very long story short, was why I did things like tip $200 for two drinks at an open bar.

      “I assure you, sir, it's not necessary.”

      “I know,” I said with a  smile. “But humor me.”

      “Sir—”

      “Please keep it.” I shook my head. “It's not charity, I just like rewarding hard work.”

      I sipped the bourbon. “Fantastic pour, by the way.”

      The guy grinned. “Thank you, Your Highness.”

      I turned back to my brother as we strode back down the gilded always of Lucian’s castle towards the sounds of crowds and music coming from the ballroom.

      Was I ready for tonight? Not really, but here we were.

      “The bourbon’s good, at least.”

      I snorted at my brother. As if the King of Avlion was going to be serving cheap shit. I hadn’t caught the label, but I had no doubt the bourbon we were drinking was nothing short of priceless — collector’s vintages, or a private label or something. The truth was, neither of us were ready for tonight. It’d been a hell of year, and that was putting it lightly. Twelve months ago, our father had finally lost his battle with cancer. Fuckin’ cancer — the fight even a guy as much a fighter as him couldn’t win. A few months after that, we’d had to step up hard in order to squash a power-grab for the throne from within the advisor’s council.

      Marland laws being what they are, our parents had ruled together — equal power as both king and queen. My parents had been loved as king and queen. People loved their love story, loved the way they ruled, and loved the way they’d been “of the people.” But of course there’d always been those who hated my father for not being “royal by blood,” and for “soiling” the bloodline.

      Fucking idiots.

      But some of those people had been on the royal council. With our father’s death, my mother took over as full regent and these dickwads had decided to act. Mom was a strong damn woman, but the internal betrayal hit her when she was still grieving and when she wasn’t expecting it. Caspian and I had stepped in and squashed that real quick. But shit, it takes a lot out of you to physically and legally defend your mother’s claim to her titles from some idiots waving arcane, ancient laws on “birthrights.”

      So, first a death, then fighting for our own legacy. And then, there’d been Emilia. The betrayal that cut the deepest.

      Twins are close. I know you’ve probably heard that, but let me tell you, it’s truer than you know. Caspian and I thought the same thoughts most of the time. We liked the same music, read the same books, and wanted the same things.

      Including women.

      When we were younger, it’d driven wedges between us. Back when we were teens, we’d squabbled over it more than once, when both of us had crushes on the same girl from school, or when some pretty young thing fell for both of us. We’d fought physically on more than a few occasions, before finally, something had clicked.

      Why, when we shared everything in life, were we fighting over which one of us got the girl?

      After that, things got a lot easier, and a lot more fun. And not to be vain, but we got it. I mean, we were fabulously wealthy, young royalty. We were blonde, blue-eyed, and handsome — the beauty from our mother and the brawn of our mechanic father.

      And we came as a package deal — believe me when I say there weren’t a whole lot of girls that said no to that.

      And I won’t lie, we’d had our fun. But as time went on, we got bored of it. We got tired of the meaningless. We started wanting something more. But “more” was something that was harder to share. Sharing just sex for an evening or two with the two of us was one thing. But asking a girl to share her heart with both of us? Well, yeah, good luck with that. We’d tried, once or twice, and it’d been disastrous. The girl either couldn’t wrap her head around having more than just something dirty and physical with two guys, or if she was looking for more, it certainly wasn’t with two men. No, that sent them running.

      Until Emilia, better known as the Duchess of Ames.

      Emilia had started as a fling. We’d met her at some function, drinks had been drunk, and one thing led to another, which led to us tearing her clothes off and taking her together in the back of her limousine. But the fling had continued. It’d just kept going, until it wasn’t so much fling as it was relationship. And for a while, we thought we’d found it. It wasn’t perfect, but it was the closest thing to perfect we’d found yet. She wanted us both — all off us. She wanted the physical, and she also seemed to want the emotional too.

      We got close, she got deep, and then, the knife got us in the back, and we never saw it coming.

      We never did know if it was something she’d planned or if she’d just woke up one day deciding to stab us. But whatever the cause, one day she was our girlfriend, and the next, her lawyers were contacting ours with settlement agreement for her to keep quiet about the “sordid royal scandal” she’d been “forced to participate” in.

      Yeah, fuck.

      There’d been words, and shouting, and fury. And she’d sat there the whole time, quietly looking away as Caspian and I roared across the lawyer’s table at her. In the end, we’d paid, of course. It wasn’t worth dragging our mother’s name and our father’s legacy through the mud for. Hell if I knew why the fuck a duchess needed cash, but we paid and she didn’t go to the press.

      Caspian was still sure it was something we said, or something that happened outside of us that pushed her into that corner. Me? I just thought she was a heartless bitch.

      So that's where we were coming in here tonight. The wounds of that mess were still real, even though it’d been six months. After that, Cas and I had stepped the fuck back from seeing anyone, in any capacity. We stopped going out, stopped seeing girls at all. Cause fuck that. It wasn’t worth it, even if it meant celibacy.

      But tonight wasn’t “going out.” Tonight’s suiters ball was more than going to a club or something. It was a royal necessity, really. We needed to be seen actively looking for brides. Hell, it’s not like the populace of Marland exactly knew about our tendency to “share.” So that’s why we were at the ball that evening — to at least make a show of looking for something real. After all, Mom wasn’t going to be queen forever. And no one really knew what to do about twin first-born heirs where the throne was concerned, but the rules about us being married before either of us could become King still stood.

      “Look, we don’t have to stay for the whole thing. Just long enough to make sure Logan and Magnus don’t do something fucking stupid like go after one of King Lucian’s daughters.”

      I snorted, killing the rest of my drink.

      The ball was for all sorts of single princes, princesses, dukes, duchesses, and all manner of young royalty. But the real belles of the ball were of course Lucian’s own three daughters — Isla, Imogen, and Ilana, the three virgin princesses of Avlion. Okay, it's not like they’d been advertised as virgins, but there were rumors about them never dating.

      Prince Logan of Torsund and Prince Magnus of Zale had been our best friends for, well, since forever, even if those two were wild cards when it came to acting as they should in public. Mags because of his proclivities for fucking anything and everything with a pair of tits, regardless of them being appropriate or not, and Logan because of his curse.

      And I don’t care what anyone else said, I believed my friend about that one.

      Four years ago, Logan had been our friendly, outgoing, life-of-the-party buddy. Then he’d been cursed by some sort of witch or sorceress or whatever, who he’d mistaken for some girl at a club looking for something fun and fleeting for just a night. I know, magic is bullshit and all that, but fuck, I knew what I’d seen. He’d been Logan the one day, carefree and laughing, and then something altogether different the next day, after that night.

      He’d become the “beast” people called him in whispers now.  And magic or not, it meant he was moody, prone to anger, and pretty unpredictable these days.

      So basically, it was going to be Caspian and my job to make sure neither of our friends got themselves thrown into the royal prison tonight, or worse.

      “So have you guys found your Barbie Dolls for the evening?”

      I rolled my eyes as Magnus came up behind us, chuckling with a groan as I killed the last of my drink.

      Magnus, and Logan for that matter too, had taken to calling Cas and me “Ken dolls” years ago, on account of our blue eyes, blond hair, and I guess “good guy” appeal, even if the two of them knew damn well we weren’t exactly the good boys the press always seemed to think we were. But the name stuck, hence asking about “Barbie.”

      Dick.

      “You gonna try and behave yourself tonight?” Cas muttered.

      Mags grinned, snagging two champagnes off the tray of a passing waiter and knocking one back in two gulps.

      “That answer your question?” I said evenly to my brother, who grinned.

      “Look, Mags, we’re all here to have fun, and I know you haven’t been yourself recently, but try and rein it—”

      I frowned. Magnus wasn’t even looking at us at all, and I followed his stare to a gorgeous redhead in green and gold standing across the ballroom.

      “Mags.” I frowned. “Magnus.”

      It was like he’d tuned us out as he knocked back the rest of his second champagne, pushed the glass into my hands, and strode purposefully towards the girl.

      “Oh tonight’s going to be fun, isn’t it,” Caspian muttered dryly.

      I laughed, clapping my brother on the back. “Did you even see where Logan went off to?”

      “Nope.”

      “Fantastic.”

      “I vote for a refill.”

      I chuckled as I followed Caspian over to another bar, grinning as I watched him toss another insane amount of money on the bar for our free drinks before turning and handing me mine.

      “To finding our true love,” he muttered sarcastically.

      After all, that was the reason for coming to a suitors ball. Just the same, it felt like bitter irony at that point.

      “To finding our soulmate—”

      The words froze in my mouth as I raised my glass to his. Actually, the whole fucking world froze. Because just then, standing in the doorway to the ballroom, the sounds of the string quartet and the crowds washing over us, my eyes locked onto her.

      And everything else just sort of faded away.

      She wasn’t real. She couldn’t be. Blonde, willowy, her blue sequined gown trailing behind her as she swirled and smiling at a few other girls in regal looking gowns. She was talking to the redhead, actually, and Magnus, before she turned along with a another fair-skinned girl with black hair and a silvery white dress and moved away, leaving the poor redhead to Magnus’s clutches. I followed the blonde though, gritting my teeth as the light caught her big blue eyes, sparkling under the chandeliers, and her smile sent butterflies crashing through me.

      Holy. Shit.

      “Cade.”

      I heard my brother but couldn’t respond, my eyes just locked onto her.

      “Dude.”

      I blinked as he shook me, shaking my head and turning to him.

      He frowned. “The fuck was that?”

      “Cas.”

      He heard the tone in my voice and shut his mouth.

      I didn’t say a thing, I just turned back to her, and this time, his eyes followed mine.

      “Oh, fuck,” he whispered.

      I nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

      “Who the hell is—”

      We both froze as we watched King Lucian himself step forward, beaming at this gorgeous creature and then placing an arm around her and hugging her close.

      Oh, shit.

      “That, dear brother,” I said slowly, putting the pieces together. “That is King Lucian’s daughter, Princess Ilana Morningstar of Avlion.”

      Caspian whistled lowly.

      “Well, this is going to be a problem.”

      This was going to be a big problem.

      Because I knew right there that the same lightning I’d just felt had hit Caspian too. She’d caught us up like a damn spell, and with one look, I knew were were both thinking the same thing.

      She was it. She was everything. There was no denying it. We’d given up on finding the one thing we were looking for, but there in that ballroom, just when we’d least expected it, she’d found us.

      Something told me, King Lucian’s virgin, oldest daughter, was completely off the table when it came to being shared by the two of us.

      Well, except I had no idea how wrong I was.
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      The doctor is in. Every inch of him…

      I’m the youngest, brightest, and most hotshot medical director the fertility clinic’s ever seen. Nothing gets between me and my job, until Ada Chase walks in.

      I’m not supposed to touch her, at least, not in the way I want to. She’s off limits in so many ways. Too rich. Too innocent. Too never-been-touched.

      …Too much my patient.

      The sheltered young heiress is in my office so her rich, shitty family can see if she’s capable of bearing children. And I’m supposed to examine her – every inch of her sweet, tempting body –to check.

      But I’ve wanted her since the instant I laid eyes on her, and now I’m obsessed, possessed, and driven like I’ve never been before.

      First, I’m going to make her beg.

      Second, I’ll make her mine.

      And third? Well, third is the best part.

      Third is me putting a baby in that soft young belly. And after that, I’ll steal her away from all of this. Fuck the medical code of conduct, forget professionalism, and damn the consequences.

      Oh, Ada can bear children alright.

      …so long as they’re mine.

       

      I know what you’re thinking – this sounds like dirty, filthy doctor-fantasy smut. And if you’re thinking that, the good news is, you’re entirely correct ;). This book is hot and heavy insta-love and lust at it’s finest, with a dominant alpha hero completely obsessed with breeding and claiming his untouched heroine. Safe, no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed.

      The doctor will see you take you now…

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Ada

      

    
    
      The elevator dinged, and my heart raced as I shivered.

      I’d arrived.

      The doors slid open, and I could feel my breath catching as I stepped out into the reception area of the clinic, my teeth chewing my bottom lip as I approached the check-in desk.

      This was all wrong. You weren’t supposed to have thoughts like this about men like him. You weren’t supposed to walk into an office like this and get wet.

      …Your weren’t supposed to have filthy, dirty, unstoppable fantasies about your doctor.

      But then, if it was so wrong, why hadn’t I been able to stop thinking about him? Why had I spent every single second since that first time a week before burning the thought of him into my mind. I’d spent hours remembering the feel of his powerful, commanding hands on me, and the way his deep, low voice had struck something primal inside of me.

      …And I’d spent every night trembling in my bed as my fingers and my fantasies wondered what could have happened, if there’d been more.

      “Ms. Chase?”

      I blinked, my dirty thoughts scattering as I looked down at the receptionist arched brow and bemused expression.

      “Everything all right, dear?”

      No, I have an uncontrollable crush and the dirtiest thoughts I’ve ever had about one of your physicians.

      “Oh, yes,” I said quickly, swallowing the heat from my face.

      “I said you can go right in. Dr. Petite will be with you shortly.”

      “Thank you.”

      I said it fast, my hands tightening to nervous fists at my sides as I marched past her desk, through the big wooden double-doors, and down the hallway to the exam rooms.

      Doctor Petite was not my forbidden fantasy, and thank God for that. No, those were reserved for the gorgeous, intensely sexy, hardened, panty-meltingly perfect Doctor Brody.

      Doctor Jackson Brody.

      Seeing him on my last visit a week before had been a mistake. And I don’t mean that like “because I regretted it” I mean that quite literally. Someone had messed up some of the doctors’ schedules, and instead of Doctor Petite, it was him who I’d had the appointment with. It’d started innocently, and I knew that the entire thing was probably in my head.

      But it made no difference.

      Jackson Brody — God he was gorgeous. Tall, broad shoulders, and built like a freaking Greek statue. That dark hair, like mine, and those piercing dark eyes — different from my crystal blue ones.

      Those powerful, warm hands, and the way he’d touched me.

      I shivered as I paused at door to Doctor Petite’s exam room.

      This was ridiculous. Doctor Brody was just that, a doctor, and this was me being, well, weird. I shouldn’t have been fantasizing about my doctor. I mean, it was bad enough what happened before, during the last exam. He hadn't said anything though.

      …I hope he hadn't noticed, well…that.

      God I hope he hadn't.

      But thankfully, even if part of me wished I was, I wasn’t seeing him today. And I probably wouldn’t ever. The scheduling issue had been fixed, and it would be pudgy, grey-haired, sixty-year-old Doctor Petite who would be examining me today to make sure I was fertile.

      Yes, I did actually just say that.

      I was nineteen years old, I’d barely ever even been kissed, and I was in the most expensive fertility clinic in New York City to make sure I could pop babies out.

      If you want to know why, the short answer was: “because my family is insane.”

      When you came from a family like mine, with the pedigree that came with it, there were certain…expectations. No, it’s not like I had an arranged marriage or something barbaric like that, but this was way worse. Definitely creepier.

      You see, my parents had sent me here for these series of tests and exams to make sure I’d be able to have children. It was all part of the machine of how the rich married rich and stayed rich.  My being “capable” was all part of the package, so when the time came — and it would be soon — for me to find someone of suitable equal ranking socially and economically, they’d already know there’d be no problem popping out kids.

      Yeah, it’s as fucked up as it sounds.

      It’s not that I was against kids, and I wasn’t, at all. I loved kids, and I’d have probably have gone into early childhood psychiatry if I’d had my way. Except, I hadn’t had my way, and studying psychology or pre-med was all wrong for a “girl like me,” or so my parents thought. No, for me, if I even went to college, it would be for something easy like English Lit. Something useless, and something to talk about at cocktail parties.

      So that's why I was there — nineteen, with zero experience, seeing if I was capable of giving birth. I mean, jeez, I’d have to have sex first. I instantly blushed, thinking of Dr. Brody.

      Of Jackson.

      I blushed and shivered again as I stepped into the exam room and closed the door. Part of me pouted that I’d have boring Doctor Petite again. But then, at least what happened last time wouldn’t happen again.

      …You know, when I’d gotten soaking wet — noticeably so — with just my panties on, right in front of Doctor Brody.

      I cringed, blushing at the thought as I sat on the edge of the table, facing away from the door. The exam was really nice — not sterile and all fluorescent lights like most places. The lighting here was lowered, the floor hardwood, the furniture top of the line and beautiful.

      I hope he hadn’t noticed — Jackson, that is, last week with my panties. If he had, he certainly hadn’t said anything. But just the same, a part of me was relieved to be seeing the very not-panty-wetting Doctor Petite.

      I toyed with my hands, looking at them and blushing again as I replayed my schoolgirl crush on the gorgeous doctor. I’d googled him, like a total weirdo. I knew he was the head of this clinic, and had huge respect in the pre-natal and neonatal medical world. I knew he was one of the youngest doctors to ever become head of a clinic this prestigious — or any, at that. He was thirty-two, and unmarried. No girlfriend or anything either, as far as I could see from stalking his Facebook page.

      I felt the heat creep up, remembering how I’d poured over the pictures on his page — him sweating and grinning after running a triathlon. Jackson looking freaking delicious in just a pair of short, perfectly fitting swim trunks, shirtless and looking like a fucking god at the beach.

      …Hey, I was a virgin, but a girl has thoughts.

      I remembered the late nights over the last week, panting under the covers in my bedroom as my fingers slid between my legs. I remembered whimpering into my pillow, and pretending it was his hands pushing my legs wide apart, and telling me what he was going to do to—

      “Ada.”

      I almost shrieked as the voice from my naughty daydream rumbled through the room, from the doorway behind me I hadn’t heard open. I froze, the blood turning to fire in my veins and my heart leaping into my throat.

      That voice.

      That deep, resonating, powerful voice that triggered something inside of me.

      Jackson.

      The voice from behind me was Doctor Brody, and when I heard him step inside and shut the door with a loud click behind him, I felt my whole body tremble.

      “I’ve been waiting for you, Ada.”

      Oh God.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Jackson

      

    
    
      It was the scent of her shampoo that hit me first, just like it had the last time — something subtle and floral, with a hint of citrus that drove me fucking wild. I growled to myself as I inhaled sharply, filling my senses with her as my eyes drank her in.

      Fuck she was beautiful.

      Even sitting facing away from me, everything about her made my cock swell in my pants — throbbing to full length between my thighs as my balls tingled. That long dark hair, unfettered and tumbling down her lithe back. Those impish shoulders, and her bare arms under the short-sleeved blouse.

      …That sweet little heart-shaped ass of hers, perched on the edge of the exam table. She was wearing yoga pants — God bless yoga pants — and they hugged every sweet, tempting curve of that little peach of a butt so fucking perfectly that all it did was make my cock throb even harder.

      “I’ve been waiting for you, Ada,” I purred.

      And I had been. Achingly so. Going out of my fucking mind doing it. Last time had been dangerous. Last time, I’d come close to throwing my entire career away for this angel, and I would have, if she’d asked me.

      But where last time had been a mistake, this time was all my own doing. This time, I’d made damn sure Roger Petite was preoccupied with other patients. Because this time, there’d be no confusion — no mistakes.

      This time, she’d be mine.

      Ada Chase — my fucking obsession. My all-consuming, body-engulfing lust.

      First, I was going to make her beg.

      Second, I was going to make her mine.

      And third? Well, third was the best part.

      Third was me putting a baby in that fertile young womb. And after that, she’d be mine. After that, I’d steal her away from all of this if I had to.

      I’d been lost the second I’d walked into this very room the last time, a week before. I’d been a goner the minute I laid eyes on her, and smelled that shampoo, and saw that impossibly sweet innocence in her eyes. She’d opened those tempting, pink lips, and I’d been lost.

      Fuck the medical code of conduct. Forget professionalism. I wanted her, and since then, it’d only gotten a million times worse. Since then, she’d consumed my every thought and kept my cock hard almost for a week straight.

      Since last time.

      

      
        One week before:

      

      “Nice to meet you, Doctor Brody.”

      Fuck. The way my name rolled off that soft tongue and over those sweet lips had my body tingling with need. The way she flushed — her cheeks burning as she looked away, as if she were embarrassed.

      I’d just introduced myself to this perfect creature, after explaining the scheduling error with Doctor Petite.

      “Are—” She swallowed thickly, her bright blue eyes darting to mine. Christ, that soft, lily-white skin with that dark brown hair and that smattering of freckles across her impossibly cute nose had me drowning in her already.

      “Are we doing an exam today?”

      She was nervous. I got that. After all, it’s not like a fertility exam was ever a breeze, but it didn’t help that I wasn’t the doctor she’d been seeing on the first few visits to the clinic.

      “No, Ms. Chase, we’re not.”

      I wish.

      God help me, I wished. Forget professionalism, and boundaries, and my own oaths. Forget the doctor in me. The fucking caveman in me wants to touch every single inch of her body.

      She sat there in her black yoga pants and a loose, grey, sleeveless top — her hair undone and tumbling down one shoulder, and one soft, succulent, glistening lip caught between her teeth. I wanted to tear those clothes off of her piece by piece, like a present for me to unwrap until she was naked before me. And then, I wanted to feel how soft that skin was. I wanted to see if her nipples were as pink as her cheeks, and I wanted to spread those pretty legs and run my tongue across a pussy I could only imagine tasted like candy.

      Somehow, I got ahold of myself. How, I’m not entirely sure.

      “No, today is all exterior. We’re using the new external imaging tech to take a look at everything inside. It’s a bit like a sonogram.”

      She nodded, still nervously chewing that lip in the most tantalizing fucking way, to the point where I could barely concentrate on making words.

      “Why don’t you go ahead and lie back.”

      Then I want you to spread your legs, pull your knees back to your shoulders, and show me how wet that tight little pussy is.

      I growled to myself, my jaw tightening as I tried to calm down.

      “Like this?”

      Fuck her voice was so sweet, like honey, and the way she looked up at me as she lay back in the reclined patient chair had something sparking inside my chest.

      “Just like that.”

      I grabbed the imaging device — it really was just like a sonogram — and turned back to her.

      “Lift your shirt up.”

      I fucking growled it, like a demand. Like I was telling someone I’d just brought home to do it, and not a patient.

      Get a fucking hold of yourself.

      “Over your stomach,” I added quickly, seeing the flush creep into her cheeks.

      But Ada had nodded and slowly she’d reached down and lifted up her top.

      I’d groaned to myself. That unblemished skin. That soft little belly, the easy curve of her hips. The little glimpse of the underside of a light blue, lacy bra.

      …I was rock hard in one damn second.

      My whole fucking body was humming as I approached her, watching her shiver as I came near.

      “And I need you to pull your yoga pants down a bit.”

      Ada had gasped quietly, her chest rising and falling as her eyes had darted to mine. “What?”

      “Not all the way, just so it doesn’t hamper the imaging.”

      “Oh, right.”

      She forced a smile, but all it’d done was highlight how nervous she was. All it did was make her look even more innocent, and more completely and utterly fuckable.

      “A little more, Ms. Chase.”

      She did, tugging the elastic waist down further, and showing me more of that smooth belly, and the soft little groove of her hips. All the way until I caught the edge of her blue lacy panties, matching the bra.

      I growled.

      I couldn’t help it, and by then I honestly did not fucking care. I don’t know if she even heard me, but her cheeks were still blushing bright red.

      “I’m a doctor, Ms. Chase,” I said quietly.

      But in my head, I’ve got you on your knees with that hair wrapped around my fist and your pouty lips wrapped around my cock.

      She laughed nervously, shaking her head. “I know, sorry. I’m being weird.”

      “You’re not.”

      “I’m just nervous is all.”

      I smiled, putting a hand on her arm. It was meant to comfort. It was meant to soothe.

      …It did the exact fucking opposite, to me at last. To me, it got my blood roaring. To me, touching that soft, warm skin got the animal inside of me bellowing like a beast, and got my cock pulsing rock hard against my thigh. I could feel my balls tingling — filling with cum for her.

      I coughed. “Let’s begin.”

      The wand was heated, but just the same, I could see her skin shivering with goosebumps as I moved it across her stomach.

      “So, these are your ovaries,” I murmured, my eyes on the screen next to us. “Fallopian tubes, uterus…”

      That I want to fill with every fucking drop of my sticky cum.

      I was going off the fucking rails in here with her, but I couldn’t stop. I was consumed by her — by all of her. The way her hair smelled, the way she smiled. The way I wanted to protect her.

      Yeah, I knew why she was here, and I knew it wasn’t that she was suddenly interested at nineteen in how fertile she was.  No, I knew the Chase name and what her father was capable, and I knew that world she was from. This wasn’t the first time I’d seen the offspring of the uber-wealthy in this clinic to make sure they could “continue the line.”

      Fuck that.

      I growled to myself, turning and watching the small smile on her perfect lips as she watched the screen. So fucking beautiful, and sweet, and innocent. So fucking mine.

      And instantly, I knew it was true. Or would be. In one instant, the roar inside of me turned to fierce resolution.

      No other man would see just how fertile she was. No one but me. No one else would touch this perfect angel.

      “Let’s just go a little lower and check out your cervix.”

      I slowly moved the wand lower, until I was bumping against her hands which were holding down the waist of her pants.

      “All the way, Ms. Chase,” I all but fucking growled, the blood roaring in my ears as I let my gaze burn right into her. Fuck professionalism. Fuck being her doctor. All I was in that moment was a man. A man who’d seen what he wanted.

      …And now this man wanted to see more of what was his.

      Ada bit her lip, gasping quietly before she’d nodded.

      “Oh, right. Of course, Doctor.”

      Fuck me harder, Doctor.

      My cock bulged, pulsing rock hard against my leg. Ada licked her lips — that soft pink tongue darting out to wet them as she slowly hooked her thumbs into the waist of her yoga pants and pushed them down. More and more of her lacy blue panties were exposed to me — more of her hips, and her thighs, and the tempting, tantalizing groove that ran down between her inner thigh and her sweet, off-limits treasure, hidden behind those panties.

      “More.”

      I growled it, like a man barely hanging on. I didn’t care.

      Ada gasped quietly, her face bright red. But she pulled them down even more as I started to move the wand over her lower belly.

      And there it was.

      Holy. Fuck.

      She’d pulled the tight black material down almost all the way over her panties, and there, right fucking in the middle of them, right between her legs, was a dark little wet spot.

      The rest of the world disappeared for me for a second, my entire being glued to the gusset of her panties pulled tight across her lips, and the little tell-tales sign leaking through.

      Ada Chase wasn’t nervous. Ada Chase was fucking turned on.

      I wanted to tear them off. I wanted to bring my face between her thighs, inhale the sweet smell of her and then lick that little cunt right through her panties until she came all over my tongue.

      The rest of the very brief exam was a blur. I remember growling something about everything being in order, and how my professional opinion was that she was perfectly able to bear children.

      …But the man inside of me had a slightly different opinion: she wasn’t just able to bear children, she was able and fucking destined to bear my children.

      She pulled her clothes back into place afterwards, and hopped that perfect little ass off the exam chair. She’d turned and smiled at me, her face still blushing and glowing, and her crystal blue eyes sparkling. She shook my hand, and once again, touching her like that — however innocently — almost had me yanking her right into me, crushing my lips to hers, and then kissing her as I tore the clothes from her tight little body.

      

      
        Present:

      

      And then, she was gone, leaving just the feel of her soft skin, the scent of her hair, and the image of her wet little panties permanently etched into my brain. She’d barely left the room when I’d torn my pants open, pulled my throbbing hard cock out, and started to stroke. I’d growled, imagining how sweet her pussy would taste on my lips — how soft her cries would be as I claimed her as my own.

      How fucking sexy she’d look all swollen with our child.

      I groaned, my fist gripping the edge of the desk fiercely, and so close to spraying my cum across the surface of it, when I’d stopped myself.

      No.

      Not like this. Not after I’d gotten a tease of what could be mine. And not just could, would, because I’d decided right there that whatever the consequences, Ada Chase would be mine.

      I’d let go of my cock, panting, and feeling my balls ache in protest. But no, I wouldn’t waste a single drop of cum. Not ever, because from now on, every sticky drop was for her.

      I’d immediately called the receptionist and asked her to call Ms. Chase to book one last check-up.

      “With Doctor Petite?”

      I’d scowled. “Yes. Sure.”

      I’d deal with that part later. I’d make sure he never saw her, and that I did.

      And now here we were, back in the same room — my blood roaring in my ears, my rock-hard cock bulging at my pants, and my balls heavy and swollen with cum for her.

      “I’ve been waiting for you, Ada,” I purred.

      She gasped quietly, stiffening before she slowly turned to look at me over her shoulder. And fuck did my heart melt.

      Those pretty blue eyes, those pouty lips, that smattering of freckles across her cute little nose. She slid off the exam table and turned, her hands toying with each other and her chest rising and falling. Her cheeks turned that rosy pink again, and her gorgeous eyes glimmered as they looked up to meet my steely brown ones.

      “Hello, Doctor Brody,” she breathed. “I— I didn’t know you—”

      “Take your clothes off.”

      I growled the words, watching and feeling my dick throb as I saw the flush creep hotter over her cheeks.

      “Wha-what?” she gasped quietly.

      “Take. Them. Off.” I moved across the room until I was right in front of her, almost touching her. She whimpered — Jesus Christ, she fucking whimpered, her mouth opening slightly as she looked up at me with those big, blue eyes. And right there, I knew. Right there, I knew this wasn’t in my head.

      Because all I saw in those pretty eyes of hers, was want.

      …And I was going to give her everything she wanted.

      “Take off your clothes, Ada,” I purred, my eyes never leaving hers. “Right now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Ada

      

    
    
      My whole body trembled, and I could feel a shiver of something hot and wicked tease through me.

      For a second, I thought it was fear I was feeling swelling up inside of me. But then I realized it was something else: excitement. It wouldn’t be old Doctor Petite doing the exam that day, it was going to be him.

      Jackson.

      It would be him putting his hands on my skin, and telling me to undress, and seeing me. It would be him who touched me, and commanded me, and let the heat of his perfect body radiate through me in the small exam room.

      My pulse roared in my ears, and I could feel a tingle spreading through every inch of my skin. I knew this was wrong — I knew it was silly to get so worked up and excited and, well, turned on, by my doctor. And I knew stripping down was something I could have expected for an exam like this. But then, the way he’d just said it was so…demanding, that it’d lit something inside of me. It wasn’t the way a doctor might tell a patient to undress, it was the way a lover might tell you to.

      …Not that I had any experience with that one.

      But wrong or not, there was no denying how I felt, and how the prospect of taking my clothes off in front of Doctor Brody made me both scared and so damn excited I could barely stand it. And I wanted to — I really, truly wanted to, in this insane, body-electrifying way. But then…

      I bit my lip, my breath coming quickly as I swallowed thickly.

      “Let me call a nurse.”

      Shit. He’d taken my hesitation for being uncomfortable. And, well, yeah, I was pretty sure there was supposed be a female nurse in the room when I got undressed in front of a male doctor. But then, I didn’t want someone else in here, because as wrong as it was and as naughty a thought it was, I wanted to undress for him and him only.

      Jackson started to turn to the phone on the wall. “Hang on, I’ll—”

      “That’s okay.”

      The words tumbled from my lips quickly, and I could feel my pulse racing faster as he froze, his shoulders bunching tight before he turned back to me.

      I swallowed.

      “I— I don’t mind.”

      God, there it was — that fierce look, and that hunger etched across his chiseled jaw.

      “You’re a doctor after all,” I said quietly, breathlessly.

      I saw the spark blaze in his eyes as he turned fully towards me. Slowly, he grinned hungrily.

      “Very true. And today, Ada, I’m your doctor.”

      I shivered as I reach down to start unbuttoning my blouse.

      Jackson didn’t budge. He didn’t make a single move to look away, or even blink. His gorgeous dark eyes just stayed laser-focused on me, his jaw clenched tight, a storm brewing behind his face.

      I trembled as I finished with the buttons, slipping the blouse off and draping if over the chair near the wall. I swallowed, my whole body shivering in excitement and anticipation as I slowly reached for the waist of the plain black yoga pants I’d worn.

      “Take them off, Ms. Chase,” he purred quietly, his deep, resonating baritone voice throbbing through my body.

      I panted faster, heart racing as I slowly peeled them down, over my panties, and my ass, and then down my legs — bending over to strip them off one foot. I sorely wished I’d worn something sexier than just a black bra and panties — ones that didn’t even actually match at that. But, God, why would I have? To the doctor’s office? I mean, if I’d known it was him who’d see me that day, maybe…

      I felt my body shiver, my nipples puckering to little points under my bra, the heat flooding between my thighs. Fuck, why the hell was I so turned on being in a small, locked room with this man? I bent to pull the yoga pants off the other foot, when I started to tumble off balance. Instantly, his hand was there, gripping me firmly on the arm and keeping me upright.

      Oh.

      Oh, that’s why I was so turned on being in a small, locked room with this man. Because his touch turned me to freaking jelly. Because his hand on my arm sent a fire blazing through me and a filthy, naughty pulse deep between my thighs.

      “Too cold?” he purred, his brow arched in amusement as I shivered under his grip.

      “N-no,” I barely whispered, standing right in front of the gorgeous, impossibly sexy older man of my fantasies, in just a bra and panties.

      Too hot, maybe, I thought to myself. So freaking hot that you make me shiver when you touch me.

      “Let’s hop up here,” he finally murmured, breaking the spell as he let my arm go and turned to pat the exam chair.

      I shivered as I did what he said, climbing up onto the soft, plush seat and laying back. I licked my lips, feeling so naughty, even if he was a doctor, by just sitting there in front of him in just my underwear. But then, there wasn’t very much “doctorly” about the way his eyes slid over me, leaving a heated pulse in their wake. My nipples hardened under that gaze, poking against my thin bra obviously, even with how warm the room was.

      “We’ll start with another round of what we did last week, just to make sure.”

      Doctor Brody kept his eyes locked onto mine as he picked up the instrument from the week before and brought it to my mid-section. And just like the week before, he placed it against my skin as the monitor next to us flickered to life. But then, he brought his other hand down, and suddenly, his palm was flat against my belly.

      Oh God…

      I trembled — his warm, powerful hand touching me between my belly-button and the edge of my panties. One of his fingers was actually touching the edge of them, and it was everything I could do not to moan right there. I squeezed my legs together tight, chewing madly at my bottom lip as I felt the raw heat of that touch tingle right to my core.

      Jackson started to move the instrument around my skin again, but this time, I wasn’t watching the screen. This time, I was panting, my mouth hanging open and my eyes hooded as I watched his hand resting on my skin. He brought the instrument lower with the other hand, and the one resting on me slowly shifted lower, and lower.

      I was dripping wet — so wet that I knew I was making a mess of my panties. My nipples strained against my bra, and I was sure my panting was the loudest thing in the room. But Doctor Brody didn’t seem to notice. He moved his hand lower, until a full half of his hand was resting on my panties and my mound underneath them.

      And then suddenly, he moved away.

      The breath I didn’t even know I was holding whooshed out of me in a rush. Jackson turned and smiled at me, but it was no “doctorly” smile, it was something downright hungry.

      He rolled the sleeves of his crisp white shirt up to the elbow, and I moaned inside.

      Tattoo ink, and muscles, for days. I mean fuck, those forearms rippled as he went to the other sleeve, and the tattoos? My eyes traced the ink and the designs, feeling like more and more of a total pervert for lusting this hard after my freaking medical professional.

      But seriously? Doctors should not be that hot.

      “Well, that part’s done,” he murmured, his eyes dragging over my near-naked body until they met my gaze with a heated flash. He smiled, and I melted under it, watching it creep over his chiseled jaw, and his gorgeously built cheekbones, and even those little dimples at the corner.

      “That part?”

      He grinned again, but this time it was right back to that look that had a tinge of hunger and a dangerous promise to it.

      “Well, we still have the exam to do today.”

      My stomach flip-flopped.

      “The what?”

      “The exam, Ada,” he growled, that fierce hunger blazing across his face. He moved closer to me. “We have to do it today.”

      “We do?” I squeaked out.

      Oh God, oh God, oh God…

      “Yes, we do, Ada,” he purred. His arm extended, and suddenly, his fingers brushed against my hip — just barely, but enough to send a freaking lightning-bolt right through me.

      “I’ll call the nurse.”

      He started to turn, when somehow, the words just tumbled out of my mouth.

      “No.” I swallowed heavily. “No, that’s okay,” I said quietly.

      No, that’s NOT okay! I screamed inside. What the HELL are you doing?

      This man could not examine me — not like this, and not right now. I mean, obviously, every filthy fantasy I’d had about him over the last week said I felt otherwise, but I knew if he did it now, he’d see how freaking wet I was.

      He’d smell how turned on I was for him.

      …For my doctor. I mean, how mortifying is that?

      “No?” He grinned, turning back to me and pulling his sleeves up higher, making his tattooed forearms ripple. “Just you and me, then,” he growled.

      “Yes,” I whispered.

      “Perfect. If it’s just the two of us, we can start,” he purred.

      I swore I heard a low growl in his throat as he moved closer, and closer, until he was hovering right over me. He leaned over, his hands moving to either side of my head on the soft chair behind me as he leaned in close. I gasped as I felt his lips barely brush my ears.

      “So why don’t you spread those pretty thighs wide for me, Ada.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Ada

      

    
    
      What?

      I was hearing things — I knew it. My filthy, wicked thoughts of this man had finally caught up with me, and I was officially hearing things. This had to be my body and my head playing tricks on me, after a full week of fantasizing about him. I knew what I’d thought I’d heard, but there was no way I actually had.

      …Right?

      I blinked, my breath coming fast as I shivered and looked up into his deep, dark eyes.

      “Doctor?”

      There was something so hot about being so exposed in front of him like this, nearly naked. I knew he was a doctor, and that this was a doctor’s office, but it didn’t change anything for me. I’d gone far past looking a Jackson as a medical professional, and instead saw him as a real, living, breathing, panty-melting fantasy of mine. And with him standing right over me like that, like he was pinning me to the damn exam chair, the fantasies of the last week were becoming very, very real.

      “I said,” he purred, lowering closer again, until for a second I could have sworn he was going to kiss me.

      “Spread. Those. Pretty. Thighs. Wide for me.”

      And I moaned. God help me, when he growled those words almost right against my lips, my whole body shivered like someone had sent electric current through me, and I moaned.

      “For the exam, of course,” Jackson added with a quiet intensity. His fierce, captivating eyes burned into mine, and I could feel the heat of his body against my bare skin.

      “Of course,” I whispered, my heart hammering a million miles an hour in my chest as I slowly nodded.

      “I like that color on you,” he murmured, glancing down and making it perfectly clear that his eyes were dragging over my bra, and then lower to my panties.

      I blushed fiercely.

      “Thank you.”

      “Black is incredibly sexy against your skin tone,” Doctor Brody murmured, his jaw tight.

      Sexy.

      The doctor had just said my underwear was sexy. I’d say things were starting to veer left of professional, but then, I was pretty sure me sitting in my bra and panties alone with him after he told me to spread my thighs meant we were already way past that.

      The thought made me tremble in a naughty sort of excitement.

      “Let’s get started then,” he purred in that deep baritone voice, before his eyes slid right back to my panties again.

      “I’ll get these for you.”

      I gasped as his fingers slid up the outside of my legs, leaving heat and want in their wake. He slid his fingertips under the lacy waist of my panties, and I could feel every single nerve in my body on fire with anticipation.

      This was really happening.

      A man was about to pull my panties off and see all of me, for the very first time. Well, a man besides my—

      I blushed, realizing how close I’d come in my head to saying “a man besides my doctor.” I knew what that was supposed to mean — that no one had seen me intimately. But every single thing about that moment felt pretty freaking intimate.

      And I loved that.

      Something felt — as insane as it even was to think it — right about that moment being the most intimate one of my life. Something about Jackson made it like that. Whatever that magnetism about him was, it’d drawn me in, and made me crave this moment with him. And now that we were here, it felt right. It felt like I’d waited for this for long so that it could be him. And I knew how insane and crazy that sounded even at the time, but I didn’t care.

      Slowly, his fingers tightened on the lacy edge of my panties, and he started to tug them down. I trembled, the heat blazing through my body as this gorgeous, dominant man slowly tugged my panties down. My lower belly was exposed, and then more of my hips, and my mound, until with a barely contained gasp from my lips, my pussy was revealed to him.

      He started to tug the panties lower, when suddenly, they stuck. My whole face — and probably my entire body — blushed scarlet as the thin little strip of fabric between my legs stuck to my sticky, slippery wet pussy.

      Jackson growled. I gasped, glancing down to see his jaw tight and his eyes blazing.

      “Beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes locked onto the slick, wet place between my legs that no man had seen.

      “Wha-what?” I barely choked out.

      Jackson looked up. “You heard me, Ada,” he said with that brooding, quiet intensity that’d gotten me this worked up and dripping wet in the first place.

      “You’re fucking beautiful.”

      Oh God.

      I was turning to jelly in front of him as he moved in, his hands sliding up my thighs as he started to push them apart.

      No gloves. The doctor wasn’t wearing gloves as his strong masculine hands slid over my skin. I whimpered, my whole body aching for more of his touch as he moved higher. His hands were so soft and yet powerful, and strong.

      He moved higher and higher, making me gasp out loud. Fingers slid up the creases where my thighs just touched my pussy, and this time, I couldn’t help the moan that tumbled from my lips.

      “Good girl,” he purred, teasing his fingertips back up and down the same little crease, over and over until I swear my hips were moving against his hands. He kept teasing me as he came so close to touching me where no one ever had before.

      …And then he did.

      I moaned. There was not chance of hiding it, but by then, I was pretty sure I couldn’t have anyways. His strong fingers slid right between my slick, soft lips, tracing over my opening and across my clit, making me cry out. His fingers pushed between my folds, spreading me open for his piercing gaze. His thumb brushed over my clit, making me gasp loudly as my whole body came alive for him.

      “Mmm,” Jackson growled, his eyes sliding up every inch of my body until his fierce, hungry gaze was locked onto mine. “Good reaction, Ada.”

      “Oh?” I croaked out, swallowing thickly and trying to stop another moan from falling out of my mouth as he started to rub my clit with slow, teasing brushes of his thumb.

      “Yes,” he growled, his gaze fierce. “Why don’t we try that one again?”

      I panted, slowly nodding my head. “Yes plea-ooh…”

      I moaned loudly, tumbling completely as his strong thumb rolled over my aching clit — again and again and again. He moved slowly and deliberately, sending lightning through my body as he teased my little nub. I cried out, moaning for him as he sent sparks of electricity through my body.

      “Very good, Ada,” Jackson growled, his eyes dragging back to mine. He eased a finger against my opening. I’d never had sex before, but horse-riding when I was younger meant I’d long since lost my hymen. And yet, no one aside from a doctor — and a doctor in a very different circumstance — had ever felt inside of me. Jackson was about to be my first.

      …And it wasn’t the only thing I wanted him to be my first for.

      He eased his finger inside and curled it deep against that sweet perfect spot inside, and I knew I was lost. Lying there, totally at his mercy with those gorgeous eyes locked onto mine and his fingers and thumb doing things to my body that no man ever had, I knew I was lost.

      I knew I was his.

      He slid a second finger inside, and I moaned as my hips rocked to meet him eagerly. Jackson chuckled, bringing his other hand to my stomach and resting his palm there.

      “So fucking eager,” he growled, his jaw twitching. “Are you this excited for Doctor Petite? This fucking wet.”

      “No!” I gasped quietly, shaking my head.

      “And how about any other man?” he growled lowly, his eyes flashing fire. “Are there any other men who—”

      “There are no other men,” I said quietly, biting my lip. “There—”

      I looked away, but suddenly, his hand was cupping my jaw, and gently turning me back into that fierce gaze.

      “There’s never been another man, has there, beautiful?”

      I swallowed, my face flushed as I shook my head. “No.”

      “Good.”

      The word growled from his lips, and that fire in his eyes blazed even hotter as he let them sear into me. He moved closer to me, almost like he was about to move onto the chair with me. His fingers slid deep inside of me, stroking me so perfectly as his thumb rolled over my clit again and again, making my body melt for him.

      “Nice and wet,” he growled. “I love the way your little pussy responds for me.”

      I gasped sharply, panting at his filthy, commanding words.

      “I don’t use medical terms, Ada,” Jackson murmured, leaning close into me. “They can be so cold and sterile.”

      I nodded, panting as his thumb rolled over my clit.

      “So I want to use familiar terms with my patients.”

      He kept sliding his fingers in and out of me, stroking against my inner wall as his thumb teased my clit again and again, until I was a puddle for him. Or at least, leaving one on chair beneath me.

      “Familiar terms like pussy,” he growled, curling his fingers inside of me and bringing a loud cry of pleasure from my lips.

      “Or clit.”

      His thumb rubbed over my hard little nub, sending my body reeling in ecstasy.

      “After all, the reason you’re here is so that we can make sure you’re able to take a man’s cum deep inside this sweet little pussy until you swell with child.”

      My pulse thundered through me, the gasp panting from my lips at his words. His fingers plunged in and out of me, his thumb brushing my clit, and his other hand stroking my belly and my thighs.

      Jackson leaned close, and when his lips brushed my ear, the fire started to blaze out of control inside of me.

      “And believe me when I say, Ada,” he growled lowly in my ear, making my pussy tighten around his fingers and flood them with more of my sticky arousal.

      “Believe me when I say I’ll be personally making sure that you can.”

      The fire took hold inside of me, and suddenly, a feeling I’d only ever had with myself started to erupt inside.

      Oh my God….

      I was going to come.

      Right there.

      For him.

      For my doctor.

      His fingers slid deep inside, and he started to curl them inside like he was beckoning me. His thumb started to rub my clit faster and faster, and when his teasing fingers traced over my hips and my thighs and my mound, I started to tumble.

      Jackson leaned close again, his lips hot against my ear.

      “I know you’re close, beautiful,” he murmured. “I know this tight, hot little pussy wants to come so fucking bad for me. I know you want to give me all of that sweet honey and coat my fucking fingers in it so I can lick them clean. So be a good girl,” he growled, his teeth raking over my earlobe as his fingers drove in and out and his thumb rolled my clit again and again.

      “Be a good girl and come for me.”

      I screamed, and then, it happened.

      I went crashing over the edge, my whole body arching off the exam chair. I started to cry out in pleasure, when suddenly, his lips crushed to mine, kissing me fiercely and swallowing my cries of pleasure as his fingers made me come harder than I’d ever come in my entire life.

      “Good girl,” he whispered into my lips. “And now you’re mine.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        Jackson

      

    
    
      I kissed her hungrily, tasting those sweet, honeyed lips I’d been dreaming of for a week. I claimed her mouth, searing my lips to hers and letting my tongue explore hers. For a second, she froze, as if even though I’d just made her fucking come on my fingers, this was still something so shockingly new to her.

      And I suppose it was.

      A virgin. I wasn’t going to fetishize it, but the fact that no other man had been inside of her — that no other man had ever touched her, or made her moan, or made her beg for more, or made her come — turned my cock to solid fucking steel. She’d be mine and mine only — always. It would be me who taught her to beg for more — me who made her come until she couldn’t stand it any longer.

      It’d be me who slid his cock between her thighs for the first time — who felt that tight, slick, young pussy stretch around my shaft and slide down every inch of me until I emptied my balls inside of her.

      She moaned as she melted into me, the frozen moment shattering as she kissed me back, hungrily and whimpering softly.

      “You know who I am, beautiful,” I growled into her lips, my fingers still teasing that dripping wet, hot pussy of hers.

      “Y-yes, I do,” she whispered, panting as I teased a finger over her clit again.

      “You know my reputation and position here at the clinic, and in the medical field at large.”

      She faltered, her eyes looking away as her brow furrowed. “Yes, I’m—” She looked down, her lip catching between her teeth. “I’m sorry, Doctor Brody. I know we shouldn’t be doing this, and I know I’m putting you in a—”

      “Ada.”

      My voice was firm, stopping her as she — what, tried to apologize to me? Like if this was a bad thing, it was in any way her fault? I scowled, not pissed at her, but pissed at the world she’d grown up in that would teach her to apologize for what had just happened.

      I leaned in, and slowly, I let my lips sear to hers. I’d kissed her hungrily and fiercely the first time. This time, I took my time. This time, I kissed her slowly, letting her lips melt against mine and letting her tongue play with mine.

      “My reputation, my position — all of it.” I kissed her harder, letting her feel every piece of me as I did. “I’d give it all up for you.”

      The gasp was quiet as it teased from her lips, and the way her cheeks flushed pink and the way her eyes lit up made my fucking heart practically jump out of my chest.

      “What?”

      “All of it, Ada,” I growled. My hands slid to her waist pulling her into me as I half climbed into the chair over her. “From the second I saw you here last week, I knew one thing, and I haven’t stopped thinking it, and I never fucking will. Do you know what that is?”

      She swallowed thickly, her eyes wide and locked with mine as she slowly shook her head.

      “That you were made to be mine, Ada. And that I was made to be yours. That your heart, and that sweet body of yours were made for me to take, and keep, and hold, and protect. I knew it the moment I saw you, and in the week between then and now, it’s only gotten bigger, and more real.”

      And it had. The decades of hard work, the years of study and sweat. The dedication. All of it, I’d give up in a heartbeat for her.

      “And I know you felt the same, Ada. I knew it then, and I know it now by the way your body reacts to me — by the way you kissed me back just now.” My eyes burned fiercely into hers as I leaned close, pulling her into my arms

      And slowly, she nodded. “I— This whole week…”

      “I know,” I growled. “You’re mine, beautiful. You’re my princess now — my queen. I know the world you’re from, and I know what’s in your future, and why you’re at a damned fertility clinic. But I want more for you. I want you to have the whole fucking world, with me. And if you’re scared—”

      “I’m not.”

      I think her words took us both by surprise, because we both froze and we locked eyes.

      And she wasn’t. I could see it in her eyes and written on her face. Whatever was going to come of this, I’d been wrong. This girl wasn’t scared, she was excited.

      She was ready.

      She moaned as we crashed together, our lips meeting hard enough to bruise. I growled into that sweet young mouth, my hands moving to half tear the buttons from my shirt as I yanked it open. I kissed her fiercely as I tore the shirt off, tossing it away before my hands hungrily found her skin again. Ada trembled, whimpering into my mouth as I unclasped her bra and pulled it from her body. I broke our kiss only long enough to pull away and gaze down at her sweet, soft teardrop breasts — her light pink nipples hardening under my gaze and making my mouth water.

      I groaned as I lowered my lips to them, sucking one soft pink nipple inside and growling as my cock lurched in my pants. Her skin tasted like flowers and honey, and when she arched her back off the exam chair, pressing her soft little tits against my mouth, I only sucked harder. She cried out as my tongue flicked over the rosy bud, my strong hands holding her petite body against my bare torso.

      Her own hands found my skin, her fingers tentatively touching my arms as if she still wasn’t sure this was okay. I pulled her closer, taking her hands in mine and guiding it to my throbbing erection through my pants.

      “This is all for you, beautiful,” I groaned into her lips, loving the way she gasped so sweetly as her small hand felt my huge, pulsing cock.

      “I’ve never—”

      “I know,” I purred quietly into her lips. I pulled back, our eyes locking as I felt my heart thunder in my chest for this perfect angel — this innocent, gorgeous, incredible girl who’d stepped out of my dreams and right into my world.

      “And I’m going to teach you everything. I’m going to show you things you’ve never even dreamed about, and by the time I’m done with you, you’ll never want another cock but this one.”

      “I already don’t,” she whispered, her face flushed as those big crystal blue eyes took me under.

      I reached for my belt, yanking my pants open and then pushed them and my briefs down my muscled thighs. Ada gasped loudly, her eyes going wide and her jaw dropping as she saw my cock — any cock — for the very first time.

      I pushed my clothes away as I stepped around to the front of the exam chair. I slid my hands over her feet, up her ankles and her calves, gripping her slender legs tight. I spread them wide, growling in raw lust as her pink, glistening little pussy opened for me like a flower. The exam chair was built so that the part that supported the legs could be spread wide for an exam.

      Today, I’d be spreading it wide for a different reason.

      I pushed her ankles into the padded, soft leg holders — not clamping them shut, but resting them there. I reached beneath and clicked the switch that unclasped the lower part of the chair, allowing the two sides to swing apart. Ada gasped quietly as I did just that, her ankles resting in the holders as I spread her legs and the very chair beneath them wide.

      “I love that you’re mine to take,” I purred, moving between those creamy thighs as my hands skimmed over her skin. “I love that no other man has felt how tight your little cunt is, or felt how soft and slick you are inside.”

      I wrapped my fist around my swollen cock, stroking myself slowly as I moved closer. Ada moaned, her chest heaving and her nipples straining towards the ceiling as the flush crept over her pale, soft skin. She looked so fucking sexy like this — so fucking innocent and yet glowing with raw sexuality. That mixture of nervous, innocent excitement, and heated lust like she’d never felt before had my whole body roaring to claim her.

      I wanted to, right there and then. I wanted to just push forward, ease my thick cock against her creamy, tight little cunt, and drive forward until I gave her every inch of me — until my balls rested on her ass and until all of that sweet little cunt was spread wide for me. But, I held back, somehow. Ada Chase was mine, and I would be claiming all of her, but not here. No, first, I’d tease her. I’d teach her. I’d show her how good I could make her feel. And when I did take that innocence and make it mine, I’d do it with her feeling like a queen, spread across soft sheets and elegance. Not in a damned doctor’s office like some sort of porn star.

      But I was still going to tease her. I was still going to make that pretty little pussy come hard for me.

      I stroked my aching cock as I moved into her, my hips spreading her thighs wide as my cock throbbed inches above her body. I reached down with my other hand and stroked my fingertip over her clit, making her gasp as her tight little body arched and shivered for me. A thick, white bead of precum pooled at the tip of my crown and then dripped onto her skin, making her gasp. I growled, stroking again and watching as more precum leaked from my swollen head and dribbled down my shaft and onto her porcelain skin.

      “No other man will know the feeling of these sweet, soft, pink petals spreading around his cock,” I growled, gazing hungrily at her glistening pink cunt.

      “No other man will ever feel every inch of your pretty little pussy slide down his cock until you’re filled to the hilt.”

      I groaned as I lowered my cock, and the both of us cried out in pleasure as I nudged the thick head across her clit. Sticky, creamy precum leaked from my dick, coating her slick, velvety lips and dripping down her inner thighs.

      Ada cried out, tossing her head back as her long dark hair fanned around her wildly. She reached for me, and I took her hand, bringing it down to where we met.

      “Feel how sticky and slick and wet you are, beautiful,” I growled, letting her fingers rub over her hard little clit and then across my throbbing cock head. “And feel how fucking hard I am for you.”

      She moaned deeply, a hungry fierceness burning across her face as she boldly slipped her hand around my cock and started to stroke me slowly.

      “You’ve never seen one.”

      “No,” she whispered, her voice husky and deep with lust. “It’s— it’s so big.”

      An emotion that looked like worry crossed her face, but I reached out and cupped her jaw, pulling her gaze up to my eyes.

      “We won’t today, sweetness,” I purred. “Not here, like this. And when we do, we’ll go slow. I’ll never hurt you, Ada.  I’ll make you nice and ready, so that when I take you — and I will — you’re begging me for it. When I slide my cock deep inside this pretty little pussy, you’ll want nothing else but it.”

      She moaned deeply, biting her lip as her fingers stroked up and down my shaft as I rubbed the head back and forth across her clit.

      “It’s so warm,” she whispered. “So hard.”

      “All for you, sweetness,” I purred. “Everything I am is for you.”

      My hand was still cupping her jaw, and when I ran my thumb across her pouty lips, she suddenly wrapped them around it and started to suck gently.

      Fuck.

      My quiet little angel had a dirty streak in her, just like I knew she did. This innocent, sweet creature had just been waiting for the fire to light the spark inside of her. Her fingers teased over my cock as my muscled hips pushed the head over her little nub back and forth. Sticky white precum leaked all over her, making a fucking mess of her — dripping down her tights and in little rivulets down her pussy lips.

      She moaned as I moved the head faster, rubbing her hard little clit with my swollen crown.

      “No one’s ever made you come before, have they?”

      “No,” she gasped.

      “But you have.”

      She went bright red, her eyes hooded with lust as they held my gaze.

      “You’ve made this little pussy come, haven’t you, beautiful?”

      She was quiet, panting in pleasure with her soft, teardrop tits rising and falling and her breath catching in her throat.

      “Tell me, angel,” I growled fiercely, rocking my hips faster and rubbing her clit faster.

      “Yes,” she finally gasped. “I have!”

      “You made this little pussy come this week, didn’t you? You were a dirty little girl and rubbed your fingers all over this slutty little pussy until you came so hard,didn’t you?”

      Ada moaned loudly, crying out as her body tensed and arched for me.

      “Tell me,” I growled again.

      “Yes!” she moaned, panting as her eyes locked onto mine.

      “And were you thinking of this? Were you a bad girl, thinking of your doctor, touching you like this, and rubbing his big dick all over your tight little virgin pussy until you couldn’t wait to feel him slide it inside?”

      Ada wrapping her lips tight around my thumb again and screaming in pleasure was the only answer I needed. I pulled my hand away, sliding it into her long dark hair, tangling it around my fist, and yanking her hard into me. Our lips crushed together, tongues entwining as I swallowed her moans claimed her mouth as my own.

      I slid my thick head over her clit again and again, letting her feel every fucking inch of my throbbing cock gliding across her pussy. I could feel her sticky girl-cum dripping down my shaft and coating my balls — so swollen with need. I hadn’t come in a fucking week, and now, it was all for her.

      I kissed her harder, growling into her mouth as one hand gripped her hair in a fist and the other grabbed her hip tightly. I drove my hips against her harder, and faster, grazing every thick inch of my rock hard dick over her slippery, hot little cunt. Ada trembled against me, whimpering into my mouth as her fingers teased over my shaft.

      “Doctor Brody, I’m— I’m going to—”

      “Come for me, angel,” I hissed into her lips, my balls tingling and every muscle in my body tensing as I felt her sweet little pussy start to drip all over me.

      “Be a good girl and come so good for me, and then I’m going to mark you as mine. Then, I’m going to give you every fucking drop of my cum.”

      Ada’s whole body went rigid before she suddenly screamed into my mouth. Her back arched off the exam table, her hips bucking hard against me and her hard little nipples grazing across my muscled chest. Her arms flung around me, and she hugged me tight to her body as I swallowed her sweet cries of pleasure.

      I could feel myself thundering towards that edge too. A week’s worth of pent-up lust for this girl, and a week’s worth of pent up cum boiling in my balls for her. I kissed her hungrily as I nudged the swollen head of my cock lower and eased it between her silken pussy lips — not penetrating her, but just feeling her bare little slit so hot and wet around my throbbing cock-head.

      With a roar, I came. Hard.

      It hit me like a fucking bomb, the rest of the world shattering around me until it was just me, Ada, and the feel of her coming for me. Every muscle in my body clenched tight as the cum blasted out of my cock, pumping thick streams against her tight, wet, untouched little pussy. I roared into my lips, my cum splashing over her lips, and her belly, and her thighs — rope after rope after thick rope of my sticky seed coating her and marking her as my mine. Ada shuddered and bucked against me, and when she moaned deeply into my lips, I realized she’d just come once again.

      I held her tight, my rock-hard cock throbbing so hard against her pussy — her whole body trembling against mine. My cum covered her — dripping down her pussy and her thighs and pooling under her ass. Thick streaks covered her belly and her hips, and the sight of her like that lit something so fierce in me that my cock surged, thick and rock-hard and ready to claim more of her.

      The knock at the door had Ada gasping in shock and me whirling with a snarl on my face.

      “I’m with a patient!” I barked, my jaw tight as I turned, as if to shield Ada from whoever was stupid enough to try and open the door.

      “Doctor Brody!”

      It was Helen, my receptionist.

      “Helen, I am with—”

      “Doctor, I’m so sorry, but it’s Mercy Hospital neonatal, and they’ve got an emergency and they need you urgently!”

      Fuck.

      I closed my eyes, my teeth grinding together as I slowly nodded.

      “I’ll be finished in a minute. Tell them—”

      I turned back to let my eyes lock with Ada’s, hating what I was about to say.

      “Tell them I’ll be right over.”

      Ada’s face dropped, the glow suddenly fading before my very eyes.

      “Ada—”

      “You have to go, I know,” she said quietly, looking away from me. Shutting off.

      Not a chance.

      This girl had consumed me. She’d invaded every sense of me, and crawled inside my heart and my head. She’d come out of nowhere, and I’d known from the second I saw her that I wanted her — all of her. Not just her body, I wanted that fiercely beating heart inside of her.

      I’d loved her the second I saw her, and this — what’d we’d just done — was not going to end like this, with her thinking the wrong thing.

      “It is not like that,” I said softly, taking her chin. “Do you think I scheduled you for an exam you don’t need, with a doctor I purposely moved to a different rotation, because I just wanted this? Just a one-time thing with you? Do you think you’re all the I’ve thought about since the moment I laid eyes on you, and that possessing you, and making you mine, and giving you the fucking world at your feet has been my obsession since then because I wanted one fling with you?”

      She looked up at me, her eyes wide as her lip caught between her teeth. I reached out and took her hands, pulling her close to me. One hand slid up her neck, tangling in her hair as I pulled her to my mouth and kissed her slow and deep.

      “You’re everything to me, Ada Chase,” I growled.

      “You’re all I’ve been thinking about too,” she said softly, smiling at me almost bashfully as her fingers twisted in mine.

      “A patient needs me right now, but I will come for you, Ada,” I groaned into her lips.

      “You promise?” she whispered back.

      “Always.”

      She pulled away to reach for her clothes, when I saw her leaning over to the exam room sink for a paper-towel.

      “No,” I growled, gently pulling her hand back. I knelt, grabbing her little black panties and slipping them over her feet. I tugged them up her legs, over her thighs until I pulled them tight against her messy little pussy.

      “Keep it there,” I purred into her lips. “Keep it right inside your pussy. I haven’t taken your flower yet, but I want you to get used to the feel of my cum between your legs, sweetness. And later, if you’re a good girl, I’ll give you more.”

      Ada moaned, gripping my hips tightly and pressing herself to me as she kissed me fiercely.

      “Yes please,” she whispered in a low, heated voice in my ear. “When?”

      I grinned as I regretfully pulled away from her and started yanking my clothes back on.

      “Tonight.”

      Her eyes shone, and a little grin started to spread across her lips before she suddenly frowned.

      “I don’t want to be away from you,” she said quietly, looking into my eyes. “I don’t want to leave here.”

      “Then don’t.”

      Her brows arched.

      “I won’t be long, angel. Stay, here at the clinic. My private office is yours. Stay,” I growled, pulling her close. “Stay, and when I get back, I’ll know just where to find you. There’s a full kitchen in there, a lounge, and a full private bath if you want to soak in a tub — anything you want, sweetness.”

      She grinned shyly, running her fingers up my biceps.

      “I thought you wanted me to keep it there,” she purred — this seductiveness to her I hadn’t seen yet. And I fucking liked it. She blushed as she glanced down at her panties — stained and wet and clinging and molding so tightly to her tight little pussy. I could see my cum still streaked across her skin, like a mark declaring her mine.

      I grinned as I pulled her close and kissed her. “I did, didn’t I? Well, should you want to get cleaned up, I guess I’ll just have to give you more of my cum, now won’t I?”

      She whimpered, kissing me fiercely.

      “Tonight, angel,” I kissed her once more as I finished buttoning my shirt. “Tonight, I’m coming for you. Tonight, I’m going to make you mine.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Jackson

      

    
    
      “Jackson.”

      “Jackson!”

      I snapped out of the perfect, blissful haze I’d been drifting in, realizing I was still washing my hands. I glanced over at Aiden and arched a brow.

      “What?”

      My friend and fellow neo and prenatal doctor laughed deeply, shaking his head.

      “Nothing, you were just blanked the fuck out staring at the wall. The hell is going on with you?”

      “Nothing,” I snapped, finishing rinsing and then drying my hands. We were standing outside the operating room, in the dress-down room after a particularly intense job. This was what the call at the clinic had been about — a mother going into labor and the baby inside showing signs of distress. That’s where I came in.

      It’d gotten hairy in there, but then, that’s when I worked my best. I’d tuned out the rest — the alarms, the screaming doctors, the screaming parents. All of it. And I’d done what I do best. The little guy wasn’t happy, but I’d gotten him breathing, gotten him stabilized, and gotten him back into his parents’ arms, and he was going to be a-ok.

      I’m not gonna lie, it’s days like this when I fucking loved my job.

      But Aiden was right, I was distracted. Shit, I wasn’t even here. My mind was firmly back with Ada — back with the girl who’d stepped out of my dreams and into my reality. The girl whose lips I could still taste, and whose sweet moans I could still hear, and whose soft touch I could still feel.

      The girl who held my heart.

      When I was in the operating room, there was nothing else but me and the job, because that’s just how it had to be. But now that I was out, she’d come rushing back into my thoughts, and I never wanted her to leave them.

      “You did a kick-ass job in there, bud.” Aiden raised a brow at me, nodding his strong jaw grimly with that token dark look of his in his eyes. “That kid’s going to be just fine.”

      “Thanks,” I grumbled, distracted still.

      “But you’re not thinking about that, are you?”

      I glanced at him, saying nothing.

      He chuckled. “Well whatever her name was, I hope it was fun.”

      “Easy,” I growled, snarling as my hands closed to fists.

      Aiden looked at me curiously. “Shit, seems I hit a nerve.”

      “You didn’t hit anything, it’s just not like that.”

      He nodded. “Alright, alright, I hear you.” He furrowed his brow, like he was trying to peer into me.

      “Oh what?”

      Aiden laughed. “Nothing, Jackson, you’re just…” He shrugged. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you actually look happy. Careful, it might stick.”

      I rolled my eyes, flipping him off as I yanked off my scrubs and started pulling my dress shirt back on.

      The thing is, I was happy, and it’s something I hadn’t felt in a long damn time. But when I’d seen her in that room the first time, it’s like someone had thrown open the shutters that’d been closed and locked for so long that I forgot they even opened.

      “Well fuck man,” Aiden growled. “I know you’re the keeping it to yourself type, but whoever she is, I like this on you. I haven’t seen you like this since before—”

      “I know,” I growled quietly.

      “What’s the hesitation I seem to hear there?”

      I shook my head. “I have no hesitations. Not with her,” I added fiercely. “But, there’ll be complications.”

      Aiden raised a brow and I sighed, grumbling.

      “She’s a patient.”

      He winced, but then shrugged. “Not the greatest PR, but people will live.”

      “She’s young.”

      Aiden’s brow furrowed again. “How young are we talking here, Brody?”

      I gave him a look. “C’mon, don’t look at me like that. She’s almost twenty, it’s not like that. But still…”

      “But still, you’re thirty-two.”

      “Yeah.”

      “Why do I get the feeling you don’t give a single shit about what I or anyone else has to say about the matter?”

      “Because I don’t,” I growled fiercely, my heart racing and beating faster as I thought of Ada. “Because she’s it, man. She’s everything.”

      Aiden whistled. “This mystery girl who seems to have gotten through the walled-off Jackson Brody have a name?”

      “Ada,” I said softly, the very sound of her name making my heart race and my cock throb.

      My friend nodded. “Well, fuck man, I guess I just have one question then.”

      I raised a brow. “Yeah, what’s that?”

      He grinned. “The fuck are you still doing talking to me?”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I was smiling. Me, smiling. It’s not like I hadn’t felt any happiness since, well, before. But I hadn’t ever felt this kind of happiness. Life hadn’t ever felt so purposeful, like everything was clicking into place. Ada was the missing piece I’d always known wasn’t there. Her, and what I saw in our future was what I wanted, and I knew I was going to make it happen with her.

      And fuck I couldn’t wait to get back to her.

      I was reaching for the door handle to my Mustang, when the voice hit me like a knife in the back. The voice I’d tried to block out — the one I’d have been just fine never hearing again for the rest of my life.

      Jen.

      Jen had been a lifetime ago — a mistake I kept following thinking there’d be redemption somewhere down the road.

      There never was.

      We’d met young, when I was still in med school and she was, well, hunting for a doctor to marry up and latch on to. And that’s just what she did — well, what she almost did. We’d planned to be married — not because I was head over heels in love with her, but because I was young and just thought that’s what you did. It’d never felt exactly right, but then, it was never bad either.

      Until it was. Until I found out about her betrayal, and her true motives.

      See, I wanted kids. I’ve always wanted kids, and as far as I knew, Jen was on board. We tried to conceive while she was planning our big elaborate wedding, but it just never happened. It was Aiden who saved me from the biggest mistake of my life. I knew he’d struggled with telling me and breaking his own Hippocratic oath as a doctor, and I was forever grateful for him for it.

      Aiden was the one who discovered the truth about Jen. He’d been out at a bar frequented by the docs and med students of the university, and it was there he’d seen Jen, my fiancé, pulling two other doctor’s into the bathroom while putting her hands all fucking over them. He’d gone directly to the hospital and pulled up her records, because he’s a smart, calculating man, and that’s when he found the rest before she showed me.

      Jen had secretly been on birth control the entire time we’d been together. Despite all her bullshit about wanting kids and a family, she’d been faking it — faking it and then also fucking her way through as many other doctors as she could. Seems I was a fetish, not a partner.

      Through the PI I’d hired, I found out the rest. Her true plan was to keep “trying” to have kids with me, and when we couldn’t, she was going to file for divorce under the grounds that we couldn’t conceive. And in this state, that afforded her half. I’d been furious, of course, and I’d thrown the other men in her face and threatened to bring it to light in court, but then, I couldn’t. I had nothing concrete besides Aiden’s testimony, but Aiden’s testimony would also expose him to being the one who leaked me her medical records, which would cost him his license and his future.

      I couldn’t have that.

      Furthermore, the PI had used illegal surveillance to obtain what he’d discovered, so that was out too. The worse though was that Jen had come prepared for war. The whole thing had hit me out of nowhere, but she’d done her homework. During the course of me kicking her ass out, she’d filed a lawsuit for “aggrievement,” claiming I’d abused her and cheated on her.

      …It’d be funny if it wasn’t infuriating.

      The witch even had four women from God knows where swear that I’d tried to force myself on them, or that I’d tried to use my status as a doctor to have my way with them. Jen claimed that it was my indiscretions that had forced her to “protect herself” with secret birth control, and “forced” her to find intimacy with other men. My own lawyer had made sure that her completely fabricated bullshit about the other women never made it out of the courtroom to damage my reputation, but he hadn’t been able to keep it out of “the clause.”

      And it was that that’d hung over my head for the last couple of years.

      The clause stated that I ever married again, or fathered children, it would be proof that I’d meant to string Jen along and leave her all along. Utterly preposterous, I know, and so fucking thin it was a joke. But the judge had incredulously agreed with the whole thing, despite my legal team’s protests.

      So, that was that. It wasn’t the only reason I’d been alone and walled off from women and most people for the last few years — I’d also just been uninterested in anyone after going through that. But, it was certainly a reason. But then I’d met Ada, and my whole world had tilted on its axis. I’d found her, and the rest of the bullshit that was in my past had faded away in a second, until all I could see was her and me and our future together.

      The voice in the parking lot shattered that.

      I turned slowly, my face hardening as I glared at her.

      “What do you want, Jen?”

      She smiled this bullshit, fake smile at me, waving her hand like we were “old friends.” My gaze landed on the rock on her hand, and I rolled my eyes. That’s right, I’d heard through the grapevine that she’d found some poor sucker to cozy up to. She couldn’t get married herself without voiding the clause, so I’m sure she was just leading the guy along on a leash for as long as it took.

      “You look good, Jackson.”

      “Go fuck yourself, Jen.”

      She laughed, the sound piercing and harsh. “Now Jackson, let’s be nice.”

      “Let’s not.”

      She glared at me.

      “What do you fucking want, Jen?”

      “Nothing, Jackson, I was just visiting Petey here at Mercy, and when I saw your car I thought I’d wait and say hi.”

      Petey? I rolled my eyes. Of course her new guy was a doc. Poor bastard. The thing is, looking at Jen then, I had no idea how I’d ever felt a thing for her. There was nothing there — just cold, calculating fakeness. And honestly, seeing her like that, I almost wanted to smile at the life of imprisonment and coldness I’d dodged. And I wanted to smile wider at the promise of real life, and a real love I’d found with Ada.

      “You being good, Jackson?”

      I ignored her, turning to unlock my car. “I have to go, Jen.”

      “Seeing anyone, Jackson?”

      I growled, my jaw tightening dangerously as I whirled back on her.

      “Fuck off, you witch,” I spat.

      Jen laughed. “Now, now, let’s be nice, Jackson. I mean, Petey has all sorts of money, but you’re my lottery ticket just waiting to pay out! A girl has to check on her retirement plan from time to time, right?”

      “Stay the fuck away from me,” I hissed, my eyes narrowing. “And don’t test me, Jen.”

      She bristled, but then she tried to hide it with a sarcastic eye roll.

      “Jackson—”

      “Goodnight Jen.”

      I got into my car, slammed the door shut, revved the engine, and peeled out of the parking lot.

      I hated that she had this power over me, and I hated that whatever I might have with Ada was going to be under this fucking shadow. At a red light, I stopped and took a breath, counting to five and letting my head simmer down.

      Fuck Jen. Fuck letting her shit pull me down, when I had more happiness than I’d ever known waiting for me. The thought of Ada blew the storm clouds away, until all I could think of was her sweet smile, her eyes, and the soft, honeyed cries she’d make when I made her mine. I didn’t even realize I was just sitting there grinning like an idiot and imagining Ada all round with pregnancy until the car behind me laid on the horn, reminding me that I was sitting still at a green light.

      I floored it, the engine roaring as I peeled through the streets of New York, back to the girl I loved.
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      I sighed, my mouth falling open and my eyes closing in ecstasy as I slowly sank into the hot, bubbling water.

      God yes.

      The whirlpool tub in Jackson’s private bathroom off his office in the clinic had been entirely too tempting to pass up. I melted into the water, sinking in up to my chin as I let the steam swirl around me.

      My thoughts did the same.

      This whole day had been a whirlwind, and my blushing schoolgirl crush on my sexy older doctor had turned into something very real. I panted in the hot water, thinking about his hands on me, and his promise of what was still to come.

      That night, I was going to go where I’d never gone before with anyone.

      That night, I was going to give it all to him. And I couldn’t wait.

      I wasn’t scared, I was excited. I wanted him to be the man who took it. Because this wasn’t just a physical lust that I felt for Jackson. It wasn’t so much more, and I knew he felt the same.

      Jackson Brody had stolen my heart, and I wanted him to keep it.

      I sat in his tub for a while, letting the hot water soak into my skin and relax any tension that popped up — any nervousness that arose thinking about what was to come that night. But it was all excited nervousness. There was no fear or apprehension there.

      I just couldn’t wait for him to take me.

      Finally, I stepped out of the luxurious tub and toweled off, only then realizing I didn’t actually have a single thing to wear besides the clothes I’d changed out of. I wrapped myself in a fluffy white towel, poking my head back into his office before stepping out of the bathroom. The whole office was richly decorated — dark, masculine wood paneling and bookshelves on the walls, leather chairs, and a modern reclaimed wood and iron desk the sat near the huge window overlooking midtown Manhattan.

      The office was dark, and I stepped across the floor barefoot in my towel to stare out over the amazing view of the city at night, glittering like jewels.

      “Now this is a sight I’ve been dying to see.”

      I gasped, whirling as I hugged the towel, to see Jackson grinning at me from the doorway to his office. He stepped in, closing the door behind him before he strode right for me. I barely had time to open my mouth to say hi before he’d swooped me into his arms, pulling me tight to him, and kissed me fiercely.

      “Fuck did I miss you,” he growled into my lips, his hard muscles rippling as he pulled me tight.

      “You came back.” I grinned, feeling my pulse roar through me at the smell of him, and the taste of those lips, and the toe-curlingly sexy sound of his deep voice in my ears.

      “For you? Always, angel.”

      “Is everything okay?”

      He arched a brow.

      “The emergency, at the hospital…”

      He nodded, smiling. “The baby will be just fine. Complications happen, and I...” He shrugged. “I guess I’m there to fix it.”

      Something sparked hot inside of me — the thought of him caring for all those little babies tugging something primal inside of me. It was amazing, of course, but also so damn attractive. It was so hot and sexy to think of this man not just as this gorgeous sex god, but also this selfless, caring hero that saved children.

      …It made me think of what an amazing father he’d be.

      The thought made me whimper, my core tightening at the thought of me making him a father. I imagined his cock sliding so deep inside of me, and claiming me, and then pumping me full of his seed until it took. I imagined swelling with child as he cared for me, and then the two of us holding our newborn together, as a family.

      When he pulled me into his arms again, I sank into him, kissing him with an even greater passion, with an even hotter flame blazing through me for him. He growled at the heated way I kissed him harder, and pulled him tight to me by his shirt.

      “You showered,” he purred

      “I took a bath—oooh.”

      Jackson’s hand slid right down over my ass, tugging the towel up as his warm palm slid over my smooth skin. He cupped my ass and then pushed his hand deeper between my legs, until with a cry, I could feel his fingers teasing my already wet pussy from behind.

      He growled, yanking the towel off of me and making me gasp as he yanked my naked body against his muscled, gorgeous frame.

      “I guess that means I’ll just have to give you more of my cum, doesn’t it, you bad little girl?”

      I moaned into his lips as he kissed me, my hands sliding up his grooved, chiseled torso. He pushed me back until my ass pressed against the side of his desk. He lifted me effortlessly, sliding me on top of the polished wood and spreading my legs as he moved between them.

      “Is that why you took a bath? So you could get me to give you more of my hot cum? You just couldn’t wait to feel me filling up that little pussy with every drop?”

      I moaned, his filthy words and sweet kisses and firm hands driving me wild. He yanked the buttons of his dress shirt, pulling it off and tossing it away before he moved against me. My hard little nipples grazed across his thick, manly chest, and when his hands grabbed my hips and pulled me against the thick bulge in his pants, I cried out.

      “So fucking wet,” he growled. “And don’t tell me that’s from the bath, because I can feel your slick, sticky pussy against my cock even through my pants. I can feel you soaking my pants through with your sweet honey.”

      He kissed me again before moving down to my neck, making me gasp. Jackson eased me across his desk on my back, my hair splayed out around me and my legs wide for him.

      His lips trailed lower, across my nipples, and down the soft slope of my breast. He kissed my ribs, moving further down as my whole body trembled in anticipation. Powerful hands pushed my thighs wide, and when his lips found my tummy and nibbled their way down, I swear I could have practically come from that alone.

      His tongue dragged through my lips, making me scream in pleasure as I arched my back off the desk. Nothing in this world had ever felt as good as that single lick, and when he did it again, I lost myself in the pure heaven of it. Jackson growled, his wet, wicked tongue pushing deep inside and then pumping in and out. He teased up over my lips, his tongue dragging slowly over my aching clit as my hips bucked off the desk against him.

      “Eager little girl, aren’t you?” he growled, his hands tightening on my thighs as he pushed them wide and pinned me to the desk. His tongue slid back down, teasing against my opening and then pushing inside. He started to slide his incredible tongue in and out of me, like he was fucking me with it. My whole body ignited, every single nerve blazing with heat as I cried out and moaned his name. My fingers found his hair, and I held on tight as he started to rock my world.

      He moved up to my clit, his lips wrapping around it and sucking gently as his tongue swirled in slow, maddeningly teasing circles. I went to pieces for him, moaning and whimpering, my slick juices coating his chin and dripping down my ass to his desk. His tongue swirled over my clit, his groans vibrating through me and sending me reeling as the pleasure exploded through me.

      Jackson growled, making me gasp as his strong hands gripped my thighs and pushed my legs up high and wide. His tongue traced down lower, over my lips, and then lower still. My eyes went wide, my breath a gasp on my lips as his wicked tongue swirled over my tight little asshole.

      “Oh God, Jackson—”

      “Lay back, angel,” he growled, his hands tightening on my skin possessively. “Lay back and let me show you how good you can feel.”

      His tongue dragged across my puckered, sensitive ring, making my whole body tremble in forbidden, wicked pleasure. My face blushed bright red at the thought of this man kissing me in so private a place, but he felt so fucking good that I never wanted him to stop. My whole body shivered in raw ecstasy as he tongued me slowly, teasing my little ass. His thumb moved to my clit, rolling over it in slow, deliberate circles as my entire world blurred at the edges.

      His tongue pushed against my ass, pushing the tip against my ring as his thumb worked faster and faster. My breath caught in my throat, my pink nipples straining into hard little points and my whole body trembling with pleasure. He growled into my skin, his tongue and his fingers and his masculine groans pushing me higher and higher, until suddenly, the whole thing shattered.

      I screamed, my hips arching off the desk against him as the powerful orgasm exploded through me. Jackson groaned, pinning me against his desk and keeping his tongue and his fingers moving, pushing me right through my climax until I was gasping for air and melting into a puddle on his desk. I trembled as he moved away, pulling me off his desk and scooping me into his arms as he sat back in his office chair.

      I could feel his thick, throbbing cock so hard against me through his pants. I gasped for air and shivered in the aftershocks of my orgasm as I reached between us and curled my fingers around it.

      “I want it,” I moaned quietly. “I want all of it. I want you to have me, Jackson.”

      He groaned, pulling me into him and kissing me fiercely.

      “Please,” I panted.

      He pulled back, his face hard and lined with raw lust and need, his eyes burning fiercely.

      “Not here, sweetness,” he purred.

      “But, I want—”

      “Oh, I’m going to take you, Ada. I’m going to push my cock inside that sweet, tight little pussy and show you what a man feels like. I’m going to spread you wide and drive so deep you’ll miss me when I’m not inside of you.”

      I gasped, kissing him hungrily.

      “But when I do that,” he purred. “It’ll be with sheets at your back, like a queen.”

      “Where…”

      “My penthouse,” he growled. “Get dressed. I’m driving you there now.”
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      Jackson’s dark matte-black Mustang roared through the streets of New York, making my heart thunder in my chest as the city blurred past us. Though, the car was only part of the reason for the thrill and adrenaline blazing through me. The other part was him, and the things we’d just done, and the promise of what was about to happen.

      Also, the thrill that under my loose top and yoga pants that I’d put back on, I was bare. He’d plucked my panties from my hands when I’d tried to pull them back on and stuffed them into his pocket.

      “These are mine now,” he’d growled.

      The yoga pants were thin, and the car rumbled fiercely as we drove, sending naughty little tremors through my core as the seat beneath me throbbed against my bare little slit and aching clit.

      Jackson turned to me, his face hard and full of raw lust.

      “Take them off,” he growled.

      “What?”

      “Take off your yoga pants, angel. I can’t wait until we get home, I have to see you.”

      I panted, my tongue darting out to wet my lips.

      “Here? In the car?”

      “Show me how wet that pussy is,” he purred, his eyes flashing fire. “Show me how ready that little pink cunt is for me.”

      I whimpered, the thrill of his fierce words thundering through me.

      And slowly, I nodded.

      I turned towards him in my seat, my hands sliding to the elastic waist of the skin-tight pants. My thumbs hooked inside, and slowly, I started to peel them down as my pulse raced and the dirty girl inside of me roared to life.

      “Like this, Doctor?” I cooed.

      I grinned, watching the lust blaze across his face and the way his hands tightened to a white-knuckle grip on the wheel.

      “Fuck, Ada,” he growled.

      “Something wrong, Doctor Brody?” I purred in my sweetest most innocent voice. “I mean, you are a doctor and all, and I was hoping you could take a look at my little pussy and tell me what’s wrong?”

      He growled fiercely, his jaw clenched tight.

      “And what’s wrong with it, sweetness?”

      “It’s so wet,” I gasped. I pulled the pants lower, showing him almost all of my slick, dripping pussy.

      “More,” Jackson growled, his eyes darting between the road and me. “Show me more.”

      I whimpered as I pushed the pants all the way down over my hips, sliding them down my legs to my knees. I pulled my legs up, spreading them as wide as I could with the stretchy material of the yoga pants binding my knees and letting him see my pink, slippery pussy.

      “Like this, Doctor?” I panted.

      Jackson groaned. “Touch yourself, angel. Play with that little pussy for me.”

      I whimpered, my hand pushing between my legs until my fingers slid through my sticky, hot lips. I felt so naughty, and so on fire for this man. This was nothing I’d have ever done, but here with him, it was everything I wanted to do. I wanted to be bad for him, and show him how naughty I could be, because he brought it out in me.

      “Like this?” I gasped as I started to roll my clit under my fingers. The pleasure spiked through me, making me moan loudly as I played with my clit. Jackson growled, and one of his hands left the wheel to reach for me.

      “Mmm,” he growled, making me shiver. “So fucking wet for me, you bad little girl. Does your pussy always get so sticky and needy for much older men? For your doctor?”

      I cried out as two of his fingers pushed deep and curled inside.

      “Just for you!” I gasped, throwing my head back and rubbing my clit faster.

      “Rub that bad girl clit for me, angel,” he growled. “Rub that little clit and make this pussy come on my fingers.”

      “You want me to come for you, doctor?”

      He turned, his eyes flashing fire at me as I felt myself start to tumble.

      “I want this tight little cunt to coat my fingers in your cream so I can lick them clean. I want you to come for me, because I want you nice and wet and ready. Because when we get home, I’m going to spread those pretty thighs wide and slide every single inch of my cock deep inside.”

      I cried out, teetering on the edge as my fingers blurred over my clit and his pumped in and out of my tight, clenching pussy.

      “Come for me, angel,” Jackson growled out. “Come for me, love.”

      Oh fuck.

      My moans exploded through the roaring Mustang as the orgasm shattered through me. I screamed, clutching at his wrist and holding his fingers deep inside of me as the climax tumbled through my body and sent me reeling.

      I was barely aware of us pulling into the underground parking lot and the car turning off. I was still panting and tingling all over when Jackson pulled the door open, wrapped me in a blanket, and carried me to the elevator — a private one — that would take us to us penthouse.

      The doors had barely closed when he was searing his lips to mine and pressing me against the wall of the elevator. I could feel his big cock throbbing against my trembling slit as his powerful hands gripped my ass tight.

      “Are you ready, sweetness?” he purred into my ear, making me shiver.

      “Yes,” I gasped.

      “Then let me show you everything.”
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      The hot water sprayed down over us, her skin so rosy pink and warm as my muscled arms pulled her tight into me. I knew she’d just bathed in my office, but I’d just come from the hospital, and I needed to clean off. And besides that, I liked her sweet, supple body all soft and hot and flushed after a bath or a shower. I loved her fresh, and scrubbed clean, and so ready for my tongue, and my fingers, and my cock.

      She whimpered so sweetly into my lips as my hands stroked her body. I soaped her up, our bodies sliding slickly together. My cock ached for release, throbbing rock-hard against my abs, sandwiched against her soft little body. She trembled for me as my hand slid down to soap that tight little ass, and the feel of her shuddering against me had my cock pulsing with need. Precum leaked freely from the swollen head, dripping down my abs and her belly, down between her legs as the hot water poured over us.

      I kissed her slow and deep, listening to the sound of my heart thundering in my ears, and feeling hers do the same as she crushed herself against me.

      Fuck, I was falling for this girl so hard it made my head spin. I’d wanted her, sure, from the second I saw her. I’d spent a week lusting over her sweet body, and craving it — wanting nothing more than to spread her pretty thighs and taste that tight young pussy. But it was more than that now — it was more than anything I’d ever known or even conceived of.

      When I’d been younger, I thought you just found someone — maybe the first person, and just married them. That was life, right? That was what you were supposed to do, and a man like me — young, ambitious, a talented doctor, was supposed to be with someone like Jen.

      Fuck. That.

      That hadn’t been for me, and that’d been me thinking I had to do what “they” thought I should. And even in the years since then, with me throwing myself into my work and shutting my heart off from the rest of the world, and certainly from women, I’d kept that poisonous mind-set.

      But then I’d met Ada, and everything had changed.

      I groaned into her sweet, soft lips, holding her so close to me like I was afraid she might slip away. No, everything was different with her. She made me feel alive inside, in a way that usually only practicing medicine did. She lit something inside of me that I’d snuffed out long ago. She completed me, and now that I’d found her, I was never ever going to let her go.

      I knew they’d talk. I knew the circles she came from, and the ones I also did, would wrinkle their stuffy, haughty noses at this. I knew they’d say she was too young, or that I didn’t come from an exclusive enough family. I didn’t personally know him, but I knew of her father, who sat on the boards of a number of hospitals in the city with his wealth and his power. I knew the sort of man he was, and what he’d say about a man like me with his daughter.

      But I didn’t care. I couldn’t care about that, not with this angel in my arms, her lips on mine, and the water running over us. Let them all click their tongues and wrinkle their noses. Let them fret that I’m so much older than her, or not pedigreed enough.

      Fuck them.

      This angel, my sweetness, my heart…she was mine. Mine forever, and nothing was going to change that.

      I wanted her in every conceivable way. I wanted to claim her body, of course, but it was her heart I also knew was mine. With Ada, I saw the future we could have together. I saw her belly round and her cheeks flushed as the life we created grew inside of her. I saw children running around, part of the life we’d build together.

      I wanted to breed her. I wanted to spread her legs wide, pull her into me, and slide every inch of my thick cock inside of her. I wanted to pin her to the bed and fuck her, to make her mine entirely, and to make her come again and again until she could barely stand it. And it’d be then that I filled her with my seed. It’d be then that I’d fill that pretty little pussy to the brim with my hot cum, until it dribbled down her thighs.

      …And then I’d do it again.

      And I’d keep doing it until it took. Forget the rest of the world. We’d lock ourselves away up here in my penthouse, and I’d keep her firmly settled on my cock until I was sure she was carrying my child.

      “Jackson.”

      I blinked, realizing she was staring at me, this glowing, teasing smile on her curious face as she looked up at me, the water streaming down her soft, tempting body.

      “What is it?” she asked curiously. But she suddenly shrieked and giggled as I pulled her into me, growling as I crushed my lips to hers.

      “I’m never letting you go, you know,” I purred into her ear. My hand slid between us, and when my fingers eased between her legs and teased over her slick pussy, she moaned.

      “I know,” she gasped. “And I never want you to.”

      “They’ll have a lot to say about it, you know that.”

      “They?”

      “People,” I growled.

      Ada bit her lip, her eyes sparkling as she looked up at me. Fuck she was so fucking beautiful. So perfect. So mine.

      “Let them talk,” she purred. Her hand also slid between us, and when her small fingers curled around my throbbing hard cock, I growled. Her small hand tentatively stroked me against her soft skin, my swollen head sliding over her soapy skin and leaving sticky pre-cum in it’s wake.

      Fuck she was amazing. I’d never seen Ada coming, but she was the breath of fresh air I’d been gasping for. She was my now and my future. And when I imagined that future, her round, gorgeous, pregnant body shuddering for me as she rode my fat cock, taking all of my cum deep inside, my cock lurched in her hand.

      I had to have her.

      “I’m going to fuck you now, angel,” I growled into her ear, making her gasp. “I’m not going to hurt you, but I’m going to claim you as mine now. I’m going to slide this cock deep inside that sweet little cunt until it fills you all the way up. I’m going to make you come all over it until your sweet juices coat my balls. And then I’m going to fill you up with every drop of my cum. I’m going to breed you, and fill that young womb with my seed.”

      Ada moaned, her body trembling as she crushed herself against me and kissed my mouth hungrily.

      “Please,” she whimpered, kissing me fiercely. “That’s all I want, with you.”

      She gasped as I scooped her up, my arms rippling as I lifted her up and against me with her legs straddling my waist. My thick cock pulsed against her skin, so fucking eager to be buried inside of her as I felt her slick, soft little cunt lips drag across the top of my shaft. My hands gripped her tight little ass firmly as I stepped from the large, glass, walk-in shower and strode into my bedroom, leaving a wet trail in our wake.

      I laid her back on my big, soft bed, not giving a single shit how dripping wet we still were from the shower. I crawled up onto the bed after her, pushing her back so that my angel was spread across the middle of my huge, California king. I slid my hands up her thighs, teasing over her skin and gripping her legs tight as I spread them wide.

      “Show me that pretty little pussy, angel,” I growled as I moved between her thighs.

      Ada moaned as my lips found her hip, kissing and teasing my way down between her legs. I purred, my cock hard as steel and throbbing between my legs as I moved closer to my prize. I gripped her thighs tightly and pushed her legs wide and up, letting me see all of her, and my balls tightened with the need to have her as I leaned in to taste what was mine.

      Ada cried out as my tongue swiped across her tight, puckered little asshole, squealing in pleasure as I slowly dragged it all the way up. I teased it over her opening, through her velvety soft lips, and up until it bumped wetly over her hard little clit. I moved down and did the same again, and then a third time — long, slow licks from her asshole to her clit, until her moans of pleasure filled the lofted ceiling room.

      I groaned as I inhaled the scent of her and drank in the sweet taste of her perfect little cunt. I pushed my tongue deep inside, plunging it deep within her pussy and tasting every drop of her sweet honey. My groans rumbled through her, my hands gripping her tight little ass possessively as I moved to her clit. I wrapped my lips around her throbbing little button, my tongue swirling gently around and over it.

      I teased her mercilessly. I fucking made love to her pussy with my mouth, until my little Ada was crying out in pleasure, her whole body arching off the bed. I slid a hand up to cup one of her soft, perfect tits, teasing the hard little nipple with my thumb and gripping her ass tight with my other hand as my tongue danced across her clit.

      I could feel my cock aching for release between my thighs. Devouring her pussy only got me harder, and got the cum boiling so hot in my balls that it was dripping out of my swollen head.

      I growled as I reached down to wrap my fist around it, groaning into her as I stroked my cock slowly and licked her sweet little cunt until she was screaming for release. My tongue moved faster, delving down to her gorgeous little ass and swirling around her ring before moving up to drive her clit wild. I sucked it between my lips, growling into her and jerking my thick cock as my tongue swirled across her little bud over and over, until I knew she was going to shatter for me.

      “Come for me, sweetness,” I growled. “Make this little pussy come all over my fucking tongue, and when I’m done licking you clean, I’m going to slide every inch of this big cock inside of it. I’m going to fill you to the brim, until you feel my heavy balls resting on your ass. And then I’m going to claim you, and breed you, and empty every single drop of my cum from these balls deep inside your womb.”

      Ada screamed in pleasure, every muscle in her tight young body clenching and rippling as she started to crash right over that edge.

      “Come for me, angel,” I growled. “Make this fucking sexy little pussy come for me right now. Come for me, so I can put my cum inside of you. Come for me now.”

      My tongue swirled over her clit, my thumb and forefinger pinched and teased her nipple, and my groan rumbled through her pussy, until with a cry, she lost all control.

      Ada moaned — the sound so sweet and fucking sexy as hell as her cry caught in her throat. The orgasm thundered through her, making her buck her hips hard against my mouth as she came hard. I could taste her sweet sticky girl-cum coating my tongue and running down my chin, which only made me lick her faster and stroke my cock even harder.

      I kept teasing her, only slowing when she begged me again and again for relief. I pulled away, my whole body coiled and ready and wanting her as I moved between her legs. Ada moaned, her arms circling me and pulling me close as I kissed her fiercely. I knew she could taste her pussy on my lips, and she only seemed to kiss me harder for it. She moaned into me, spreading her legs wide and wrapping them around my waist as she kissed me like she never wanted to stop.

      I rocked my hips forward, letting the throbbing, swollen head of my cock drag over her slick lips. Ada gasped into my mouth as I let the thick head bump back and forth across her clit. My precum flowed freely, coating her virgin slit with a sticky, messy promise of what was to come. I eased the head lower, letting it lodge just between her lips right against the entrance to her slick, velvety pussy.

      “I’m not…” she swallowed, panting as she looked up into my eyes. “I’m not on birth control or any—”

      “Good,” I growled, making her moan as she pulled me to her and kissed me fiercely. “Good, because when I spray my cum inside of you, I want it to take. I want that eager little slit to suck up every drop and keep it deep inside of you.”

      I groaned, kissing her hungrily as I swallowed her cries of pleasure. I slid one hand down between us, dragging my fingertips over her soft, bare belly.

      “I want to feel you swell, angel,” I purred. “I want to watch this belly grow bigger, and I want to watch the glow spread over your skin as the life we make grows inside of you. Do you want that, angel? Do you want me to take your sweet virginity and put a baby inside that untouched womb?”

      I could have taken the fierce, ravenous kiss she yanked me into as reply enough, but when she hugged me so tightly to her and whispered “yes, yes, YES!” in my ear, I knew how real this was.

      “Then I’m going to take you now, sweetness,” I purred into her lips. Her eyes drank mine in, her whole face flushed and ready for me.

      “Spread those legs wide for me, angel,” I growled, pushing my hips forward. Ada cried out as the thick head began to ease inside. She spread her legs, hugging them around my grooved hips as I started to push more inside, letting her feel every thick inch where no one else had ever gone.

      “Feel me spreading you so wide,” I groaned. “Feel my cock filling this perfect little untouched pussy for the first time.”

      “Please fuck me,” Ada gasped, kissing me fiercely as she hugged me close. “I want all of it.”

      “Take my cock, sweetness,” I growled, readying myself. “Take all of it.”

      I drove forward, and with a cry from her lips and a roar from mine, I buried every single inch of my big dick deep inside her tight, slick, virgin cunt.

      “Mine,” I groaned into her lips, feeling her pussy grip me so tightly, rippling around me like she was milking the cum from my balls.

      “Mine,” she whispered back, panting as she pressed her lips to mine and kissed me slowly.

      I ground my hips against hers, letting her feel me so deep inside. Ada moaned so sweetly, her body trembling as I slowly pulled out. I left just the head inside, pulsing against her inner walls and stretching her tight little pussy so sweetly around my thickness, before I drove back in. She moaned, raking her nails down my back as I buried my cock to the hilt inside. My heavy, cum-filled balls rested against her tight little ass before I pulled back, only to do it all over again.

      Ada moved against me, rocking her hips to meet my deep thrusts as we started to move faster. Her cries of pleasure filled my ears, the sound so fucking hot and so fucking enticing that I could have come from listening to her pleasure alone. Her hands gripped my biceps and my shoulders, her nails dragging over my skin as her tight little body undulated and trembled beneath me.

      My cock was harder than it’d ever been, plunging into her hot little pussy over and over, slick and sticky and glistening with her honey. My balls slapped her ass on every thrust, the cum boiling up inside of them, so eager to fill her. My pulse roared in my ears, my heart bigger and more connected than it’d ever been as I lost myself in her.

      In Ada, the girl of my dreams I’d never seen coming.

      My cock plunged back in, making her squeal in ecstasy as she hugged my hips tighter with her thighs and cried out for more. I could feel her gripping me tighter and tighter, her nipples hard as little pebbles as they dragged across my broad, muscled chest. I could feel her slickness dripping down my balls and coating her thighs. As my cock swelled up thicker and thicker inside that impossibly tight little cunt with her slick walls gripping me so tightly, I knew neither of us was going to last much longer.

      “I’m going to give you my cum now, angel,” I purred into her ear, my cock driving in and out of her, nailing her to the bed.

      “I’m going to fill your pretty little pussy up with every drop of my sticky seed. I’m going to make a mess of you, and fill that womb up with it until it takes.” I kissed her fiercely, pumping my cock into her as I felt her pussy start to grip me tighter and tighter as her whole body began to quiver.

      “I’m going to put a baby inside of you.”

      I choked out a cry of pleasure as I said it, her body trembling against mine and she moaned so deeply for me.

      “I’m going to breed you, and I’m going to pump my cum deep into your womb until it takes. It might not be this time, but I’m going to keep fucking you, and keep claiming you until it does.”

      “Do it,” she gasped into my ear, hugging me so tightly and rocking her hips to meet mine. “Fill me up! I want you to make me pregnant, Jackson. I want to feel our baby inside of me!”

      I roared, pulling back and then driving into her again and again, the whole bed shaking as my thick, throbbing cock plunged between her tight pink lips again and again, until we went crashing past the point of no return.

      “Put a baby in me!” Ada moaned into my ear, her nails scratching down my back and her legs wrapped tight around me.

      “Take my cum, angel,” I roared, my vision blurring at the edges as I started to explode. “I want to feel this little pussy come for me, and I want you to take all of my seed deep inside. Come for me, sweetness. Come for my big cock so I can give you every drop.”

      I drove in deep, my lips crushed to hers, and the whole world exploded around us.

      Ada screamed into my kiss, her whole body tightening and then shattering under me. I could feel her little pussy gripping and milking my cock so fucking tightly as the orgasm slammed through her, and I lost all control. I roared, burying my cock as deep as I could possibly go as the cum erupted from my swollen head. My balls throbbed against her, pumping my sticky seed deep within her body. Rope after rope of my cum filled her again and again as she kissed me through her own climax, until the two of us were panting and gasping for air.

      I hugged her tight, kissing her fiercely as we came to a stop. Her body trembled for me, and she kissed me like she never wanted me to stop kissing her.

      …And I didn’t plan on it.

      We lay like that for I don’t even know how long, because time didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except her and me in that moment.

      Eventually though, I started to pull out of her. But when I glanced between us and saw the big drip of pearly white cum start to leak from her pink lips, I shook my head.

      “Uh-uh,” I growled, my jaw tightening. “We can’t have that. I want my cum to stay inside of you.”

      She gasped as I pulled her into my lap, and before she knew it, I’d lined my still steel-hard cock up with her entrance and slowly eased her down over it. Ada cried out, panting as she slowly settled down every thick inch of my cock until I could feel her clit grinding against the base of my dick.

      “Keeping it inside, huh?” she panted, grinning at me as her pussy clenched so tight around me.

      “I think some leaked out, so I think I’d better give you some more.”

      Ada moaned, kissing me slowly. “You want to give me more cum?”

      “I want to give you all of my cum, angel,” I growled. My hand gripped her tight ass possessively as I let my cock throb deep inside.

      “Ride me, sweetness. Ride that big cock until it gives your hungry little pussy more.”

      Slowly, she raised up, only to sink back down, her pussy swallowing every inch of me.”

      “I want more,” she moaned, her hips rolling as she started to ride me.

      “Can I have more cum, Doctor?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Ada

      

    
    
      Oh my God…

      I cried out, gasping in pleasure as his thick, gorgeous cock slid deep inside of me. I could feel how sticky and wet we were — slick from my desire and all of his cum that was still deep against my womb. His powerful hands gripped my ass firmly, fingers digging into my skin as he slid me up his thick shaft. He teased me there, with just his swollen head inside of me and some of his thick cum leaking down his throbbing shaft before he plunged back inside, sliding easily through the mess we’d made as he buried himself to the hilt inside of me.

      Jackson growled into my neck, his huge, muscled body completely enveloping my much smaller frame. I felt like I was wrapped up in him, completely surrounded and protected by this perfect, beautiful, dominant man who’d stolen both my heart and my virginity — the latter had just happened, but the first?

      Well, he’d stolen my heart the day I met him.

      I kissed him hungrily, feeling sexier and more alive than I’d ever felt before. I gripped his broad, muscled shoulders and raised up, feeling his thick shaft stretch me so tight before I rocked my hips back down and took every inch of him. My fingers raked across his skin, clinging to his muscles and loving the way they rippled under his inked skin.

      “Ride my cock, angel,” he growled into my ear, his hands gripping me tight as his big dick swelled up even bigger inside of me. I whimpered, bucking my hips faster as I bounced up and down on him. His hand slid to my belly, holding his palm to me as he thrust his huge cock deep inside.

      “Ride my cock and milk all that cum from my balls. I want to feel you filled to the brim with it. I want your womb to gobble all of it up until this belly swells with a baby.”

      I screamed in pleasure, bouncing faster and faster up and down his thick shaft and feeling his swollen head grind deep inside. My clit dragged across his shaft on every thrust, sending my body into orbit as the ecstasy rolled through me. But it was his words that were going to do it, and I knew it. It was the way he growled those filthy things in my ear, and how he told me exactly what to do.

      …It was him telling me how much he wanted to have a baby with me — to knock me up, and to feel me get bigger with the life we created inside of me — that finally pushed me to the edge.

      I’d thought of kids before, of course, but it always seemed like one of those unattainable things where everyone around me would tell me to “wait until you’re older.” Except, when I thought of kids, I thought of them in the now, not the later. But with my future so planned for me, any time it’d come to my mind, I’d quickly pushed it away.

      …Until Jackson. Until this powerful, incredible, protective, loving man made me his, and told me just how much he wanted to make a mother of me. And that’s when I knew how real this was. This wasn’t just a hot fling — or even an extended “hot fling.” This was for keeps. This was forever.

      This was love.

      I crushed my lips to his, clawing at his skin and driving down onto his thick cock again and again as I started to go under.

      “Fill me up,” I gasped into his lips. “Empty your cum inside of me, and put a baby in me. I want it, with you. I want it so badly.”

      “Then be a good girl for me, Ada,” Jackson groaned into my mouth. “Be a good girl and come, and if you say pretty please, I’ll give you every drop of my hot cum.”

      And like a bomb going off, I went crashing over the edge. I screamed into his mouth, bouncing up and down every inch of his huge, swollen dick as the orgasm shattered through me.

      “Come in me!” I moaned, driving my hips against his and feeling the wave crash over me again and again. “Come in me!”

      “Say please, angel,” he hissed through clenched teeth, his muscles rippling and his hands tightening on my body.

      “Please give me your cum, Jackson!”

      With a roar, he pulled me so tight to his big, muscled body, and let go. He buried his face in my neck, bellowing into my skin as he drove his cock so deep inside of me. I cried out, feeling him swell up as big as he could be before I felt it. I felt the hot, thick, sticky jets of his potent cum splashing inside of me — pump after pump after pump filling me up to the brim.

      He hugged me tightly, pushing himself deep inside as his balls twitched against my ass and his swollen cock spurted again and again inside of me. Until slowly, we came to a stop.

      Jackson kissed me fiercely, lifting me up and then pushing me onto my back in the big, comfy bed. His cock stayed firmly inside of me. He settled between my legs, kissing me tenderly and stroking my skin until I was sure I’d gone to heaven.

      “Perfect,” he whispered. “You’re fucking perfect, Ada.”

      He kissed me slowly, tasting my lips gently before he started to pull away from between my legs. His hard, slick cock slipped free, but as he rolled next to me, he turned me onto my side, pulled me tight against his hard, grooved body, and slid his hand between my thighs. He cupped my tender, still-tingling pussy, his warm, powerful hand covering me and sending shivers through me as he pulled me against him.

      “Keep it inside, angel,” he purred into my ear, stroking my side with his other hand as he planted kisses across my shoulders and the back of my neck.

      And slowly, exhaustedly, I fell right asleep against him like that, and when I dreamt, they were the best dreams I’d ever had.

      [image: ]
* * *

      The bed was warm, but empty when I woke up the next morning. I frowned, before suddenly everything about last night came rushing back in this amazing, heated rush. I gasped quietly, remembering the feel of his mouth and hands on me, or the way he’d felt sliding inside of me for the very first time. I moaned, squeezing my thighs together and feeling the delicious soreness there as I remembered how he’d claimed me, and how he’d put his cum so deep inside of me.

      I remembered everything we’d said, and slowly, my hands crept over my bare skin to cup my soft, flat belly.

      …And I wondered if it’d happened yet.

      I closed my eyes, and tried to center myself, as if I might feel the heat growing inside. I couldn’t tell, obviously, but thinking it, and feeling the love and the glow creep over me had my heart jumping and my whole body buzzing. I wanted it to take, and I wanted to feel life that he and I had created grow inside of me. And, if it wasn’t this time…

      I grinned, blushing.

      Well, they do say practice makes perfect, right?

      I called Jackson’s name, but there was no response. I frowned, but when I turned over in the big bed, my brows shot up. There, on the bedside table, was a dozen white roses and a simple, handwritten note.

      
        
        Morning, angel. I’m getting us coffee — it appears I’m out.

        Love,

        J

        

      

      I read the note twice, and a third time, and then a fourth, before I finally just concentrated on that last part.

      Love.

      I closed my eyes, hugging the note to my chest and feeling the feeling I’d never really experienced before blaze through me. Because I loved this man — totally and completely. I’d gone from lusting over him, and moaning into my pillow at night as he became the subject of filthy fantasies, to sharing his bed, and our hearts. I’d given him my body, yes, but he’d given me his heart in return.

      And I was never going to let go of it.

      Still grinning like a complete idiot, I slipped from his bed and padded across the bedroom floor. I pulled a big dress shirt of his from the walk-in closet, half-buttoning it as I poked my way through his enormous, gorgeous penthouse.

      In the kitchen, I made myself tea. I grinned, realizing that there was still so many things about each other we didn’t know yet — like, for instance, that I preferred tea to coffee. I giggled to myself, thinking of how sweet it was that he’d gone out for coffee without even knowing that.

      When the water was poured, I took a steamy sip, letting the caffeine slowly seep into me as I walked across his living room to the big balcony through the sliding glass doors. I stepped out, taking a deep breath of the morning city air as my gaze dragged across the rooftops of New York.

      A car horn pulled my attention down, and when I saw him down there on the sidewalk so many stories below, my heart started to beat faster, and the smile started to creep across my face.

      …Before suddenly, like it’d taken a blow from a knife, it started to sink, and ache.

      The woman had dark, almost black hair, pulled back tightly. She wore a smart, white blouse, a trim pencil skirt, and I honestly didn’t care what else, because it wasn’t her fucking hair, or her wardrobe I was looking at.

      …It was the fact that she was holding hands with Jackson.

      The green, envious rage blazed inside of me — jealousy like I never knew I could even experience exploding though my body. I forced myself to take deep breaths, and tried to make myself think of everything it could be that I was seeing. Maybe she was a friend, or another doctor, or even a—”

      The woman wrapped her arms around Jackson, pulled herself into him, and right before my eyes, kissed his cheek.

      …And he hugged her right back.

      The green rage turned into something worse, and slowly, I could feel something inside my chest break. And suddenly, I knew I’d been an idiot for ever thinking it’d been real. When I thought about it, it was so obvious — the young, naive girl with the crush, and the gorgeous, perfect doctor, ready to swoop in. Of course there was another — or many other girls.

      It’d all been a pretty little lie, and I’d swallowed the whole thing.

      Fighting back tears, I turned and fled into his penthouse to grab my clothes and make myself disappear.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        Jackson

      

    
    
      The grin on my face was new, but I liked it. Shit, I’d gotten pretty damn used to not smiling, but then Ada had stepped into my world, and everything had changed. I knew I was going to be smiling a whole lot more now — hell, all the time now, and it was all due to her.

      …All due to finding the love of my life.

      I could feel my heart hammering in my chest as the elevator rose back to my penthouse, and to my sleeping angel. This was it. No more hesitations in life, no more missteps, no more not living the life I wanted to live. I’d found the only girl that ever really mattered to me, and now, I was never going to let her—

      “Asshole!”

      The smile dropped from my face as something small and fierce lunged at me the second the elevator doors opened. Small fists pummeled at my chest, and one even got close to my face before I grabbed a thin wrist and shoved the little demon back.

      “You asshole!”

      I blinked, gripping Ada tight as I stared down into her furious, tear-streaked face.

      “Jesus, angel, what’s—”

      “Oh, don’t you angel me!” she snapped, yanking herself away from me and stepping away. I could feel a piece of me shattering — a knife twisting inside.

      “Ada,” I growled, moving towards her. “What exactly is going on?”

      “You tell me!” she barked, her arms crossing over her chest. She was wearing her clothes from yesterday — not naked and still warming my bed as I’d imagined on my way up. That, and she was looking at me with fury and rage on her face like I’d never even imagined she was capable of.

      “Ada, talk to me,” I growled, taking another step towards her. She shook her head, backing into my penthouse as I stepped in after her.

      “Just take me home, Jackson. Take me home and never speak to me again.”

      “Angel—”

      “I saw you, okay!” she snapped, her whole face strained and hurt.

      I frowned. “What? Ada, saw what?”

      “You! With…with that girl!”

      I frowned, searching for what the hell she could be talking about, when suddenly, it hit me.

      …It hit me, and I started to laugh.

      “Oh fuck you!” she hissed heatedly. She went to storm past me for the door, but I was faster. I snatched her up, grinning as she kicked at me and slapped at my arm with her small hands as I brought her close.

      “Let go of me, Jackson! I know what you are, and what this is, and I just want to go—”

      “My sister, Ada,” I said quietly, yanking her against me with my hands gripping her wrists tight. My eyes searched hers.

      “The girl — the one I’m presuming you saw outside when I was saying goodbye to her by the front door to the building?” I chuckled, the fear and the tense feeling of not knowing what was hurting the woman I loved so much dissipating as the truth set in.

      “Her name is Ellen, and she’s my sister.”

      The punching, slapping hands stopped, and slowly, Ada went still.

      “What?”

      I chuckled, shaking my head and dropping my grip on her wrists. “Ellen’s my sister. She lives here in the city, and—”

      “Oh God…”

      Ada’s cheeks went red, her whole face dropping as she covered it with her hands. “Oh my God, I’m a complete idiot.”

      “No, you’re not,” I growled, pulling her into me. I reached down to cup her chin, tilting it up as I pulled her hands away from her perfect, angelic face.

      “Guess there’s a lot we still don’t know about each other,” she said quietly, looking down.

      “Like that you’re the jealous type?”

      She bit her lip, hiding a shy grin as she looked back up at me and nodded. “That’s new. Maybe it’s just…” She swallowed. “Maybe it’s just you that brings the jealousy out. The idea of any other woman...” She scowled, shaking her head as I pulled her tight and kissed her softly.

      “The feeling is familiar. The idea of any other man laying a finger on you—”

      “There’ll never be another man,” she whispered, shaking her head.

      “Good,” I growled. “Angel, there’s no one else for me, and there won’t be anyone else, ever. You’re it for me — all I ever wanted and all I’ll ever want or desire. And I love you, totally, and completely.”

      She gasped, her cheeks flushing and her soft, full lips falling open.

      “Jackson, I love you too,” she moaned quietly, pressing herself against me.

      “And what I said last night...” I held her gaze, the fire in mine flashing hot. “I meant it. I meant every damn word of it. I want you to bear my children, Ada. I want to create a family with you.”

      She moaned, kissing me softly as her arms slid around my waist.

      “I want that so much,” she whispered into my lips.

      I kissed her again, taking my damn time and truly tasting those lips as I wrapped my arms around her and held her like I’d never let her go.

      When she pulled back, her face was red, and she rolled her eyes as she groaned and looked at the floor.

      “I can’t believe that was your sister. God, I’m such a psycho, aren’t I?”

      I grinned, cupping her chin and stroking her jaw with my thumb.

      “Come here.”

      I scooped her up, loving the way she gasped and held me tight as I walked us into the large bedroom and placed her on the edge of the bed. I took a step back, took a deep breath, and tried to slow my racing heart.

      This was it.

      “Ada, I was meeting my sister, because she was bringing me this.”

      I pulled the small velvet black box out of my jacket pocket.

      “What is this?” she whispered, barely breathing with her eyes wide.

      “It was my grandmother’s, and then my mother’s,” I said quietly. “Open it.”

      The room was silent except for the thundering of my heart as she did, and slowly, I watched the glow and the surprise and the emotion warm across her face.

      “Oh my God…”

      “It used to be a necklace,” I said quietly. “There was a ring, passed from my grandmother to my mother, but that’s of course gone to my sister. This was part of a necklace that’s also been passed down through the generations, and I had it turned into a ring.”

      Ada looked up at me, her eyes wide and her mouth open, though no words came for a full few seconds.

      “When?” she asked breathless. “When did you turn it into a ring?”

      I smiled.

      “The day after I met you.”

      Her hand flew to her mouth, and slowly, I dropped to my knees in front of her.

      “Ada Chase,” I growled, my heart beating a mile a minute, but knowing I’d never been more sure of anything in my entire life. I’d known the second I saw her, and now, she would truly be mine, forever.

      I looked up at this perfect girl, who’d stolen my heart, and shown me what it was to feel again, and to love.

      “Marry me,” I whispered, holding the box up as I looked deep into her eyes.

      She was still for one, brief second, blinking like she wasn’t even sure this was real as she stared at me in shock.

      “Marry me, Ada,” I said quietly, taking her small hand in mine. “Marry me, and be mine forev—”

      “Yes,” she gasped, panting. “Yes!”

      She launched herself into my arms, throwing hers tight around my neck as she held me so tightly.

      “Jackson, yes!”

      “Your parents, what people will say...” I shook my head, holding her as tight as I could. “Forget the rest. I’ll deal with all of it. Just be mine, and we’ll make our own life together.”

      “And a family,” she whispered heatedly, her lips millimeters from mine. “Let’s make a family together.”

      “Fuck, angel,” I groaned, feeling her body press against me and feeling the heat between her thighs. My cock throbbed against her as I plucked the ring from the box and slowly slid it onto her finger.

      Mine.

      “You think we did it last night?” she said shyly, her cheeks blushing as she hungrily ran her tongue over her lips.

      “Hard to tell,” I grinned back, slowly peeling her shirt off as I stood. I tossed her down onto the bed, yanking my own clothes off as she peeled off her pants, before I slowly stalked over her. My cock ached for her as I settled between her legs, spreading them wide and guiding the thick swollen head to her slippery pussy.

      “We’d better keep trying to make sure.”

      “Fuck me, Jackson,” she whispered heatedly into my ear as she wrapped her legs around my waist and started to pull me inside.

      “Put a baby in me.”

      With pleasure.

      I pushed forward, slowly burying myself in her molten heat until all of me was inside — bare, and ready to give her everything I had.

      “Now milk that cum from my balls, angel,” I purred into her ear. “Be a good girl and take my cum.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Ada

      

    
    
      
        Four years later…

      

      At the end of the day, all you need is love.

      No, we didn’t just go from me saying yes that day to a happy ever after with the brush of a magic wand. There were tough parts between Point A and Point B. My parents, for one, initially lost it when we told them. My father swore he’d sue Jackson into the ground and strip him of his license, and my mother screamed at me that I was “settling.”

      Yeah, you can go ahead and roll your eyes. I sure did.

      But slowly, I think they got it. My father did, at least. Even if it took a while to look past that Jackson was almost twice my age, and that this might not have been their choice for me, they did eventually get it. They got to know the man I was head over heels for, and they saw that even if he wasn’t from their world of the highest wealth and privilege, the work he did in the world was noble to a degree most people never even got close to. And that’s what I think won them in the end…even if Jackson did swear to me that he’d steal me away and elope with me, with or without their blessing.

      But they did give it, because they saw what we saw with each other: love. And in the end, love wins, every single time.

      That brings us to Jen, Jackson’s awful, awful ex. God, when I first found out about her and everything she’d done, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to throw my arms around Jackson and protect him with everything I had, or to run and find her so I could put a stiletto through her eye.

      …Okay, okay, maybe I do have a jealous streak.

      What she’d done to the man I loved was truly terrible, and when she found out about me, and about our engagement, she tried everything in her power to be even worse than she had been.

      That’s when my father stepped in. Specifically, my father’s team of twenty-five truly terrifying, bloodthirsty corporate lawyers. I knew Jackson was sour, and I knew at first he saw this as “someone else fighting his battles,” but in the end, I made sure he got that it wasn’t just “someone else,” it was me. I was going to get that bitch off his back once and for all, because there was no way I was going to start a family with him with her hanging over us.

      I also might have insisted on delivering the lawyers’ statement personally — not to do anything to her, and not because I even wanted to meet her. But I wanted to watch the look on her face when she realized she’d lost — not just such an amazing man, but all of her attempts to hurt him.

      …It was a pretty great look, I have to say.

      It’s been four years since the man of my dreams swept me off my feet, made me his, and asked me to marry him, and it’s been a dream ever since.

      Jackson’s expanded his clinic to being the largest and best neonatal and prenatal care in New York, and since he’d be too modest to say it, the world. He takes everyone now with the added space and all of the donors they have now — not just rich clients, but the poor who can’t normally afford care like this. But with him, they get the best, and they get it pro-bono.

      Me? I’m finishing up my undergraduate degree in pre-med, and I’ve already been accepted to NYU’s School of Medicine, where I’ll focus on Pediatric Psychology. I made Jackson swear not to pull any strings or to use his influence, but then, he might have anyways, even if he knew I could do it on my own merit, because that’s just who he is. He wants the world for me, and he gives me that, every single day.

      I don’t know if it was that day, specifically, but if it wasn’t, then it wasn’t long after when it did “take.” I gave birth to our son Jonah ten months after Jackson proposed and nine months after the wedding. A year and a half later, Carrie was arrived. And even with the kids, and my school, and Jackson’s expanded clinic and responsibilities, we still make time for us, and the things we do so so well together.

      …Which is exactly the reason I’m not fitting in my usual jeans these days.

      Yeah, number three is on the way, another little girl due in just under four months. And yet, my husband still seems to find me irresistible, apparently.

      “Come here, angel.”

      The growl shivers through me, rousing me from the half-sleep I’ve nodded into. I wake fully, half turning to find that Jackson’s slid into bed behind me, home late from the clinic but home nonetheless. The corner bedroom in our new penthouse is dark, but the floor-length window drapes are pulled open, letting the sparkling jewel lights of the city twinkle around us.

      “I missed you,” I whisper, smiling as he pulls me tight and slides a hand over my belly.

      “I missed you guys too,” he growls. “How’s our little princess?”

      “Large,” I pout.

      I can feel Jackson grin as he moves right against me, but then, I can also feel something big throbbing against my panty-covered ass.

      “C’mon, there’s no way that’s for me,” I grumble. “I’m huge.”

      “You’re fucking beautiful is what you are,” he growls back, his hands sliding over my skin. He starts to tug at the maternity tank top I’m wearing, tugging it up over my belly and up to my breasts.

      “Kids asleep?”

      I nod, swallowing thickly as his hands push the flimsy tank over my engorged breasts. His fingers tease over my extra sensitive nipples, making me gasp.

      “Good,” he purrs. “Because I think it’s been entirely too long since I’ve made you come all over my cock.”

      “Too long?” I grin, rolling my eyes. “I seem to remember someone coming into the shower behind me this morning and doing exactly that.”

      Jackson growls lowly, and I can feel his cock pulse against my ass.

      “That was at least ten hours ago. Like I said, entirely too long.”

      His hands slide down to my panties, thumbs hooking into the waist as he starts to peel them down. I moan, feeling my pulse race as he strips me bare for him. I reach back, whimpering as I feel my husband’s thick cock throbbing so hard in his suit pants.

      “Someone’s wearing too many clothes for this bed, I think.”

      He practically tears his shirt off, and when I hear the jangle of his belt and the tug of his zipper, and feel him kick his pants away, my breath catches. He moves back behind me, and this time, it’s the totally bare, hot, swollen head of his cock that I feel tease between my thighs. His hand follows, sliding between my legs from behind and stroking across my pussy.

      “Someone is very wet,” he growls, making me moan into my arm as he spreads my lips and teases my clit with his thumb. “I think my dirty girl’s been having some very nice thoughts while I was gone.”

      I gasp, pushing back into his hand and arching my back. His other hand cups my full breasts, teasing my nipples and stroking my skin as his thumb rolls my tender bud. I can feel my slick heat coating my thighs, and when he slips his beautiful cock between them, I moan.

      “I was imagining you coming home, and doing exactly this, actually,” I purr quietly, biting my lip as his hands drive me wild. His lips graze the back of my neck, sending a shiver down my spine.

      “Doing what, exactly, angel?”

      “This.”

      “Tell me,” he growls, twisting my nipple just enough to make me gasp. He eases his bulging cock head against my pussy, letting me feel how hard he is without actually penetrating. I can feel his sticky sweet precum dripping from the tip and coating my eager lips.

      “Sliding into bed behind me,” I whimper. “And pinning me to the bed.”

      “And,” he growls, rubbing his thick shaft across my opening.

      “And making me scream into the pillows while you fuck me,” I cry out, shuddering as his thumb threatens to make me come already.

      “Spread your legs,” Jackson growls lowly into my ear, making my whole body catch fire. I half turn into the bed, spreading one leg out in front of me as I arch my back and push my ass back, opening me up for him. His cock head teases over my clit, but when he eases it against my tight, slick opening, I can feel my whole body aching for him to take me.

      “Tell me what you want, dirty girl,” he purrs, teasing me mercilessly with the little taste of his cock.

      “Fuck me,” I moan. “I want you to fuck me with that big, hard cock of yours.”

      I whimper and turn my head, biting my lip and gasping as I lock eyes with the man I love.

      “Fuck my little pussy, doctor.”

      I barely have time to grab a pillow to moan into as Jackson pushes forward and buries every inch of his cock to the hilt inside of me. My body shivers, my pussy gripping at him and milking his gorgeous dick as he grinds deep inside. His powerful hands grab my hips, holding me tight as he pulls back only to plunge back in again.

      His hips start to move against me harder, filling me up with every deep, powerful thrust and making me scream into the pillow. My hands slide up to my breasts, cupping them and pinching my own nipples as Jackson’s cock sends shivers of pure ecstasy shuddering through my body.

      He moves on top of me, pulling me up onto my knees with his cock still stretching me wide. His hands slide up my bare back as I drop my shoulders to the bed, teasing my skin before he tangles one in my hair. I scream again into the pillow as he pulls back and then drives in deep, filling my little pussy to the brim. His balls, heavy and swollen with cum for me, slap my clit on every thrust, making me moan and shiver as my gorgeous husband takes control and starts to fuck me the way he knows I love.

      His chiseled body ripples, muscles clenching and coiling as he tugs my hair, grips my ass, and plunges his fat cock deep inside of me again and again. I turn my head, cheek to the bed as I gasp in pleasure, feeling him push me closer and closer to the edge.

      “Give me your hands, sweetness,” he growls, sliding his own hands down over my back and up my arms. Our fingers lock, and slowly, he pulls me up until I’m kneeling — back arched with his cock still buried inside. He grips my wrists with one hand, pinning my arms behind my back and letting the control shiver through me like wildfire that’s set me ablaze.

      “Fuck, Ada, you know how much I love your pussy when you’re pregnant,” he groans into my ear, the other hand wrapping around my body to splay his fingers across my protruding belly. “How fucking wet you get, and how tight your little pussy milks my cock. How your body feels hotter, how your skin tingles when I touch you. I love how your breasts swell up, and how one flick of a finger across your nipples—”

      He slides his hand up to cup my tits, sliding one finger over my sensitive nipple. I moan deeply, arching my back and pushing my ass back to take as much of his big dick as I can.

      “Just like that,” he groans, his cock throbbing inside my pussy. Both of his hands move to my breasts, cupping them and teasing my nipples as he starts to fuck me like that, both of us kneeling on the bed.

      “I can feel your sticky, sweet pussy dripping down my cock, angel. I can feel it dripping down my balls.” He growls, sliding a hand down to where we meet and teasing my clit as he starts to fuck me a little harder. I cry out, pushing back to meet his thrusts as his fingers tease my clit. He slides his hand back up, but this time, he brings it to his lips.

      Jackson groans as he sucks my juices from his fingers.

      “Fuck do you taste like candy, angel,” he growls, sliding his fingers back down. He does it again — teasing my little clit merciless as he fucks me, before bringing them up and licking them clean as I go to pieces around him.

      “I know you’re close, love,” he purrs in my ear, his arms wrapping around my body and holding me so tight against his muscled chest as he starts to drive into me harder and faster. “I know you can feel how big you make my cock, and I know you can feel how heavy and swollen my balls are. Fuck, angel, I’ve been dying to give you more of my cum since this morning. I’ve been dying to fill this tight little cunt up with every fucking drop while you come so good for me.”

      Our bodies crash together again and again, my clit dragging on his thick shaft with every thrust. His hands cup my breasts again, teasing my nipples as his lips and his teeth leave marks down my neck.

      And I’m lost. My whole body starts to tremble — more and more out of control until I can feel the whole wave start to crash over me.

      “Fuck that big fat cock, angel,” he hisses in my ear. “Pump that pussy back and take it all.”

      I scream in pleasure, thrusting my ass back to take his thrusts as he gives them, feeling every inch of him drive inside.

      “Now make that pussy come, sweetness. Make that tight little pussy come for me so I can feel your sweet girl-cum drip down my balls. And then I’m going to give you every drop of mine, and I want this pretty little pussy to swallow every drop.”

      He drives in balls deep, his muscled body coiling and rippling at my back. His hands cup my full breasts, and when his fingers roll over my nipples and his teeth rake across my earlobe, I scream.

      The orgasm explodes through me, hitting me like a storm. I cry out, my whole body tensing and clenching up tight around him as I go screaming over the edge.  Jackson growls in my ear, driving his cock as deep as he can before I feel his cum blast inside of me. Pump after pump of his hot cum spurts deep inside of me, splashing against my womb until I can feel it leak out and trickle down my thighs.

      Slowly, he gathers me in his arms and rolls us over, pulling my back against his chest as we lay on our sides once again. I grin, panting and snuggling back into him as he trails kisses over my shoulders.

      “I love you, Ada,” he purrs into my ear, his masculine growls rumbling through me.

      “I love you too,” I whisper back, turning my head to kiss him softly.

      “You, uh,” I grin. “You do know I’m already pregnant though, right?” My grin widens as I see his own smile creep across his chiseled, handsome jaw. “I mean, if you were trying to knock me up, I think it’s safe to say mission accomplished, like, five months ago.”

      “Smart ass,” he chuckles, pulling me close and kissing the back of my beck. “Besides, I’m just practicing.”

      I arch a brow, turing to smile at him.

      “For?”

      My husband grins hungrily at me, and when I feel his still-hard cock throb against my ass, my pulse quickens.

      “For next time, angel.”

      

      The End.
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      Looking for more over-the-top insta-love and an alpha who knows what he wants?

      …I mean, duh?

      On the next few pages, I’ve included a sneak peek of Doctor O-Maker, which is Jackson’s friend Aiden’s story from this book. Both books are completely standalone stories, but if you’d like to keep reading, scroll on for a hot glimpse!

      Thanks again for your support, and happy reading!

      <3,

      Madison
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      No O? Come and meet your cure.

      He’s gorgeous, dominant, panty-meltingly hot, and looks at me like he wants to tear my clothes off and fulfill every single filthy fantasy I’ve ever had.

      The only problem? He’s my doctor. Oops.

      I’m seeing him to fix “my problem” – my big “no O” problem. Yeah, you see, I’ve never had one – no grand finale, no big bang, no happy ending.

      Never.

      Doctor Aiden Owenson – “Doctor O” – is supposedly the man who can help, but I’ve got my reservations.

      That is, until he puts his hands on me. Until he looks at me like he wants to devour me. Until he tells me I’m his, and his alone.

      I’m pretty sure you’re not supposed to fall for your doctor.

      I’m pretty sure your doctor isn’t supposed to examine you in his bed, across his desk, and while you’re screaming his name.

      I’m pretty sure we’re breaking every rule, and I’m pretty sure I don’t care.

      Doctor O is supposed to show me the O. Now the only problem is, I never want him to stop.

      

      Warning: side effects may include fever, elevated heart rate, sweating, and chronic page-turning far past your bed time. Steaming hot insta-love, an over-the-top dominant alpha hero, and fantasy run completely amok. But something tells me, you know exactly what this dirty little book is about ;).

      Safe, no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Aiden

      

    
    
      
        The night before:

      

      The girl came out of nowhere, and instantly I was hooked. Instantly, my blood ran like fire in my veins.

      Instantly, my head turned like it hadn’t in, well, ever.

      I’d seen her the second she’d stepped into the elegant, low-lit bar to the side of the restaurant. Luciano’s was an exclusive fucking place, and she was dressed for it.

      Fuck was she dressed for it.

      The little black dress fit her like a second skin, clinging to every single luscious curve, teasing high across her creamy thighs. Her long blonde hair fell like waves over her bare shoulders and the thin straps of the dress, and red, pouty lips looked so fucking tempting that my cock throbbed between my thighs.

      I’d just eaten dinner, but instantly, I was fucking starving.

      I was young, successful, and I worked out. I was a very well paid doctor, and was single. I know, I should have been bedding women every night. And if you watch too many tv dramas about doctors, you might believe that.

      But the truth was, I chased my job, not pussy. I knew women looked at me, I wasn’t fucking blind. But I didn’t have the time for that. Hell, I didn’t have the interest, even in the casual.

      But that night, everything changed.

      She slunk towards an empty seat of the bar, but I was up and moving towards her in an instant. I’d seen what I liked, and I knew what I wanted. Like I said, I didn’t have time for women, but I knew in an instant I’d make all the damn time in the world for her.

      I’d moved towards her with purpose, my eyes locked on her and my jaw tight. She turned, and when she saw me and saw the heat in my gaze, she’d stopped, her cheeks going red. I strode right towards her, pushing aside another woman who stepped up to me with a look that said she wanted to make small talk, pushing aside the waiter — hell, I’d have pushed aside the world for her.

      And then I was standing right in front of her, doing everything in my power not to just wrap my arms around her, pull her close, and kiss her with everything I had.

      “Hi,” she’d breathed, her pulse beating fast in the hollow of her neck as her big, hazel eyes dragged over me. Our gazes locked, and when her soft tongue darted out to wet those pouty lips, I could feel my pulse jump and my muscles clench.

      “Are you here alone?”

      She’d blushed deeper, stammering to say something before she’d just nodded. “Yes.”

      “Good.”

      She gasped quietly when I said it, and when I moved even closer to her, until we were almost touching, she didn’t move back.

      …She moved into me.

      Then I did growl, and when my hand slid to her waist, I could hear her breath catch quietly.

      “What’s your name?” I’d breathed, my hand sliding over her waist as we moved together. She looked deep into my eyes, hers blinking and heavy with lust.

      “Does it matter?” she said quietly.

      “It will.”

      “But not right now.”

      “Not right now,” I’d growled, wrapping her in my arms. I’d never moved that fast. I’d never been completely thunderstruck by a woman, and certainly not in a matter of seconds. She tilted her head up, her gorgeous eyes piercing into my dark ones, and her sweet, pouty, tempting lips parting just enough to make me want to claim them.

      “Let me buy you a—”

      And then she’d kissed me.

      She threw her arms around my neck, she’d pulled me down, and she’d crushed those perfect, soft lips of hers to mine. She’d kissed me, and my entire world turned upside down.

      I groaned as I pulled her against me, not giving a single shit that we were in a bar, even if it was dark. My hand slid around her waist, yanking her body tight to mine as I kissed her hard enough to bruise. She moaned into my mouth — a hungry and sweet, sultry, yet innocent sound that got my cock swelling up rock hard in seconds.

      My hands tightened on her, our bodies grinding together as our lips sealed and our tongues danced. I could feel her legs spreading ever so slightly around my thigh, and when I felt the raw heat between her legs, I’d fucking lost my mind.

      Like I said, I’d never moved that fast. Hell, I’d barely had any interest in women in years, because of my work. But that night, I was willing to move heaven and hell to be with her. That night, the only thing that mattered in the entire universe, was her.

      And then, in the blink of an eyes, it’d all come crashing down. She’d pulled away, her eyes wide, her cheeks flushed, and lips swollen from my kiss. She’d looked up at me, she’d shaken her head and mumbled something that sounded like “sorry.”

      …And then she was gone — running out of the bar and out the front door to Luciano’s before I could stop her. I’d followed, of course. But outside, all I’d found was yellow cabs, rain, and a sea of anonymous strangers.

      She’d waltzed into my world, shaken it to the very core, and then left me reeling, in the blink of an eye.

      But, I’d gotten a taste of perfection. And I didn’t care how long it’d take, but I’d find her again. I knew it.

      And when I did, I’d never let her slip away from me again.
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        Looking for obsessed alpha heroes, steamy-hot insta-love, and romance with a dirty mind? Join my mailing list and grab these TWO kindle-melting, bestselling steamy shorts for free!

        

        Great books. Hot deals. Zero spam.

      

      
        www.madisonfayeromance.com/newsletter

        

        Check out the whole catalog, only on Amazon and always FREE with your Kindle Unlimited subscription!
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          Dear Stepbrother, I Want You
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      Gorgeous, incendiary, tempting as original sin, and totally off limits.

      He’s rough, dominant, and hot as hell on wheels. Channing Hensley blew into my life like a firestorm, and I’ve been in love and lust with him since the minute I laid eyes on him

      All in secret, of course.

      He doesn’t know. No one can know the things I dream of him doing to me. No one can know that I – the picture-perfect sweet little good girl – want him to be my first.

      So I hid it away instead, in a letter, where I poured out my heart and my deepest darkest fantasies to the man with the body made for reckless choices, and the piercing green eyes that dare you to make them. The man with the dark past and the fierce gaze that lingers on me in a way that takes my breath away.

      He’s six years older than me. He works for my family’s law firm.

      He’s totally wrong, utterly inappropriate, and completely irresistible.

      Channing Hensley is my stepbrother.

      And I want him.

      

      Filthy, scandalous, and so sugary sweet your teeth will hurt. This one’s a heaping dose of wrong in the right kind of way ;). If an older, dominant, obsessed alpha claiming his untouched heroine sounds like your cup of tea (oh, you know it is), then you should probably dive right in.

      Safe, no cheating, and a HEA guaranteed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        Everly

      

    
    
      It’s now or never.

      My pulse quickened as I poked my head around the corner of the building, my eyes darting. Quickly scanning the parking lot and the field-hockey pitch, I ducked through the doors and crouched in the shadow of the brick school building. I could feel the brisk fall air tease up my thighs to the bare skin beneath my skirt, and I grinned, shivering and thinking of the panties I'd made a point of not wearing that day.

      I moved quickly, ducking behind the bushes by the doors to the gym and then sneaking along the edge of the building until I could reach the road. Out of immediate sight of the school, I walked briskly towards the convenience store on the corner, where the cab I'd previously arranged for to take me downtown was waiting. My nerves jangling, I smoothed my skirt over my bare legs and swung into the back seat.

      No turning back now.

      Skipping out of summer school was one thing. I mean, it was summer school, but still, you had to be there. Being caught sneaking away would have been bad, and definitely would have ruined my plans.

      But taking a cab downtown, alone, for the reasons I was? Well, that was another story altogether.

      I thought of him as we drove, letting my mind wander to dirty, naughty places. I chewed at my lips, sucking them between my teeth. A flush crept up my cheeks as I thought about what I’d seen just two days before. I thought about seeing him like that — him who I’d wanted forever. Him who’d turned from a first crush into a first lust. Him who made my skin tingle and my pussy throb — who made my hormones go on a complete rampage through my body no matter what I did to try and stop them.

      Because the truth was, when it came to Channing Hensley, I was a hopeless mess. One fierce look of those piercing green eyes, or one gorgeous smile across that firm, defined jaw, or one word from those perfect lips, and I was a puddle. It’d been like that since the second he’d entered my world, and it’d been maddening.

      It’s true what they say about the forbidden fruit, and about temptation. And Channing was the definition of temptation — living, walking, sexy as sin forbidden fruit. He was the untouchable personified. And yet, as time had gone on, all of these things had started to matter less and less to me. I still knew it was wrong, to think the thoughts I was thinking about him. But I just didn’t care anymore. Or couldn’t care anymore.

      And today, I was finally going to do what I’d been too chicken to do since the day I’d met him.

      It’d started with the letter I never gave him. But pouring out all my filthy fantasies and hidden desires across a page had turned the fire blazing inside of me into a full-fledged explosion, and there was no stopping it now.

      So today, I was going to offer myself to Channing. I was going to march right into his office, look him right in the eye, and tell him it was all for him. Because I was done tiptoeing around. I was done being a scaredy-cat dork, and clueless when it came to men. And I knew that day, I’d be done being a virgin. Not after Channing got through with me.

      Channing, who was six years older than my eighteen. Channing who worked for my father. Channing who’s mother had just married my father about six months before.

      Yeah.

      Channing who was my stepbrother.

      And I wanted him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Everly

      

    
    
      It'd started like a normal summer day. Amy and Tara were over, and we were all out by the pool just hanging out, trading gossip, leafing through magazines, and generally ignoring the very real reality that in a month, we'd be flung across the country from each other to do the very adult thing of going to college and moving on with our lives.

      My two friends had it easier, of course. For one, they weren’t stuck taking summer classes that their parents forced them to take like my father did to me. And for two, neither of them had the constant, pulse-quickening, panty-wetting, and completely wrong infatuation with their freaking stepbrother like I did. Neither of them even had step-siblings.

      Tara and Amy were under the solar umbrella, but I’d been sitting out in a reclined chair baking, and it was freaking hot out. So eventually, I’d gotten up and volunteered to grab water bottles from the fridge inside. I skipped around the side of my father and stepmother’s huge house in my favorite lime-green bikini to the garden door next to garage. But just as my hand had touched the warm knob, I’d frozen as my chest tightened.

      He was here.

      Channing’s red and black Charger was parked in the driveway, the motor still ticking like some slumbering beast. I mean, God, of course a man as insanely panty-meltingly hot as Channing drove a car that was basically sex on wheels. And he was at the house.

      Channing lived a few miles away closer to downtown, in one of those new high-rise condos. His building had been re-doing the gym for the last month or so though, so Channing had taken to coming to our house to use the home gym my dad had here. I shivered, biting my lip as I turned back to open the door to the house and slipped inside.

      “Channing?”

      Moments alone with him were rare. I mean, it’s not like he lived at our house, and most of the time when he was over, my dad or his mom were there too. But there’d been a few times — some good, some bad.

      The good had been not long after the wedding. It was midnight, or two in the morning or something, and I couldn’t sleep. Maybe it was the horror movie I’d tried to watch by myself like a total idiot, or maybe there was just a lot on my mind with my dad now being remarried. Whatever it was though, I’d been heading downstairs for some water from the kitchen when I’d heard it.

      At first, I’d been scared. The sounds were primal, and rough — growls, and grunts, almost like someone was in a fight. I’d grabbed one of my dad’s golf clubs that’d been leaning against the wall of the mudroom and headed down to the lower level, where the gym was. And that’s when I’d seen him.

      Channing had been shirtless, beautiful, and fierce. He had boxing gloves on, and as he ducked and weaved and shadow-boxed with the heavy-bag hanging on a chain from the ceiling, my breath had caught. His muscles rippled, his jaw clenched tight, and he growled like a wild beast as he’d hit the thing again and again, sweat pouring down his perfect body.

      He hadn’t seen me that time, and thank God. He hadn’t seen my flushed face, and parted lips, and wild, heated eyes. He hadn’t seen the way my nipples had hardened to points under my thin t-shirt, or the way my legs had squeezed together as the slick heat between them probably left a stain on my pajama pants.

      The second time we’d been alone wasn’t quite as nice. Not by a fucking mile. He’d seen me that time, alright. I just wished he hadn’t. Or at least, I think I wished he hadn’t.

      I’d never been a drinker or a much of partier in school, but for whatever reason, when Amy threw a graduation party on a weekend where her parents were out of town, I’d gone wild. I don’t even remember what I drank for my first drink, or the second, or the I’m guessing one-hundred after that, because it’s all fuzzy. I had a brief memory of some guy I’d never talked to offering to drive me home, and I have another horrible flash of trying to tell him that I did not want to kiss him when he tried in my driveway.

      But the memory after that is pretty clear.

      Channing had almost torn the guy’s car door off its hinges as he’d flung it open. I remembered gasping as strong, powerful arms and hands had slid under me, scooping me up and pulling me away from the creep. He’d sat me down, picked up a baseball bat, and whirled back to the guy in the car.

      “You. Out. Right the fuck now.”

      …For being a fucking creep, the guy at least had the smarts to jam the car into drive and peel out as fast as possible. Channing still took out one of his windows and a tail light though.

      “Channing, I—”

      “Are you alright?”

      His rough, deep, velvety voice had purred through me, setting my freaking skin on fire even before he’d wrapped his arms around me. And when he did that? Yeah, forget butterflies. My stomach had rocket ships.

      “Thank you,” I’d mumbled, looking up into his eyes in the dark of the driveway and just melting under his gaze. I’d gotten lost in those eyes, and the insane, totally wrong, totally inappropriate thoughts I’d been having about him had all come rushing to the surface. I’m pretty sure I’d leaned forward with every insane intention of kissing him, when suddenly, everything I’d drank that night decide to come back and say hello.

      I’d wanted to die. First, he’d been my knight in shining armor, and after that, he was holding my hair in the hedges next to my dad’s house while I puked all over the place.

      “There we go, kiddo,” he’d murmured, stroking my back as I emptied my stomach into the hydrangeas. “Just let it all out. What the hell were you drinking?”

      “Don’t call me that,” I mumbled.

      “What, kiddo?” Channing had grinned, making my knees weak all over again.

      I’d shaken my head. “Can you just call me Everly?”

      He’d held my gaze, his hand still stroking the small of my back.

      “And I think it was the Everclear,” I mumbled, turning to dry heave at the thought of the high-proof booze that was notorious for making teens wasted.

      Channing had helped me into the house. He’d made sure my dad didn’t wake up. He’d washed my face with a washcloth, carried me into bed as the dizziness took over, gave me a glass of water, and tucked me in. He didn’t call me kiddo after that night.

      …He swapped to “Everclear” instead.

      There in the house that summer afternoon, I knew we were alone again. Tara and Amy were outside, my dad was golfing, and Catherine was at a happy hour somewhere. I tiptoed to the door to the lower level, listening for the sounds of him working out, but the lights were off and it was quiet.

      If frowned, my fingers twisting together as I’d headed back through the house. And then, I’d heard it.

      I froze, my brow furrowing in confusion. It sounded just like the sound of Channing working out, but I knew the basement had been empty. The sound came again, and my head snapped to look up the stairs to the second floor. The sound had come from my room, upstairs at the back of the house facing the pool in the backyard.

                 Curious, I’d nervously tiptoed, quietly on my bare soles up the stairs and then down the hall to my bedroom door. I was trying to figure out why the hell he’d be in my room,  but as I got closer, I heard the noise again — a hard grunt it sounded like, coming from behind my half-closed door.

                 I’d swallowed thickly, moved closer, peered through the gap between the half-closed door and the frame, and almost shrieked.

                 Standing in my bedroom, half-hidden behind the curtains to my window, stood my stepbrother, slowly fisting his huge cock as he stared out the window.

                 My eyes went wide in their sockets, and I had to put my hand to my mouth to physically stifle a gasp. My mind reeling and my eyes glued to him, I couldn't help but stare as he slowly pumped his hand up and down the pulsing shaft of his enormous dick. He was staring out the window towards the pool, quietly groaning as he jerked his cock. And at first, a big spike of green jealousy went through my guy, thinking about my two friends out there in their bikinis. I mean, that’s who Channing had been watching, obviously, right?

      But slowly, something dawned on me. Outside, my two friends had been sitting at the round table on the patio, under the big sun umbrella. There was no way you could’ve seen them from my bedroom. Which meant…

      The realization hit me like a shock to the heart: Channing had been watching me.

      My heart racing, I bit at my lower lip as I peered through the crack in the door, staring hard at the thick cock jutting out from his pants. As I looked, I suddenly noticed that there was something wrapped around it that he was stroking over his cock as he pulled at it. My eyes widened as I realized they were a pair of panties, and then I almost gasped out-loud again as I realized something else; there were two women who lived in this house, and I was pretty sure that I was the only one of them who owned a pair of red lacy thong panties that she kept hidden away in her underwear drawer.

      …Channing, my stepbrother, was jerking his big cock with my panties, while watching me. I felt a heated jolt run through me as I bit down on my hand, feeling my pulse rage in my ears as I watched him.

      “Everly! Did you get those waters!”

      I’d practically jumped out of my skin as Tara had yelled up the stairs. I’d bolted, scurrying as fast and as quietly as I could to the stairs and flying down them two at a time.

      I'd stayed awake long into the night that evening, thinking about exactly what I'd witnessed and trying to wrap my head around having seen my stepbrother jerking his cock like that. I tossed and turned, unable to sleep until finally, I ended up pulling the red lacy thong out of my drawer and rubbing it against my dripping wet pussy until I came, before I fell asleep.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I’d wanted him from the moment I met him.

      I’d loved him since the night he’d held my hair in the driveway.

      And now, today, I was going to do something about it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        Channing

      

    
    
      The meeting droned on — my whiny, sniveling client lamenting his state of affairs. Like I had any sympathy for him. I mean the man had a great family — cute, smart kids who adored him, and a gorgeous, sexy wife who loved him. And he’d thrown the whole thing away to chase after his secretary and their mutual love of cocaine.

      What a fucking idiot.

      I wanted to scream at him, to yank him up over the table by his fucking tie and tell him what a complete piece of shit he was. I wanted to tell him all about my family — the vapid, mostly drunk, social climber of a mom and the string of truly terrible boyfriends she’d had along the way. I wanted to tell him about learning to cook for myself at the age of seven because mom wasn’t going to. Or about learning how to fight when I was eight because her boyfriend at the time wanted to slap me around.

      This guy had it great, and he’d let his own fucking ego burn the whole thing to the ground.

      “I mean, fuck her, right? She was supposed to be out of town. She was supposed to be at her sister’s for Christ’s sake! Why the fuck did she come home early?”

      “Intent for entrapment,” Johnson, one of Ken’s other shit-bag lawyers piped up. The rest of the room laughed.

      Fuck these people.

      The job at Price and Houghton had been too lucrative to say no to. Insane money, my own office, and enough big-time corporate cases to keep my name relevant, the headlines flowing, and my bank account full — all good things for a young lawyer. ‘Course, there were a few things I didn’t know when I took the job. One, that Price and Houghton made their fucking bread and butter defending pieces of shit like whatshisname here today. More than that, they excelled at not only defending these corporate crooks, but going after the people they’d hurt in the first place. Hell, they were already talking strategy on defaming this guy’s poor wife so he could screw her out the money that should have been hers.

      “Channing.”

      My eyes snapped up to Ken, his steely gray ones locked on mine.

      “Any thoughts here, son?”

      God fucking damnit, I hated when he said that.

      Ken wasn’t my father, and I sure as shit wasn’t his son. But, that didn’t stop him from saying it every chance he got. That would be item number two that I didn’t know when I took the job — that Ken Price wasn’t just courting me for a job, he’d been courting my mother for a different position altogether.

      Wife number two.

      Yeah, Ken was my stepfather, as of nine months before.

      I only had brief memories and a couple of photos of my real dad — a marine vet who’d made the mistake of getting mixed up with Catherine, my mother. Of course, Catherine hadn’t ever told me the real story, but I’d been in contact with an old platoon mate of my dad’s who had. Dad had gotten my mom pregnant, he’d married her, and they’d had three years with me. Then she went out and cheated on him with just about anything with a dick and a six-figure income, and divorced him.

      Years later, here we were — me working my way through law school and the marines to get here, to where this asshole was calling me son.

      Why did I stay? I mean, why stay working for a man I truly disliked who’d also married my mom? Well, you could say it was the money, but I knew there was more out there. I knew for a fact actually. So it wasn’t the job. It wasn’t my mother either, and it sure as fuck wasn’t Ken.

      So, why did I stay? Why not take off and snag an interview at some other huge law firm across the country?

      Well, it’s what came with Ken. Or rather, who. It was who was living in Ken’s house when he and mom had gotten married, and thank fuck, she’d turned eighteen the day before I met her.

      Teasing, tempting, all-consuming.

      Everly.

      One look, in that restaurant where Ken and my mother had brought us all together to tell us the news, and I’d been hooked. Hopelessly ensnared. Perpetually hard as a rock. And turned right the fuck around.

      There were so many red flags that it’d almost blinded me. She was barely eighteen. She was my boss’s daughter. She was my step-sister. So many neon warning signs and I’d ignored every one of them.

      I tuned out the meeting again and reached into the back of my folder to pull out the letter.

      The letter.

      The one that was to me, but had clearly never been meant to actually get into my hands. Or maybe it had, and then her mind had changed.

      I growled, my cock throbbing at the mere touch of it as my fingers traced the paper hers had. I wondered briefly if she’d touched herself while writing the dirty, filthy things on the page. I wondered if she’d played with what I could only imagine was the worlds tightest, pinkest, sweetest little pussy.

      My pulse thundered as I brought the note to my face, as if it were part of the case being discussed, and I had to read some fine print.

      But I wasn’t reading it. I knew it by heart at this point. I knew every filthy word she’d written in there, and I knew they were all about me. So no, I wasn’t reading it. I was smelling it, because it smelled like her.

      Specifically, it smelled like her fucking panties.

      I had no right to go into her room at her dad’s house, ever. But that didn’t and hadn’t stopped me. Nothing could stop me from my obsession with her.

      Not that she was barely legal.

      Not that her damn father was my mother's new husband.

      Not other women, since I hadn’t even touched one since I met her.

      Not that fact that she was my step-sister.

      Literally none of it could stop me.

      The letter I’d found in my most recent exploration, the day before. Everly had been out, and I’d been over at the house using her father’s home gym, as I’d been dong for a few months. The gym in my apartment bundling was under construction, and the house was just a shorter drive than any gym worth my time.

      Ken was out, Everly was out, and my mother was passed out drunk somewhere. It couldn’t be helped. My obsession couldn’t be stopped. Hell, I hadn’t been able to stop it since the second I’d laid eyes on her, and knew she had to be mine, come hell or high water.

      I’d gone into her room that day and just inhaled the scent of her. The whole fucking room smelled like strawberry body wash, vanilla scented candles, and eighteen year old pussy. I’d groaned, filling my nostrils with the sweet candy smell of her. I’d gone to her bed and buried my face in her pillow, my fucking heart beating out of my chest as I’d breathed her in.

      I’d gone to her dresser, and opened the middle drawer, where I knew she kept her panties. I’d growled, running my hands over her tiny little panties, and feeling the silk and lace tease over my fingertips.

      Fuck it got me hard.

      I’d shoved my hand in, almost imagining that I was running my fingers over the delicate lace while it was still stretched across her tight, hot little body. My cock lurched in my gym shorts, bulging at the front and leaking precum into my boxers as I wrapped my hand around it and groaned.

      My fingers and my eyes stopped at a tiny little pink thong with hearts on it that had the words “just visiting” written across the front. My jaw clenched tight, and my pulse quickened. I wasn’t sure if it was cute hot to think of innocent little Everly Price wearing such slutty panties, or if it was enraging to think that there was a possibility she’d gotten them for someone.

      …Some little prick who was going to find himself at the business end of my wrath if I ever learned who.

      I was gripping the panties in my hand before I realized there was something under them. An envelope with my name on it, plainly in her handwriting.

      My skin had tingled, and my whole body had tensed as I’d slowly opened the unsealed flap and pulled out the handwritten letter that was going to change everything.

      “Dear Channing,” it read. “I want you.”

      And from those first words, I knew she was mine. The letter laid out every fucking filthy thing Everly wanted me to do to her, and what she wanted to do to me. I mean fuck, it read like something out of Penthouse letters. I’d known she’d looked at me. But nothing, and I do mean nothing, could have ever prepared me to read the filthy fantasies rolling around sweet little Everly Price’s head.

      And I knew one thing: the letter was the ammunition I needed. It was the straw that broke this man’s last resolve — my last possible attempt at holding back and trying to convince myself that she was off limits, no matter how much I wanted to claim her.

      The letter changed all of that.

      I’d been waiting around this fucking town too long. I mean, I had the plan in place, but I’d just been waiting. And I think, somehow, deep inside, I’d been waiting for her.

      …And now, I was going to get her.

      I’d lay my trap. The letter would be my bait, and by the time she’d sprung it, she’d be too busy moaning my name and feeling every inch of my cock slide deep between those thighs to even know she’d been caught.

      Everly Price wanted me, huh? Well, she was going to get me. And I wasn’t going to stop until she was mine.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        Everly

      

    
    
      “Miss?”

      With a start I realized the cab was stopped, and in front of my father and Channing’s office building. I followed the wide-eyed stare of the cab driver through the rearview mirror and also realized with a hot flush that my skirt had ridden high on my thighs — like, scandalously high. I quickly yanked it down, blushing furiously, before handing my money to the driver and scampering out of the car.

      My pulse pounded as I rose in the glass elevator — my nervousness and the aching heat inside of me rising with each floor. At last, it opened to the law firm's floor, and I stepped out, still blushing as I stepped towards the receptionist’s desk. Back at the school, when I’d been ditching, the feeling of being bare under my skirt had been thrilling and exciting. Here though? In my dad’s freaking law firm? It was terrifying.

      The receptionist knew me, of course, and smiled as I asked about Channing. “How cute,” she must have thought, “his step-sister coming to keep him company at work for lunch.”

      If she'd known what dirty, filthy thoughts and intentions lay beneath my shy smile, or what lack of panties lay beneath my skirt, I'm sure she'd have thought a little differently.

      Channing was in a meeting, she said, along with my dad. But she was sure it’d be fine if I waited for him in his office.

      “Want me to let your dad know you’re here?”

      “No!”

      I squeaked out the words, my face flushing at her raised brow before I somehow composed myself.

      “No, Channing and I are arranging something special for him.” I beamed my best good girl smile at her, which was pretty freaking good considering I’d spent my whole life working on it. That day, though, I wasn’t planning on being a good girl any longer.

      “It’s a surprise,” I added hastily.

      The receptionist just smiled and winked, like she was “in on it” with me. Lordy she had no idea.

      In Channing’s office, I sat down with a plop in his large, leather chair, the material sending a shiver through me as it made contact with my bare ass. I twirled in the chair, letting the nervous heat rise in me as I breathed in the smell of leather and wood and his aftershave in the dark, book-lined walls of his office.

      I let my legs drift apart in the opulently rich leather of my stepbrother’s chair. Now that I was alone again, the feel of the air across my bare pussy sent a thrill through me once again. A tingling, naughty chill ran up my spine, and I shivered at the forbidden and dark thought of what I was doing here.

      What I should have done months ago, I thought.

      I’d been stewing in my infatuation and lust for Channing for months, and that day, I was going to do something about it. I was going to go to college soon — across the country and away from him, with no plans for coming back. My “family” — apart from Channing — was toxic. I knew the kind of man my father was, and the sort of practices his law firm engaged in. I knew he was probably one of the reason’s my mother had driven off from the house that night years ago in tears and crashed. And Catherine, Channing’s mom? Well, she was just as bad. Mean, petty, and vindictive. Not to mention a raging drunk.

      I was ready to get away, and stay away. I didn’t want or need my father’s money. He’d already gotten me into some prestigious school here on the east coast, all paid for by him of course. But I didn’t want that. I didn’t want to owe him for my schooling, and I didn’t want him to use as leverage to get me into law later, like I knew he would.

      I’d applied to the small liberal arts college on the west coast without telling him. I’d gotten Catherine, while she was drunk of course, to sign the consent papers, along with a legal document I’d had drawn up that stated my parents would be cutting me off financially after high school.

      I’d gotten in, and I’d gotten the scholarship. Now, it was just waiting to go. But before I did, I had to do this. I’d dreamed about it, fantasized about it, and even freaking written about all the things I wanted with Channing. And today, I was going to do something about it.

      Sitting in his chair, breathing in his scent, my mind wandered again to that day I’d seen him with my panties wrapped tight around his cock. The scene had played out in my mind on repeat ever since. I imagined every detail — every groan from his lips, every stroke of his hand, and every thick inch of his rigid cock. My lips parted at the thought, and a small gasp escaped them. Teasingly, I let my hand wander to my thigh and linger, stroking the skin there as I closed my eyes and thought of my stepbrother’s cock.

      I wasn't sure exactly where the courage to do what I was doing at his office that day had come from. Maybe I just knew that if I let him get away — if I let myself flee to the other side of the country without telling him how I felt, or touching him, or kissing him like I wanted — then I’d never forgive myself. I'd stayed up late into the nights after that day I’d seen him, letting my fingers dance wet and feverishly over my pussy over and over, until I'd gasped out my orgasms into the darkness of my room.

      I suppose the seed had been planted that night. And since then, I'd been nurturing it with filthy daydreams, and fantasies, and stolen sideways glances at the panty-meltingly gorgeous, gruff, completely off limits man who’d entered my world with a bang.

      I’d been lusting over Channing since the first day I met him. But after that time watching him stroke his cock? Well, after that it was like someone had poured gasoline on the fire. I became obsessed with finding ways to see him like that again, or to see if I could get him to look at me again like he had that day he’d watched me in my bikini. When I knew he was coming over to use the gym or ti talk business with my father, I’d make sure to dress a little, well, skimpier than I might have ever actually dressed.

      There was even a day when he came over to lift some weights where I causally let drop that I’d be out for a run for the next hour. Instead, I’d hidden in my closet — bedroom door wide and my panty drawer open as I peered through the crack in the closet door to watch. I’d felt like I was out on safari, hunting big game or something. Like I was waiting for the lion to stroll into my sights.

      But he never did, and eventually, I just heard the sound of his car driving away.

      In his office now, I let my hand wander up my leg as I thought of him. My fingertips found the slick wetness of my pussy, making me gasp sharply before I quickly pulled my hand away.

      What was I doing?

      For a second, it suddenly hit me — that I was skipping summer school to sneak off to my father’s law firm, to wait in my stepbrother’s office to…what? To seduce him? I wanted to cringe at even thinking it. I mean, Channing was Channing. The man was sexy as sin, and beautiful, and muscled, and this successful lawyer. What did I honestly think he’d ever want with me? I’d never seen him with anyone, thank God, but I couldn’t imagine Channing exactly being short on ready and willing women.

      The thought made my scowl deepen, and I glanced at my hands.

      I should have just sent the letter.

      That’s what I should have done. I should have given him the note where I’d poured everything out, and then disappeared to California, where I’d never see him again or have to face the inevitable rejection. Like I might that day. I mean, what would happen when I tried to tempt him with the absolutely zero “feminine charms” I had and he said no? Or worse, when he called me sick for thinking things like that about my own stepbrother?

      Suddenly, I panicked. My head spun and my stomach knotted as I jumped out of Channing’s chair. I shook my head, pushing my fingers through my hair as only one thought ran through my mind: I had to get the heck out of there before I totally embarrassed myself.

      I walked briskly across his office, wondering how soon I could get a cab back to school and how easily I might slip back into 5th period. When suddenly, just as my hand touched the knob, the door to the office flung open, sending me reeling back.

      And suddenly, there he was — filling the doorway, looming over me, and with his eyes burning right into me.

      My heart jumped into my throat, and I gasped as Channing’s gaze sizzled through me. He didn’t look mad that I was in his office without him. He actually didn’t look surprised either. My eyes locked with his, and as I felt myself start to tingle and melt under that gaze, I slowly put a name to the look on his face.

      Hunger.

      I swallowed, any sense of my plan to somehow “put the moves on him” evaporating as he stepped into me, and into the room.

      “Well, well, well…” he growled lowly, his eyes never leaving mine as he swung the door shut behind him with a click.

      “Shouldn’t you be in school?” He almost looked amused as he stepped right into me, making me gasp as he brushed past me and moved towards his desk. I shivered, the skin of my wrist tingling where his hand had brushed me on his way past.

      “Probably,” I said, trying to sound cool and flippant but failing as my voice quavered a little. I turned to watch him sink into his chair, his eyes locked on me and this strange, thin, almost smile on his face as he drank me in. God he was good looking. He’d draped his jacket over the back of his chair. His pale blue button up shirt, crisp and definitely tailored, fit snug across his broad, muscled chest and shoulders. His collar was buttoned around his dark, thin tie, and his sleeves were rolled halfway up his gorgeous, rippling forearms.

      I swallowed as I forced my eyes up to his deep, dark green ones, fixed on me like a hawk.

      “I’m sure you’re missing something important at school, Everclear.”

      I blushed at the nickname, biting my lip as I looked at him.

      “Math? Chemistry? World History? Lunch?”

      I giggled. “Eh, I’m sure it’s fine. I mean it’s just summer sch—”

      “What about writing?” he said, his voice heavier this time. And something in his eyes sparked, taking my breath away. “What do you think, Everly?” he purred. “Maybe some lessons in letter writing?”

      I froze, a soft, delicate, teasing tingle running down my spine.

      What had he just said?

      My jaw started to fall before I forced it back shut, my body tightening. No. No way. He hadn’t meant anything by it. It was just my guilt at knowing what I had written about him in that decidedly x-rated letter messing with my head. But then, he kept looking at me with that hungry, fierce gaze of his. His lips turned up in the corners as he drank me in, like he was amused at watching me squirm like this.

      “I— maybe I should go back to school,” I said quietly. I started to turn, my mind whirling and my confidence crumbling, when his voice rumbled through the air between us.

      “No.”

      The word growled from his mouth, and I actually gasped as I stopped short and turned back to him. Channing slowly shook his head, sitting back in his big leather chair with his beautiful, fierce green eyes locked on me. Slowly, he raised a hand, and my eyes went wide as I watched him beckon me with a crook of his finger.

      “Come here,” he purred lowly, those eyes flashing at me as he crooked his finger one more time. “You’re not going anywhere, princess.”
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        Everly

      

    
    
      My body trembled as Channing’s piercing green eyes locked on me, his finger slowly curling as he beckoned me towards him.

      “I— I should get back—”

      “Why are you here, Everly?” he growled, stopping me as I started to turn for the door. I closed my eyes, a shaky breath rattling through me.

      “Just wanted to say hi to your stepbrother,” he let the word sizzle out like it was something scandalous. But then, in my mind, it was.

      “You decided to randomly skip school and come over here to Ken’s firm to just see how I was doing?”

      I turned, my nerves jangling as my heart pounded in my chest. “I— I don’t know, I—”

      “Yes you do.”

      The heat bloomed in my cheeks, and I tried to swallow back the lump that formed in my throat.

      “Channing—”

      “See, you know what I think, dear step-sister?” he purred, that cocky smirk on his face as his eyes blazed right into mine. “I don’t think you came here just to say hi.”

      “No, I did, I just—”

      “You forget how to use a cell phone, Everclear?”

      I blushed deeper, biting my lip between my teeth as my fingers rubbed together nervously.

      He doesn’t know. Of course he doesn’t.

      There was no way. He was just being Channing — just messing with me for skipping summer school. That was all. Anything else was just my dirty mind and guilty conscious playing tricks on me, I knew it.

      “So if that’s not it,” he stroked his chiseled jawline with his fingers. “I wonder,” his hand dropped to the jacket he’d draped over his office chair and slipped into the pocket. “Could it be…”

      His hand slipped out, my eyes went wide, and my whole world tilted on its axis.

      I was aware of Channing’s eyes fiercely locking on mine as he set the letter — my freaking letter — right there between us on top of his desk.

      “I was wondering if maybe you came here to talk about this, princess.”

      My whole body folded, my shoulders slumping and my heart sinking through the floor as I dropped my burning face into my hands. I could feel the tears start to well up when his voice cut through the roar in my ears.

      “Look at me,” he growled.

      I shook my head with it still buried in my hands.

      “Everly.” There was a softness to my name as he said it this time. “Look at me.”

      I swallowed, sniffing back the brim of tears as I slowly raised my head to face him. Our eyes locked, but where I was expecting anger, or for him just to make fun of me, I saw something else.

      Hunger.

      Raw, fierce, jaw-clenched tight, eyes blazing hunger.

      “Come here,” he growled, crooking his fingers again as he pushed away from his desk, still sitting in his chair.

      “Channing, I—” I shook my head. “That— it’s just this prank thing. I— I mean, it’s not—”

      “Come here,” his voice rumbled through the room, silencing me with a small gasp. The fierceness of his commanding voice sent something hot and tingling through me, making me shiver as something warm teased between my legs.

      And this time, I just nodded.

      Maybe I should elaborate about the letter. It wasn’t just me being all mushy about him, or even saying how I wanted him. It was…well, more specific than that.

      …Very, very specific. I’d poured out the darkest parts of my fantasies about him in that letter — every single filthy thing I wanted him to do to me, down to how I wanted him to talk to me, and tell me what to do. And he’d read it.

      So when the man I’d been lusting over for months looked me right in the eye over his big wooden desk, crooked his fingers and told me to “come here” with that growly, rough, dominant voice of his?

      Well, let’s just say, if I’d been wearing any panties, they’d be soaked. And it was about to be a real problem seeing as I wasn’t.

      Gingerly, my skin tingling and my tongue nervously wetting my lips, I stepped right up to his desk.

      “Here,” he growled, beckoning me around to the side he was sitting on. He pushed away from the desk a little more, and I all but gasped out loud as I brushed past him to stand facing him, with my ass against the edge of his desk.

      “Where did you find that?” I whispered, eyeing the letter in his hand. “That’s not—”

      “For me?” He smirked. “I think you’re lying.”

      “Am not.”

      “That why you came here, princess? To what, trap me here in my office? To seduce me?”

      My face burned fiercely, and as I felt the hot sting of shameful tears brimming at my eyes, I started to look down. But suddenly, with a gasp, I felt his hand touch my chin — his soft, powerful, strong fingers bruising my jaw as he tilted my head up.

      “Well you’ve got me here, princess,” he purred quietly. “So spring the trap.”

      I panted quietly, my heart hammering in my chest as this beautiful man looked right into my eyes with the promise of fulfilling every single dirty fantasy I had hanging right there like a tease.

      “I— I don’t…”

      I bit my lip, my skin shivering as his eyes burned into mine.

      “I don’t know how…” I whispered, trembling slightly under his fierce gaze.

      “Yes you do,” he growled. “You wanna know how to seduce me, Everly? You want to know how to spring the trap?”

      He rose, and I gasped as he moved right into me. His muscled hips pushed my legs apart as he moved right against me, pinning me to his desk. And when his hand slid from my jaw up into my hair and pulled it tight, I whimpered as I looked up into his fierce green eyes.

      “You know how to seduce me, princess,” he growled. “You just don’t know you know.”

      “Channing—”

      “The thing is, Everly,” he whispered heatedly, leaning in so his lips were millimeters from mine and making my whole body explode with anticipation as the hormones roared through me.

      “You seduce me every fucking day. You spring your damn trap on me every time I see you — every time I hear your voice, and every time I smell your shampoo after you’ve left a room.” He groaned as he moved right against me, my whole body trembling as I felt his big, muscled one pin me to the desk.

      “You’ve been seducing me for six fucking months, and now?” His body rumbled against mine, and when I felt the rock hard bulge between his legs press into my belly, I trembled.

      “And now, I’m done being seduced. Now, I’m going to take what you keep fucking teasing me with.”

      His lips crashed into mine, and my whole world tilted on its axis. Channing growled as his lips claimed mine, his hand sliding up my sides to grab me fiercely by the hips and yank me against his body. At first, I didn’t even know what to do — I was just stunned by what was happening. But slowly as the reality of it all sank deliciously into my skin, I felt myself melt into him. And suddenly, I was kissing him back.

      Channing. I was kissing Channing like I’d wanted to kiss him since the second I met him. Shivers ran down my spine, and the heat bloomed hot between my thighs as his strong hands held me firmly and his soft, perfect lips claimed mine. He kissed me for what felt like an eternity, before slowly, breathlessly, we came apart.

      “Sit,” he growled, pushing me back onto his desk as he stepped back. I scooted back onto his big wooden desk, my skirt riding high on my creamy thighs. I watched him swallow hard as his eyes twitched to the skin there as he groaned hungrily. He moved back, his eyes locked on me as he sank into his chair, watching me.

                 This was it. This was my move, and this is what I'd been craving; what I'd been dreaming of, since seeing him there in my room. My mind was made up the minute I saw his naked cock with my panties wrapped around it, and it was culminating now.

                 Slowly, I slid further back on his desk until I was sitting on it. I kicked my mary-janes off and leaned back on my elbows, before slowly raising my crossed legs to let my feet rest on the edge of the desk. My breath came hard as I watched his jaw twitch and heard the growl low in his throat as his eyes dropped to the view beneath my skirt that was now wide and inviting to him. I felt my pulse race, the bra-less nipples under my shirt straining hard against the fabric as I felt his hungry eyes narrow in on my little pussy.

      “I think you forgot something today, princess,” he groaned, his hands clenching to fists on the arm rests of his chair.

      “Did I?” I breathed the words, swallowing the heat and the disbelief that this was really happening.

      His eyes dragged back up to mine, and they flashed fiercely.

      “I think you forgot panties today.”

      Slowly, I shook my head. “No I didn’t,” I whispered.

      Channing growled.

      “Enjoying the view?” I whispered breathlessly, my heart hammering at my chest as the object of my lust and love looked at the most private part of me with hunger on his face.

      “Because it’s for you,” I panted, my skin tingling under his gaze. God, I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter, knowing he was looking at me under my skirt.

      “It’s all for you.”

      “Careful,” Channing growled, his eyes pulling back to mine. I could see the vein in his neck throb as his whole muscled body clenched tight. I could only imagine the other parts of him growing firm and hard.

      “Careful of what?” I breathed.

      “You fucking know, Everly,” Channing said tightly. “You keep teasing me like this, and I’m not going to play nice.”

      “Maybe I don’t want you to play ni—”

      “I’m warning you, princess,” he groaned, his hands clenched tight on the armrests of his chair, like he was barely hanging onto his control. And the thought of  him losing that control only made my whole body tingle even more, and made my heart race even faster.

      “Warning me about what?” I let the words drip from my lips, feeling sexier than I’d ever felt before. I could feel the heat of his gaze as his eyes dropped back between my legs, and slowly, I  spread them wider. I was open completely to him then, my young, wet, pink pussy glistening in the soft light of his office.

                 “Should I spread my legs a little more so you can see my tight little pussy, stepbrother?” I panted, feeling like I was in a dream as words I’d never even imagined I could say out loud came tumbling out. “I know you like my panties so much, so I hope it’s okay that I didn’t wear any today.”

      I watched his breath catch and his eyes flash as he realized what I was saying.

      “You watched me, huh?”

      I nodded, panting as I spread my legs as wide as they could. My skirt slid up my thighs, pooling at my waist as I let him see all of me.

      “Dirty girl,” Channing growled. “What a dirty, bad little fucking girl, watching her stepbrother jerk his big cock.”

      I whimpered, my eyes dropping to the huge bulge in pants.

      “Who’s the dirty one here?” I whimpered. “All I see is dirty stepbrother who was going through his step-sister’s panty drawer while he jerked off.”

      He groaned audibly, his hands gripping at the armrests of his chair and his forearms straining beneath his rolled sleeves.

      “Oh, I'm sorry if I'm making you uncomfortable,” I teased breathlessly. “You look pretty flustered over there.”

      My heart was pounding now as I continued my seduction. The time for turning back and returning to our normal day-to-day was long, long gone. Really, it'd be gone the second I poked my head around that bedroom doorway and saw him stroking his cock. But it was certainly gone when I'd shown my stepbrother my pussy, sitting in front of him on the edge of his desk.

      “I think you liked watching me, Channing,” I whispered. “That day when you were in my room stroking your cock—”

      “Fuck, princess,” he groaned.

      “Yes?” I said as sweetly as I could.

      “You’ve got some dirty words for a sweet little girl.”

      “Maybe I’m not so sweet,” I breathed

      “I’ll be the judge of that,” he growled. “But I’ve got money on you being sweet as fucking candy.” His eyes dropped back between my legs, and I whimpered softly.

      

      “Do you like my little pussy, stepbrother?” My voice was quiet and full of my lust. I chewed at my lip, watching him groan and tense as he slowly, almost unconsciously leaned closer towards me. I could feel his breath on my knee, and it sent a hot flush racing through my body. I felt my own desire flood through my folds as I watched his face groan in desire. Channing’s jaw tightened and he swallowed hard, and an almost dark, fierce look shadowed his eyes as he leaned closer still, his eyes locked on my cunt. His hand gripped at his thigh, the tension there apparent as the bulge between his legs throbbed in his pants.

      “Can you take it out?” I whispered to him. “I won't tell anyone. I just want to see it again.”

      Channing grinned hungrily as his eyes burned into mine.

      “First,” he growled. “First I’m going to watch you run your fingers over that tight little cunt. First, I want to watch your face when your finger tease that naughty little pussy. And then, maybe I’ll show you.”

      “Channing—”

      “Show me how bad you can be, princes,” he groaned, his eyes blazing into mine. “Spread that little pussy wide and show me how bad you want it.”

      Like they had a mind of their own, my hands slid the rest of the way down my thighs. And when my fingers brushed over my slick, aching pussy, the cry tumbled from my lips. You’d have thought I’d have my eyes squeezed shut or something, but somehow, they stayed open — open and locked on Channing as my fingers teased over my slit.

      I ran two fingers through my wet, puffy lips, dragging the sticky wetness up. And when they rolled over my clit, I cried out, my body arching as the pleasure exploded through me.

      “Just like that, princess,” Channing groaned. His hand closed around the huge bulge in his pants, stroking his cock through them as he watched me. “Play with that clit, Everly. Play with that pretty pussy for me.”

      I whimpered, rubbing my fingers over my clit and panting as he watched me and stroked his cock through his pants. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing what I was doing, but I knew I never wanted to stop. I pushed my fingers lower, and when I slid one deep inside my slick, tight pussy, Channing groaned hungrily,

      “Fuck, Everly” he grunted, his eyes blazing green fire as he stroked his big thick bulge.

      “Take it out, please?” My eyes were pleading as my fingers pushed through my lips, the slick, wet, sounds of it drifting up to both our ears.

      With a growl, he gave in. With no preamble, nothing teased, nothing paced out, he tore at his belt and jerked the zipper of his pants roughly down. I moaned as I watched Channing push his hand inside, groan, and then pull at the elastic of his boxer-briefs. He pulled his hand back out, and this time I moaned loudly as I saw it — his thick, throbbing, huge cock, with his fist wrapped tightly around it. He groaned as he gave it a slow stroke up and down, shoving his boxers down his thighs and letting me see all of his big, gorgeous cock and his heavy, cum-filled balls.

      I’d seen it once, but oh my God was he big. I whimpered, pushing my finger slowly in and out of my pussy as I watched his thick shaft pulsing and twitching in his hand as he gripped it tightly towards the base. Clear fluid pooled at the top, leaking from the head and trickling down in a small rivulets over the hot and veined skin of him.  He slid his hand up and down, coating his shaft in the sticky, glistening liquid.

      “Oh fuck, Channing,” I gasped, my fingers plunging into my pussy as I watched him jerk his dick between my spread knees. “Play with it for me, please. Watch me while you stroke it.”

      He groaned deeply, nodded his head slowly with his gaze hard and unblinking on my pink slit, watching my fingers plunge in and out of my tight opening.

      “Fuck, Everly,” he groaned. “Fuck your pussy is just as fucking beautiful as I knew it’d be. All of you is just as fucking gorgeous as I knew it’d be. And princess?” His eyes dragged up to my eyes. “It’s all mine now.”

      “All yours,” I gasped, my fingers moving faster and my blood running hot like fire as he stroked himself.

      He leaned even closer, his head between my knees, his face merely a foot or two, maybe less, in front of my spread lips. I could feel his breath, warm and ticklish across my wetness as he breathed.

      “Give me your hand, princess,” he groaned.

      I nodded like I was in a dream, slowly sliding my hand from between my legs. Channing reached out and caught my wrist, and my breath as he pulled my fingers towards him. He opened his mouth, sucked my fingers inside, and then moaned around them,

      …And my whole body wanted to explode from just that alone.

      Channing growled around my fingers, his tongue licking them clean and sending lightning through my core before he pulled them from his lips.

      “That was just a taste,” he groaned, looking up into my eyes. “And now, I’ll take the rest of it.”

      His mouth closed the distance between us in a flash, and I gasped at the ferocity in which his lips and his tongue found my sensitive pussy.

      Oh. My. God.

      It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. It was nothing I’d ever felt before, actually. I’d never let any boy touch me there, and when Channing’s mouth found my pussy, I saw stars. I threw my head back, soft, mewling moans escaping my throat as his tongue dragged through my soft, sticky lips. He pushed his tongue deep inside, making me bury my mouth in the crook of my arm to hide the scream of pure pleasure that shattered through me. His tongue dragged higher, teasing over my clit and making my whole body tremble as his growls rumbled through me.

      I sucked in choking gasps of air, my hands splaying out behind me to steady myself as he gripped at my thighs, spreading my legs wide atop his thick wooden desk. His mouth worked wonders on my dripping pussy, making the pleasure shudder through my body.

      “Oh, Channing! Yes! Oh fuck!” I hissed the words out, trying so hard not to scream them. I felt a glowing, aching fire catch in my core and start to grow hotter, and deeper. His tongue traced circles around my hard little aching nub, driving me higher and higher into the clouds.

      With a gasping cry and a flash of white light crashing through my vision, I felt my whole body tense up tight like a bowstring and then crumble as something like release, like falling, swept through my body. The orgasm exploded through me, my whole body trembling and shuddering under his firm grip and his eager, wicked tongue.

      I pulled him up, dragging him up my body and pressing my lips to his, kissing him fiercely. I could taste myself on him, sweet and sticky on his lips, but also mixed with the scent of his aftershave and his skin, and it sent me reeling. Hungrily, I sucked at his lips, opening my own as his tongue pressed hotly against them.

      “That was…holy shit, Channing, I—”

      “I know, princess,” he said quietly, kissing me softly as his hands tightened on my thighs. “I know, and believe me, I’m just getting started with you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Channing

      

    
    
      My blood ran like fire in my veins, every muscle in my body tensing as I dragged my tongue over her clit again and again. And when Everly came against my mouth, her tight, small body bucking against my lips as she squealed in pleasure, I swear I could have come right there.

      My cock ached for more of her, throbbing harder and thicker than it’d ever been as I felt her sweet sticky juices drip down my chin. She shuddered against me, her sweet pussy quivering against my lips.

      I’d just made Everly come on my tongue. My eighteen-year-old, untouched, off limits step-sister. Oh, I knew no other man had ever gotten to her. For one, because I’d been watching for it, and for two, I knew it just by the way she walked. I knew from the way her hips moved that she’d never had a man spreading these pretty thighs wide and giving her every inch of his cock.

      But I would.

      Her hands pulled me up, and when I kissed her, pressing hot against her body, she whimpered into my mouth. Her tongue teased over my lips, tasting herself and moaning even harder for it. Fuck, I knew there’d been a dirty girl buried deep inside sweet little Everly Price. But after reading her note, every suspicion I’d had was confirmed. After reading that note I knew everything she wanted from me — every dirty, dark way she wished I would dominate her, and make her mine.

      And now, I was going to grant her every single one of those dirty little wishes.

      My hand slid into her long blonde hair, pulling it back into a fist and making her gasp as I pulled her from my lips. My other hand stroked my cock, and I groaned at the way her eyes hungrily dropped to watch me. But I tugged her hair back, making her gasp as I exposed the sweet, tender skin of her neck. I ran my lips over it, making her whimper so sweetly for me as I moved to her ear.

      “I know everything you want, princess,” I growled. “I know every single dirty thing you want me to do to you.”

      Everly moaned, panting as my teeth raked her skin. I wanted to command her anyways — to make her mine, and make her gasp and squeal as I dominated her. But knowing she wanted it just as bad was the sweetest icing on the cake.

      “So right now, princess,” I growled, pulling her hair tight and stroking my cock against her thigh. “I want you to open your mouth and wrap those pretty fucking lips tight around my big cock.”

      She whimpered, her moan vibrating through her neck as I hissed the words into her ear. I pulled her down, helping her turn around until she was laying out flat across my desk. My hand stayed where it was, her hair wrapped around my fist as I lowered her to my throbbing cock.

      “Open up, princess,” I groaned. “Open up and let me feel that sweet little kitten tongue on my cock.”

      Slowly, moaning quietly, Everly opened up those sweet, soft, pink lips, and when I pulled her close, she wrapped them right around my aching cock.

      Holy. Fuck.

      I groaned, my muscles clenching tight as her soft little mouth closed around my swollen head. It felt like my cock was sliding into pure heaven as she hollowed her lips and sucked gently, her tongue darting over my crown. She moaned, the vibrations of it making my dick twitch between her lips, and when I pulled her down on it a little more, she only moaned louder.

      “Just like that,” I growled, gritting my teeth as her mouth slid down my cock. “Suck that cock like a good girl, princess.”

      Everly whimpered around my shaft, her tongue swirling over my thick head as she slurped on me. My hand slid down her back, teasing over her schoolgirl blouse until I got to her skirt. I yanked it high, exposing her tight little ass to my hungry gaze. I ran my hand over her soft, supple skin, grabbing her ass hard like it belonged to me and making her squeal around the thick cock stretching her lips wide.

      I pushed my hand between her legs, my cock throbbing as I felt how fucking wet she was. She moaned, whimpering around my dick as I started to play with her hot little pussy.

      Part of me wanted to just let her keep going. Fuck, part me wanted to live with my cock deep in that hot little mouth. But I had more plans for her, and more ways I wanted to watch her come for me. I’d empty my balls down her throat later. For now, the cum I’d been saving up for her for months was going exactly where I wanted it…

      Deep inside her tight, virgin pussy.

      Oh, like I said, I knew she was a virgin. I knew no other man had ever laid their hands on her. Which meant she was mine to take and that was my flower to pluck.

      I groaned as I pulled her hungry, wet, sucking mouth from my glistening cock. A thin strand of spit dripped between her lips and my head as she looked up at me, making my balls ache for release. I pulled her up until she was sitting that sweet ass on my desk again, and this time, my hands moved to her blouse. I tore at the buttons, yanking the flimsy white thing open.

      No bra.

      I groaned hungrily as my eyes devoured her soft, small little breasts with the rosy pink nipples hardening to tempting points atop them. My lips crushed to hers, kissing her hungrily before I moved to her neck. I worked my way down, pushing her blouse off her shoulders as my lips and tongue teased down her collarbone. I kissed lower, down over the soft slope of her breasts until my lips wrapped around one little nipple. Everly cried out, arching her back into me, her hands sliding into my hair as I teased her nipple with my tongue.

      I could feel her hands pushing up my chest, trembling as they undid one button at a time. She tried to pull my shirt open but it caught on the tie she’d never undone. I chuckled, watching her blush and look away.

      “Sorry, I—”

      “Princess,” I groaned softly, cupping her jaw and meeting her eyes. “I know you’ve never done this before.”

      “You— you do?”

      I nodded as I leaned in and kissed her softly. “I know you’ve never been with a man, ever. And it gets me fucking harder than I’ve ever been knowing you’re all mine to take.”

      She whimpered as she kissed me back, her hands clutching at my shirt.

      “You have nothing to be ashamed of. Nothing to be embarrassed about. You never done this, but I’m going to show you everything, Everly.”

      “I want you,” she whispered feverishly. “I want this so bad.”

      I groaned as my cock throbbed between my thighs.

      “Then let’s go. Let’s get out of here.”

      She looked at me questioningly, hurt, like she’d done something wrong.

      “I thought…”

      I kissed her slowly. “Not here,” I growled.

      “Why?”

      “Not here, Everly.”

      “Please,” she moaned, tugging at my tie. Her fingers slid up to the knot, slowly working it loose before she began to pull the thing out of my collar.

      “Everly—”

      “Please,” she whispered again, pulling the tie off, tossing it away and then pushing my shirt off of my shoulders. “I came here exactly for this this, Channing. I knew what I wanted when I stepped in here.”

      “You think you know—”

      “Don’t talk to me like I’m a little kid.”

      My jaw clenched. “You’re—”

      “I’m eighteen, Channing.”

      God help me, my cock throbbed.

      “And I’ve wanted this longer than you even know. Longer than whatever you can get from reading that letter,” she said quietly. “So, I want this. Right here and right now.”

      I shook my head, my hands sliding up her thighs and holding her tight as I moved back into her.

      “When I fuck you, princess, it’s not going to be across a desk in an office like some cheap slut.”

      “What if I want to be a slut for you?”

      I groaned, my cock pulsing against her bare thigh.

      “Fuck, Everly…”

      “Please, Channing,” she moaned, biting her lip so fucking sweetly. “I want this.”

      Her hand reached down, her small fingers circling my thick cock as much as they could.

      “Please, I want it right here, across your desk. I want it hot and hard and I want you to fuck me exactly how you want to. I can do beds and silk sheets and candles later,” she panted, kissing my lips.

      “But right now, I want you to take me like you want to and make me scream.”

      Yeah, that would be my last defenses crumbling.

      I growled, grabbing her hair and making her cry out as my teeth sank into her neck. My hand covered hers gripping my cock, stroking my shaft and letting the thick swollen head brush over her sticky wet lips.

      Everly moaned, rocking her hips toward me like she might coax me to slip inside. I mean fuck, she was so fucking wet I could have. I could have just grabbed her hips, lined up, and driven every fucking inch inside of her to the hilt. But I wasn’t going to hurt her. I wanted her, yes. And I sure as hell wanted to make her scream and fuck her exactly like she wanted me to.

      But I wasn’t going to hurt her.

      Not when I took the one thing she couldn’t give twice — the one thing that I knew made me the luckiest fucking man on earth to get to have.

      Instead, I eased against her lips, letting them kiss over my crown as I slipped just inside. She hissed, biting her lip, and I pushed even more inside, feeling the resistance there.

      “This will only hurt a second, love,” I whispered.

      I eased in, and when I felt my cock push through her virginity, I felt her gasp and clench tight to me.

      “Channing!”

      “Easy, princess,” I groaned, feeling the tightest, slickest, most velvety soft pussy in the fucking history of the world sucking and milking at the swollen head of my cock. My fingers dug into the skin of her hips, holding her tight as her body trembled and her fingers raked up my arms.

      “Keep going,” she whimpered softly.

      I groaned, pushing my hips into her and feeling my cock slide exquisitely inside of her silky, tight entrance. She gasped quietly, her hands sliding up to cling to my neck as I just kept easing in, letting her feel every inch and feeling her stretch tight around me. I kept pushing in, my throbbing hard cock easing right through her slippery pussy until I could feel my balls against her ass.

      Everly panted, and as I ground deep inside, she threw her head back and moaned.

      “Oh fuck that’s…that’s so good!”

      I growled as I yanked her mouth to mine, kissing her fiercely as I felt her little cunt ripple and squeeze around my big cock. I drew back, pulling at least halfway out of her. I glanced down, groaning as I saw her pussy lips gripping me so tightly, like they were trying to pull me back inside.

      And I was happy to oblige.

      This time, I drove back in with one thrust. Everly almost screamed, but I caught it before she could, covering her lips with mine and swallowing that cry of pleasure as her slick little pussy leaked her arousal down my shaft.

      “Channing!” she moaned into my lips.

      “There we go,” I groaned, pulling back and then driving back in, feeling her suck me back inside. Her legs wrapped around my grooved, muscled hips, holding me tight as I started move in and out of her.

      “Just like that, princess. I can feel that tight little pussy gripping every inch of me. Your greedy little pussy wants more, doesn’t it?”

      She whimpered, kissing me fiercely as her hips started to rock against mine.

      “Harder,” she begged quietly. “I want it harder.”

      “Like this?”

      She cried out as I drove my cock deep inside, plunging in to the hilt. I pulled back out, reaching down to stroke my cock and let the thick head tease over her clit.

      “Then I think you better ask me nicely, Everly,” I groaned, her sweet moans like fucking honey  in my ears.

      “Please, Channing,” she moaned, her hands pulling at me, and her legs tightening as if to drag me back inside.

      “Please fuck me.”

      “Good girl.”

      I buried my cock inside her with one thrust, and this time, she screamed into my shoulder as she clung tight to me. I pulled out and then rocked my hips forward, giving her every inch again and feeling her tight walls clench around me. I pulled back and then drove in even harder, fucking her just like I knew she wanted me to. My hand tangled in her hair, tugging her head back as I raked my teeth over her soft neck. Her hands slid into my hair, pulling me into her as she rocked her hips to meet my thrust, until I was straight up fucking her against my desk.

      I pushed her down, spreading her out across my desk and sending papers and files scattering across the floor. Her long legs stayed wrapped tight around my waist, and I never slowed my pace. My thick cock drove in and out of her, my hips crashing into her thighs and my hands holding her tight around her waist.

      She threw her head back, her hands sliding into her hair as the wet sounds of my cock plunging into her sticky cunt filled the room.

      “This is what you were looking for, isn’t it?” I growled, one hand moving to strum my fingers over her clit. “You wanted me to spread you out across my desk, push this little schoolgirl skirt around your waist and fuck you hard, like the filthy little girl you are.”

      She wailed in pleasure, covering her mouth with her arm as she arched her back off the desk.

      “This is what you wrote about, isn’t it?” I growled, my eyes dragging over her sweet young body and locking with hers. “To spread those pretty legs and take every inch of my cock as I claimed this pussy for myself. The thing is, princess,” I groaned, my cock driving deep inside and making her whole body shake. “The thing is, you’re never going to be the same after this. After me, there’s never going to be another man who—”

      “There’s never going to be another man,” she moaned, cutting me off as she looked up into my eyes. “Because I never want there to be another man.”

      Something soared inside of me. Something burned, and caught fire, and suddenly engulfed every part of me, until there was nothing but pure burning flame inside of me.

      “Mine,” I groaned, my hand sliding up to her jaw as I pulled her up again. I crushed my lips to hers as I drove back inside, savoring the sweet taste of her moans on my lips.

      “Mine, always,” I whispered.

      “Yours,” she cried out. “Channing, you’re— that letter,” she pulled back, panting and whimpering as our hips kept crashing together.

      “I don’t just want you, I want—”

      “I love you too,” I growled into her lips.

      She blinked, and before I could say another word, she bruised her lips to mine.

      “I love you so much,” she whispered, crying out as my hands slid down to grab her hips as I drove my cock deep inside of her.

      I started to fuck her harder, swallowing her screams of pleasure — one hand gripping her hip tight and the other wrapped up in her long blonde locks. Her fingernails clawed down my back, her sweet hips undulating to meet mine as I filled her tight little pussy over and over, until I knew there was no turning back for either of us.

      “Channing!” she whimpered, panting heavily, her nipples dragging over my hard chest as she trembled in my arms.

      “I’m— I think I’m going to—”

      “Come for me, princess,” I groaned, fucking her with everything I had. “Come for me and me alone. Make that perfect little pussy come for me and make it drip down my balls. Come for me, Everly.”

      When her orgasm — her first ever with a man inside of her — hit her, she looked like a fucking angel. She threw her head back, her hair tumbling in waves across her face and her sweet breasts heaving against my chest. Her impossibly tight, impossibly sweet little cunt got even tighter, and she clamped her own hand around her own mouth and screamed my name as she locked eyes with me, it was the last thing I could take.

      My balls tightened, and when I could feel my cum pulsing from deep inside, I pulled out.

      I wanted to mark her.

      Everly cried out as the hot, thick, white jets of my cum spurted across her pussy. I groaned, stroking my cock as rope after rope of my sticky jizz spurted over her pretty pink lips, covering her, and marking her as mine. I drove back in, my balls still twitching as more of my cum pumped deep inside of her tight channel.

      She’d barely caught her breath before I crushed my lips to hers, searing a kiss across her mouth and swallowing every sweet moan she gave me.

      She was mine. And slowly, the last piece of my plan was falling into place.

      “That was perfect,” she whispered, pulling away.

      “That was only the beginning, princess,” I said quietly, kissing her again. “We should go.”

      “Go? Don’t you still have work?”

      I opened my mouth, but I stopped myself.

      Not yet. I’d tell her everything later, but not yet. I knew the words she’d said to me and that I’d said back, but I had to be sure. I had to be damn fucking sure she meant it, and it hadn’t been something she’d just said in the moment before I followed through with the rest of this.

      “Later,” I purred. “For now, let’s get out of here.”

      I regretfully pulled away from her, my cock still swollen and rock hard as I slipped from her hot little cunt.

      Everly groaned, blushing and biting her lip as she glanced down.

      “You made a mess,” she whispered, her voice husky with lust.

      “Good,” I growled.

      She giggled. “You caveman. What are you, ‘marking me’ so no other caveman comes and drags me away?”

      “Yep.”

      She grinned, kissing me before she slid of the desk. She turned and reached over the desk for her shirt, and suddenly, I was lost.

      …Suddenly, her tight, sweet little ass was bent over right in front of me. I groaned, my cock throbbing as my eyes locked on that sweet little peach of an ass, with her sticky, glistening, freshly-fucked pussy nestled right there between her thighs.

      Yeah, we had to get out of there right the fuck then. I’d pushed it, fucking Everly across my desk with the damn office outside. If we stayed here, I couldn’t be sure things wouldn’t go past keeping it quiet. And besides that, when I took her again, I wanted soft sheets at her back, and pillows all around her. I’d fucked her hard and rough like she wanted me to, and how I damn well wanted to fuck her too.

      But the next time? The next time, I’d make her feel like the fucking princess she was.

      I ran my finger up over her slick, sticky pussy, making her gasp as she turned, her eyes wide as she grinned at me.

      “We need to go, now,” I growled.

      “Right now?” she whispered looking a little crestfallen. “I was hoping—”

      “If we do this again in here, I can’t promise the whole fucking office won’t hear you by the time I’m done with you.”

      She blushed bright red, but she still had that crestfallen look on her face. And slowly, I got it.

      “Everly,” I groaned, pulling her close and kissing her. “You think once we walk out this door that this is over? You think all I wanted was you across my desk?”

      “I— I don’t know,” she said quietly. “If it is then it’s fin—”

      “No,” I snarled. “No, it wouldn’t be fine. And that’s not what this is,” I said fiercely, holding her tight.

      “I’ll never be done with you, princess,” I groaned. “Not ever. So put your shirt on, tuck your hair back, and let’s get out of here. Because if I don’t feel that sweet, tight pussy slide around my cock soon, I’m going to lose my fucking mind.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Everly

      

    
    
      My head spun as what’d just happened slowly sank into me.

      I’m not a virgin anymore.

      My whole body felt like it was burning in the most amazing way, every single inch of me buzzing and vibrating. I kept my head down as we breezed out of his office, leaving the mess of papers across his floor, at Channing’s insistence. He held a hand up, simply shaking his head as secretary tried to give him his notes and missed calls, his other hand firmly holding my arm.

      “Everly isn’t feeling well, Trish,” he growled. “Tell Ken I’ll be back later.”

      We barely made it to the elevator before I gasped as he slammed me against the wall as the doors shut. His mouth hungrily found mine, his lips searing to mine as he kissed me hard, like my lips belonged to him.

      And God did they.

      I moaned into the kiss, and when his hand slid between my thighs, teasing up under my skirt, I shivered. His fingers found my slick, messy pussy, and when he curled two deep inside of me, I sagged against him, whimpering. He groaned into my neck as he pulled them free, the elevator quickly approaching the bottom floor.

      “Channing—”

      “Open your mouth, princess,” he groaned, his eyes flashing fire at me as I gasped. And slowly, I did.

      I whimpered as he slid his fingers between my lips, and when my tongue curled around them and tasted the warm, salty-sweet taste of his cum, fresh from my pussy, I quivered in pleasure.

      “Fuck, Everly,” he groaned, his jaw tight as he shook his head.

      “What?” I grinned impishly back, licking my lips.

      “How the hell did such a dirty little mind hide inside such a sweet little good girl?”

      I bit my lip, squeezing my legs together.

      “Maybe it’s just you.”

      “Maybe it’s just us,” he growled.

      The elevator doors opened to a group of people waiting. I started to pull away from him, but Channing’s fingers laced with mine, pulling me back. His lips found mine again, and he slowly kissed me right there in front of ten strangers, any of whom might very well work for my father’s firm and know exactly who we were.

      And it didn’t seem like Channing gave one single fuck about it.

      He pulled away, his finger’s still laced with mine as he wordlessly walked us past the group of wide-eyed strangers, and out into the parking garage.
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* * *

      “Get on your knees.”

      His words shivered through me as the car roared out of the garage and out onto the city streets. I turned, my heart pounding as I looked at him.

      “Here?”

      Channing grinned that dark, gorgeous, sexy smile, turning to me before looking back to the road.

      “You want to be my bad girl?” he growled.

      “Always,” I purred back, loving the way his jaw clenched when I said it.

      “On your knees, princess,” he groaned. “Show me that sexy fucking ass.”

      I gasped, and before I knew it, I was slowly, moving onto my knees, facing away from him. Channing groaned, and I could feel the car lurch forward.

      “Spread yourself, Everly. Show me that pretty pink pussy.”

      I moaned as I pulled my skirt up over my ass, thanking the heavens for Channing’s tinted windows on the old Charger. I shivered as I showed him everything, and when I reached back to spread myself wide for him, a pulse of raw desire roared through me.

      I liked being his bad girl — the dirty, filthy version of me that had been hiding inside the good girl exterior for so long. But he brought it out of me — he brought that side out of me and made it come alive.

      Channing’s fingers teased over my pussy, and I cried out as the car roared out of the city, taking the roads back to my house. He curled them deep inside, easing in and out of me, and pushing the cum he’d pumped into me in and out as well, making me feel so fucking dirty. His thumb teased over my clit, and as he started to finger my little pussy faster, I clung to the armrest of the seat, moaning in pleasure.

      “Fuck you have such a gorgeous pussy,” he groaned, his fingers pumping in and out of me. I could feel myself moving towards that edge, and I knew I was close, but I wanted more.

      I wanted more of him.

      He growled in frustration as I pulled away from him, but when I turned around and bent over his lap with my ass up in the air, his eyes burned fiercely. I took his hand, pulled a finger into my mouth and sucked it clean.

      “Fuck, Everly,” Channing groaned, his jaw grinding as he watched me be such a bad girl for him. I tugged his arm over, pushing his hand onto my back and pushing it further back, until he got the idea. His hand slid over my ass, grabbing it possessively as my fingers found his zipper.

      “You dirty fucking girl,” he groaned as I slipped my hand inside and curled it around his thickening cock. His own hand slid down over my ass, his fingers finding my pussy from behind like he had back in his office.

      “Says the man playing with his step-sister’s pussy,” I purred right back. Channing chuckled deeply, but when I pulled his cock free of his pants, he groaned.

      God he was so big. My jaw dropped seeing him again this close, stroking him slowly. I pumped my hand up and down his big cock, watching as thick, clear drops of precum trickled from the head and leaked over my hand. His fingers eased inside of me as he expertly drove on, his eyes on the road but his hand exploring me.

      I opened my mouth, eased over him, and then sank my lips down around his big, thick cock.

      Channing groaned.

      He hissed in pleasure, his fingers pushing deep inside of me as I swallowed his cock. I moaned around him, not even getting that much of him inside, but swirling my tongue around him anyways. I wrapped both of my other hands around his shaft, and I started to stroke him as I sucked on his swollen head, letting my lips slide over it again and again.

      Channing’s fingers plunged into my slick pussy, curling against that sweet spot just inside and making me moan like crazy around his thick shaft. I sucked him harder, bobbing my head up and down his big dick as he made my pussy leak my cream all over his hand.

      “Everly, we’re close, hang—”

      “Mm-mm,” I shook my head no as I started to slurp on him deeper, and faster, bobbing my head up and down and swirling my tongue around his crown. I could feel his muscles clenching tight, his balls tightening and his cock throbbing even harder.

      “Princess, you keep that up—”

      “Come in my mouth, Channing?” I moaned, pulling off of him to look him in the eyes as I stroked his slippery, glistening cock. “I want you to.”

      I dropped my mouth back to his cock as we pulled onto my street. We were close, and I knew it was risky, even with the tinted windows. But I couldn’t stop now. Wanting to taste him had been in the letter. Wanting to — I think as I put it “swallow every drop of his cum” — was literally something I’d written to him, even if I never thought he’d see it.

      …And I was about to make good on that.

      I hummed around his big, throbbing, yummy cock, sucking and slurping and stroking as I felt him swell even bigger.

      “You want to swallow my cum, princess?” he growled, the car lurching as he stomped on the gas, making my pulse race.

      “Then open your mouth. I want my cum in every part of you. So open wide, princess. Open wide and take my cum, baby girl.”

      He groaned, his hips rocking off the seat and his cock pushing deep into my mouth just as we pulled into the driveway. I whimpered, feeling his hot, sticky cum splash into my mouth and streak across my tongue. I swallowed and swallowed, sucking on his big dick and stroking more and more out of him, until slowly, he came to a stop.

      I panted, swallowing and pulling away. Channing gasped, his eyes blazing as he looked at me, his head shaking. I grinned, licking my lips clean.

      “House,” he growled, his chest heaving and his eyes locked mine. “Now.”

      “Oh, are we in a hurry?” I teased, grinning at him.

      “Everly Price,” he growled, the fierceness in his voice catching me off guard and making me gasp.

      “Get that sweet ass in the goddamn house before I bend you over the hood of this car and fuck you right here in front of the neighbors.”

      My jaw dropped, my eye went wide, my pulse raced…

      And my pussy ached for more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Channing

      

    
    
      Ken was still at the office, and I knew Catherine was at her usual “yoga” appointment, which just meant guzzling wine with her friends and getting trashed before two in the afternoon.

      Good. If either of them had been there, I’d have still gone through with the plan, but something told me it’d be easier for Everly if they weren’t. Plus, them not being here meant I could make her scream as loud as I wanted.

      She jumped into my arms the second we crossed the front door, and I groaned as my hands cupped her ass and lifted her into me. Her long legs wrapped tight around my waist, and our lips locked as I slammed the door shut and carried her up the stairs.

      We hurried into her bedroom, stumbling across the floor moaning into each other’s mouths before I tossed her on the bed. I grinned as I took a second to look around at her room — so pink and innocent, but so her. Pictures from magazines, and stupid celebrity crushes, and horoscopes tacked up everywhere. Posters from bands she loved, and a fake license plate that read “CALI DRMN.”

      I loved being in there — being a part of her world and knowing she was all mine.

      Everly’s hands yanking at my shirt pulled my attention away, and I growled as I turned my hungry gaze back to her. She was kneeling on the bed, her eyes wild and her lip caught between her teeth as she tugged at the buttons of my dress shirt. I basically tore it off, letting her gasp and push it off of me as she traced her fingers over my muscles.

      Her shirt was next, and this time, as fun as it’d been to fuck my gorgeous little schoolgirl in her plaid skirt, I tore that off too. I shoved my pants down, and when I toppled her over onto her back, she squealed in delight. I stalked up over her, my hands on either side of her body.  I gripped her thighs tightly in my hands and pushed them wide apart, spreading her legs for my hungry gaze. Fuck, her pussy was so fucking enticing — so slick and wet and glistening from our earlier fucking.

      I groaned as I spread her legs wider and moved in. Everly moaned loudly as my tongue dragged over her pussy, my fingers spreading her wide. I pushed my tongue deep, teasing her little cunt and making her cry out before I dragged it back up to her clit. I wrapped my lips around her hard little nub, sucking gently as I swirled my tongue around it. I groaned into her, my cock throbbing and leaking precum across her pink sheets. I licked her harder, and faster, until her hips were bucking off the bed and her hands were tangling in my hair.

      I kept my mouth on her clit, but I brought one hand down to grip her ass. I let one finger just tease over her tight, tempting little asshole, making her gasp in pleasure.

      “Oh fuck, Channing!”

      Not today, but soon. Soon, I’d take every part of her. It wasn’t this pure lust control thing either, even though I knew Everly loved it when I was dominant. I wanted every part of her because she was already in every part of me. She’d slid inside my heart, deeper and more entwined than anyone had ever been in my life. She was the family I’d never really had, and I knew I’d hang onto her with everything.

      My tongue swirled faster, my groans rumbling through her as I teased her ass and licked her pussy. Her hips bucked off the bed over and over, like she was fucking herself on my tongue as her moans filled the room. I sucked hard on her clit, and suddenly, Everly went off like a rocket.

      She screamed as her orgasm erupted through her, her whole body arching off the bed and her hands twisting sharply in my hair. I groaned, hungrily licking up her sweet sticky juices as her girl-cum flooded my tongue and my chin.

      Fuck, I could’ve done that all day — just listen to the sounds of this girl’s pleasure, and tasting her sweet pussy as she came for me again and again.

      But we were running out of time.

      Soon, I’d have to move to the next step in this whole plan. Soon, I’d find out if she was in this for real.

      “I could do that forever, you know,” I growled, kissing her thigh as she trembled under me.

      “Think I could convince you to take a break and fuck me first?”

      I grinned, chuckling as I moved up her small body, covering her with mine. I loved the snarky little sass and the dirty words coming from sweet little Everly Price’s mouth. Hell, I could listen to her voice whisper “fuck me” in my ear on repeat for the rest of my life and be a very happy man.

      I moved up between her legs, easing my thick cock against her slick, tight opening.

      “Oh yes,” she whimpered, raising her hips to try and get me inside. I teased her for a second, rubbing the glans of my head over her slippery clit and making her gasp. But then, I pushed inside, and we both groaned.

      I drove in with one thrust, making her scream as my big cock filled her tight little cunt to the brim. I pulled back, only to thrust right back in, growling as I felt her pretty pussy grip me so tight and milk every inch of my cock.

      My hands slid down her arms, pinning her them above her head and making her gasp in pleasure as I started to move faster. My hips crashed into her thighs, every inch of my cock sheathing in and out of her velvety soft slit over and over. I could feel the cum boiling in my balls, my blood running hot like fire through my veins. I locked eyes with the girl I’d fallen for the second I saw her, and I knew this was real.

      I knew this would never end.

      I crushed my lips to hers, kissing her hungrily before suddenly, I rolled us over. Everly gasped, her hands clawing at my chest as she found herself perched on my cock with her legs spread wide around my hips.

      “I want you to ride that cock, princess,” I groaned, my hand skimming up her thighs and my cock throbbing at the way her chest rose and fell with her breath.

      “I want to feel that sweet little pussy slide up and down every inch of me. I want to feel you make yourself come on my fat cock, and I want to feel your juices cover me.”

      Everly cried out, her fingers raking down my chest as she started to slide up. Her eager, tight lips clung to my shaft dragging over my head before she suddenly dropped back down. She moaned deeply as she took every inch I had to give her, letting me fill that heavenly pussy to the brim. Slowly, she slid back up, only to do the same thing all over again.

      “Ride that cock, princess,” I groaned, my muscles rippling as I felt her cunt slowly flutter and milk around my cock. “Bounce on that dick and come all over it like a good girl.”

      Everly whimpered as she slid up and then back down, slowly moving faster as she started to ride my cock. She threw her hair back, her nipples hard and erect and the flush creeping down over her body as she bounced up and down on me. Her sweet little ass rocked against me on every thrust as she took every inch of me deep inside. I could feel her walls gripping me so tightly, and her arousal dripping like honey down my balls.

      I sat up, grabbing her ass with one hand and holding her jaw with the other. I kissed her fiercely, feeling her rock harder and harder against me, grinding deep and taking all of me and she moaned into my mouth. Her arms flung around my neck, clinging to me so slightly as she bounced that hot little pussy up and down my big, throbbing, swollen cock.

      “Channing, I’m going to come,” she whimpered, kissing me harder as she started to ride me even faster. These soft, whimpered moans — somewhere between cute and sexy as fuck — filled the room and my ears, somehow making my cock even harder as I gripped her ass tight and started to fuck her right back.

      Our bodies crashed together again and again, her pussy clinging to me so tightly and milking me up and down, until I knew I was going to follow her over that edge.

      “Channing! Oh fuck, Channing!”

      “Come for me, princess,” I growled into her lips, my muscles tensing and my hands tightening on her. I could feel my balls drawing up and my cock swelling even harder inside of her.

      “Come for me right now and take every drop of my cum.”

      Thank God the house was empty, because Everly screamed like a banshee when she came. Her walls tightened around me, rippling up and down every inch of my cock. And I fucking lost it.

      I roared into her neck, my arms wrapping tight around her body as I drove my cock deep inside and just let go. She cried out as my cum erupted deep inside of her — thick ropes of my sticky seed coating her walls and pumping against her womb as my balls emptied every single drop I had inside of her tight, sweet pussy. Everly shuddered against me, gasping and panting as we finally came to a stuttering stop.
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* * *

      Ten minutes later, and I knew without a doubt I was in heaven. We were tangled up in Everly’s sheets, me on my back and her curled up into me, one leg across mine with her head on my chest.

      Yeah, fucking perfect.

      “I can’t believe you snooped in my room for that letter,” she giggled, running her fingers over my chest.

      “Oh I was snooping in your room for your panties, princess,” I growled. She laughed, nuzzling into me and kissing my chest.

      “Pervert.”

      “Step-brother fucker.”

      She gaped, her face a mask of mock, over the top shock as she shook her head at me and grinned. “You’re terrible.”

      “You’re perfect.”

      She smiled, blushing as her lip caught between her teeth. Slowly, I kissed her gently, letting our lips melt together. I pulled away and glanced at the time, and my pulse quickened.

      It was time. Now or never. Time to take the leap. I just prayed she’d take it with me.

      “Everly,” I said her name quietly, and her smile dimmed as she saw the concern on my face.

      “What is it?”

      “That letter—” She blushed but I shook my head. “You showed me your secrets. Now let me show you mine.”

      She arched a brow, and when I started to pull away, she frowned.

      “Channing, what’s—”

      “Is there anything for you here?” I said quietly. “I mean here here, not just in this house. In this life.”

      Her mouth went small, and she swallowed before she took a slow breath.

      “You,” she whispered. Fuck, my heart grew three times bigger when she said it.

      “Take me out of the equation though.”

      She instantly shook her head. “Then no.”

      My eyes locked with hers. “I know about California.”

      Her brows shot up, and her jaw dropped. “Wait, what— how do—”

      “Of course I know, princess,” I said softy. “I couldn’t let you just fly away, little bird.”

      “I— Channing, I don’t want to leave anymore. I want to say here with—”

      “What if we go together?”

      The room went silent, and Everly gasped quietly.

      “To California?”

      “To California.”

      “Channing, but your job here, and—”

      “I have a job waiting for me. A fresh, new firm, and they’re looking for a young new partner.” I shook my head, my eyes narrowed. “Today was my last day with your father’s firm, Everly. Actually—” My smile was grim. “Today is everyone’s last day at that place.”

      Everly’s eyebrows shot up.

      “What?”

      “Your father…” I’d been struggling to find the way I’d tell her without hurting her, and hoping when it came time for it, the words would just come.

      They didn’t.

      “Everly, your father—”

      “Is a scummy crook,” she spat out, shaking her head. “Channing, like I don’t know the kind of law firm he runs, with all those asshole lawyers of his suing women when their husbands cheat and leave them? Yeah, I know exactly what he is. It’s why I’m going to school in California, away from here.”

      “There’s been an anonymous tip reported to the state Bar Association and the District Attorney’s office, about some of the shadier shit being pulled at that place. That and some of the internal harassment shit that’s being covered up by your father and the other partners.”

      Everly’s jaw dropped, and I was still worried — still worried that she’d hate me for this — until slowly, I saw her start to smile.

      “Oh you are good,” she grinned, pulling me into her and kissing me. “Wait, are we seriously doing this?”

      “Only if we do it right now, princess,” I whispered. “The DA is crashing down Ken’s door just about now. And if we’re still here when they get through with him, I don’t know what he’ll do.”

      “Let’s do it,” she said breathlessly, her arms wrapped tight around me. “Let’s leave, together.”

      “Pack your bags then, love,” I said softly.

      Everly whirled, dashed to her closet and yanked out a duffle bag. She marched over to her dresser, opened every drawer, and dumped each one into it. She zippered it shut with a flourish and whirled to me, grinning.

      “Okay, I’m ready.”

      I chuckled, my cock stirring. “You should probably wear some too, princess.”

      Everly grinned, her cheeks red as she sauntered over to me and leaned out to kiss me.

      “Do I have to?”

      I growled.

      “Princess, as far as I’m concerned, you can sit naked in that seat next to me the whole fucking drive to California.”

      She giggled, kissing me hungrily before she dove into her bag and yanked out some shorts and a t-shirt.

      “You know, just in case.” She winked as she slipped them on. I yanked my pants up, loosely tugging on my dress shirt.

      “What about your stuff?”

      I smiled. “Already in the car when I left my apartment this morning.”

      “Would you have gone without me?” She bit her lip. “I mean, if I hadn’t have come in, or if I’d have said no—”

      “I’d have taken you anyways then,” I groaned. “I’d have thrown you over my shoulder, tossed you into my car and stolen you away anyways.”

      “That a promise?”

      “Always,” I growled as I leaned in to kiss her slowly. “That everything?”

      Everly turned and glanced around her room. She picked up her bag, and then slipped her other hand into mine.

      “Now it is,” she said quietly.

      “Time to go find our new lives, princess,” I whispered, making her squeal as I scooped her and the bag up in my arms, chuckling as I tossed her over my shoulder and headed downstairs.

      Minutes later, we were roaring away from the life that’d tried to make us things we weren’t, and keep us from being together. The miles drove on, and as my hand slid across the seats to entwine with hers, I knew there’ be nothing but sunshine in our future.

      Sunshine, freedom, love

      And lots of letters…

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Everly

      

    
    
      Water teases over my feet, and I look up from my paperback to realize the tide has come in much more than I thought. I smile, letting the late afternoon sun warm my skin as it starts to set over the gorgeous big Pacific Ocean. My toes curl in the sand, and I breathe in the fresh air and sunshine.

      Suddenly, hands grab me from behind, and I shriek as my heart jumps into my throat before I hear that chuckle behind me

      “You dick!” I gasp, shaking my head at Channing — in just a perfectly fitting black bathing suit — as he plops down on the sand behind me. He grins that insanely gorgeous smile at me, sending a throb of heat into my core that takes my breath away. I try and slap at his chest for scaring me, but he just chuckles and wraps his arms around me, pulling me tight against him.

      “Someone lose track of time?”

      I nod. “Yeah. It’s a really good book.”

      “Learning anything good?”

      “Yeah, actually.”

      “Well, I hear the Kama Sutra is full of—”

      He laughs as I wriggle around and tackle him, tickling him for teasing me before our lips find each other’s, and we sink into a kiss there on the beach blanket.

      “It’s Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas, you big doofus,” I mutter, hefting my paperback.

      Channing just grins at me. He does that a lot these days — smiling. More than he used to back on the east coast. It’s the sun out here, or the weather maybe. Or maybe it’s just that out here, we’re ourselves, and we can be free and happy, as us.

      When we left a year ago, we got out of the mess back home just in time. We’d both known my dad’s firm was pulling shady stuff, but when the District Attorney started poking around, all kinds of skeletons fell out of the closet. Embezzlement, fraud, money laundering — they even hit him and the other partners with conspiracy charges for the close ties the firm had with mafia elements.

      So, yeah, us leaving when we did was perfect timing. My dad’s trial starts soon, but honestly, I’m not following it. I guess it’s sad in a way, us not being close and there being no real family love there. But my family died with my mother, and I went without for years until I met Channing.

      Catherine floated on, filing for divorce from Ken less than a month after he was charged. So much for stand by your man, I guess. So, technically, Channing and I aren’t step-siblings anymore, not that we’d give a single shit if that were still the case. After all, who really cares?

      Out here in California, Channing started immediately at the firm that’d been courting him. He started as junior partner, and as of two months ago, he’s moved to senior partner. I’m about to start my sophomore year at the small college I got into. And at first I thought it was pretty damn convenient that my school and Channing’s job were so close, until I looked into his eyes and saw the truth.

      Random chance? Yeah, right. He’d planned the whole thing, with the only variable being if I’d say yes or not.

      We rent a house right on the beach, a short bike ride to school for me and a ten minute drive to the office for him. And when we’re not at those places, we’re home, together.

      “So I guess Fear and Loathing pulled you away from meeting me at the house, huh?”

      I wrinkle my nose. “Shoot, sorry.”

      Channing shrugs. “Eh, you’re easy to spot out here.”

      “I am?”

      “I just look for the most gorgeous girl in sight, and shit, there you are.”

      I grin, my face blushing hot as I arch a brow at him,

      “Oh now that was smooth.”

      “Yeah I thought so,” he murmured, kissing me softly.

      “Think you’re pretty slick with lines like that, huh?” I tease.

      “Maybe,” his eyes burn into mine, making me shiver and sending that thrilling feeling right through my core as heat blooms between my legs.

      “But I’m guessing you’re the one who’s slick when I say things like that to you.”

      I gasp as his hand slides between my legs, and before I can even say anything, he’s teasing his fingers right up my thighs, under the edge of my bikini, and pushing two under to brush over my pussy.

      “Channing!” I hiss, my head whipping around. But the beach is mostly deserted, and there’s no one even remotely close by. But still, we’re out in the open, and it’s still light outside.

      “Knew it,” he growls, and when he slides his fingers out of my bikini bottom and brings his hand back up, I moan as I see them slick with my arousal. Channing sucks the fingers between his lips, making my body tremble as I watch him groan and lick them clean.

      “Fuck, Everly,” he growls, pulling me into his lap. I gasp, feeling his thick, throbbing cock pulsing against me through his swim suit.

      “House?” I whisper heatedly, reaching down to palm the thick erection tenting his suit.

      “I can’t promise we’ll make it before I bend you over and fuck you right here in the sand,” he groans, making me shiver.

      His eyes spark.

      “I have an idea.”

      I gasp as he stands, effortlessly scooping me up into his arms as he storms down the sand toward the waves. He just keeps walking letting the water surge up around his ankles, and knees, and then around his waist. He keeps walking into the surf until it’s halfway up to his chest, and it’s here that he stops and pulls me into him.

      I moan as I kiss him hungrily, my legs wrapping around his muscled waist as his powerful hands grab my ass. His muscles ripple as my body rubs against him, and when I feel one of his hands slide under my suit and start to push it to the side, I whimper into his mouth.

      “People might—”

      “Let them,” he growls. “Fuck, what are they even going to see?” He pulls back and grins wickedly. “I’m just kissing my fiancée.”

      His fingers tease me, under my suit and over my pussy. And when he slides one inside of my wet heat, I gasp in pleasure.

      “Oh, is this just kissing?”

      “Nah, this is kissing.”

      His lips bruise to mine, taking my breath away as he pours it all out into that kiss. I moan as I kiss him right back, hanging onto him and writhing against his body and his throbbing cock as he claims my mouth. His hand yanks at one of the side ties to my bikini bottom, letting it pull away from my body. I reach under the water, pushing at the waist of his shorts and helping him ease them down. His hot, throbbing, steel-bar of a cock jumps out against my thigh, and I whimper as I feel it pulse against me.

      Channing pulls me higher, still kissing me as he wraps a hand around his cock, eases it against my entrance, and slowly lets me settle onto his swollen head.

      “Slide right down on it, princess,” he groans into my lips. “Let me stretch this little cunt wide around my cock.”

      I drop down onto him, letting every thick, throbbing inch of his cock plunge inside of me. I cry out when I feel him so deep inside, grinding into me as my legs clench around his waist. The gentle waves undulate around us, making us bob slightly with their motion. Channing slides me up his beautiful cock, teasing me with just the head inside, before he lets me sink right back down.

      His mouth drops to my neck, kissing and sucking and biting me softly as he starts to drive his big dick in and out of my quivering pussy. His mouth moves even lower, and when he uses his teeth to pull my bikini top away from one breast, exposing my pink, hardening nipple, I moan loudly.

      “Oh fuck, Channing,” I cling to him, letting the waves and his powerful arms bob me up and down every inch of him, feeling him grind deep inside. His mouth wraps around my nipple, his tongue teasing it and making me gasp as I hug him tightly and let the pleasure rolls through me.

      The setting sun catches sharply and glitters off my ring finger, and I feel the heat well up inside of me as my eyes land on the engagement ring I’ve been wearing for a few months now, after Channing proposed right here on this very beach.

      What we have isn’t normal, but I don’t care. Even with Catherine and my father being separated, I get that our “how we met” story is a little past some people’s comfort zones.

      We really don’t care.

      How can we? We’ve got this life, and our freedom, and each other, and really, what else is there?

      Channing groans into my skin, plunging deep inside of me as I start to tumble towards that edge. The feel of the waves bobbing me up and down, and the feel of the man I love holding me so damn tight and making me feel like the only woman in his world starts to build, until slowly, I know I’m going to fall.

      “Channing—”

      But he already knows. He knows exactly how my body works, and he knows when I’m close before I even have to tell him.

      “Let go, princess,” he whispers into my ear, his cock swelling up inside of me and his hands tightening on my body. “Let go and fucking come for me.”

      I bury my scream into his neck as the climax thunders through me, shaking me to my core and making my toes curl. I cling to him, moaning as the pleasure rolls over me again and again, losing myself in him as he drags the orgasm from my body.

      Channing isn’t far behind, and when he drives in deep, sears his lips to mine, and kisses me with everything he has, I feel him let go too. His cock throbs inside of me, and when his cum pumps deep against my womb, I cry out as another small climax ripples through me. We hold each other fiercely, letting the waves soothe us and the afternoon sun tease over our skin as we kiss.

      Eventually, we’ll go back to shore. We’ll grab our stuff, head back up the beach to our house, and make dinner. Or maybe, we’ll make love again and then order takeout. Actually, that sounds like a lot better plan.

      I’ve got him, and he’s got me, and the love we’ve got is the kind no one can take away.

      Oh, and I still write him letters. They’re still straight up filthy.

      

      The End.
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