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Chapter One

 


I glanced up at the clock behind the counter.
The clock hands read 10:56. Eleven o’clock had become the highlight
of every weekday. It was precisely that time when Emmett Jacobs
would come into the small sandwich shop where I worked and ordered
a cup of soup and a tuna sandwich. He always sat at the closest
table to the counter and would engage me in wonderful conversations
while he picked at his food and I pretended to work.

Our chats were always lovely and ranged from
sports to movies to travel and everything else under the sun. The
only thing we never discussed was our personal lives. So while I
knew his personality, I knew next to nothing about his actual life.
Heck, the only reason I knew his name was because I had seen it on
his credit card and he saw mine on the chunky plastic name tag
attached to my white apron.

He never finished his lunch and didn’t even
seem to particularly enjoy it. It was very peculiar and I often
wondered, out of all the delis downtown why did he choose this one?
The sound of the door chime snapped me back from my daydreaming and
I watch as my lunchtime crush walked through the door. He smiled
and greeted me as he always did.

“Good morning Ellie, I hope you are having a
wonderful day today.”

I wanted to tell him that any day I got to
see him was a wonderful day but I was far too chicken. I had quite
a fondness for him and fantasized about the two of us playing
house. But I was pretty sure I was just the sweet chubby clerk to
him. He was devastatingly handsome and by the way he dressed I
assumed he was quite wealthy. And I had seen him park at least
three different cars outside of the shop over the last few months.
The cost of just one of those cars would keep me fed, clothed, and
housed for years.

“Oh you know same old same old Emmett,” I
replied.

“Ellie, this should be a special day for you.
It is your birthday after all.

“It’s just another day for me.” I played it
off like it was no big deal but I was beaming on the inside about
the fact that he knew it was my birthday. I did wonder how he knew
but I didn’t ask. “Would you like me to whip up your usual?”

Emmett started to look nervous.

“Nope,” he said as he took a deep breath,
“I’m taking a risk today.”

He placed a small white bakery box on the
counter and opened it up. Inside was a beautifully frosted pink
cupcake which he had placed a single candle on top of. He took it
out and lit the candle’s wick with a silver lighter.

“Make a wish.”

I closed my brown eyes tightly and blew out
the small flame. When I opened my eyes they began to well up. This
gesture meant more to me than he would ever know. A single tear
rolled down my cheek.

Emmett’s azure eyes stared directly into mine
as he softly brushed his large hand across my cheekbone, sweeping
away the drop. His touch sent chills all over my body and I lost my
breath for a moment. He reached behind his back and pulled out a
cream colored envelope. After bouncing it against his palm a few
times, he handed it to me and without saying anything about it’s
contents. Emmett flashed me a warm smile and turned quickly on his
heels, making a beeline for the door.

I had a few minutes before my manager Lanie
would be in for the day and we never had many patrons before noon
so I snuck into the backroom to eat my birthday treat and open the
envelope. Curiosity got the best of me and I opened the envelope
first. A handwritten note fell into my hand. I pulled out the small
candle and sucked the caked on frosting from one end as I unfolded
the letter and began to read.

Dear Ellie,

I am so tired of hiding my feelings from
you. There is something so special that radiates onto me when I am
near you. You intoxicate me and the stress of my normal day
alleviates in your presence.

I can no longer come to the Pine Street
Deli, the food is awful and if you do not have the same sentiment
toward me, I do not want to put myself through the torture of
gazing upon your beauty knowing you will never be mine.

I have been a wreck trying to think of a way
to approach this delicate situation. As I was leaving the other
day, I overheard your boss asking you if you wanted today off for
your birthday. When you declined and told her you had no plans, I
knew then that this would be the perfect day to put my heart on
display.

I know you are closing shop tonight so I
will be outside waiting for you. If you want nothing to do with me
simply say so when I arrive.

Lovingly,

Emmett

“Holy shit,” I said out loud to no one. The
tears started flowing and I got choked up with a mix happiness and
fear.

I heard the key turn in the back door. I
tried to get myself together so Lanie wouldn’t see me like this. I
attempted to dry my eyes but it was too late. When I looked up from
the note, Lanie was standing on the other side of the table.

“Ell what happened sweetie, who hurt
you?”

“I’m not hurt,” I said through the tears as I
handed her the letter, “I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

She read for a moment before dropping the
paper and embracing me in a tight hug. She let go and grabbed my
hand. “Oh my gosh Ellie! I’m so happy for you. After the year
you’ve had, you need some good in your life.”

“I could use a positive change,” I replied,
still pawing away at the tears that wouldn’t stop.

“Do you want me to call someone in for you so
you can get all sexified?”

“No!” I giggled at Lanie’s enthusiasm, “I’m
fine to work the rest of my shift. I need the money.”

“Ell you could use a little lovin’. It’s been
a year since that no good Jason broke off your engagement and ran
off with that stripper. You’re allowed some fun. Have you even been
out with a boy since then?”

“I’ve been far too busy for love what between
this and school. A relationship would be too hard to juggle on top
of it all.”

“Love? Relationship? I was just talking about
some good old fashioned tension relieving sex. No need to
pick out the china pattern just yet.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “Whatever you say
sex therapist Lanie.”

She laughed and looked down at her watch.
“Crap, the lunch rush starts soon. You have two minutes to get
yourself together Ell. Then get right back to making my apparently
terrible sandwiches, Oh and Happy birthday.”

I nodded and then turned my attention to the
scrumptious baked good. I licked the pink butter cream off of the
top before breaking apart the moist cupcake. I tried to savor my
birthday snack, but I was running out of time. I devoured the rest
of the spongy goodness then went back to work.




Chapter Two

 


I glanced down at my watch and did a happy
dance at the fact that it was finally closing time. I locked up and
started rushing through the closing checklist. I had never cleaned
so fast in my life. The thought of Emmett seeing me with worn out
makeup and my hair still in a messy ponytail motivated me to move
it.

I finished cleaning with nearly thirty
minutes to spare. More than enough time to primp in the small
restroom. I fixed my disheveled locks and touched up my makeup. My
face was prepared but I was still in my dirty uniform. I hoped he
knew that I was not given ample time to change and pretty up to my
fullest.

As I exited the bathroom I heard a knock at
the door. I saw the tall and muscular silhouette of Emmett through
the frosted glass doors. He looked to be carrying something. I
unlocked the door and ushered him in before relocking it
quickly.

I tossed the keys onto a table and lunged at
him before he could even say hi. His arms wrapped around me and I
felt safe in his embrace as he rubbed the small of my back. I took
a deep breath in through my nose and was struck with his
intoxicating scent. He smelled like pine needles and leather. I
lifted my head off of his broad shoulder when a new odor wafted up
from the paper bag he was holding. The aroma of Chinese food
tempted my empty belly. First a birthday treat and now my favorite
takeout food. Emmett had already won my heart, but my stomach now
surrendered to the thoughtful man in front of me.

“I knew you wouldn’t have time to change for
a night out on the town, so I brought it to you.”

He began to unload take out containers and
plates. He arranged the plastic cutlery the same way you would
expect to see silverware in a restaurant. Two solo cups were our
glasses and Emmett poured white wine into both plastic cups. The
last thing he took out were two chunky white candles which he
placed in the middle of our small table. The ridiculousness of our
table made me giggle.

“I know it’s not perfect, but I hope this
will be just as good as a real restaurant.”

No one had ever been this sweet or thoughtful
to me before. My stomach was all a flutter and I fought back tears
and smiled. “Thank you Emmett, this has been the best birthday I’ve
ever had.”

He pulled back one of the brushed steel
chairs and motioned for me to have a seat. I sat down and he pushed
me to the table before taking the seat opposite of me. Neither one
of us wasted any time in opening the cardboard takeout boxes. I
chuckled when Emmett studied the chopsticks. He shrugged his
shoulders, at a loss with what to do with the tiny wooden sticks.
He gave up and tossed them aside, grabbing a fork instead.

“You don’t eat Chinese much do you? Did you
know this was a favorite of mine?”

Emmett grinned as he stabbed at a piece of
chicken hidden in the container. “You caught me! I may have done a
little snooping. I mean I didn’t want to show up here with a
birthday dinner you detested. I’m trying to impress you after
all.”

“I can’t believe you went to all of this
trouble for me.”

“I’m glad you like it Ellie. I wanted to do
more, but I wasn’t sure if you were even going to let me in the
door tonight.”

I stared at him dumbfounded. “Really? Have
you seen yourself in the mirror? You’ve always been sweet to me and
quick to make me laugh. I’m not exactly beating men off with a
stick. I’m still in shock you are even here. I thought you would
have had a model girlfriend or something.” Shut up Ellie! Don’t
chase him away!

But Emmett didn’t look uneasy. He just kept
eating, talking in between bites. “Yes, I dated a model once. But
it’s not something I enjoyed.”

“Ha! What is not to like about
perfection?”

“She wasn’t much fun to talk to and the
entire time we were together I think she ate a total of three
crackers. Needless to say she didn’t have the energy to do much. It
was a relationship borne from other people’s expectations. Besides,
beauty is in the eye of the beholder.”

As he spoke that last sentence, the same
cocksure grin he had whenever he felt he was right spread across
his face. I had a love/hate relationship with that grin, having it
directed at me many times when I was wrong about some random fact,
but right now that grin spoke louder than any words. That grin said
that he thought I was beautiful.

“I am not sure what you are buttering me up
for, but it is working,” I said jokingly.

“I only speak the truth. You are a gorgeous
curvy woman and I have been drawn to you since my first trip to the
deli. Why do you think I kept coming? It sure as hell wasn’t the
tuna.“

“Awww, you are so sweet.”

I sighed and put my fork down. I hadn’t felt
wanted in a long time, and the pain of being dumped last year still
haunted my memories. Now one of the most handsome men I had ever
met was here with me, sharing a meal and calling me pretty. I could
feel my panties grow damp and my mind slipped to fantasies of
Emmett and I entwined on the floor.

He scooted his chair closer to mine and began
to softly rub my thigh. “You are sexy and the only motive I have,
other than learning more about you, is seeing more of you.” He gave
me a wink before taking another mouthful of food. “Your body is
what initially drew me to you. The fact that you are fun and have a
brain in that pretty head of yours turned that lust into something
more. I love a girl with a bit of meat on her bones.”

I began to blush and breathed deeply, “I’m
glad somebody thinks so.”

Emmett rolled his eyes at me. “You are a
gorgeous, smart and witty woman. I wish you could see yourself the
way I see you. But the woe is me attitude is not sexy.” He glanced
at me sideways, “What are you afraid of Ellie?”

“I’m afraid this is all a dream. I’ve been
hurt before, and you are a major league catch. I’ve seen the cars
you drive and the clothes you wear. Compared to you I’m batting in
the tee ball leagues. I’m having trouble convincing myself I’m not
about to wake up.”

A voice in the back of my head was screaming
for me to shut up, but my mouth kept spitting out insecurities. I
was turning this wonder filled night into a pity party and I
couldn’t stop myself.

Emmett grabbed my hand and squeezed it tight.
“Ellie, stop talking. Look at me and feel my touch. I’m here and
you’ve already won my affections. Just relax and stay in the moment
with me. Don’t get in your own way. I’ve already fallen for you,
just relax.”

His soothing words calmed my nerves and my
eyes began to well up with happy salty tears. These happy crying
moments seemed to be happening a lot today.

“I barely know anything about you but, I’m
falling for you too. You’ve been so kind, and you won’t put up with
my own self-doubt. I need you in my life Emmett. I want you
bad.”

His chair moved ever closer to my own and
when the metal rims came together with a loud thump he threw his
arms around me in a passionate embrace. Our lips were like magnets
with opposite polarities, drawn to one another by the laws of
physics. The second they met I felt a spark ignite between us, and
that spark lit a fuse that burned through my body before setting
off an explosion within me. Every inch of my skin yearned to be
pressed against his and I struggled to control myself, not wanting
to scare Emmett away. Tonight had already surpassed all
expectations and I wanted to keep Emmett here with me as long as
possible.

His lips touched lightly against my own,
applying just the right amount of pressure against my pouty
pillows. His tongue glided gracefully over my lips, occasionally
tangling with my own uncoordinated tongue. But like a strong dance
partner, Emmett was in such control that I could just follow his
lead.

In France the kiss is known as baiser amoureux or lover’s kiss. I learned that reading one of
my romance novels and at the time I scoffed at the idea. With my ex
it never felt that way. Kissing was more of his way of hinting that
it was time for sex. But with Emmett I felt electricity coursing
through my veins and blood rushing to my sensitive
ladybits.

I ran my fingers through his
silky midnight hair and I brushed past the slight stubble on his
cheek. Even with the coarse five o’clock shadow poking through, his
skin was soft to the touch. His strong arms pulled me up off my
chair and guided me to his lap. I could feel his manly bulge
underneath his pants as I sat side saddle with my arms around his
neck.

I imagined what sex would be
like with Emmett, maybe here in the sandwich shop. Or maybe in one
of his cars. I imagined his muscles straining with every thrust,
while his cock massaged me from the inside, bringing me to an
erotic peak. The power of his passionate kisses were so strong that
I could easily imagine a sexual experience with such clarity. And
it only served to increase my desire for the man upon my
lips.

His lips parted from mine
and began planting a row of delicate kisses elsewhere. From the
cheek he migrated to my jaw line and then stopped to take a quick
nibble of my ear lobe. The feeling of his perfect teeth as they
clenched down on the soft cartilage sent a tickle up my spine,
causing me to arch my back. My reaction redistributed my weight on
his lap, and I could feel his swollen member poking at
me.

He grunted seductively then
turned my body to face him. I was straddling him on the chair like
I was riding a horse. His hands met my hips and guided my body into
a series of grinding motions, with each dip dragging my wet slit
over his hard cock, with the only barrier between penetration
beings the thin material of our clothes. When my hips were moving
without his steady guidance, his hands found my breasts and he
unbuttoned my white uniform top. His fingertips brushed my
shoulders and arms causing me to quake as he removed my
shirt.

Our lips met once more while he sensually
rubbed his hands down my back until he made his way to the clasp of
my lilac push up bra. With a practiced grip, Emmett popped the
hooks with one fluid motion of his hand and my bra fell away,
revealing my ample tits. He drew his head back to take a look at my
large breasts and I was happy when he smiled during his inspection.
He grabbed one of my round melons in each hand and began to squeeze
them gently. At the same time he put my nipples between two of his
fingers and rubbed them slowly. It made my poor pussy ache with the
desire to be filled.

Lost in the passion that engulfed us both, my
hands dropped to his waistline and I struggled to free his cock
from it’s cotton prison while he continued to jiggle my breasts and
tickle my nipples. I was just about to free his firm friend and
give it some attention when a bright flash of light came from the
other side of the shop’s plate glass window.

Emmett squirmed underneath me, almost pushing
me off of his legs.

“Shit! I totally forgot that we’re facing a
large glass storefront. What have I done?” he said in a panic.

I tried to reassure him so we could get back
to our fun. “It was just a car passing through, don’t get so crazy.
I am sure no one saw a thing.”

“I don’t think so. Please forgive me for not
helping out with clean up. I’ve got to run. I’m sorry Ellie.” He
took my keys off the table and unlocked the door himself, before
turning around to face me once more.

I stood up from under the table where I had
been unceremoniously dumped, angry and confused. “What the fuck is
this? We were having a good time and all of a sudden you drop me
like an old toy.” Chalk up another awesome birthday for me.

“I will explain later,” Emmett said on his
way out the door into the dark.

I was feeling annoyed and sexually frustrated
as I pressed my nose against the glass and watched him sprint
towards an expensive sedan. Emmett looked around nervously as if he
was being followed. I wondered if he was married or part of the mob
or some even more ridiculous outcome. There was clearly something
off about the whole situation. Serves me right for not getting
to know him better. Stupid me, I thought.

I relocked the front door and was tidying up
the mess we had left on the table when I saw another flash through
the window. The bright strobe blinded me for a second and as my
vision retuned, a large purple orb sat in the center of my field of
view. I realized Emmett was right. That was no passing car. I
thought I saw a figure in the shadows running away front the
storefront glass.

I couldn’t decide if what I saw was real or
not. Admittedly I was a bit shaken up by Emmett’s sudden departure
and it was late. My mind could have been playing tricks on me. When
I thought about why anyone would be at the window flashing lights
in my face, only one possibility came to mind. I pictured Emmett as
a family man with a suspicious wife. She must have hired a private
investigator who snapped a picture of me for evidence. Reaching
what I considered to be a logical conclusion calmed my nerves, but
it didn’t stop the feeling of bitter disappointment.

I finished cleaning, unable to think about
anything else but my ruined night. Tears were once again wet upon
my cheeks, but unlike my joy filled drippings from earlier, these
tears were born of sadness and frustration. I locked up shop and
headed back to my apartment, depressed by the thought of another
birthday night alone.




Chapter Three

 


I was woken up the next morning to the sound
of banging on my front door. “I’m comin’ I’m comin’, stop the
racket.”

I opened up the door and it was Lanie.
“Ellie! Ellie, did you see the news yet? Oh my fucking god, did you
check it yet?”

“Uhhh you just woke me up, sooo no.”

She shoved her smart phone in my face and I
saw the headline. Senator’s son caught canoodling with buxom
deli girl.

I scrolled down the page and gasped when I
saw the picture. It was me on his lap topless! My breasts were
blurred but that didn’t make it any better. I had a devious smile
on my face and he seemed to be hypnotized by my chest.

I was beyond horrified and embarrassed. I had
no clue that he was Senator Jacob’s son.

“Wow,” I said in disbelief, “Just wow.”

I stepped away from the door and motioned to
Lanie to come in. She dropped herself into my tattered floral
loveseat.

“Ell, so you had no clue who he was? I mean I
didn’t know until this morning but I saw you two chatting it up for
months. I’m shocked it never came up.”

“We never talked about anything really
personal. We talked about our likes and dislikes. I asked about
politics once and he shunned the whole conversation. Maybe he would
have told me last night if... well…you saw the story.”

I put my head in my hands and started
sobbing. I had no idea how to process all of the information.
Emmett wasn’t married, but this was just as bad. I had
unintentionally ruined his father’s campaign and made him an
oversexed laughing stock. My hope of seeing Emmett again died right
then and there. Last night he had made it clear that I was an
embarrassment on his family when he ran out on me.

“On the plus side maybe your escapades will
drum up business,” said Lanie. “But I think it would be better if
you stayed home for a few days until this dies down. I already
called Aaron in to cover your shifts.”

This day was going from bad to worse and I
hadn’t even eaten breakfast yet! “So I’m in trouble with you too
now? I thought you were my friend not just my boss! You were
encouraging me to do something just like this yesterday!”

“Eleanor, it’s because of our friendship that
I need you to stay low. The shop is going to be swarming with
reporters and paparazzi just waiting for you to show up. But with
them all at the shop, you should have no trouble finding a place to
hole up with Emmett. Give him a call and get out of town for a bit.
I’m trying to help you Ell not hurt you.”

My anger faded. Lanie was making a lot of
sense. There was just one small problem with her plan.“I don’t even
know his number…”

“My god Ell. You were rounding third and you
didn’t even have his number? I told you to live it up not slut it
up.” She sighed and stood up. “If he comes by the shop I’ll pull
him aside and explain where you are. Just don’t do anything stupid
today eh.”

She leaned in and gave me a small hug. “I
gotta run and open the Deli. Stay safe Ell. And if you run into any
other strangely attractive men with money who want to have dinner
with you, at least get a damn number.”




Chapter Four

 


Since my day had just opened up considerably,
I decided to take a long hot shower. The warm water helped calm my
nerves and I stood under the showerhead far longer than I should
have. I would probably regret my decision when my water bill came
due, but it was cheaper than therapy. I had a head full of aromatic
shampoo and had begun to lather up my naked body when I heard
thumping at my door. I did my best to ignore it but whoever it was
just kept knocking.

Bleh, I can’t even enjoy a
shower, I thought to myself. I quickly and hastily toweled off
before I threw on a pink terrycloth robe I had gotten for Christmas
years ago.

BAM! BAM! BAM!

I arrived at the door and looked through the
peephole. I was surprised to see Emmett’s chiseled features through
the fisheye lens. My heart skipped in my chest. I didn’t think he
would ever see me again, let alone show up at my door when our
playtime last night was front page news. Lanie was right about
staying home. This was working out wonderfully so far!

I opened the door and pulled Emmett inside
before he even had a chance to greet me. My arms wrapped around his
midsection and my foot kicked back to shut the door behind us.
Emmett returned my heartfelt hug and I noticed that he was carrying
a large bouquet of flowers in his hand.

“Emmett, I had no clue when I was gonna see
you again. I’m so glad you came! My boss banished me from work so
I’m yours for the day if you’ll have me.” I took the flowers and
smiled. “Gerber Daisies, my favorite.”

“I’m truly sorry for how I left you last
night. I assume you know why by now, but it was still inexcusable.
I wasn’t sure if you would even want to see me again after last
night, but your boss caught me in the parking lot of the deli and
gave me your address. I was worried when you weren’t answering your
door that you were rejecting me.” He squeezed me tight and
whispered into my ear. “I’m so glad I found you.”

His breath tickled my ear and his touch sent
tingles down my spine. Every feeling I had last night came rushing
back at once, as well as a few new ones, but before I could act on
my desires I had some questions I needed answered. I pulled him
over to my sofa and dragged him down with me.

Emmett was apologizing again. “I’m sorry I
didn’t tell you. When we first met it didn’t really matter who my
father was, but in an election year things get weird. I was going
to tell you last night but well…”

“Why were they following you around? Your
father is the one running for office. Why do they care about
you?”

“I hate to spring everything on you at once,
but he’s not just up for re-election. It hasn’t been formally
announced but my father is being vetted for the vice president nod.
Candidate Weller had my dad as his top pick until this morning.
He’ll probably still be selected, but it could hurt the campaign if
it looks like he can’t even control his own family.”

As Emmett continued speaking, I could feel my
chest tighten with every word. This was much bigger than I thought.
Our little date could end up being national news! My anxiety
swelled and my heart beat rapidly. I wanted to be with Emmett in
more ways than one, but to be in the public eye? Could I handle the
pressure?

“So basically your family and anyone
associated with it are under a microscope?” I took a few slow
breaths in an attempt to calm myself.

“Ummm yeah, that’s the gist of it. This is
all pretty normal in the game of politics. You know, digging up
dirt, mudslinging, name calling.” He interlaced his hand with mine.
“I am sorry I wasn’t able to give you warning.”

“Sounds a lot like a typical day for a third
grader on the playground,” I said. My tone grew serious as a new
thought dawned on me. “Even if I never saw you again, it’s already
too late to walk away isn’t it?”

“Pretty much.” His tone grew serious as well.
“Please don’t take this the wrong way because I really don’t want
to lose you Ellie, but because of the photos you would be branded
as just some deli girl slut if we went our separate ways.”

“I don’t want to lose you either Emmett but I
don’t know if I’m strong enough to handle the life you are asking
me to be a part of. I can barely keep it together at work let alone
in front of the entire country.”

“I know Ellie, and it’s unfair of me to dump
this on you, but if you are willing to try, I want you to know that
I will be at your side every step of the way.

I took great comfort from his words. I had to
try. It was time to start living my life again. “Alright, I will do
my best to not let you down.”

Emmett held me close and we sat in silence
for awhile, both of us lost in thought. It was Emmett that finally
broke the silence between us. “So you mentioned that you didn’t
have to be at work today. Did you have any plans?”

I shook my head no, my damp hair swinging
back and forth as I did so.

Emmett threw me a mischievous smile as a hand
slid between the fold of my robe, searching for a nipple to touch
“Since you’re free today, maybe I should do some vetting of my own.
Let’s see if you are woman enough for me.”

The suddenness of his advance threw me off
guard and for a moment I tried to pull my robe tightly around me,
but as his fingers danced upon my naked skin, the flames of passion
were rekindled and in an instant I wanted nothing more than to be
his. Without further hesitation I untied the belt of my robe and
slipped the terry cloth garment off of my body. Emmett stood me up
so he could look at me fully.

I was nervous now. He might have said he
didn’t want a model, but that still didn’t stop my insecurities
from bubbling to the top. I wanted to hide myself with my hands and
was acutely aware of every one of my perceived flaws as I stood
naked in front of the man on my couch. He looked me up and down,
his eyes lingering occasionally on a random part of my body. I
prayed silently that he wanted me as much as I wanted him.

Had I been studying him while he stared at
me, I would have noticed his hand was wrapped around his hard cock,
over his pants. There was no hiding an erection that size and when
I finally caught sight of his growing issue, my insecurities melted
away.

“Yeah, I like,” he said as he unbuttoned his
Dockers. His dick popped right out of the red silk boxers he was
wearing underneath. He slowly stroked his manhood and said, “Now
let’s see how you handle this.”

In an instant, Emmett was as naked as I was
and standing in front of me, fully erect. His cock was long and
plump, and his body toned and hard. My nipples grew erect and my
hole was dripping in anticipation. I didn’t care what the future
might bring so long as we weren’t interrupted for awhile.

His Dick was fully erect and pointing right
at me. His hands dropped onto my shoulders and shoved me against
the cold wood of my front door. His fingers played over my skin and
slid down my shoulders before they found their way to my generous
breasts. He gently caressed the nipples between two fingers as he
squeezed the round flesh of my melons.

The feeling of his fingertips dancing around
my sensitive tits caused an aching in my wanting pussy. I jutted my
hips forward and my front made purchase with his throbbing member.
The tip of his fat cock slid across the folds of my slick hole but
didn’t slide in. Emmett pulled his hips back, denying me the
pleasure of his dick between my legs for the moment. If I couldn’t
feel his cock, then the rest of him would have to do. I took my
hand and rubbed it down the center of his stomach, tracing the
outlines of his perfectly sculpted abs. His rock hard chest and
toned back fell under my fingers next, but touching the muscled
body of my man only made me want his cock in me more.

I wrapped my arms around his sturdy neck and
rubbed my pelvis against him. I tried to line up my wanting hole
with his shaft but he leaned in and bit my lip.

“Ouch.”

He drew his head away from mine. “I take the
lead. I always take the lead.”

A decisive man with a cock carved from stone
and a body made from bronze. My luck had finally turned, but he
still wasn’t moving quick enough to satisfy me. “Well then shut up
and fuck me already.”

Emmett grinned and squeezed my plump ass
cheeks with both hands before spinning me around. He held my hands
behind my back as he walked me towards the bedroom like I was a
criminal. But we stopped far short of my bed. Instead he stopped me
at the arm of my love seat and bent me over it.

I prepared my mind for the ecstasy that I was
sure to follow. I was practically dripping wet and waiting for a
good pounding. But instead I got something else entirely.

SMACK! SMACK!

My ass cheeks stung and throbbed from the
aerial assault. I had never been spanked before, and the pain
across my rear made me cry out in shock. But as the momentary pain
dulled and drifted away, the pain was replaced by a soft warmth.
That, combined with the raw power Emmett was showing made me want
him even more. I was surprised at how much more actually. I hadn’t
thought it possible to desire him so much. I shoved my hips out
towards him but still no cock filled me. I wanted him so bad!

“In public we play nice Ellie, but in our
private moments I want you to be mine. Your job is to be my
obedient lover, and if you perform well, I promise the payoff will
be worth the wait. Now tell me you are a good girl.”

“Huh?”

SMACK! That blow landed harder than
the first and the stinging sensation took longer to dissipate, but
the show of dominance drove my hunger for him ever higher. I was
lost in a fog and struggled to break free. Not to run, but to
tackle him and take his cock inside of me.

“Tell me you are my good girl!” He
shouted.

More slaps landed against my backside. My
cheeks were becoming numb and I imagined they were now adorned in
scarlet handprints. They hurt, but only briefly, and each time his
hand would land on my ass, my desire for him would grow. I began to
get excited with anticipation for the next blow. His display had
turned into more primal version of foreplay and I was loving every
second of it.

SMACK! “If you want to be my girl, I
want to hear you say it. I want you to tell me you will be my good
girl!”

The thought of being his like this excited
me. I finally found my voice and slipped into the character of an
obedient lover. “I will be your good girl,” I shouted with
conviction. “I will behave for you. I am yours to use however you
desire!”

He pushed me over the arm so that my stomach
was on the sofa cushion. “That’s a good girl.” He began to massage
my upper thigh. “Now shut up and take it.”

I felt him spread my pussy lips apart and
insert a few fingers inside. They glided right in, but they didn’t
linger. “Someone is enjoying this.” His fingers slid from my hole
to my throbbing clit.

He massaged my button with two fingers,
causing me to twitch in pleasure under his control. I let out a
moan as I felt more than a year’s worth of sexual frustration begin
to melt away. He pressed his hard body against me and I could feel
the warmth radiating off of him. His soft skin brushed against me
as I felt his erection slide around my wet slit looking to find
respite in my hole.

“No more noise. I want you to stay as quiet
as can be, no matter how good it feels.”

I felt myself stretch as his large tip
slipped in, leading the way for the rest of his thick shaft to
puncture my pussy. Emmett moved with a slow calmness that was
almost maddening, making me want to beg for him to slam into me
hard and dirty but I held my tongue, keeping quiet like he had
ordered. His cock was finally fully inside of me and his body was
pressed into my round ass. Emmett was bigger than any man I had
ever been with, and when the tip of his spear rubbed the back of my
wall, my legs spasmed in uncontrolled pleasure.

Now that he had filled me fully, there was
only one direction he could go. He pulled out just as slowly as he
had pushed into me, and his slow speed on the exit made me just as
crazy. I was relieved when his next thrust had picked up speed,
with each motion of his hips causing his cock to glide faster and
faster in and out of my hole. I felt his hands
slip down to my hips and pull me into him with each thrust. The
sound of his body impacting against my ass on each thrust giving
voice to the carnal act we were engaging in.

Each time his thick member
pulled back from me, I felt as if my insides wanted to escape with
it. I had been instructed to keep quiet, but it was becoming an
increasingly difficult demand to follow. His girth was surging in
and out, stretching and straining my tight, wet hole almost to the
point of pain. And Emmett’s thrusts were becoming rougher, wilder.
But the unrestrained nature of his motions only made me feel
sexier. And I couldn’t deny that with each slightly harder smack of
our bodies, each time his cock slid a little deeper inside of me,
each time his fingers dug into the skin of my hips, that I didn’t
enjoy it.

The pleasure was building
inside of me and as much as I wanted the release, I also wanted to
prolong this as long as I could. It was becoming hard to keep
silent as well. I wanted to moan in ecstasy with each deep push of
his hips. Every time his cock would hit the back of my pussy it was
like a flame igniting little explosions deep within me. I knew it
would only be a matter of time before I would have to break my vow
of silence.

I couldn’t hold back any
longer. The pleasure was building and building fast. I knew I had
only seconds before my body was rocked by waves of blinding bliss,
but still I wanted to keep true to my word. I stretched out with my
arms, searching for something to muffle the sound of my impending
ecstasy. My fingers found the golden tassels of an old throw pillow
and I quickly reeled it in. I brought it up to my face just in
time. The tiny explosions within me had blown a hole in the prison
where my orgasm was being held.

My whole body shook as I
came, and then tensed uncontrollably. My toes curled inwards with
such force that I thought they would pop off. My stomach muscles
rippled and I gripped the pillow as tightly as I could against my
face, hoping the fluffy barrier would contain my uncontrollable
screams of sheer pleasure.

And even as my body was
rocked by the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced, the
pressure against my pussy grew as Emmett continued to pick up
speed. Every thrust kept the pleasure waves rolling through me
without abatement. I felt as though I was going to be split right
in half. His hands gripped me hard to keep me from
moving.

I let go of the throw
pillow and clamped down on it tight with my teeth, hoping to
contain my pleasure borne howls. I used my now free hands to
protect my tender breasts from the scratchy fabric of the couch. I
held them tight to dull the pain and keep them from bouncing
around, inadvertently squeezing my sensitive tits in the process.
My nipples puckered at my soft touch and I couldn’t help but
continue to twist them softly.

The new stimuli only added
to my continued pleasure. Behind me Emmett started to pick up
speed. His dick slammed into me with the force and speed of a
jackhammer. The experience threatened to overwhelm me. Emmett’s
thrusting accelerated again, and I couldn’t control myself any
longer. The pillow fell from my mouth and a sound somewhere between
a scream and a moan escaped from my lips.

Behind me Emmett let out a
throaty grow and I felt him swell within me. His cock pulsed and
released his warmth as he held my hips pressed against his body.
The wild sounds abated and my muscles slowly unclenched. Emmett
relaxed as well, loosening the tight grip he had on my hips,
sliding in and out within me a few more times before pulling out
completely.

He helped me off the arm of
the sofa and tossed me my robe. I used the corner of the terry
cloth garment to dab my inner thighs dry before covering myself. I
hadn’t been cold while we were locked together in passion, but now
I was shivering.

Emmett pulled on his boxers
and slipped into his discarded button up, not bothering to actually
close any of the buttons. We both dropped onto the sofa in unison.
I nuzzled up to Emmett and slipped myself under his arm. He began
to stroke my head, “That was a good girl.”

I smiled and push my body in
closer to his.

“That was wonderful. Thank
you for coming back to me.”

“Before I forget, I have
something else for you Ellie. The flowers were to say I was sorry,
but this is to say thank you for taking me back.”

He got up and started
rifling through the pocket of his chinos. From a pocket he pulled
out a silver chained Tiffany necklace. I gasped at the beauty of
the piece as he walked back over to me. Lifting my hair, he the
strung it around my neck and clasped it. The cold metal warmed
quickly against my neck, the weight of it a subtle reminder of the
man who gave it to me.

“It’s wonderful!”

He beamed at me and planted
a kiss on my forehead. “Glad you like it.”

My fingers touched the
choker, bouncing from one link to the next. For a day that had
started off so poorly, it had turned into the best in my life, and
I still hadn’t even eaten breakfast!

“So now what do you want to
do?” I asked.

Emmett looked lost in
thought for a few seconds before looking me in the eyes. “You
hungry?”

We dressed quickly and
stepped out of my apartment. We moved down the step and to his car,
holding hands the entire time. I climbed into the passenger seat of
the luxury sedan and Emmett closed the door behind me before
walking in front of the car to his own side. I watched him as he
moved, with fluid motions that belied his confident and controlled
nature, and smiled again at my good luck. My fingers absentmindedly
pulled at the choker around my neck as he sat down next to me, and
seconds later we were on the street, heading towards an unknown
destination. I didn’t care where we were going as long as Emmett
stayed close to me when we got there.
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When her husband leaves on an extended
business trip, Samantha Wheeler seeks a job to keep herself busy.
But when she attracts the interest of a powerful and sexy
businessman, Samantha is forced to make a choice. Stay faithful to
the husband who is never home, or bow down to the allure and power
of her new boss who will do anything to have her.

This story contains vivid sex dreams, light
bondage, blackmail, and one extremely persistent employer.

Excerpt

…“This is as far as
I go. Mr. Chapman wanted to talk to you alone. Don’t worry and good
luck.”

This was turning sideways on me as I found
myself being pushed into the car by both Diane and the driver. I
was unsure if I should have resisted the forced attempt to get me
into the vehicle, but I saw no immediate danger in getting into the
backseat. I climbed in and was seated before I lifted my head to
see the man sitting next to me. To my right, the door slammed shut.
Through the tinted window, I could see Diane waving at me
slowly.

I waved back, but I didn’t think she could
see me through the heavily tinted pane of glass. As I was trying to
attract her attention, the care pulled away from the curb, and I
noticed for the first time that the backseat smelled strongly of a
scent I had run into early in the day. I turned my head quickly and
was surprised by the man I saw sitting next to me. I had expected a
fat old man, but instead the handsome stranger from the elevator
sat to my left, smiling at me. The same man who only an hour ago I
had fantasized about while on my way to a job interview.

“Hello Samantha. I must say I was awfully
disappointed when you turned down my job offer. People don’t often
tell me no.”

I looked at his handsome face. His blue eyes
stared directly at me, waiting for an excuse for my behavior.

“I… I’m sorry Sir, I just didn’t think I
would be a good match for y…”

Before I knew it, the warm smile Mr. Chapman
had been wearing only moments earlier had morphed into a mask of
rage. I felt his hands on my body as he yanked me across his lap.
His strong hands pinned me down against the seat. I felt my skirt
being unzipped before having it slid down off of my round butt. A
finger dipped under the waistline of my underwear and soon my bare
ass was hanging out in the open in the backseat of the car.

The action was so sudden and unexpected that
I couldn’t think of anything that could have stopped this savage
attack. I laid across the backseat of the car, with my stomach
pressed into his knees. If being thrown across a man’s knee in a
moving car wasn’t strange enough, I soon felt his strong hands
slapping against my backside. The stinging sensations from his
repeated blows on my bare bottom were painful, but I had no idea
how to properly respond. I felt tears roll down my cheeks as my ass
grew warm and red. The blows continued to rain down hard and fast
against my unprotected cheeks.

As quickly as the surprising attack began, it
was over. Chapman pushed me back up into a sitting position. My
skirt and panties were still down around my knees. The cold touch
of the leather seats against my swollen butt sent shivers up my
spine. I tried to lift myself off the seat using my hands, but his
hand dropped to my shoulder and pushed me back down. I was afraid
to move, the tears were still flowing from my face, but I made no
effort to wipe them away. I simply sat, staring straight ahead,
half nude from the waist down as my skirt and panties lost the war
with gravity and sank down around my ankles….
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