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Against the Rules

A Forbidden Age Gap Romance

Vivian Gunn


The characters of this collection are purely fictional and do not depict any actual person or event. The names of each character are not related to any person bearing the same names. The details of this book are not based on any actual event, and any reference made to anything remotely familiar is purely incidental.


Against the Rules

“You have no clue what you’re asking of me, Kat. My sex life is a little… unorthodox.”

“I know, Professor, and that’s exactly why I’m here.”

His brows lifted for a second before a soft smile pulled the corners of his mouth. “If you are sure…”

“I am sure.”

“You realize that if we do this… we have to be quiet about our affair, right?”

Kat vigorously nodded, her eyes brightening.

“I mean it, Kat. No one can know about us. No one can see us together. You’d be my dirty little secret… hidden from the world.”

She stared at him, looking so vulnerable, so eager, so beautiful. If only she knew what was coming. If only she knew how he was about to ruin her.


Chapter 1

Thursday Afternoon

Eric Gannon looked up from his cell phone as the light knock sounded against his office door. Checking the time, he realized his consultation hours had arrived, which meant a line of students had already gathered outside. He sighed and shook his head. Being a college professor was a difficult job. It wasn’t because most of his students were know-it-all millennials. He could handle a smart mouth or a challenge to his lectures. But the struggle with his job had to do with the line outside. Without checking, he knew they were mostly young women. He also knew they weren’t interested in his advice on the syllabus. No. They wanted him.

Eric became aware of his ‘heart throb’ status when he overheard a conversation with two students when he left his office one night. He ducked behind a column to listen. Hearing the girl-talk about him made him smile.

“I’m serious, Penny. I’ve never been attracted to older men but Professor Gannon… goddamn, I’d give it up to him in a heartbeat.”

“Oh, girl, tell me about it,” Penny said to her friend. “There’s no way I could focus in class today, not with those gorgeous hazel eyes looking back at me.”

“And his body… how the hell can a man his age look so ripped? My dad doesn’t look like that and they are about the same age.”

“It’s a pity he’s so stuffy, though. Shit, you’d think we’re all dogs the way he keeps ignoring us.”

“I know, right? Last week my boobs were almost out in the skimpy top I wore to class. His eyes didn’t even drop to them for a second.”

“Do you think he’s gay?”

There was a short pause, and both girls giggled.

“Nah…” Penny said. “Plus, he was dating Professor Tucker, remember?”

Their voices began drifting away, but Eric heard Penny’s friend say, “It’s a pity, though…”

Eric moved from around the column and watched them go. Penny was wrong, of course. He wasn’t reclusive. He just loved his job. Sleeping with a student was against Freeport University’s rules and he wasn’t about to lose his pension for a fuck. There were many willing women with whom he could enjoy a grand time. Besides, he doubted these horny girls could handle his kinks.

The knock sounded again, and he rose from his seat.

“It’s open.”

The door slowly opened, and a petite brunette entered with a tentative smile. She wore an oversized t-shirt and a pair of biker shorts covered her curvy thighs. Her arms clutched a pink book, which she pressed to her chest as she moved further into the room.

Eric’s palms began sweating at once, and he wiped it against the front of his jeans. Katrina Morozova. The only student who haunted his dreams at nights and filled his fantasies each day.

Kat was the type men couldn’t forget even if they tried. She was that odd combination of petite and curvaceous: small all over, easy to spin around in the sack, and yet boasting a massive rack that Eric struggled not to stare at whenever she took his classes. Her body dripped sex, but her face… it was sweet, innocent, and it made him feel a little guilty about the filthy thoughts he harbored about her. Those big, golden eyes tugged at his heart whenever she looked at him. But in the same breath, he wanted to fuck her until she begged for air.

And that ass… damn, he would give anything to palm it in his hands for a squeeze. She was a dream come true. It was a pity she couldn’t be his. But that didn’t stop the dirty thoughts from taking over, especially when she was near. He imagined securing her hands behind her, then gagging her mouth and pounding her pussy doggy style until the hunger went away. Or maybe it wouldn’t. His need for Kat seemed insatiable.

Eric didn’t want to shake the fantasy. He wanted it to be real. But as much as he wanted a taste, he couldn’t risk his job.

A man could only dream. Maybe he could pursue her after college, but that was months ahead. Besides, a girl like Kat wouldn’t be single forever. He was sure there was a line of waiting men longer than the one outside his door.

“Professor Gannon,” Kat said, breaking his thoughts. “I need your help.”

He smiled at her; thankful his face did not reveal the lust he had for her. “Sure, Kat, that’s what I’m here for, right?”

“Right.”

She placed the pink book on the table, then dipped in her bag and pulled out a notebook. “I have a few questions about your lecture on money management.”

Eric's brows rose. Finance was quite a boring subject, but he loved teaching it, especially when there were students like Kat who appreciated the course. She was a natural, absorbing his lectures like sponge. So, it puzzled him that she didn’t understand the easiest topic of the syllabus. Maybe she wasn’t paying attention. But that wasn’t like Kat, either.

He spent a few minutes giving her a review of what he’d taught, then gave her some resource materials for further reading. But throughout the entire session, the words came automatically. The only thing on his mind was spreading Kat on his desk and eating her pussy from behind. He was aware of the rising erection in his pants. Thank goodness the desk kept his lower half from view.

Kat took the papers from him, then stood with a smile. “Thanks Professor. This visit has been more helpful than you know.”

She batted her eyelashes—at least, he thought she did—then she pivoted and sauntered through the door. Another student entered. Where Kat had covered most of her body, the young woman before him did the opposite. She wore a mini-skirt and a crop top. Her navel ring sparkled as she walked towards his desk. She took the seat and pressed her ample chest forward then began speaking, but Eric tuned her out. The only thing on his mind was Kat’s behavior before leaving. Did she send him a subliminal message, or did he read too much into it?

He pulled back and tried to focus on the student before him, then realized she was the girl he’d overheard that night. Penny, that was her name. He had a feeling she wasn’t there to ask about his lecture. Her questions were so vague and irritating that after a few minutes he politely asked her to leave.

Half of the students came with the same intention Penny did. All wore provocative clothes meant to tempt him. But none managed to evoke the response they wanted. He only had eyes for Kat. If only he could have more than that.

Finally, the last student left his office, and he leaned against his seat with a harsh breath. The clock on the wall showed a quarter past six, which meant he had forty-five minutes before his date tonight. Thankfully, his short-term rental apartment was on campus, just a few minutes away. Plenty of time to grab a shower, change his clothes, and meet Rebecca at the Italian restaurant he’d booked for their date.

Pushing to his feet, he lifted his satchel from the desk, then he noticed a pink book lying on the other end. He stared at it for a moment before remembering Kat had brought it in with her earlier. He experienced an excited rush while lifting it, and he didn’t know why. Maybe it was because her hands had touched it too. He moved to place it in his bag, but an impulse made him open it. He pushed the sudden guilt aside and began reading.

And reading.

He sank to his seat, his eyes glued to the pages and his heart rate speeding up with each turn. This was Kat’s handwriting, no doubt, but the contents did not belong the sweet, innocent girl he’d known for a year. These words were from a woman.

A hot, horny woman.

A woman who wanted to seduce him.


Chapter 2

Thursday Night

“I’ll see you around, Eric,” Rebecca said, slipping into her car seat.

Eric closed her car door and watch her drive away. Dipping into his pocket, he pulled his cell phone and erased her number. Their date had gone well enough, but she wasn’t his type. He wasn’t hers, either. He had a feeling she wouldn’t care if he didn’t ask her out again.

Eric chuckled to himself when he remembered their conversation over dinner. Rebecca had set the tone, getting candid about her sexual preferences. They were all vanilla, normal, boring. He listened, wondering how much he should reveal, knowing there was a chance she would run. But when she asked him, he didn’t hesitate to outline his kinks in bed. Eric wasn’t the kind of man to beat around the bush. Whenever he got on a date with a woman, he let her know his very peculiar, very intense tastes. If the woman wasn’t into it, well, then she wasn’t the right one for him, plain and simple. The last thing he wanted was an unwilling woman in his bed.

Rebecca’s eyes widened when he revealed how much he got off on dominating a woman in bed. For as long as he could remember, he’d wanted sex no other way. It always gave him a thrill, seeing her kneel before him, submitting every ounce of her body to him. In return, he would do more than simply dominate her. People often got that wrong about relationships based around that lifestyle, and from the look on Rebecca’s face, she was one of them, too.

“It’s not just about control, Rebecca,” he said to her, and she vigorously shook her head. “It’s not about sex and violence, or even pain. It’s about utter and complete trust; about taking you to your limit, then bringing you back and allowing you to release your pent-up tension. It makes you break free from the burdens of decisions for a while.”

“It’s not for me, Eric,” she said, still shaking her head. “I like being in control.”

Eric relaxed in his seat, unwilling to convince her. Because if there was one thing people got wrong about this lifestyle, it was thinking that the dominant was the one in full, complete control. Nothing could be further from the truth. Sure, the Dom gave the commands, imparted pain or pleasure to his will, but the one who was really in control, who could stop the scenario using a simple safe word, was the submissive.

They were the ones who gave consent and who could remove it at any time. And without real, absolute consent, there wasn’t domination at all… there was only abuse.

So, to comfort and reward his submissive after they had given themselves fully to him, body and soul, was as fundamental to Eric as the punishments, the spanking, the sex. It was all or nothing in his mind.

Rebecca wasn’t the kind of girl to appreciate such nuances, to truly give herself to her Dominant as a true submissive should. But Kat was. After reading her diary—the one he suspected she'd intentionally left for him—he knew she could handle his lifestyle. But then, the signs were always there. Thinking back, he remembered how she constantly flushed when he looked at her, and how she rushed to follow his orders with unnecessary eagerness. She was so eager to please, so eager to be with him.

Knowing now that she wanted him, it made him ache for her even more. But his common sense still prevailed. He would look, fantasize even. But he would never touch her.

But, hell, seeing her in his class each week was a mind fuck. Torture. Every time she flipped her hair or wet her lips, it killed him softly. He wanted to grip a handful of her thick hair and eat her beautiful mouth like the starving man he was. God, he'd never been so hungry for anyone…

Look, but don’t touch, Eric. Look but don’t touch.

His cell phone rang, reminding him of another reason to stay away from Kat. He swiped the screen and pressed the phone to his ear.

“Gina. What’s up?”

Regina Tucker was his ex-girlfriend, a stunning blond with the longest, sexiest legs he’d ever seen. In the bedroom, she was a spitfire, adventurous, just like him. But inside she was rotten to the core; selfish, jealous and possessive. Their relationship ended a year ago after she threw a massive fit, thinking he'd brought another woman to his apartment. The ‘other woman’ was his brother’s wife. His brother's pregnant wife. His family was in town for the weekend and they left Karissa at the apartment while shopping for food downtown. She almost went into labor because Gina tried to attack her.

Although Gina apologized afterwards, it wasn’t the first time she’d done some crazy shit, so he knew it was time to let her loose. But the instant he told her that it was over, she became even more crazy and obsessive. Determined to find some loophole to either get back into his life or ruin it. There were no shades of gray to her. So, dating a student would be like loading the gun and cocking it for her. It was simply too risky.

Gina was a fellow finance professor and the head of his department. Like Eric, she occupied a short-term apartment on campus during the school year because she lived in another state. Being around campus, it would be all too easy for her to see something, or at least hear any rumor to make accusations.

“Hey, Sweetie… are you free tomorrow night? I’d like to discuss the outline for the final exams.”

Eric sighed. It was just his luck that his ex-girlfriend had so much power. She used every ounce to get him back in her bed. Without asking, Eric knew she wanted to meet at her apartment. But that wasn’t happening.

“Sure. How about six o'clock in the staff meeting room?”

“Uh… no, I thought—”

“I'll see you then, okay?” He hung up before she replied.

He got in his car with a frustrated sigh, but then his temperament settled when he glanced at Kat's diary on the passenger seat. Should he take it to her, or wait for their next class? The first option was a tease, a sure way to succumb to temptation. His second choice seemed safer.

But fuck being safe. Tonight, he wanted to toe the thin line between right and wrong. He was going to see Kat. Let the chips fall wherever they wanted.

***

Eric pulled up to Kat's bungalow and parked on the curb near the front lawn. Coming here, he'd wondered if he would remember her address after giving her a lift a few months ago. But his brain seemed to have created a GPS for her route because he reached without delay.

The lights were on in the living room, giving him a clear view through the glass windows. As he locked the car, intending to walk up the driveway, Kat appeared, placing a bowl on a side table. He stopped, watching her, experiencing the rush that kick-started his adrenaline whenever he saw her.

He started moving once more, but came to an abrupt halt when a young man walked up behind her. His fingers curled around the pink book when the guy clutched Kat's waist.

Who the fuck was this asshole?

Kat eased from him, then turned, her mouth moving and her index finger pointing to him. The guy backed up with his palms raised. He smiled and leaned forward to kiss Kat. She shoved him aside, then glanced out the window, doing a double take when she saw Eric.

She said something to the guy then moved from view. A few seconds later the door opened, and she emerged from the front, crossing the lawn to him. Blood instantly rushed to his dick at the sight of her long legs in the mini skirt she wore. How many times had he envisioned them wrapped around him?

“Professor Gannon…” her eyes dropped to the book and up at him. A crafty smile spread her lips. “You found my diary.”

“Are your parents at home?”

That wasn’t what he wanted his response to be. But he couldn’t help the jealousy, wondering if she and the young man were alone. Kat's brows raised at him.

“They left for church earlier. Why?”

Eric jerked his head to the window where the guy stared at them. “It seems you have unsupervised company.”

“Unsupervised—” Kat scoffed. “Professor, I’m twenty-one years old.”

“I know, but—”

“Besides, Zach and I are just studying, anyway.”

Eric had a feeling that wasn’t all Zach wanted to do.

“Plus, he’s not my type. I like my men… experienced.”

Eric’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. His brain short-circuited, making it impossible to get his response out.

“So, did you come just to return my diary?”

He read the subliminal message beneath her question. She wanted to know if he was there for her. But even if he was, he couldn’t make a move. Not with Zach as a witness. Eric took it as a sign he shouldn’t have come.

“Yeah, I figured you’d need it.”

The disappointment on her face was clear as day, but he decided to ignore it. He ignored his hunger for her, too. His career and reputation was more important than dominating the sexy girl before him. It had to be.

“Thanks.” She slowly backed away, as if she was waiting for him to change his mind.

“See you in class.” He turned and walked off. Temptation was like a weight on his back, slowing him down. He didn’t want to give a shit about their audience. He just wanted to scratch the overwhelming itch.

His gaze followed her across the lawn once more, and he heaved a regretful sigh when the front door closed. Sinking into his car seat, he quickly drove away, unwilling to see any interaction between her and Zach. He also didn’t want to think about whatever would follow their study session. Would Zach try to get in her panties? Would she let him?

He slowed to a stop at the stoplight, ignoring the urge to turn around and throw Zach out of the house. The thought of him touching Kat the way he wanted to, making her moan—fuck, this was too much to take.

He arrived home on fire, horny, irritated, kicking himself for walking away. The half-hour cold shower didn’t help. He scrolled through his contacts, trying to select a temporary lay for tonight. But none of his former flings appealed to him. He only wanted Kat.

Lying in bed naked, with his erection bouncing against his belly, he acknowledged he was in deep shit. Kat wanted him too, and she wasn’t the type to give up. He'd seen her resilience at work, and it astounded him. Could he resist temptation when she came knocking on his door?


Chapter 3

One Week Later

Eric shut his laptop as the last student left his office for the day. The young man closed the door behind him, and Eric leaned against the back of his chair and closed his eyes. He wasn’t exhausted. He was just thinking of the week that had just ended.

Hell week. That’s what he called it, and it began the minute Kat entered his class on Monday. It wasn’t just her presence that knocked his socks off. That dress… fuck, he was still thinking of that dress. It was a cute floral outfit that stopped above her knees and it had a deep neckline and a midriff cutout. It was his first time seeing her in anything so sexy. His immediate thought was that she had a date, and his second thought was to stop her from going.

The lecture was a blur. He was on automatic throughout. Luckily it was a revision class so there wasn’t anything new to teach them. But as soon as the session ended, he called Kat's name.

She paused amid packing her bag. “Professor Gannon?”

“Stop by my desk, will you?”

She nodded, then resumed packing her bag. He noticed she moved slower this time. Soon the other students filed out, and she walked up to his desk, bracing the edge with her arms. The action gave him an eyeful of her boobs. He tried to look away but couldn’t.

“Professor?”

He cleared his throat and raised his eyes to meet hers. What the fuck was he doing? Didn’t he promise to stay away from her?

“Are you free this afternoon?”

Kat's eyes lit up. “Uh… I have a meeting, but I can cancel.”

He shouldn’t want her to. The responsible thing to do was let her go, let her live her young life with someone meant for her. He wasn’t. In fact, her association with him could ruin her college life.

“That’s quite unnecessary,” he said, and watched as her face fell.

She backed from the desk. “If you change your mind, I’m just a call away.”

“I won’t. It’s just some simple filing work. I can handle it myself.”

The look on her face told him she didn’t quite believe him. She was right not to. There was no filing to do in his office. His eyes followed her swinging ass through the door, a little regretful, but mostly relieved. He didn’t succumb to temptation, which meant he lived to fight another day.

But damn, he was tired of fighting. He just wanted to take her and wreck her with his cock. Damn the fucking rules. Damn his fear of losing his six-figure salary. Damn her for torturing him with her hot, ripe body.

The outfit she wore the next day was much worse than before. Luckily, she wasn’t taking his class. Unlucky for him, he ran into her—literally, on a pathway that led to the gazebo. He had a feeling it wasn’t by accident. But it didn’t matter then, because her gorgeous figure was pressed against his, shutting out every coherent thought. His body came alive at once, bringing back the memory of his teenage years when he would get aroused whenever a beautiful girl touched him. He was almost forty-three years old, for hell's sake!

He eased her from him. “I didn’t bump into you too hard, did I?” he asked, and immediately regretted his choice of words.

The desire in her eyes was so obvious, making him wary and viciously turned-on at once.

“Not hard enough, Professor,” she breathed, leaning into him again.

Shit.

The primal need to fuck made him hot all over. His trembling hands eased her off him again.

“Glad you're okay. Take care, Kat.”

He almost jogged away from her.

Now, sitting in his chair, he shook his head to clear the memory. There was no light at the end of the tunnel. No way of winning. On one hand, his job and reputation were safe. But he was losing out on someone he wanted more than anything.

A knock sounded on his door. He glanced at the appointment list to confirm he'd seen everyone for the day. It was probably another ‘fan’. He rolled his eyes and got ready to send them away.

“It's open.”

But it wasn’t a fan. Kat stepped through the door, dressed in a skirt and a crop top. No fucking bra. Her nipples pressed against the material like they wanted to poke a hole through the cloth. Was it her plan to send him to the nuthouse?

Her boobs were such a distraction he didn’t notice the object in her hand until he heard the clicking sound. In her hand was a pair of handcuffs. She marched to his desk and placed them on top. She stared at him so intensely, looking like a woman on a mission.

“I’m tired of waiting for you to make a move… so tell me, Professor… do you want me to wear these for you or not?”

Although Kat’s words were earnest, her voice was soft, calm. There was none of the emotion he expected she would show. That was another reason Eric couldn’t get her out of his head: No matter how passionate she was about something, this beautiful brunette always managed to remain cool and controlled. Her meek disposition drove him crazy. He longed to ignite the fire that lay within.

He leaned back on his chair, thinking about what to do next. He could just reject her and go on with his life, pretending he didn’t have an attraction to her. That would put a stop to her crush on him, for sure. But how could he do something like that? She was putting herself on a platter for him, and oh, how he ached for her!

This was it. He was done running. It was no use resisting her anymore, especially when she was hell bent on fucking up his brain. They were both adults, anyway.

He sighed and pushed to his feet, dangling the handcuffs sensually, staring deep into her eyes as he moved closer. Her chest bounced as he approached, and she rocked a little on her heels like she wanted to back away. But she held her ground.

“You have no clue what you’re asking of me, Kat. My sex life is a little… unorthodox.”

“I know, Professor, and that’s exactly why I’m here.”

His brows lifted for a second before a soft smile pulled the corners of his mouth. “If you are sure…”

“I am sure.”

“You realize that if we do this… we have to be quiet about our affair, right?”

Kat vigorously nodded, her eyes brightening.

“I mean it, Kat. No one can know about us. No one can see us together. You’d be my dirty little secret… hidden from the world.”

She stared at him, looking so vulnerable, so eager, so beautiful. If only she knew what was coming. If only she knew how he was about to ruin her.


Chapter 4

“Do you understand, Kat?”

“I understand, and I don’t care. I'm sick of waiting… I just want you to take me.”

Kat moved a little closer.

“And fuck me.”

Professor Gannon’s eyes darkened with heat.

“Teach me everything you know, Professor.”

On the outside, Kat wore a seductive smile. But inside she was a freaking mess, unable to believe she was actually coming on to her professor. Sure, she had been thinking about doing it for ages, but she didn’t have the guts. She still didn’t. Liquid courage and desperation spurred her on, nothing else. She’d wanted no one this much. It didn’t bother her that the object of her affection was old enough to be her dad, or that he was her college professor. Screw the rules, she’d gotten sick of following them all her life. All she wanted was to lose herself in this gorgeous man before her.

Kat remembered seeing Professor Gannon for the first time when he entered the finance lecture hall; tall and dark, with an air of aloofness and intrigue. She even remembered what he wore that day; a dark pants with a sweater that hugged his strong arms and chest. He wasn’t a buff guy, but his body clearly showed that he worked out. Looking around, she realized she wasn’t the only girl with eyes on him. It made her want him more.

His smile caught her attention. His body hooked her in like a fish. But something else got her obsessed with being with him.

It was a month after that lecture. Her best friend Nina wanted a sexy teddy for a hot date, so Kat tagged along to an erotic store in the mall. She was in an aisle checking out their vibrators when the professor walked by, his gaze straight ahead. Her eyes popped when she spotted the bedroom restraint kit in his hand.

Kat was raised a sheltered girl, but she'd gotten enough exposure to know Professor Gannon had a sexual kink. Several, maybe. She wanted to know what they were… personally… intimately.

When the opening came for a temporary filing clerk in his office, she rushed to apply. Anything to get his attention. But Professor Gannon was strictly professional, keeping his distance. His response made the ache worse. It took every ounce of her control to not beg for his touch whenever they were alone together.

To find out her professor had sensual kinks should have scared her away. After all, she was raised by conservative parents who probably thought fisting was an angry gesture. But all she wanted was to experience what he offered and to learn from him. Now she had finally gotten a chance.

It had taken her an entire year of longing and waiting to build up the courage to finally make this move. Getting the handcuffs was the easy part. So was downing two glasses of wine for courage. Walking to his office today felt like it took forever. Her legs were like rubber, her hands shaking. She struggled to control her voice when she spoke. She was prepared to seduce him, strip naked, show him her ripe, young body ready for picking. But he didn’t need convincing. It seemed he had been waiting for her green light.

“Are you ready, Kat?” Professor Gannon softly asked.

“Yes… yes I am.”

“Then kneel in front of me and beg me to take you.” His voice was thick with arousal.

Kat dropped to her knees at once, staring up at him from her new position on the floor. She panted heavily, her massive breasts heaving up and down.

“Please… please take me… use me,” she whispered, and his wicked smile made him look years younger. He stretched his arm toward her and tenderly caressed the side of her face.

“Good girl. Do you know about safe words?”

“Yes… Yes, I do.”

“Choose one,” he said.

“I don't think I’ll need one.” She had no intention of telling him to stop.

The professor leaned down to her face, and his wicked smile grew worse. “Trust me, Kat. You'll need it.”

His soft, dangerous tone made her suck in her breath.

“Choose one.”

She thought about it for an instant, before answering: “I think I’ll go the traditional way… red.”

“Mhm… good choice. Now stand up.”

She pushed to her feet at once.

“Meet me at my apartment tonight at nine. Don't be late. Be discreet. No one can see you come inside. Wear a dark coat… and nothing underneath. Red high heels. You will use your safe word only when you truly need it and not a minute before, do you understand?”

“I do…” Kat replied, her skin heating like she was running a high fever. She had hoped his lesson would start now, on his desk, a place she had fantasized about him fucking her so many times. But she would wait, just as he commanded.

“See you tonight.” He motioned toward the door. Just when she turned around to leave, he grabbed her by the arm and forced her to spin around, holding her close as he stared into her eyes. “Oh, and one more thing… don't fall for me, Kat.”

His lips seized hers before she could reply, and Kat melted into his passionate kiss. Her knees weakened as he devoured her mouth, his hands gripping the back of her neck. She could feel his erection against her belly, and even without looking, she knew it could do some serious damage. Tonight couldn’t come soon enough. She wanted him to wreck her to pieces. He released her, and she staggered a little, slowly opening her eyes to look at him again.

“Go now,” he said.

Kat left his office with wobbly knees and a racing heart. She promised him she wouldn’t fall. But if that kiss was any sign, it was going to be a great struggle to keep her emotions in check.


Chapter 5

Thursday Night

“Going out, honey?”

Biting her lips, Kat paused at the foot of the stairs before turning to her mom, who sat around the living room table.

“Yeah, Mom.”

Alina Morozova rose from her seat, her face knitted in a frown while she eyed her daughter’s outfit. She found it odd that Kat had on a coat and it was a little warm outside. But she said nothing. After micro-managing Kat for years, it was time to give her space. A part of her was still curious, though. Kat hardly wore makeup, but tonight she had full coverage. Her blood-red lips made her look a little more… mature.

“Got a date?” Alina asked.

“Kinda.”

Kat quickly grabbed the car keys from the key ring. Her mom had a thing for digging the tiniest details from her without even trying. She imagined Alina’s expression if she knew Kat had nothing on under her coat, or that she was about to get fucked by her professor. A chuckle escaped her at the thought.

“What?” her mom asked.

“Nothing. Where's Dad?”

“In his man cave.” Her mom made air quotes and rolled her eyes. “I wish he would take a break from that TV already. Men and their stupid sports.”

“Tell him I’m going out, okay? I gotta go, Mom. See you later.”

She hurried through the front door before her mom questioned her further. Minutes later, she pulled up on campus, left her car in the student parking lot then walked to Professor Gannon’s apartment. With his warning in her head, she kept her head down, wishing she’d worn a hat. But there was hardly anyone around, thank God, and they all seemed to mind their business.

The closer she got to the professor’s apartment, the more nervous she became. There was no fear, though, just a little anxiety for what was about to happen. At twenty-one, her sexual experiences were still a little tame, nothing but the usual missionary and doggy style. She wanted more than that. Excitement and pleasure mixed with a little pain. She was ready for it.

Her trembling hand knocked on his front door. Professor Gannon opened it a few seconds later and pulled her in, the movement so fast it made her gasp out loud. He stuck his head out, making sure no one saw a thing before closing the door behind them.

He glanced at the clock, then back at her. “You’re right on time. Good girl.”

His eyes were like flames, setting her on fire as he scanned her body in slow motion. She stood before him, shoulders squared, chin raised, trying not to melt beneath his gaze. Just the look from him made her hot and bothered. She couldn’t imagine the damage his hands would do. Or his cock…

God damn.

“Drop your chin,” he murmured. “I want you to yield to me. Your attitude is a little too… defiant.”

Kat dropped her chin at once.

“Look at me.”

She did, although it took some effort not to raise her chin once more. Professor Gannon was at least a head taller than her.

“The coat. Take it off.”

Again, she obeyed without a moment’s hesitation, revealing her gorgeous body to him. His chest quickly bounced, and she swore he gasped a little. His gaze moved even slower down her figure, then paused at the junction between her thighs.

“You’re fucking beautiful, Kat.” He released a harsh breath, shaking his head with wonder. “So, fucking beautiful.”

Kat’s mouth parted as she softly breathed. She couldn’t speak. The intensity was too much.

Eric moved to her, gripping both sides of her head and running his fingers through her hair, gently massaging her scalp. Kat threw her head back with a soft moan. His lips touched her throat, nibbling the soft skin. Then he licked from the base to her chin before nipping it with his teeth. His mouth captured hers with another heart-stopping kiss, this one longer and deeper than before.

Kat was almost out of breath when he released her. She had no time to replenish what she lost when he dipped and lifted her in his arms.

“Last chance to run, Kat,” he whispered against her mouth.

“I’m not running,” she whispered back. “I want you.”

A soft growl left his lips, and he kissed her once more. Breaking contact, he moved with her down to the basement. It was a small room painted blood red. A large four poster bed lay against the wall. There were rings attached to the floor and walls, a table built specifically to keep a submissive restrained, and several other pieces of sex-oriented furniture. In the open closets, Kat noticed all kinds of sex toys, from dildos to restrains to gags and everything in between. Having only seen such a room in movies, it gave her quite a thrill for what she was about to experience.

He laid her on the bed, running his hands down her body. The sharp exhale that left him was more obvious than before. He raised her hands over her head and licked her cheek before sucking on her earlobe. Kat purred. She didn’t expect such a thrill from his mouth on her ear. He French kissed her ear once more before nipping it with his teeth. Kat’s pussy jerked in response.

“Oh, Professor…”

He eased down and stared in her face. “We’re no longer in public, Kat. My title is forbidden in this room.” He drew his fingers down her cleavage, past her navel. She gave an audible gasp when he roughly cupped her sex. “When we are alone, call me…” He slipped his finger inside her. “Call me Daddy. Understand?”

Kat folded her lips with a trembling moan. Her back arched from his first touch inside her. His finger, that single digit… hell, it had an overwhelming effect no other man’s cock had.

“Kat, I need you to answer me.”

“Yes…”

“Yes, what?” He added two more fingers and twisted them, back, forth, his face tight with concentration.

“Yes, Daddy!”

Her pussy tightened the way it usually did when she was about to come. She rocked her hips to speed its arrival. But the professor eased out from her before it came close enough. He watched, amused as she writhed in her disappointment.

“No coming until I say so, Kat. Got it?”

“Yes, Daddy.” But she still looked flustered.

“That’s my girl. Have you ever gotten whipped or spanked before?” he asked.

Kat shook her head, and his brows raised a little.

“Handcuffed?”

Again, Kat shook her head. Eric’s hands palmed his hips.

“What’s your experience?”

Kat shrugged. “I’m not a virgin, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“That’s it? You’ve never been involved with bondage?”

She pushed up on her knees and placed her hand on his chest. “That’s why I’m here, Professor. I want you to teach me.”

“God damn…” He violently ran his fingers through his hair then palmed the back of his head. “You have no clue what we’re about to get into, Kat.”

“Just teach me, Professor,” she said, running her fingers down his chest. “Don’t hold back.”

A roughish look crossed his face before he pushed her to the bed. She gasped from the sudden action, her body bouncing a little before coming still.

“I want you to get on all fours, wiggle your ass in the air and beg for a good spanking… let me teach you about pain and how it can mix so wonderfully with pleasure.”

“Yes, Daddy…” she whispered, doing exactly what he instructed. Her round ass stared back at him, making his mouth water as it wiggled to each side. Her tits jiggled as she rocked. His cock hardened in his pants and he ignored the desire. This wasn’t about him. His only aim was to give her body pleasure. Since this was her first time, he planned to take it easy on her. For now.

Kat heard the rustle of his pants as he moved away from her, then she watched him stand before the closet door. His head swiveled like he was trying to decide what to choose. She tried to control her breath, but oh, how she ached for whatever he had in store.

Finally, he smiled, then reached in and pulled out a long, sturdy riding crop. Moving to her, he trailed up and down her back, then over her ass, letting her get familiarized with its leather tongue.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, Daddy, I’m so ready…” Kat breathed.

As he moved his arm upwards, he added a rule to their little game.

“Count out the spanks, Kat.”

He had barely stopped talking when she heard the swishing of the crop cutting through the air. It bit against her buttocks so harshly, making her gasp with a rush of wonderful pain. Waves of pleasure spread across her petite body and she released a long moan.

“I said count, Kat.”

His tone was still low, but Kat heard the hardness behind it.

“One, Daddy!”

“Good,” he praised her, but soon enough, Eric lowered the crop again, and it connected to her ass with a loud smack. Her pale skin reddened at once.

“Ohh! Two, Daddy, two!” She moaned, closing her eyes, an aroused smile tugging at the corners of her full lips as her skin grew flushed and hot.

Three and four soon came and went, and then five, six and seven. By the time he reached ten, she was quivering with desire and the most delicious kind of pain.

“Let’s soothe those welts,” he murmured, and Kat heard him move from behind her once more.

He reached into a minibar and filled a small bucket with ice cubes. Coming back to the bed, he placed the bucket down and caressed her butt.

“Brace yourself.”

She gasped as the wonderful coolness rolled over her skin, the ice melting so easily against her flushed body. It felt so incredible, and yet as he kept on rushing the ice over her curves, it began to ache as much as it relieved her. But it wasn’t an uncomfortable ache. It was a sweet pain that made her squirm with arousal. It grew worse when he ran the ice cube down her hot pussy before circling her clit.

“Oh, shit…”

Never had she experienced such blinding pleasure. She wanted to cry and laugh at once. She arched her back, panting, loving the hot-cold sensation against her sex.

“Tell me, Kat. Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, Daddy, God, yes…”

He smirked, flipping her onto her back, pulling her arms high over her head. Her wrists were tied together, pinning her in place, before he rolled a long piece of black fabric over her eyes, blindfolding her to what was about to happen.

She expected him to fuck her brains out, but he did nothing of the sort. Instead, he slid between her open legs before spreading them. He kissed her inner thighs, slowly, teasingly, moving up to her sex, then retracing to her lower thighs once more. He moved upwards again, but this time it wasn’t with kisses. Kat gave a loud cry when his teeth nipped her hard.

Her body squirmed from the pain. But she didn’t want to chicken out, so she took it like a champion. He bit so hard; Kat didn’t doubt that there were bite marks on her skin. She didn’t care. The closer he got to her pussy, the more arousing the sensation became. She braced for him to bite her there.

He did. Deep, hard, as if he wanted to take a chunk out with his teeth. Kat’s body shot upwards then dropped to the bed with a hard thud. The professor gripped her hips to keep her in place before taking another bite of her sex.

Oh, sweet Mary. Why was she enjoying this? Why did she want to explode into a million pieces?

It hurt like hell, but the ache was so fucking good. When he rolled his tongue over her clit, Kat’s body trembled like she had a high fever. He attacked her swollen bud with a force that made Kat fear she would expire from oxygen loss. The safe word. One word and she could end the tug-of-war between pleasure and pain.

Eric slowed down a little, and she could breathe again. He tongued her hole, and she sighed. His tongue felt like a tiny dick. What would his cock feel like? She was dying to find out.

He withdrew, then parted her hole with his fingers before diving in once more. His head zipped back and forth as his tongue worshipped her pussy. Her body tingled. Her belly tightened. She was about to explode. But it seemed Eric sensed her incoming release and pulled back, staring up at her with a devilish look.

“Not yet, my sweet. It’s not time…”

Kat was in heaven and hell. Every time she drew too close to the edge, he pulled back, giving her time to cool down. She was growing desperate before long, whimpering, pleading for him to let her fall over.

“Please, Daddy, I want to come so badly… please… Fuck me, use me… make me come, please!”

But he ignored her plea, still flickering her clit from side to side.

“Daddy, please!”

“Not tonight… your orgasms now belong to me, and you’re not getting one so easily,” he said, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

By the time he was done with her, Kat was panting wildly, quivering like a leaf caught by a winter’s whirlwind. She was climax-less, desperate to release the tension, but he refused to grant her a break.

After he untied her, Eric pulled her close to him, caressing her long, silky hair, rolling his fingers over her beautiful face, her long neck, her stunning breasts. But she couldn’t relax. Not with the pent-up arousal that made her body so hot and tight. She wanted to come, goddamnit. Thank God she had her battery-operated boyfriends at home. A simmering bath and her nine-inch vibrator would ease her suffering tonight.

But it seemed as if the professor read her mind, because as he stroked her thigh, he whispered in her ear; “No touching yourself tonight, Kat. No making yourself come. For as long as this affair lasts, your body belongs to me.”

She whimpered with frustration and he turned her to him.

“I need you to acknowledge that you heard me.”

“Yes, Daddy. I heard you.”

“Good. Don’t go cheating now. Trust me, I’ll know. And if you do, I’ll have no choice but to punish you.”

He gave her a look mixed with passion and danger, tempting Kat to disobey him. What would he do to her if she fucked herself tonight? Did she want to find out?


Chapter 6

Friday

“Are you going to tell me what that smile’s about?”

Kat looked up from her laptop and met her best friend’s eyes. “What smile?”

“The one you’ve been wearing for the last five minutes. I’m sure it’s not about the research we’ve been doing for the last hour.”

“Nina, I have no clue what you’re talking about.”

Nina’s eyes narrowed. “You met someone, didn’t you?”

Kat’s eyes dropped to the online article she had been reading — or trying to read. Her mind was still stuck on last night. Professor Gannon — Daddy was a fucking magician. His fingers, his teeth, that thick, broad tongue —

“Come on, girl. Spill. That blush on your cheeks is a dead giveaway.”

Kat sighed, then looked back at Nina. “Fine. Last night I was with… someone. But I can’t tell you who he is.”

Nina shimmied her shoulders with a grin. “Ooh… sounds dangerous. Wait— is he married?”

“God, no!”

But as she frowned at her friend, she realized she knew little about Professor Gannon. She knew he only lived on campus during the school term, but she didn’t know where he was from. On his office desk was a photo of his mom and dad, then another with his brother and his new family. But nothing else revealed who he was.

What did it matter, anyway? She wasn’t looking for a relationship. All she wanted was his pleasure. Nothing else.

“Then, who is he?”

There was no way she could reveal the professor’s identity to Nina. Her best friend’s loose mouth would ruin everything at once. She wanted to be Eric’s dirty secret for a long time.

“He’s an older man, that’s all I can say.”

Nina’s eyes widened. “How much older?”

“Early forties, I think.”

“Oh, damn, girl. You’re bad.” Nina leaned across the desk, fully alert and excited. “So, tell me. How was the sex?”

Kat’s face flamed. “What makes you think we had sex?”

“That look on your face just now. Come on. I haven’t had a decent fuck in ages so I’m living vicariously through you.”

“We haven’t really done it.”

“Uh-oh. Don’t tell me he’s a one-minute man, Kat.”

Kat blushed again. “I don’t think he is.”

“So, you haven’t fucked him. Then why the hell are you blushing?”

“It’s kinda hard to explain, Nina, and I’m not sure I want to. But I’ll say this, he’s made my eyes roll to the back of my head without penetrating me with his dick. So, I can’t imagine what will happen when he does.”

“Oh, shit.”

“Yup.”

Kat returned her attention to the research for her final paper. But she still couldn’t focus. Her rendezvous with Eric tonight took over, leaving an exquisite anticipation that made her body thrum with need. Add that to the pent-up arousal from last night. Being ordered not to stimulate herself made the temptation to masturbate even worse. She had never been so horny in her life. Tonight couldn’t come soon enough.

***

“Hey there, lover. Are you up for dinner tonight?”

Eric looked up from the stack of papers before him and gave his ex a frown. “Gina, don’t do that.”

“Don’t do what?” she asked, feigning innocence.

“I’m not your lover. We’ve been over for ages. Let’s keep our relationship professional, okay?”

She walked up to his desk and leaned over it, reminding him of the day Kat had done the same thing. But Kat’s action had turned him on. Gina’s didn’t. In fact, it made him irritated. Why the hell couldn’t she just move on? He didn’t want to hurt her feelings because they had a working relationship. But God, she was begging for it.

“I’m just messing with you, okay?”

“Don’t.”

“Fine.” She smiled, trailing her fingers down his arm. He pulled it away. “Dinner’s still on the table.”

“Gina…”

“It’s just dinner between co-workers, Eric. Don’t read too much into it.”

“I can’t, anyway. I have plans.”

Her smile vanished, and she straightened. “Anyone I know?”

“Nope.”

There was a knock on his door, and Eric pushed to his feet. “My office hours have begun. Talk to you on Monday?”

“Sure.”

Eric watched her go, noticing how stiff she’d gotten within seconds. He wanted a miracle for her to move on from him. He checked the time as the first student walked in. Five more hours before he had the beautiful Kat in his arms again. He couldn’t wait. Last night had been… something. Everything he dreamed of and more. Her response made him hard then, and now, thinking of it left a searing ache that made him harder than before. Last night he pushed her to the edge. Tonight he would take her over. All he could think of was burying himself inside her, seeing the fire in her eyes sparkle brighter than ever.


Chapter 7

Friday Night

“Tell me, Kat. Do you remember the safe word?”

Kat nodded, her head turning to each side. Eric guessed she was trying to see. But the blindfold around her eyes made it impossible. Her wrists were chained to the table, her nakedness like an offering to him. Tiny beads of sweat decorated her chest, some trickling between her breasts down to her navel and pooling in the center. He bent and licked it clean. Kat moaned.

His fingers drew lines from her belly to her hips. He spread her thighs, then raised her knees to her chest. Kat’s body shivered when his tongue lapped her pussy.

There was a sudden pause. Kat’s heart raced while she listened for his movement. But there was none. What the hell was he doing?

She jerked a little when his hands touched her butt once more. Settling, she waited. The first lash of his tongue against her butthole made her whimper with surprise. No one had ever gone there before. She tried to relax while he rimmed her with his tongue. The safe word was right on her lips. But soon there was a flutter of pleasure, then another, until her body settled a little.

His tongue began probing her hole, and she stiffened again. Again, she relaxed when the pleasurable feelings arrived. The deeper he went, the more aroused she became, until she began rocking her hips with soft pants. She almost protested when he pulled out.

“You’re ready,” Eric murmured.

Ready for what? Kat wanted to ask. But she didn’t, for it would ruin the reason Eric blindfolded her. She heard a whirring sound, then felt an object against her butt. Before she guessed what it was, she felt it probing her butthole. She released a loud gasp when it penetrated her. Thank God he was being slow.

“Remember the safe word, Kat.”

She nodded, and he pushed the toy deeper. Damn, how big was it? She raised her hips a little trying to accommodate the length, but she started to wonder how much more she could take.

Finally, he stopped. Kat’s heaving breath filled the room.

“Are you okay?” Eric asked.

She nodded, not trusting her voice.

The whirring sound started once more, just as she felt the vibration within her butt. It felt… good.

Eric began moving the toy again, but he wasn’t pushing further in. Instead, he thrusted in and out. Slowly at first, then when she began moaning, he picked up speed. Harder he went, faster, turning the vibrator speed to the max. Kat whimpered from the pleasure-pain. She wanted him to stop, but she was already addicted to the thrill.

His free hand stroked her pussy, taking her to another orgasmic level. She almost lost her mind when he slipped two fingers inside her. He moved with deliberate slowness while the toy in her ass propelled at great speed. The contrast was a mind fuck. A tremor ran through her, then another, and she could taste her release on her tongue.

“Oh, God, I’m com—”

Eric withdrew his fingers. The vibrator left her butthole at once. She almost cried with disappointment.

“Daddy, please…” Her body shook like a falling leaf. “I need to come. Please.”

Eric wished she could see the glee on his face. It was too delicious to hear her plead for an orgasm.

“Not yet, my sweet.”

Eric brought her legs down then released her and untied her blindfold. The doorbell rang upstairs just then. He looked towards the exit with a frown.

“Who the hell could it be?” he mumbled under his breath.

He looked at Kat, pondering whether he should answer. The doorbell rang again, and he decided.

“Don’t move. I’ll be back.”

The door closed behind him and Kat’s fingers immediately slipped inside her while her free hand attended to her clit. She was wound so tight she didn’t care about his order. She needed to come. Her fingers pummeled through her as she welcomed the first pleasurable surge. Her hips churned to egg it on. The finger on her clit worked like crazy, circling, flicking, pushing her closer. It felt so fucking good, she wanted to cry out. But the professor would hear.

Her climax drew closer. She could feel it. Taste it. It teased her pussy, sending trickles of her juice onto her fingers. Still her fingers worked, the slurping sounds turning her on even more. She had never been so desperate for release. Her clit was hard as a rock now, ready to burst. Just several more flicks from her finger—

“What the fuck are you doing?”

The professor was on her before she even realized he had returned to the room. He tugged her hands away, spreading them. He looked pissed.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.” She gave him a sexy pout. Better to apologize now before he asked her to. Maybe it would soften her punishment.

But the professor shook his head. “Not good enough, Kat. I told you not to disobey me.”

He blindfolded her again, the action rougher than before. Yeah, he was pissed. Kat was afraid and excited at once.

The professor strapped her ankles into suspension cuffs, then he took her between two six-by-six wooden posts that had been bolted into the floor. His fingers deftly moved to secure her wrists in suspension cuffs and attach them to metal rings at the top. Dipping low, he pulled an ankle to each post and clipped it to metal rings on the bottom.

There was another break, and Kat listened as he moved around. She twitched a little when a lightweight touched her shoulder, moving down her chest, over her nipples, touching her belly.

“You’ve been a bad girl, Kat.”

“I know, Daddy,” she replied with a hiss.

“No. You don’t get to speak. Just fucking feel. Brace yourself.”`

His words had barely registered when she felt the first slash.

“Oh, fuck.”

“I said, no talking.”

Another hard slash. Kat sucked in her breath from the shock of the sting. She guessed it was the same riding crop from last night, but this time it wasn’t her ass being whipped, it was her entire body. The third slash brought tears to her eyes, and she bit her lips with a whimper. She thought the pain would have tempered her arousal, but it only increased tenfold. What did this mean? Was she a masochist? Did she get off from pain?

The fourth slash made her struggle against her restraints. The fifth came so hard, her breath paused for an instant. Then she heard the swishing of the whip coming back to her.

“Red! God, red… oh!”

She heard the whip being dropped to the floor.

“Do you want us to call it a night, Kat?” the concern was so clear in his voice, warming her insides and softening the pain a little.

“No, no,” she breathed. “I just need a minute to recover.”

The professor waited for her to recuperate. At her go-ahead, his hands clutched her breasts, kneading them a little before his wet tongue lathered each nipple. His mouth covered one, and his suction made her hiss. She wished she could see him, although, not seeing made it oh so thrilling.

As if he read her mind, he released her blindfold. The chains rattled as he uncuffed her.

“Get on your knees.”

She did, and he handcuffed her from behind. He walked to the closet once more and removed two objects. Returning to where she was, he sank on his knees before her. Kat immediately saw the tension in his eyes. His hands were curled around something she couldn’t see.

“I’m about to push you once more, Kat,” he murmured. “I need you to stop me if it gets too rough.”

“Okay.” A rush of excitement surged through her. What did he hold in his hands?

He opened his palms and her face screwed into a frown as she tried to identify what was within them. But she had never seen the tiny objects before. They were shaped like a tweezer with chains attached and tiny bells at the ends.

“What are those?” she asked.

“These, my dear,” he said, raising them before her, “are nipple clamps.” He moved them closer to her nipples, his expression guarded. “Are you ready?”

Kat swallowed and nodded, and Eric gathered her breast and positioned the first clamp around her nipple. He slowly released it and her face tightened with obvious discomfort.

“Are you okay?” he asked her.

“Yes.” Her reply came out in a whisper. Eric waited for a moment before raising the second clamp. He repeated the process and Kat bit her lower lip when it tightened around her nipple, leaving a sharp sting. Taking a deep breath, she decided to suck it up. She wanted to show Eric how much of a trooper she was.

Eric dropped his pants, then his boxers. Kat almost dropped to her butt when his cock sprang out, bouncing in front of her face. His cock—no this wasn’t a cock. It was a rod of destruction. How the heck did he manage to tuck all that away?

His hands lifted her chin. “Open up, Kat. Open wide.”

She did, but it still wasn’t enough. Not that Eric seemed to notice. He gripped her hair and pressed into her mouth. Her mouth spread around his thick girth and she almost gagged. Taking a deep breath, she tried to take him in.

But Eric began thrusting, the effort rocking her body. The nipple clamps pulled against her nipples and the tiny bells rang, the peals getting frequent as he picked up speed. Kat eventually began working her mouth around him, overcoming her gag reflex and getting him further down her throat.

“Fucking hell…” Eric pumped harder, his breaths rough, his hold tightening around her hair. “Your fucking sweet mouth… God, yes… take my cock. Take every fucking inch…”

Kat’s eyes watered, but she kept going, bobbing her head, meeting his quick thrusts. Eric slowed down, giving her a chance to slow down, too. She pulled his cock from her mouth, stopping to suck the tip. A soft moan escaped her when she tasted his salty pre-cum.

“Shit… you…” Eric groaned, clutching a handful of hair on top of her head. He buried himself inside her once more. This time there was no control, just a wild, erratic ramming as he fucked her mouth until he climaxed. Kat automatically gulped when his semen burst into her mouth. Gliding along his dick, she swallowed every ounce. He eased from her mouth with a soft growl. Kat thought he would have wanted to catch his breath, but he was already reaching for her again.

He removed the handcuffs then he brought her to the bed and placed her on all fours. Kat heard a ripping sound and saw the empty condom foil fall to the bed. Her pussy tightened as she acknowledged the professor was about to fuck her. At last, she would feel his raging cock inside her.

Eric’s cockhead against her slit made her moan out loud. He rubbed it against her entrance, then moved away.

“Daddy, please…” she circled her hips, hot, sweaty, horny, dying for release.

“How bad do you want it, Kat?” Eric whispered close to her ear.

“More than air, Daddy… fuck!”

She moaned as he thrust deep into her impossibly tight, soaked pussy. The sensation was like being doused with a bucketful of ecstasy. For an instant she couldn’t breathe. Her massive tits bounced up and down each time he plunged inside her. The clamps pulled against her nipples with each movement. She moaned from the bitter-sweet sensation, marveling that it wasn’t as bad as she’d thought.

Reaching around, Eric grabbed the chain and gently tugged it. Kat cried out as it pinched her nipple. But Eric didn’t stop. He continued to fuck her rough, tugging the chain harder and harder, blurring the line between pain and pleasure until they blended, pushing her closer to the precipice. Kat screamed, pulling the sheets in her ecstasy, loosening them from the corner of the bed. There were no coherent thoughts in her head. Her body vibrated with an incoming orgasm. Eric sensed it and pulled out.

“Oh, God!” Kat was so frustrated, her eyes filled with tears.

“Shush…” Eric turned her over, then placed her on his lap. Leaning her a little, he planted his cock inside her once more.

“Your pussy is so tight… so fucking greedy,” he whispered against her ear before he nibbled it. “Bounce on my cock, Kat. Show me how much you want to come.”

His hands rolled up and down her hourglass figure as Kat rode his thick cock like her life depended on it. Well, her climax did depend on it. She wanted to come so bad she could almost taste it. Her breasts jiggled, pulling his attention. Removing the clamps, he took a firm nipple in his mouth and sucked hard, making Kat moan with desire.

Grabbing her hips, he plunged through her, over and over, going harder each time. Kat’s eyes rolled to the back of her head as an explosive climax washed her entire body. She moaned so loud that Eric was relieved they were down by the basement and not upstairs. The neighbors would have surely heard her.

Her body was limp like a noodle when he placed her on the bed. After removing his used condom, he joined her. She snuggled up to him at once, still breathing hard from the encounter.

“Are you okay?”

She turned to him with a smile. “Better than ever.”

Her cell phone chirped, and she sighed. “That’s my reminder. I have an assignment to turn in by midnight.”

Eric watched as she got dressed, feeling a sudden longing. He didn’t want her to go. For first time in a year, he wanted a woman to spend the night with him. But she couldn’t. There was always high traffic on campus in the mornings. Someone was sure to see her leaving his apartment.

“Thanks for tonight.”

The kiss he gave her wasn’t long enough, but it had to last until they got together again. He couldn’t resist taking her hand in his as he led her to the front door. There was a knock just as his hand turned on the handle. Too late, he realized his blunder. Gina was standing at his doorstep.


Chapter 8

Gina’s mouth flew open as she looked at Kat, then back at him. His stomach dropped. Behind him, Kat dashed out of sight.

“You’ve got to be kidding me, Eric,” Gina said, before he opened his mouth. “A student? Really?”

“Gina—”

“You’re sleeping with a student? I can’t believe it, Eric, that’s low, even for you!”

“It’s not what you think.”

Gina crossed her arms and narrowed her eyes at him. “Eric, there’s a student in your apartment. That’s inappropriate enough. But I know a just-got-fucked-by-Eric look when I see one. I used to have the same look, remember?”

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

“Of course, you don’t. Maybe your student can clarify what you’ve been doing in there. Where is she? Gone to hide?”

“Kat?”

She came around with a frightened look, but at least her hair wasn’t as disheveled as before. “Yes, Professor Gannon?”

“I’ll see you in class tomorrow, okay? And remember, the next time you need help with an assignment, see me during my office hours.”

“Yes, Professor. Thank you for your time.” She dipped her head and walked past Gina. His ex’s angry gaze followed her until she disappeared around the bend.

“You are such a piece of work.”

“Goodnight Gina.” He moved to close the door, but she pounced on it, violently pushing it back. Eric released it at once. Struggling with Gina would only result in drama he didn’t need.

“If I ever catch wind that you’re fucking around with her, I swear to God, Eric, you’ll be out of a job so fast your head will spin. And I will make her life a living hell, too.”

Eric’s expression was calm as he gripped the door again. But inside there was a rising fear, not for him, but for Kat. “Do whatever you want, Gina. But it won’t change anything between us. I’ll never touch you again.”

He slammed the door in her face, resisting the urge to punch the wall.

“Fuck!”

There was no doubt in his mind what he needed to do. Messing around with Kat was asking for trouble they didn’t need. But, he knew the risks when he got involved. He just wished they weren’t exposed so soon. Two nights with Kat wasn’t enough. He wanted more of that gorgeous body, that firm, thick lips, her sweet pussy…

But his needs weren’t important.

He had to let Kat go.

***

Monday

Kat’s fingers nervously twirled on the desk while she waited for Professor Gannon to arrive for class. At least, she hoped he would come. She hardly slept during the weekend, terrified that Professor Tucker would report what she’d seen. Was her word enough to get him fired? Or would the university see her as a scorned, bitter woman?

Although she didn’t like the thought of Professor Tucker being put in a negative light, she would prefer that outcome than Eric losing his job. It was all her fault, too. She should have never pursued him.

She thought of calling him but decided not to. Better to give him space. But it was such a pity, especially after what they shared on Friday night. She was already aching for more. Knowing it would never happen again only made the ache worse.

Damn it.

The class became silent when the professor walked in. He placed his bag on the table and glanced her way at once. A bright smile filled his face. She sank into her seat, relieved. So, his job wasn’t in jeopardy, thank God. She didn’t think her conscience could handle it.

“Class, the final exams are upon us. If you haven’t been studying, may God be with you because the paper is brutal as hell.”

Brutal. Just like him. Her sex throbbed just thinking of his rough handling of her body Friday night. She squirmed in her seat, wishing she could go back in time for another taste.

“Miss Morozova.”

The boy next to her gave her a nudge, bringing her back. She raised her brows to him, and he jerked his head to the top of the class where the professor stared at her.

“Sir?”

“I said, come see me after class.”

She nodded and could hardly concentrate after that. Why did he want to see her?

The class ended. She nervously waited for the students to file out before walking up to his desk.

“You wanted to see me, Sir?”

Eric glanced at the doorway before looking back at her. “Are you okay?”

She nodded. “I was a little worried about you.”

“I’m fine. Gina—Professor Tucker has no proof, so there’s nothing she can do.”

“I’m glad.”

He sighed. “Let me be frank, Kat. She’s… for lack of a better word, spiteful. Now, I don’t care what she does to me, but I don’t want her to hurt you. She’s capable of ruining your college reputation and I don’t want that to happen.”

Kat stared at him without replying. She already knew what he was about to say. What she didn’t expect was the lump in her throat.

“I can’t see you again, Kat.”

She nodded, swallowing the sudden sadness. “I know.”

“But,” he said, clasping his hands with a satisfactory smile. “Graduation is in a few months, right?”

She nodded. “That’s right.”

“Which means you won’t be my student anymore. Come find me then, won’t you?”

“You bet… Daddy.” Kat gave him a sly wink before sauntering out, already counting down the days to summer.

THE END.
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Shh… Don’t Tell Mother

“I don't screw my mom's leftovers, sorry.”

He looked a little hurt, and she immediately felt guilty.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. I’m just not interested in sharing men with my mom. She has no qualms about it, but it's not for me.”

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing. Just… let's just about everything, okay?”

His gaze pierced her. “What if I don't want to?”

“Then you're on your own.”

She tried to move past him, but he held her wrist.

“Are you trying to convince me, or yourself?”

“Daxon, let me go.”

He gripped her other hand, pulling her against his body. Against his arousal. She looked down and saw the bulge in his pants. Fuck. Her pussy throbbed in her panties.

“Please,” she whispered, but she had no clue what she was begging for. Was it for him to let her go, or fuck her right there on the balcony? She would surely get a kick from knowing Debra was so near.

Her common sense kicked in. Open relationship or not, she didn't want to get between Daxon and Debra. She had to pass on tasting this delectable man once more.

But the instant his lips touched hers, it was over.


Chapter 1

Mika stared at the text message from her best friend, the words slightly blurred because she had just woken from a nap. She rubbed the residual sleep from her eyes before replying to Kaleen's invitation to go clubbing tonight.

She didn’t feel like it. Not after getting a call from her ex that plunged her into depression for an entire day. Ooh… that asshole. After a year of his absence, it was such a shock when she answered the unknown call and heard his voice on the other end. The call lasted for a second because she hung up at once, but it was enough to ruin her entire day.

Yes, she needed the distraction. A night on the dance floor couldn't cure her depression, but it would temper it for a while.

I’ll be there, was her texted reply, then she dropped the phone to the bed and plopped down with a sigh.

Staring at the ceiling, she pondered where her relationship with Matt had gone wrong. He tried to blame her busy schedule for his cheating, but that was the worst excuse ever. Sure, having a double major meant she spent a lot of time studying, but she tried her best to carve out time to be with him. Plus, they'd practically lived together in her mother's house, which meant they were together every day. But that wasn’t enough for him. Their one-year relationship got flushed down the drain because he couldn’t keep it in his pants.

What was it about her that attracted unfaithful men? She’d begun to think she was cursed. Every relationship ended because her boyfriends kept sticking their cocks in other women.

Their unfaithfulness had nothing to do with her appearance. She didn’t have the body of a supermodel, but she made heads turn with her curves. Ass, hips, thick thighs… for a long time she hated her voluptuous figure. Her mom did nothing to help. In fact, her constant comments about Mika's size eight frame made her believe for a long time that she was overweight. But her confidence got an instant makeover when she started college. In the real world, there were women with a little meat on their bones. Not everyone was a size zero like her mother.

No, Mika wasn't unattractive. She just attracted the wrong type, that was it. Guys who weren’t ready to settle down.

Maybe it was time to try an older man…

She sat up with a sigh, noticing the time. If she wanted to make it to the club, she had to start getting ready now. She didn't have a great track record with being on time.

A long shower preceded two hours in the mirror while she tried to get her makeup and hair right. Satisfied, it took another half hour to decide on what outfit to wear. She finally settled on a bodycon mini dress with a belt to accentuate her waist.

Her cell phone chirped as she closed her apartment door. Without checking, she knew it was Kaleen cussing her out for being late. Well, she tried. It just wasn’t her thing for being punctual.

Her foot was heavy on the gas pedal as she drove to the club that recently opened uptown. She tried not to think of Matt and how his actions almost ruined her for another man. She hadn’t dated in a year because she was so scared to fall in love again. But this was a fresh start. She had a good feeling about tonight…

Matt's betrayal was a slap to her face, and it hurt like hell. But he didn't deserve her tears or her moping. It was time to move on with her life.

As she reversed in the club’s parking lot, her phone lit up once more. But it wasn't a text message; it was a phone call from her mom. Mika sucked her teeth and cut the ringer, tucking the phone in her purse. Besides Matt, her mother was the last person she wanted to talk to. Just the thought of Debra triggered a surge of anger. She swallowed it, along with the misery from her ex, and put a smile on her face. Screw them both. Tonight she would dance it all away.

The club was brimming with energy, twisting lights, booming music and a heavy alcohol scent. The dance floor was alive with writhing bodies. The sight energized Mika, and when she spotted Kaleen in a corner booth, she grinned, ready to party the night away.

“Hey, girl, you look amaze balls,” Kaleen said, fluffing Mika's dark hair.

“Look who's talking!”

Kaleen's gold sequined romper complimented her light brown skin and hugged her slender body. Her dreadlocked hair was piled on top of her head in a ponytail, with the ends brushing her shoulders. She wore gold loop earnings and a tiny gold stud in her nose.

Mika and Kaleen went way back from the sixth grade, when Kaleen slapped the shit out of a boy who kept bullying Mika. They had been best friends ever since. Total opposites, but they made it work. Where Mika was a little reluctant to talk about her feelings, Kaleen had no reservations. Her unfiltered mouth spewed whatever came to her mind.

“Yeah, yeah I know I look good.” Kaleen popped her tongue and did a little twirl.

Mika laughed, feeling much better than before. Hanging with Kaleen was definitely what she needed.

“Come on,” Kaleen said, beckoning to the bar. “Let's get drunk!”

The drinks flowed. As soon as Mika finished a cocktail, another was placed before her and soon her body was on fire, itching for a turn on the dance floor. Grabbing Kaleen, she merged with the pulsing crowd, rocking her body to the hip-hop beat. The music hit her, and she threw her head back with a primal scream, pulling the attention of others around her. She didn’t care if anyone thought she was crazy. After yesterday's BS, this was what she needed; to let go, have fun.

“Hey,” Kaleen leaned in, shouting to compete with the music. “Don’t look now, but someone's got his eyes on you.”

Mika scoffed. “He's a man, so I don’t care.”

“Uh… you probably need to look before you say that again.”

“What, is he hot? There’s plenty of them around here. Not interested.”

But Kaleen's remarks already intrigued her. She had to look. Turning her back to Kaleen, she backed her ass on her friend while glancing to where Kaleen had been staring a few seconds ago. Her glance should have been discreet, but when his magnetic gaze caught hers, she could not look away.

The first thing she noticed was his dark unruly hair and how it fell over his eyes and made him so goddamn sexy. His body was just as hot. The leather jacket he wore did wonders for his broad shoulders. Dark jeans covered his long legs. He looked older, possibly about late thirties, which made him more intriguing. Wasn't it just tonight she decided to switch to older men?

A long beat passed as she stood staring at him. He stared right back. Then he smiled, a sexy, lopsided smile that made her stomach flutter.

Mika whipped around to Kaleen who gave her a knowing grin.

“Still not interested, huh?”

“Oh, shush.” But her cheeks were burning, her heart racing like crazy. How could a stranger affect her so much?

“He's coming this way,” Kaleen said.

“Seriously?”


Chapter 2

Her first thought was to walk away, escape this crazy feeling. She obviously had too much to drink. But her legs kept her rooted to the spot. She caught a whiff of citrus before his figure came into view.

“Hi.”

She stared up at him, unable to speak, until Kaleen nudged her side. “Oh, hi.”

He offered her his hand. “I'm Daxon.”

“Hi. I’m Mika. This is Kaleen.”

Daxon gave Kaleen a smile and returned his attention to Mika.

“Girl, if you don’t want him, I’ll take him off your hands!” Kaleen whispered in her ear, then chuckled when Mika playfully shoved her away.

“Do you mind if I dance with you?” Daxon asked.

Oh, he's so polite, Mika thought. Most guys her age would just grind their crotches on her backside without asking. Hmmm. It was probably worth pursuing; dating an older man.

“Sure,” she said to him.

As if on cue, the music changed to a slow tempo. Daxon moved closer to her, his big hands wrapping around her lower arms and pulling her to him. Their bodies slightly touched, but even then she could feel his hardness under the leather jacket.

Daxon's hand slipped around her lower back, and he closed the tiny gap between them. His scent washed over her. She inhaled, and it flooded her senses, creating an instant wave of arousal that made her feel warm and chilly at once. Tiny goosebumps covered her skin, but there was also a blistering heat.

She let herself go. They began a sensual dance, their bodies touching, then breaking apart, each time bringing more of that hot-and-cold feeling. She grew aware of his roaming hands. They weren’t groping, just lightly touching parts of her body, teasing her. Their eyes locked. The hunger in Daxon's eyes was clear as day. For an instant she thought he would kiss her, their faces were so close…

The song ended, then another began. Still they danced, shutting out the world.

Heat continued to rise, surrounding her, filling her, leaving her moist and aching and almost desperate for release. She was so turned on, she would have fucked Daxon right there on the dance floor. Undoubtedly, it was a moment charged with sensuality. 

Without notice, the music stopped, and the DJ came on the mic. Mika's body vibrated when Daxon left her go. She was so out of breath, her body on fire. From Daxon's ravenous stare, he was just as hot for her. She waited— prayed for him to make a move. She'd never wanted a man so much.

But he didn't make a move. He stood there, staring at the ringing cell phone in his hand. Feeling dismissed, she turned and walked away. She was almost at the bar when he caught her arm to stop her. She did, then waited for him to face her.

“Sorry about back there,” he said. “That was a… a…”

“No need to explain.” He probably had a line of women vying for his attention.

He smiled, and there was a relieved look on his face. “Can I buy you a drink?”

“Of course.”

She spied Kaleen chatting it up with a jock from their class. Brett Housley. Kaleen had always had a crush on the football star, but he'd never noticed her until tonight. Mika figured Kaleen's body-hugging romper had something to do with his attention. She shook her head. Boys. She wanted nothing to do with them anymore.

She followed Daxon to the bar. He waited for her to sit before he took a seat on the stool beside her. The bartender slid the menu to them at once. Daxon took his, opened it, then paused before placing it on the table.

“Come on,” he said to Mika. “I know somewhere better we can go.”

Without waiting for her response, he took her hand. Her butt had barely left the stool before he moved off. She almost tripped, trying to keep up with him.

“Wait a minute. Where are you taking me?”

“Upstairs,” he simply said, leading her down a narrow hallway. They reached the foot of a staircase and Daxon ascended, taking her with him. At the top, they entered a balcony where another bar lay against the wall, with chairs and tables laid out. Up there, the noise from the club was hardly heard, which meant they could converse without having to compete with the music.

It was a lovely night too, with good weather. Plus, there was only a handful of people around. Even better. Daxon pulled out a chair for Mika, then took the one across from her. A server came at once with their menus.

“How did you know about this place?” Mika asked Daxon. “It seems a little top secret.”

What she wanted to ask him was, how many women have you taken here?

Daxon shook his head. “Not really. Millennials stick to the club, where the action is. The Gen X folks come here when they want a break from the noise.”

“Oh.”

For a moment she'd forgotten their age gap. Especially seeing Daxon up close. His golden skin was flawless, wrinkle-free. The only evidence of his age was the slight graying where his sideburns were.

“Do you mind if I ask your age?”

He smiled before replying, “I’m forty-five.”

“Wow…” She examined his face closely. “You don’t look a day over thirty-six.”

Her response earned her a smile that spread his thick lips and left a sparkle in his eyes.

“You flatter me.”

“It's the truth.”

He nodded, and by his expression she couldn't tell if her believed her or not.

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-one.”

He nodded again, as if he was processing her response.

“What, no telling me that I look years younger than I am?”

He scoffed. “If that was the case, then I'd have no business approaching you tonight.”

Their eyes locked for a moment. Mika was the first to look away.

Her eyes searched the table as she asked, “Why did you approach me?”

“Because I want you, Mika.”

Her gaze shot up to meet his. There was no beating around the bush, none of the mind games the guys her age usually played. Mika had lost count the many times she had been confused about a boy's feelings towards her, because his actions didn’t match his words. Now this, it was a breath of fresh air.

“What, cat got your tongue?” he asked.

“Why me?”

She thought a man like Daxon would have pursued a sample size. A supermodel would look good on his arm. It boosted her confidence a little that she caught his attention.

“Why not you?”

Okay, so that wasn't the response she expected. She thought he would have told her she was the most beautiful girl in the club, or something like that. Wasn't that how men responded when they wanted to get in a woman's panties?

“What do you mean?” she asked him.

He leaned forward with a soft sigh. Their hands almost touched on the table. “Mika, let me be honest. I’ve been approaching women my entire adult life. But I'd never been more…” he paused as if searching for the right word…. “Tentative to catch your attention. For the first time in my life, I second-guessed myself, wondering if I should take a shot. You had this air of confidence that made you seem a little off limits.”

All this time he spoke, Mika stared at him open-mouthed. When he stopped, she slapped the table with a disbelieving laugh. “What?”

“I’m serious.”

“And this isn’t a ruse to get in my panties, right?”

A wicked gleam filled his eyes. He gripped her hand, released it, then relaxed in his chair, still watching her.

“I promise you, Mika, I don’t need a ruse to get you in my bed.”

An instant arousal swirled in her lower abdomen. Luckily, the server returned just then with their drinks, saving her from replying. She nursed her drink while contemplating how she wanted the night to end. Daxon was back to being preoccupied with his phone. She couldn't understand the sudden flare of jealousy that erupted when she considered who the texter was on the other end. She had no doubt it was a woman. His wife, maybe. Was he married? She looked at his ring finger and there was no sign of a wedding band.

“Are you married?”

There was no use trying to decide his marital status on her own when the answer lay before her. He stopped typing, then dropped the phone in his pocket.

“No. Are you?”

She chuckled. “I’m too young for marriage. What are you waiting for, though?”

“What, you think I’m too old to be single?”

Her face burned when she realized she'd insulted him with her question. “Uh—no, I just wondered—”

“Relax, I’m just messing you,” he said with a chuckle. Then his smile disappeared, and he stared directly at her. “I’m just waiting for the right woman, that’s all.”

The way he said it made Mika feel she was the woman he'd been waiting for. But that was nonsense. Daxon just wanted to fuck her.

After midnight, the bartender signaled they were about to close, so Daxon paid the bill and took Mika downstairs again. The club had begun to thin out, and she searched the sparse crowd for Kaleen. But it seemed her best friend had already left with Brett. A quick text confirmed it. She walked with Daxon to the exit. Time to call it a night, though a part of her didn't want to. She wanted to get to know Daxon.

“So… this was fun,” she said, looking up at him. The other patrons struggled to pass them on the narrow sidewalk.

“It was.”

She stuck out her hand to him. “Nice meeting you, Daxon.”

He took her hand, but he didn't let go. “How about a nightcap?”

“Thought we just had one.”

“Mhm…” His hold on her tightened. “That’s not the kind of nightcap I had in mind.”

Desire surged through her, but there was also a measure of doubt. Before her was a tall, dark, and handsome man who clearly wanted to rock her world. But she'd never had a one-night stand; had never thought of it. She was a girl looking for love, commitment, marriage, and kids. When the time was right, of course. Right now her studies and future biomedical career was her focus. She had no time to mess around. But Daxon… oh, if ever she had to make an exception, this was it.

It would be a pity to walk away…

“Lead the way,” she said to him.


Chapter 3

Mika was aware she was a little tipsy. Her steps faltered a little as Daxon led her down the cobblestone pathway from the parking lot to his apartment building. A little inebriated, yes, but it didn't influence her decision tonight. She wanted this, him.

But that didn't stop her heart from racing like mad when Daxon opened his apartment door. She followed him inside while trying to push aside her father's warning to stay away from strangers. She was a big girl, capable of defending herself. Her dad's push for her to take krav maga classes was a wise thing, after all. Besides, Daxon seemed pretty harmless, didn't he?

But when he turned to stare at her, harmless was the last thing that came to mind. The day-old stubble made him look hot and dangerous and every bit the kind of man her father warned her about. It made her want him even more.

He dropped his keys on a nearby table, still watching her. She felt compelled to break the silence.

“You have a nice home—”

He launched at her, the movement so swift and sudden, stealing her breath. But she quickly recovered. Her lips parted on a moan as he slipped his tongue inside her. She tasted a hint of scotch and a sweetness that was unique to him. Her fingers curled into his t-shirt as she deepened her strokes, giving just as much as she got.

The kissing intensified. Their fingers got busy, stripping, throwing clothes in all directions as they hurried to get naked. Mika was like a bitch in heat. Pulling down her panties, she noticed how soaked they were with her arousal. She'd never wanted to be fucked so hard in her life.

Finally they were both naked and Daxon reached for her, kissing her from head to stomach, trailing his tongue over her abs, through her cleavage, licking the base of her throat and moving up to her neck. She whimpered and shuddered when his lips touched a sweet spot she didn't know existed.

He backed her against the wall, his hands kneading her breasts before he dipped to suck her nipples. Mika was already out of breath from his onslaught and they had barely just began. Could she survive this one-night stand?

Daxon was on a mission, it seemed, his mouth and fingers competing to give her pleasure and both being neck and neck in the race. He lifted her, and Mika felt like a rag doll in his arms as he effortlessly moved her to the couch. His mouth sucked on her nipples once more, while he slipped two fingers inside her.

“Oh, God yes…”

Her eyes filled with tears, so intense was the pleasure from that single move. It got further intense when he began stroking her, his dark, lustful gaze locked with hers. Mika gripped her roots and rocked her hips as he began twisting his fingers inside her.

He added a third finger, and Mika's moans filled the entire room. She writhed on the couch, totally caught up with delirious pleasure. He increased the pressure, digging, churning, the tension more pronounced on his face. The harder he finger-fucked her, the more she struggled to breathe right. Her face became flushed from the endless pleasure.

Daxon slowed down, eyeing her with a careful look. “Breathe, Mika.”

She inhaled and exhaled. Her heart rate normalized. But just long enough for him to start ramming her hole once more. Just when she thought the pleasure couldn’t get more intense, he dipped his head and sucked her clit.

“Oh!”

The floodgates opened. Her sex tightened.

“You like that, huh?” Daxon murmured when he came up for air, her juices smearing his face.

“Oh, yes I do. So much…”

“Show me.”

Mika dropped to her knees before him, taking his erect cock into her mouth. Daxon hissed, and the sound encouraged her to swallow every inch of him. He was well endowed, so it took great effort. But when he gripped her hair and began pumping, she knew it was worth it. She had no doubt Daxon was an experienced man who probably got his cock sucked every night. His response meant she was doing something right.

Her head bobbed to a steady rhythm, moving back and forth, his cock touching the base of her throat, her lips sucking the tip. The agony on Daxon's face was everything. It gave her a kick she was evoking this torture on an older man. Matt once called her a close-minded prude… if only he could see her now. She almost laughed at the thought. Was she the same girl lying depressed in her bed a few hours ago?

Daxon gripped her hair and began fucking her mouth harder, his lower lip caught between his teeth, his eyes closed. He looked so sexy and vulnerable at once, and she couldn’t stand it.

The salty taste of his pre-cum hit her mouth, and she swallowed, then tightened her lips around him. Cursing, he eased from her and gripped his cock.

“Not yet,” he growled.

He lifted her, then slipped his arms under her thighs. Mika wrapped her arms around his neck. He took her mouth for a long, hard kiss, and while their tongues dueled, he entered her.

Mika broke the kiss with a, “fuck, this is so good…”

She threw her head back with a long whimper.

“That’s an understatement,” Daxon whispered.

The emotion on his face was hard to decipher. It was raw and enchanting and made her stomach flip. He eased out to the tip and her pussy tightened to keep him in, then he buried himself to the hilt and it rejoiced to have him back.

Mika knew Daxon was no gentleman, at least, not in bed. She had a feeling sex with him would be rough. But this… this was next level. He penetrated her with a force, filling stretching, working her pussy. Mika whimpered like a baby as he violently rammed into her.

“God damn, you're killing me, Daxon…” she said between breaths.

He gave her a look that told her he'd barely scratched the surface. His cock swelled inside her, filling her tight hole even more, and he bent his knees, his rough breaths sounding as he picked up the pace. The muscles in his arms tightened. The room became blurry, so hard was she being fucked by Daxon's amazing cock. She wanted him to stop so her pussy could get a break, but the ecstasy was so good she didn't want to lose it.

Their bodies connected, making a slapping noise as they collided. Mika's breasts juggled from the force. The violent penetration made her head spin, but oh, she loved it. This was just what she needed.

Daxon made a sudden pause. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” she breathlessly replied.

His query surprised her. Matt never checked on her while they were fucking. All he cared about was getting off. Why the hell had she been heartbroken over that asshole?

“Good,” Daxon said, then laid her on the carpet.

Mika had no time to wonder about his intention when he flipped her on her stomach and raised her hips so she was on her knees, her ass and pussy totally exposed to his onslaught. Whatever he wanted to do to her, there would be no resistance from her. She was ready for another vision-blurry round. Her shapely buttocks bounced against his flat stomach as he pressed inside her and began fucking with the same speed as before. She sank her face into the carpet and it partially drowned out her screams.

He didn't stop, he kept ramming into her, paying no attention to her deafening screams, and she wouldn't have wanted him to stop either. He slapped her ass so hard it stung, the action unexpectedly arousing her. His strokes became longer, deeper, touching her sensitive spot. Mika's body quivered from a devastating orgasm. She couldn't stifle the great scream that struggled to get out. Her ass rolled against him as his cock milked every ounce of climax from her.

Daxon wasn't done. Not even close. Her body was still shaking when he lifted her from the carpet and brought her to his bedroom, throwing her on the massive bed. She'd barely landed on the soft sheets when he spread her thighs to their maximum width. He mounted her, and his pelvis grazed her clit as he rammed into her at breakneck speed.

The sensation was unique; as he fucked her hole, her clit was getting a dose of pleasure, too. Their gazes locked and held. Mika was so enraptured by his ardent stare, she couldn't look away. She didn't want to. There was something about this man…

“You're so beautiful,” he whispered, and the words stole her breath. No man had ever called her beautiful. Hot, sexy, great boobs, yes, but never beautiful. Her cheeks got red, and she couldn’t stifle the smile.

But it disappeared when he began moving inside her once more, his cock rolling through her with deliberate speed. Another orgasm washed over her, and from the bliss on his face, he was right at the edge, too. A sexy groan left him as he quickly pulled out, spurting his cum on her belly, then he collapsed on the bed with a weary sigh.

“Fucking epic,” he moaned into the sheet.

Mika agreed. This was beyond anything she'd experienced in her life. No other man came close to Daxon's prowess.

But now it was time to go. She'd heard stories from guys about women who wanted to sleep over after a one-night stand. She didn't want Daxon to think she was the clingy type, so she rose to leave the bed. But his hand on her arm made her pause.

Daxon smiled at her. He looked so goddamn sexy and cute, and for the first time she noticed the color of his eyes. The sparkle in his emerald orbs made her stomach clench once more.

“Stay,” he murmured.

She shouldn't. It was too dangerous to spend the night with a man who completely wiped the memories of her heartbreak with the strokes of his cock. A man like Daxon was easy to fall for. She had a feeling if she did, there would be no rebound cure if he broke her heart.

“Yes, I’ll stay,” she said to him.

She allowed him to pull her close to his rock-hard body. Her eyes closed with an overwhelming sigh. Feeling him against her, sniffing his powerful scent, it was enough to make her want more of this. But it was a definite no-no.

His fingers traced the tattoo on her wrist. He lifted her arm to kiss the spot, and she stiffened. He didn’t seem to notice. His lips touched it once more, then again. Desire flared in her belly.

“What's the story behind this ink?” he asked her.

She closed her eyes at the unpleasant memory. On a whim, she and Matt and decided to tattoo their names on each other's wrist. But after his betrayal, she returned to the tattoo shop to cover his name with the phoenix that now decorated her wrist.

“I'd rather not talk about it,” she said.

Daxon released her wrist at once. “Okay.”

He didn’t say another word, just settled down and pulled her to him once more. His breathing soon slowed. Mika waited until she was sure he'd fallen asleep then she quietly moved from his arms and the bed. She dressed in record speed, then tiptoed from his apartment.

When the door closed behind her, she put on her shoes and hurried to the lift. The sex had been incredible, addictive. She was already aching for another taste. But it meant she would be treading dangerous waters.


Chapter 4

Two Days Later

“I can’t believe it," Kaleen whispered to Mika as they left the last class for the day. “You, Michaela Dominika Sarsgaard, had a one-night stand?”

Mika frowned at her. “My government name, really?”

She'd hated being called Michaela since she was a kid. Debra's mother gave her that name and she was nothing but a cruel bitch, spanking Mika when Debra made her babysit. She wanted to do a deed poll to change her name, but her dad would hear none of it. His recent heart attack made her think twice about defying him. He meant the world to her.

“So… how was it?”

“Come on, Kaleen, you know I don't kiss and tell.”

“Pretty please… just a synopsis.”

Mika huffed, then smiled. “Girl, it was a-mazing! I can't even…”

“Oh, wow. Now I’m jealous. Especially since my night with Brett was a waste. All he wanted was to get himself off, and he wasn't any good. Very meh.”

“I’m sorry, hon.”

“Pshh. It's nothing believe me. Now I can stop wasting time pining over him.”

Mika's cell phone rang, and she checked the screen then rolled her eyes. It was Debra. She promised to meet her mom for lunch and she was already ten minutes late. But she didn't care to rush.

“So… when are you seeing the sexy mystery man again?”

“I don’t know… I kinda sneaked out that night. Plus, we didn't exchange phone numbers.”

Kaleen paused so abruptly another student almost ran into her back. She apologized then glared at Mika.

“Let me get this straight. You had the best sex of your life and walked away from it. What the hell's wrong with you?”

“Nothing.”

Everything. She'd been a mess since that night, regretting leaving Daxon one minute, then trying to convince herself she'd made the right decision. She had her fill, and it was enough.

“Girl, he's got that demon cock you're always talking about. I can’t afford to get addicted to it.”

“Oh, damn, girl.”

Plus, Daxon seemed like a player. The last thing she wanted was to fall for an unavailable man. She couldn’t handle another heartbreak again.

Her phone vibrated in her hand. Debra. She sighed and dropped it in her bag.

“I gotta go, Kaleen. Debra wants to meet for lunch.”

Kaleen tsked with a head shake. “I don't know how the hell you still talk to her after what she did to you.”

“Growth, Kaleen.”

And the promise she made to her dad. He was rooting for them to mend the fence but Mika had no clue if that was possible. Debra was a selfish bitch who thought Mika was being extra for prolonging their feud.

She cruised to the fast casual restaurant where Debra had made reservations. Her mother claimed she had exciting news, but Mika didn't really care. She just wanted to check this lunch date off her to-do list and report to her dad.

Her relationship with her mom had always been rocky. Debra had never wanted kids. Having Mika was just to satisfy her father's need for a child. Mika's father was the only one present at her ballet recitals and cheerleading competitions, and he took her to every krav maga class. He chaperoned her first date. Her mother was always on the sidelines of her life, too busy to be the full-time parent Mika wanted her to be.

But their relationship took a nosedive last year. No. It was worse than that. She literally denounced her mother when she came home early from a study marathon and caught Matt sneaking from Debra's room.

Since her parents’ divorce when she was fifteen, Debra had become obsessed with dating well below her age group. It made Mika cringe whenever she saw Debra with a guy young enough to be her older brother. But that was her choice. She respected it. Until it hit close to home.

Seeing Matt's hard-on immediately canceled his explanation he was helping Debra fix a leak in her bathroom. The love bites on her mom's neck and her swollen lips confirmed everything she needed to know. She had just interrupted her mom fucking her boyfriend.

Debra, who should have been looking out for her and Matt, who Mika offered a place to stay because he had a fight with his dad. The red flags had been present when Debra quickly approved of Matt staying over. She shouldn't have ignored it. Debra never lift a finger to help anyone unless there was something in it for her. Matt's nine-inch cock was definitely something.

Greedy, spiteful Debra. No doubt she heard Mika's moaning down the hall and wanted a taste.

It took her months before she could bear to look at her mother again. Talking to her took an entire year. That was her dad's doing. She hated his ‘live peacefully with all men' speech. Debra didn’t deserve her forgiveness.

But for her dad's sake, she buried her grudge and tried to get along with her mom. Debra claimed she was done with younger men but Mika knew that would be a freezing day in hell.

She stepped into the busy restaurant and the hostess immediately greeted and led her to a table near the window. Her mother stood as she approached, and Mika shook her head. Debra's gesture wasn't to greet her daughter but to show off her outfit.

“Hey, Sweetie.” Air kisses, then a slow twirl, then Debra grinned at her. “How do I look?”

“Great, I guess,” Mika dryly replied. She really looked amazing. The fitted white jeans and the silk spaghetti top did wonders for her figure. Her back-length blond hair had fresh curls and hung loosely around her slender shoulders.

“You're just saying that, just to make me shut up.”

“No, Debra. I’m serious. You look great.” She dropped her book bag on the spare seat and sat down.

“Oh, no honey. That seat's taken.”

Mika’s forehead creased as she stared at her mom. “Taken by who?”

“That’s the surprise I told you about. There's someone I want you to meet.”

Mika stared at the seat, her frown deepening. “What, you're dating invisible men now?”

“Ha, ha. Hilarious.”

Mika lifted the book bag and placed it on the table. Her mother changed boyfriends every other month. It was exhausting keeping up with her.

“I met this man a few weeks ago. Hot, wealthy, great in bed—”

“Uh-uh, stop.” Mika raised her palm at her. “I don’t need to hear about your escapades. Ew.”

“He owns a multi-million dollar software company, and…”

Mika tuned her out for a minute. Trust Debra to zone in on a man's best attribute; his wealth. At least, according to her.

“… Daxon's business meeting ran behind schedule. He'll be here soon.”

“Huh? What’s his name?”

Debra frowned a little before saying, “aren’t you listening to me? His name is Daxon.”

Hearing the name triggered an immediate stomach flip. That wasn’t a popular name, was it? Could it be?

Nah.

There was no way she fucked her mother's man Friday night. No frigging way. Although, it would be karma at its finest.

“Oh, there he is now,” Debra said, waving her hand in the air. Mika's back faced the door so she couldn’t see him. But she was praying so hard it wasn’t the man who had been haunting her dreams since Friday night.

Debra pushed to her feet with a giggle. Mika remained sitting, too afraid to turn around. Her fingers were crossed. She knew the instant he approached because she caught a whiff of his scent.

His citrus scent.

Her stomach dropped.


Chapter 5

Mika heard a smooching sound, and she imagined Debra throwing herself at Daxon and planting a big kiss on him. She didn't want to look, couldn't bear seeing her mom do the things she fantasized doing with Daxon. Like wrapping her arms around him and pressing her body to his powerful frame. Taking his lips, kissing him until the thirst went away. Breathing in the scent that made her feel so happy and warm—God, why?

She struggled to keep her expression neutral as Debra brought him around the table. But it was so difficult, with him looking the way he did. His hair wasn't tousled like a few nights ago but he still looked hot with it neatly styled. His shirt sleeves were rolled up to his elbows and the top buttons were undone. Sexy. Delicious. She gently wet her lips.

The shock crossed Daxon's expression so fast she almost missed it.

“Honey, this is Daxon, my uh…” she squinted her eyes at him as if she was trying to decide which category to place him. “My new… friend. Daxon, meet my daughter Mika.”

Daxon smiled and offered her his hand. But the smile didn't reach his eyes.

“Nice to meet you, Mika.”

Mika hesitated. Debra gave her a don’t blow this for me look and she resisted the urge to roll her eyes. She stuck out her hand to meet his, ignoring the flare of arousal she experienced the second their hands connected.

“Nice to meet you, Daxon.”

He took the spare seat. Mika’s mind immediately worked to find an excuse to leave. She couldn't bear watching Debra fawn over a man who had been inside her mere days ago. A man who made her want more than just one night. Life was a cruel bitch. Why did she always get the short end of the stick?

The server came with his notepad and pen at the ready. She ordered a random item from the menu, not caring what it was. She wasn't hungry, anyway. There was lump in her throat that made swallowing difficult.

“So, Honey, is there anything you want to ask Daxon?”

Debra's comment made her look up and her eyes met Daxon's. “Uh… no.”

Debra's smile diminished a little. “Come on, Sweetie. I brought you here so you could get to know Daxon. It’s important you two get along.”

Daxon's jaw tightened, and he looked just as uncomfortable as Mika felt.

Why don't you stop with the pretense, Debra? Stop calling me Sweetie and Honey because you want Daxon to think you’re mother of the year when you’re the frigging total opposite.

But she said none of that. Still, she tried to invent a reason to leave. Nothing came to mind. Besides, she'd promised Dad she would clear her afternoon for Debra.

“Daxon? Is there anything you want to ask my Michaela?”

Mika scowled at her. Debra didn't seem to notice.

“I'd prefer getting to know Mika under natural circumstances,” Daxon said. “This feels a little… forced, don’t you think?”

“Uh… sure, whatever you say.”

“Besides, I have a feeling Mika and I will get along perfectly well.”

Mika tore her eyes from him, her cheeks on fire from his fiery gaze.

“Boo…” Debra gave them both thumbs down. “You guys are boring as hell.”

“Fine,” Mika said. “Daxon, ask me anything.”

Daxon gave her a long stare before he asked, “that tattoo on your wrist. What does it mean?”

Mika's face flushed, especially when she remembered the lust in his eyes and his lips kissing that very spot. There was a similar flame burning within his emerald orbs. But it was a little more controlled now. Maybe it was because of Debra's presence.

“That’s very personal,” she replied.

“You said I could ask anything, didn't you?”

Why the hell is he looking at me like that?

Like a starving man. And she was a plate of steak. Fuck. How was it possible a simple look could arouse her so much? Scratch that. It wasn’t a simple look. It was hot, lust-filled, leaving flutters in her stomach that made her squirm in her seat. She had to get out of here, now.

“Mika, don't be rude. Just answer the question.”

The disapproving look from Debra annoyed her. Add it to the range of emotions she experienced within a few minutes and she had become like an unpinned grenade. She grabbed her book bag from the table.

“I have to go.”

“Sweetie, you promised me an entire afternoon. Plus the food's not here yet.”

Yeah, I promised, but I don't owe you shit, Mika thought.

“I have a lot of assignments to get done. We'll catch up some other time, okay?” she said out loud.

Her gaze locked on top of Daxon's neatly styled hair. She couldn't bear looking into his eyes again.

“Good to meet you, Daxon. See you around.”

“But Mika—”

She gave Debra a kiss on her cheeks to placate her. But it wasn't enough.

“You owe me one.”

“Fine. Whatever. Gotta go.”

Her legs moved at top speed through the restaurant and didn't slow down until she got into her car. She slapped her steering wheel with a curse then buried her head within the center.

Disappointment, anger, sadness. They all took turns pulling her deeper into depression. After meeting Daxon, she thought her romantic life had taken a turn for better. Now all she experienced was a sensation like being stabbed in the chest, and a feeling like she would never be cheerful again.

Thanks to Debra.

Again.


Chapter 6

“Ugh, Daddy. I don't want to go.”

“Mika, you promised to mend fences with your mother, didn't you?” her father’s gruff tone replied.

She dropped to her couch with a sigh, pulling the gum from her mouth and pinching it between her fingers. “I said I would try.”

She'd done more than try. Replying to Debra's text messages was as appealing as eating cow dung, but she did it. She always gritted her teeth and showed up for lunch with Debra and followed her to patience-thinning shopping trips—what more did her dad want? Wasn't this enough proof she had forgiven her mom for being a man-stealing bitch?

“Listen, Mika, I don't know how long I have left on this earth—”

“Daddy, please don't talk like that.”

His heart attack almost wrecked her world. It was one of the worst days of her life, getting the call from her stepmother that her dad had collapsed on the golf course. He had always been healthy; exercise, slept well, done his routine checkups. So the heart attack had shocked and scared her to pieces. Turned out it was a mild one, but her father had become a prophet of doom since then and kept using his health scare to blackmail her into forgiving Debra.

“It’s reality, honey. If I'm gone, your mom is all you'll have. I need you to work on making things right. Meet her halfway, please.”

“Dad, nothing's ever been right between Mom and I, you know that.”

“It matters not. What you need to do is let go of the past and move on. Matt wasn't the man for you. The right man is out there, and who knows? Maybe your mom helped clear the way for Mr. Right.”

At once, an image of Daxon flashed across her thoughts, evoking a stomach flip. As always, just the thought of him made her queasy inside. Discovering he was her mother's new flame should have sent her running in the opposite direction. But she couldn't get him off her mind. Whenever she closed her eyes she remembered that night… his lips tasting her, his cock pounding her body to the mattress. Her body ached for him. Burned for his touch. There was no escaping the hunger. A part of her didn't want to.

“You're probably right, Dad.” Matt definitely wasn't the one. But while she was thankful she saw his true colors before she got too deep, she didn't appreciate how it happened. Debra could have any man she wanted. Why hers?

“I know I’m right,” her dad said. “Now, promise me you'll get your butt down to Palm Beach. Your mom went all out to put this party together. The least you can do is show up.”

“Fine.”

Though she last thing she wanted was to see Daxon again, and there was no doubt he would be there. Debra would never pass on the opportunity to show off her hot new boyfriend to her girlfriends.

Her stomach clenched at the thought.

She hung up the call from her dad as her doorbell rang. Kaleen. Her best friend had made plans for them to study for finals together. But exams were the last thing on her mind and Kaleen noticed the minute the door opened.

“Oh, girl…” she cocked her head and gave Mika a pitiful stare. “Still hung up on Daxon?”

Mika released the doorknob with a groan. She walked back to the couch and Kaleen followed, dumping her book bag on the coffee table.

“Why can’t I stop thinking about him, though? I mean, he’s a jerk for sleeping with me while he’s getting in with my mom, right?”

“Well… I mean, it was random sex. Plus, it's not like he knew you were Debra's kid. Another thing, did you consider they're not yet exclusive? From what you told me, it doesn’t seem like they’re serious.”

“You're probably right.”

“I am right,” Kaleen said, a mischievous look crossing her face. “Which means he's ripe for the picking.”

“Girl, no.” But her response was weak.

“Girl, yes. Debra fucked your man. I think you should return the favor.”

It was a daring thought, and it was gaining strength. But she didn't want to think of her actions being a deliberate attempt to spite Debra. This was something else. What she felt that night with Daxon was…

Real?

Right?

At the very least, the chemistry between them was undeniable. Not just that night, either. At the table, there was no mistaking the need in his eyes. Or the arousal that flooded her insides. Yes, there was something. But she couldn't pursue it. She wasn’t like Debra.

“I can't.”

Kaleen gave her a wry look. “Girl, you are crazy for not getting revenge on your mom. You know she deserves it.”

“Yes, she does. But this isn't about Debra. It's about my heart.”

“Should I even ask what that means?”

Mika leaned against the couch with a sigh. “Daxon’s the type I easily fall for, Kaleen. We had a single encounter and I can’t stop thinking about him. Can you imagine what it would do to me if I sleep with him again? I just can’t.”

“Well,” Kaleen said with a sigh, reaching into her book bag. “Since you've resolved that dilemma, why don't we get some work done?”

Mika nodded in agreement, but her insides were as unsettled as the decision she'd just made.

Two Weeks Later

“Enjoying the party?”

The hair on the back of Mika's neck prickled at the sound of Daxon's smooth voice. She moved from the balcony to look at him. Below them, the party was in full swing on the lawn of Debra's beachfront villa.

“It's okay, I guess.”

She tried not to take him in, but it was no use. He looked fresh and gorgeous, for once not wearing dark clothes. The light blue shorts kissed his thighs, and the half-buttoned white shirt made his skin glow. And his hair… it was loose once more, unruly, inviting her to run her fingers through it. But she refused to give in to temptation.

“Is that why you’re all the way up here by your lonesome?”

“I could ask you the same thing, right?”

He shrugged. “Beach parties aren’t really my thing.”

“Then why did you come?”

He gave her a direct look. “To see you.”

“Why?”

The question sounded casual, but inside she was a frigging mess. Those three words did serious damage to her soul.

He frowned at her and moved closer. She took a step back.

“Where should I begin? Should I mention how hard it’s been to sleep since that night? How much I’m aching to touch you again?”

As he spoke, she got a sensation like she was being pulled underwater. She gulped to fill her lungs with air.

“Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t talk like that. You're dating my mom.”

“Barely.”

“What does that even mean?”

He jerked his head towards the balcony. She followed his gaze and spotted Debra feeding a guy Mika's age with shrimp. She scoffed. So much for her mother's vow she was done with younger guys. The guy nibbled the shrimp then sucked Debra's fingers, and she giggled.

“It means we can see whoever we want,” Daxon said.

“I don't screw my mom's leftovers, sorry.”

He looked a little hurt, and she immediately felt guilty.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. I’m just not interested in sharing men with my mom. She has no qualms about it, but it's not for me.”

“What does that mean?”

“Nothing. Just… let's just about everything, okay?”

His gaze pierced her. “What if I don't want to?”

“Then you're on your own.”

She tried to move past him, but he held her wrist.

“Are you trying to convince me, or yourself?”

“Daxon, let me go.”

He gripped her other hand, pulling her against his body. Against his arousal. She looked down and saw the bulge in his pants. Fuck. Her pussy throbbed in her panties.

“Please,” she whispered, but she had no clue what she was begging for. Was it for him to let her go, or fuck her right there on the balcony? She would surely get a kick from knowing Debra was so near.

Her common sense kicked in. Open relationship or not, she didn't want to get between Daxon and Debra. She had to pass on tasting this delectable man once more.

But the instant his lips touched hers, it was over. Her common sense took the back burner. Her thoughts fled. His tongue delving inside her mouth was everything. Her fingers clasped the back of his head. His hands palmed her ass. The music, party noises faded. Nothing else mattered but Daxon eating her mouth.

Mika pressed her body against his, wishing there were no clothes between them, wishing—

Her cell phone rang, bringing her back to earth. She pulled away from Daxon, breathless. She took deep breaths to calm herself before reaching for the phone.

It was Kaleen checking up on her. Her best friend couldn't have called at a better time. She just saved her from making a huge mistake.

She answered the phone while walking away from Daxon, and she could feel his eyes on her as she pressed the button for the lift that would take her downstairs. The elevator came at once, and when she entered and turned around, his brooding eyes and heaving chest were the last things she saw before the door closed.


Chapter 7

Mika heard her mother's light laughter the second she approached the staircase that led to the dining room. She hesitated for a moment, contemplating whether to delay breakfast for later. But her rumbling stomach decided for her. She ate little at the party yesterday, plus she went to bed early because she wanted to avoid Daxon. After that kiss last evening, she needed to clear her head.

But she spent the night tossing and turning in bed instead. Images of Daxon filled her mind, barring any other thought. Why couldn't she get him out of her head? She didn't want this need for him. It was too dangerous for her heart and soul. Matt's betrayal still stung a little, and she didn't want to face that again.

Mika knew if Daxon had to choose, Debra would emerge on top. And why not? She was beautiful, confident, wealthy… Mika was nothing but a carbon copy. The original was better. Probably why Matt couldn't resist Debra when she stuck her claws in him. Mika had a feeling Daxon's response would be the same.

She spotted Daxon at the dining table when she was almost at the foot of the stairs. Again, she hesitated. Having breakfast with Debra was one thing. Spending more time in Daxon's company, well… that was torture.

“Oh, finally. I was about to ask Martha to knock on your door,” Debra said as Mika approached the table.

She looked happy and light, dressed in a pristine white suit that seemed a little too much for breakfast. Her skin was glowing, and Mika couldn't help but wonder if Daxon had something to do with how she looked. Did he fuck her mother last night?

A flood of jealousy overcame her as she took her seat at the table, careful to avoid his eyes. But his gaze burned into her, making her uneasy.

“Uh, where are your manners, young lady?” Debra said, her face even more beautiful with the frown.

Mika paused piling her plate with waffles. “Sorry. Just got a lot on my mind. Good morning guys.”

“You okay?”

The question wasn't from Debra. She lifted her gaze to meet Daxon's inquiring eyes. Her heart lurched. Why the hell did he have to look so freaking gorgeous?

“I’m fine.”

“Slept well?”

There was a hint of mischief in his eyes now. She decided to take the bait.

“Hardly. It was a little too… heated last night.”

His eyes darkened. Her sex jumped.

“Why didn't you turn the AC on, honey?”

Her mother's voice brought her back. What was she doing, teasing her mom's new man in front of her?

“I felt a little stuffy, so I didn't.”

“Oh.” Debra took a sip of tea as her phone chirped. A guilty look crossed her face, and she glanced at Daxon before typing on the phone. Mika's awareness grew. Who the hell was her mom texting?

Debra sent the message, then began fiddling with the phone as she stared at Mika.

“Sweetie, you wouldn't believe who I ran into last week.”

Debra's tentative expression put Mika on edge. “Who?”

“Matt.”

Mika placed her fork on the table. “Wow, Debra. Really?”

“What?”

She looked so clueless, it irritated Mika even more.

“In what universe is it okay to mention his name to me?”

“I’m sorry, Honey. I thought—” Debra pursed her lips then continued. “I thought that little… indiscretion was behind us. Matt misses you, you know.”

Daxon's expression hardened and his hand curled on the table. But Mika was too wound up for his actions to sink in.

“I don't give a crap if he misses me, Debra. And how dare you assume this is behind us. You slept with my boyfriend. How the hell can I put that behind me?”

“Sweetie…” Debra's face reddened, and she glanced at Daxon.

Mika shot up from the table so fast the plates rattled. “Don’t ‘sweetie’ me, Mom. You’re just trying to put on a front for your new boyfriend but guess what? Daxon will soon discover you have no loyalty. You care about no one but yourself.”

Debra rolled her eyes. “You're overreacting.”

“I’m sure I am.” Mika sighed and threw her napkin down, stomping to the stairs. Typical Debra, discounting and dismissing her feelings. She had been doing it since Mika was old enough to express them. Debra said the same thing when Mika got upset that she didn't show up for her high school graduation. In Debra's eyes she could do no wrong.

Clicking her tongue, she slammed the bedroom door behind her and reached for her overnight bag. No way was she staying here the entire weekend. Screw the promise to her dad. She couldn't bear being under the same roof as her unrepentant mother any longer.

And Daxon…

Mika shook her head. She didn't want to think about him. She finished packing her bags then took a shower. There was a boutique hotel in the city where she planned to book for two days then catch her flight back to New York, where she would tell her dad she'd tried to get along with Debra. But her mother was a hopeless case.

Wrapping the towel around her dried body, she returned to her bedroom. She plugged in the hair dryer and was about to blow out her locks when the knock came on her bedroom door.

“Go away!”

Debra had some nerve. No doubt she was here to emphasize how sensitive Mika was.

“I'm not in the mood for your bullshit, Debra.”

The door eased open, but it wasn't her mom whose head appeared around it. Her heart leaped, and she dropped the hair dryer immediately.

“Daxon.”

He smiled, but it didn't quite meet his hungry eyes that scanned her body. Mika unconsciously gripped the top of the towel and leaned against the dresser. Not just to appear casual, but for support, too. Her knees became like rubber the instant he stepped in.

“Did Debra send you to do her dirty work? Come on, tell me how stupid I was for storming from the breakfast table.”

Daxon moved closer into the room, heightening her senses. There was nowhere to go. Her butt was against the top of the dresser. She'd suddenly become so aware of her nakedness under the towel, and the tingles that spread all over her body.

Daxon shook his head before saying, “Debra just left for a meeting, and no, you weren’t wrong for leaving. I’m quite surprised you still talk to her after what she did to you.”

A relieved breath left Mika. So, Daxon hadn’t taken Debra's side. Then, why was he in her bedroom?

She asked him.

“I just wanted to check that you’re okay.” And fuck your brains out, his eyes said.

Mika was aware of the trickling down her thighs. That wasn't sweat because the AC was on full blast. Her juices were flowing like a river, just from Daxon being in the room. He hadn't even touched her.

Yet.

God knows she wanted him to, and she had no intention to resist her need for him. If Debra didn't give two shits for her feelings, she would just return the favor. Time to be selfish for once.


Chapter 8

She dropped the towel. Daxon licked his lips. He moved, the distance closing between them in a millisecond. Her breasts brushed against his chest when he pulled her into his arms. Her kiss was hard, fierce, leaving no room for doubt. Daxon ardently reciprocated, his lips devouring her. When his hands cupped her breasts, she opened her eyes, watching him dip to lick her nipples. The ache in her pussy rose to the max when his lips circled the erect buds over and over. An electric charge ran through her entire body when he nipped them with his teeth.

“God, yes… oh!”

Her fingers curled into his hair, pulling him closer to her. He took a boob in his mouth and sucked so hard her toes curled into the carpet. A soft shudder left her when he released her breasts and continued downwards, kissing her belly, tonguing her navel. He laid her on the bed, then crawled on top of her and continued his journey, kissing until he reached her pussy, which he ate as if it was his last supper. Her fluids gushed, smearing his face. Mika's hips rotated against his sweet mouth.

“Lick me harder Daxon, faster—oh… yeah, just like that…”

Caught up in her passion, she gripped his roots and tugged, hard. But it didn’t seem to faze Daxon. He licked her like a man possessed, giving her the ultimate pleasure. Mika cried out, not caring if Debra would suddenly return home and hear her. Daxon's tongue moved relentlessly over her clit, hardening it even more, sending streams of pleasure throughout her body, making her tremble all over. It was so good, and yet it wasn't enough. She wanted more.

Daxon flipped her over, and she got on all fours by his instruction, then waited for him to make a move. It didn't take long. His tongue grazed her ass crack, and she jerked, not expecting it.

“Relax,” Daxon whispered.

She’d never had someone's tongue in her ass before. But for some reason, she trusted Daxon with this intimate part of her. Her body loosened once more as she surrendered to him.

Daxon's hands gripped her ass cheeks, and he lashed her with his tongue once more. From the thrill that surged through her body, she knew he was an expert at it. She had her face against the bed, her ass fully exposed and at Daxon's disposal, and he brought her to new heights with his skillful tongue.

She was almost at the edge when he eased up, and the bed shifted when he positioned himself behind her. His cockhead grazed her slit, and she spread her thighs a little as he pressed inside her.

The sensation that filled her was more intense than the first time, more raw, touching somewhere deep in her soul. Her fingers grabbed a handful of the sheet as his cock sank to the hilt, then he eased out almost at once, pausing at her entrance.

“Fuck…”

The passion in Daxon's voice matched hers. She knew exactly what he felt. The intensity made it difficult to breathe.

He plunged into her pussy again, and grabbing her by the hips, fucked her vehemently. His strokes were violent, his grip pulling her hair, throwing her head back. Her hair was pulled tight, but she didn't protest. She welcomed it, even.

Their heavy breathing filled the room. Daxon's was harsh and rough, overpowering Mika's soft panting. The muscles in his arms and shoulders tightened with each stroke.

The grip on Mika’s hair slipped, and he rolled a fresh bundle into his hand and pulled with all his might as he rammed into her, letting his hips crash into her with overwhelming force. It was amazing how much of a racket they were making. There was no doubt in Mika's mind Debra would hear them at once if she returned home. But she didn't care. The only thing that mattered was Daxon's cock wrecking her pussy.

Each new onslaught was of unbounded violence. She could not move but screamed and begged Daxon not to stop. He obeyed her with ferocity and speed in his every move. 

They changed positions, lying on their sides on the bed. Mika with her hips slightly raised to make it easier for Daxon. He penetrated her, and he reached around to tweak her breasts as his cock glided through her slick heat. In that position, Daxon's sweeping movements were no less rough, no less intense. He fucked her with the momentum she now knew characterized him. Her pussy would be sore the next day, no doubt. His hand moved to wrap around her throat, and he nibbled her cheek like he wanted to eat her. She thought it likely he wanted to devour her completely.

Daxon's movements came to an abrupt stop, and he eased out of her. But before she could protest, she was flat on her back with her legs being lifted to her shoulders. He dipped inside, filling her to the brim again. His eyes burned with intensity… and something else. Something that took her breath away.

His onslaught was out of this world, his violent fucking pushing her to the edge. The feeling was as if someone had lit a fire within her. It spread to every inch of her body, multiplying within her sex. It was even more intense because Daxon pinned her down on the bed.

Mika couldn’t move. All she could do was allow the hot bliss to bathe her, and she basked in it, calling his name over and over until it died on her lips when her climax subsided. Her response seemed to trigger Daxon's release, forcing him to withdraw. Hot loads of his cum spurted onto Mika's chest. 

Breathless, they collapsed to the bed. Mika stiffened a little when Daxon pulled her closer, but soon she relaxed and snuggled against his hard body. A soft contended sigh spread her lips. There was no guilt. This felt… good.

Right?

Nah…

His fingers trailed up her arms, brushing her hair aside to uncover her shoulder, then his hot lips brushed against her soft skin.

“Mika.”

“Mhm?”

“Tell me about that tattoo.”

For some reason, the earlier reservation was no longer a hindrance. She told him everything, including Debra's betrayal.

“Matt was an asshole for what he did to you,” he said when she was finished. “But Debra… she should have known better.”

“Tell me about it.”

“But I can't wrap my mind around what he did to you. A woman like you deserves the world, not to get cheated on.”

“A woman like me?”

“Beautiful, smart, confident, good heart…” it takes a special person to forgive after enduring so much.”

Mika sighed. “I don’t think I’ve forgiven Debra as much as I’d thought.”

“But you're working on it. As for me, I wouldn’t even try. You really are a special woman, Mika. Any man would be lucky to have you.”

Does that include you? She wanted to ask. But she didn’t. She just leaned against him with a smile.

“Which is why I need to tell you this, Mika. I’m falling for you.”

She spun to face him, staring deep into his eyes. The passion almost took her breath away.

“You think you’re falling for me. It's not real.”

But her insides swelled with happiness. Because she had to admit, she had feelings for him too.

Daxon scoffed. “I’m a grown ass man, Mika. I know what falling in love feels like.”

Mika's heart deflated as a thought occurred. Her dad would never forgive her if she took Daxon from Debra. She didn't want to face his disappointment.

“It doesn’t matter, because I can't be with you.”

Daxon's expression settled as he understood at once. Or thought he did, at least.

“I told you, Debra and I aren’t serious. In fact, I haven’t touched her in weeks. Not since I met you.”

“Liar.”

“It's the truth.”

“Even if it is, we can’t be together.”

“Why not?”

Mika sat up and swung her legs from the bed. An explanation was unnecessary, for it changed nothing. Her relationship with her mother was shit. She didn't want to ruin the one between her father, the only parent who had been there since day one.

“Does it matter?”

“It matters to me.”

“I don’t owe you an explanation, Daxon. I don't want to be with you and that's it.”

His forehead creased as he reached for her. “Mika—”

“Please leave.”

Daxon didn't respond. He just moved to gather his clothes. Her eyes stung a little when the door closed on his departure, but she wouldn’t cry. She got dressed, then left her mother's villa without a word to Debra or Daxon. But when she got to her hotel room, the sudden lovesick feeling made her collapse to the bed with heavy sobs.

Again, her mother had won.


Chapter 9

“Are you gonna eat that?”

Mika pushed her untouched burger towards Kaleen. “Have at it.”

She palmed her cheek and drew imaginary lines on the table with her finger. She hadn’t seen Kaleen since getting back from Palm Beach a few days ago and they decided to meet at their favorite fast-food joint to catch up. But after giving Kaleen details of her trip, her mind went elsewhere.

On Daxon.

He hadn’t spoken to her since he left her bedroom that day. Not that she blamed him. She literally told him to get lost.

“So,” Kaleen began, her mouth filled with food. “Do you plan to sit here and mope, or go for your man?”

“He’s not my man, Kaleen.”

“But he wants to be. And you want him, too. I don’t see the problem.”

“Of course you don’t.”

Kaleen raised her brows at her. “What's that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing.”

The last thing she wanted was a fight with her friend. But Kaleen's moral compass had always needed fine tuning. She had to take her advice with a grain of salt.

“All I’m saying is, Debra doesn’t deserve your consideration. If you want Daxon, then go for him. Did she think about your feelings when she fucked Matt?”

“But what about my dad? He'll never look at me the same if I betray Debra.”

“I’m sure your dad understands being in love.”

“This is different.”

“How?”

Mika stared at her in silence.

“How?” Kaleen asked again.

Mika fell against the seat with a sigh. “I don’t know.”

“I thought as much.”

Kaleen waved to the server for the check. “Come on. Quit moping around and go get your man.”

They left the fast-food joint and walked down the sidewalk to where they had parked on the curb. The lingerie store door opened in front of them and a tall, dark guy stepped out. He seemed in a hurry with a small gift bag in his hand. He wore a pair of faded jeans and a varsity jacket.

“There goes your type, Kaleen,” Mika said.

“Yeah,” Kaleen replied, staring wistfully after him. “It's a pity he’s taken.”

Her eyes followed him as he crossed the street and stopped by the outdoor café. Then her mouth dropped, along with Mika's, when they saw a woman rise from her seat, took the bag then tiptoed to kiss his lips.

Debra.

Mika continued to stare while Kaleen lifted her cell phone and snapped a few photos.

“Here, I’m sending these to you. Just in case your dad has a problem with you dating Daxon.”

“I'll do one better.”

Mika stepped off and Kaleen rushed to follow her.

“What the hell are you doing, girl?”

But Mika didn't answer. Kaleen struggled to keep up as her best friend stomped across the street. Debra saw them coming and tried to move from the guy but she wasn’t fast enough.

“Michaela, darling. Kaleen! What are you doing here?”

“I could ask you the same thing,” Mika said, folding her arms and blaring at her. “Aren't you and Daxon a thing?”

Debra patted her date on the arm and gave him a bunch of keys. “Byron, do you mind starting the car? I'll join you soon.”

Kaleen's eyes followed him. Debra didn't notice. Her hard eyes were on Mika.

“My personal life is none of your business, Michaela.”

“It kinda is, Debra.” Mika smiled, contemplating if she should ruin her mother's day. How would Debra react if she knew the tables were turned, that she had fucked her man?

“I don’t like the thought of my mother running around like a slut,” she said, feeling a rush of glee when Debra's eyes flashed with anger.

“Don’t be a judgmental little bitch, Michaela. I know you’re the reason Daxon ended our fling. Do you think I didn’t notice how he looked at you?”

Mika's stomach flipped. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Of course you don’t. Little Miss Perfect Michaela. Your father and I were fine until you came along. So was Daxon and I. Then I became invisible when you bat your eyelashes with that so-called innocent smile.”

Mika stared at her mother in shock. Now she knew why Debra slept with Matt. She'd done it to one-up Mika because she had been the center of her father's world since birth. She didn't know whether to be angry or sad.

“You want to fuck Daxon? Be my fucking guest. Because I've already moved on.”

“Mika, come on, you're wasting time,” Kaleen said.

Mika backed away from Debra with a head shake. Kaleen was right. Debra was a lost cause. She always had been. It wasn’t her betrayal with Matt that tore them apart. They had been broken ever since. Her father was the glue that kept them together, but after her parents’ divorce, he ceased to be enough.

Still, she experienced a little sadness while crossing the street to her car. A part her wished they could have mended their differences. But her father couldn’t blame her for trying.

“Sorry you had to see that, girl,” she said to Kaleen.

“Don't worry about it. I’ve seen worse. But Mika, its time to put number one first. You.”

Mika nodded, feeling a little lighter at Kaleen's words. “You're right.”

Kaleen palmed her back and pushed her towards the car. “For the last time, Mika, go get your man!”


Chapter 10

Mika's rehearsed speech left her mind when she heard Daxon’s footsteps approaching his front door. Her palms were sweating, anticipating the moment she would see his gorgeous face.

It happened within a second. Only there was a deep frown that made him look a little dangerous, unapproachable. He looked sexy too, in pajama bottoms and no shirt. His abs looked like he'd rubbed baby oil on them.

“You're not delivery.”

She shrugged with an apologetic smile. “Sorry. I had to give security a reason to get in.”

His arms crossed his chest, and he gave her a long stare before he asked, “What are you doing here, Mika?”

“We need to talk.”

“About?”

Ok, so he’s not about to make it easy on me, Mika thought.

“Can we talk inside, please?”

Without a word, he moved aside and allowed her in. She entered the living room and the memories of their first night together washed over her. With any luck, new memories would come along soon. She kept her fingers crossed.

“Okay. So, talk,” Daxon said behind her.

She turned to him, twiddling her fingers. This was harder than she thought. His stern gaze lashed her.

“I’m sorry.” Those were the only words that formed from her mouth. The rest remained inside, a garbled mess.

“For what?”

“For being a total idiot.” She chuckled, but Daxon didn't return her laugh. But his eyes softened a bit.

“My reaction to what you said to me was totally uncalled for. But I—it caught me by surprise and I didn't know what do, especially since I’ve been having the same feelings. But then I thought about what my dad would say and how Debra would feel and—”

“Mika, stop.”

She took a deep breath, her wide eyes latching onto him.

“You have feelings for me.”

It wasn't a question, but Mika nodded anyway.

“But it makes no sense, right?” she said. “We barely know each other and—”

It wasn't his words that cut her off this time. His lips crushed against hers and she opened to him with a slight moan.

“You are something else, Mika,” he whispered when he broke the kiss.

Hope brimmed her expression as she stared up at him. “That’s a good thing, right?”

“I'd prefer nothing else.”

His lips touched her once more, and his hands gently cupped her face. It was a new gesture between them because they were always on fire for each other. The kiss was tender, not without passion, but much softer and more subtle, full of feeling. Daxon took his time exploring, something that pleased Mika very much. Her closed eyes showed she was lost in the kiss that seemed to last forever, but it still wasn't long enough.

They broke apart, and Daxon lifted in his arms, moving with her to his bed. She felt like she was floating, light, happy, free, uncaring about what anyone thought of her being with Daxon. She loved her dad, but this was her life. Plus, she tried to make her relationship with her mom work. But Debra was beyond rehabilitation. She would never change her selfish ways.

Daxon gently laid her on the bed, removing her top and bra with record speed. Mika couldn't think clearly, but she didn't need to think, just feel. Daxon caressed her; he was no longer that man who fucked her violently. His touch was delicate. This was romantic Daxon, and she set out to enjoy it.

He positioned himself between her legs, kissing her neck, his hands roaming everywhere. Mika moaned softly, letting him finish stripping her clothes, which fell to the floor in a whisper. The intimate semi-darkness served as an accomplice to what was about to happen. Her skin was well attended to by Daxon's kisses. Mika clutched his back, not wanting to let him go.

Finally, they were both naked, and Daxon entered Mika's slick heat as he did other times, but this time, he thrust his hips subtly, unhurriedly, his mouth capturing hers. She closed her eyes and raised her hips, eager for the passion he delivered. 

Daxon huffed, his face filled with restrained tension. Mika's flesh enveloped him like a glove. His strokes were gentle, yet firm, his ass moving to a steady rhythm.

Daxon deepened the kiss and their tongues intertwined as he pleasurably penetrated her. She wrapped her legs around him, and they melted into one. They made sweet love, lost in each other, overwhelmingly, passionately. Tomorrow did not exist, and there was only what they experienced at that moment.

They climaxed in unison. Daxon rolled to the side with a breathy sigh, pulling Mika to him. Unlike that first night, she was in no hurry to leave. They stayed that way for what felt like hours. She stroked the back of his head, and he slept peacefully on her chest. After a while, she too succumbed to sleep, relaxed and very happy.

Later that night they would make love again, this time with Mika on top, while Daxon held her and kissed her non-stop. She felt herself soaring to cloud nine until she collapsed back to earth.

This time, she didn’t fall asleep. She lay watching him as he slept, gorgeous and vulnerable, the sight tugging on her heart. She didn’t know where they would go from here, but wherever it was, she couldn’t wait to enjoy the ride.

THE END.
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Her Dirty Little Secret

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

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

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

Was she?

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


Chapter 1

Monday

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Then don’t go, simple.”

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

“What attitude?”

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

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

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

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

“I meant besides me.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh, so sorry, Mr. Jones.”

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

“Careful next time, huh, Maria?”

“Su-Sure, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

Sonique brows lifted. “Really?”

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

“I bet…”

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

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

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

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

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

“To each his own, I guess,” she said.

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Whatever.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was the biggest mistake she'd ever made.


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

God damn.

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

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

He didn’t want to find out.

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want me to cancel?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She didn’t want to find out.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

“As ready as I can be, I guess.”

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

“I am.”

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

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

“Damn.”

“Yup.”

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure?”

She nodded.

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

“Do we need to? Every single time?”

“Yup.”

“Fine.”

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

“Do not remove my mask.”

“Two.” Another finger raised.

“My clients are forbidden to fuck me.”

“Three.”

“No kissing on the mouth.”

“Four.”

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

“And if you do?”

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

“Sonique.”

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

Jack grinned. “No, that’s your job.”

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

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

“I told you, that will never happen.”

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

“There’s no ‘right’ man, Jack.”

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

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

“So, Mr. Usborne, how was your day?”

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

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

“Mhmm…”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve been a naughty boy, Mistress.”

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

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

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

“As you wish...”

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

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

His fingers rushed to comply.

“Gently!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Count the strokes, you piece of shit.”

The paddle smacked against his butt.

“One!”

Another hard whack.

“Two!”

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

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

"Kneel on the floor."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, Mistress, please. Spare me.”

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

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

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


Chapter 4

Tuesday

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You don’t talk much, do you?”

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

What the hell is wrong with me?

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

Breathe, Sonique. Breathe.

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

“Have a great day, Sonique.”

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

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

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

***

Eight Hours Later

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

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

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

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

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

Open your mouth and fucking speak, girl!

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

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

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

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

He'd noticed?

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

“I know.”

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

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

“I promise, I won’t bite.”

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

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

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

“I know.”

“So, do you want a ride or not?”

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

“Yes. Yes, I do.”

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

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

“Wait!”

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

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

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

Oh, hell. Why did I just lie?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have so many questions.”

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

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

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

“My boss. I had a flat.”

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

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

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

“Shit, Sonique. He’s still there.”

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

“Your boss.”

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

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

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

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

“You got it. Give me the deets.”

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

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

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

“All of them?” Richard asked.

“Yeah, all of them.”

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

He heard the concern in his friend's voice.

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

“Cool.”

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

Still, Sonique made him want to change his mind.


Chapter 5

One Week Later

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

But she had to.

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

“Where's the fire, dude?”

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

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

“Nope. It’s your boss.”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

“Oh my God…”

“Do you want me to cancel?”

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

“I know, but—”

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

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

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

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

“I do.”

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

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

***

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

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

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

“Eh-em.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So, tell me a little about yourself.”

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

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

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

“I have none, no and no.”

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

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

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

“Okay, let’s begin, shall we?”

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

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

She gave him a tentative nod.

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

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

“What about it?”

“Huh?”

“Are you in desperate need of it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

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

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

Was she?

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

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

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

Sonique had never felt so powerful in her life.

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

“Don’t, stop, please… please!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Succulent.”

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

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

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

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

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

Deacon gasped and dropped his head against the sheet.

“Oh, fuck…”

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

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

“Oh, Deacon…”

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

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

“Hello, Sonique,” he said.

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

“Sonique, wait—”

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

Damn it, she was in deep shit.


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

“Sonique.”

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

“Go away, Deacon. Please!”

“I can’t do that.”

“God, I’m so humiliated…”

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

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

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

“I’m not going to fire you, Sonique.”

Silence.

“I swear, I won’t.”

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

“Tell me, why are you doing this?”

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

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

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

“What bind?”

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

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

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

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

“Ten thousand dollars.”

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

“Consider it cleared.”

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

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

“I know.”

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

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

“Good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey.”

“Mhmm?” Her voice sounded a little sleepy.

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

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

“Yes. Yes I am.”

“Is that allowed?”

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

“Ok… but what about—”

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

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

THE END.
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Hotel Affair

"Oh, but it will be wonderful, Amy. It'll be the best experience of your life. Dave and I won't go rough on you. We'll make it a night you'll never forget." Her fingers travel upwards, stopping at my shoulder then down again.

“I don’t know…”

"Do you want me to eat you out to put your mind at ease, gorgeous?"

I open my eyes wide and look at her, almost wondering if she’s being serious. She is, there's no question about it. The look on her face, the smile on her full, pink lips. She truly does want to eat my pussy.

Fuck. I’ve never been so aroused in my life. My hips have a mind of their own, circling, grinding my pussy into the seat. My panties are soaking wet. I can feel the moisture down there. Temptation's simply too strong to say no to her. I can’t resist anymore.

I nod meekly as my body heats from head to toe and finally manage to mumble:

"Yes, yes, I'd like that."


Chapter 1

Wednesday Night

I am so frigging screwed.

It’s almost midnight and I have a major assignment due by seven in the morning. A ten-page research paper that isn’t even halfway done. That’s not like me. I’ve always been a straight A student in high school and for the three years I’ve been in college. Completing class assignments has never been a big deal.

Until Bethany Walker.

Until the friend request she sent to me on LinkedIn, the one I hesitated to respond to, because there was no way a glamorous woman like that wanted to network with a regular-looking college girl. It had to be a prank from one of those girls from school who thinks I’m too stuck up and weird because I like being alone.

But then she sent me a message, and when I read it, I decided there was no way someone my age wrote this. It was too refined. So I replied and accepted her request and it’s been a whirlwind from there.

Our conversations were innocent. At first. She asked about my college major and I told her about my love for pets which made me choose veterinary science.

Bethany told me she owns a yoga company, but she travels quite often. She's forty-two, no kids, but she’s got a couple dogs and a cat. I liked that. Anyone who owns a pet is my hero.

But I still didn’t understand why she contacted me. Professionally, we don’t have anything in common. There’s a huge age gap and income bracket, so there was no way she wanted to be friends. Did she belong to those Ponzi scheme groups I heard about? Was she trying to scam me?

It turned out that she wasn’t. But what she wants is nothing I expected.

My eyes are tired. The words on my laptop screen are getting blurry. I wish I could concentrate on my assignment like I used to, but ever since Bethany dropped the bombshell, getting focused on anything at all has become a struggle.

I thought little it when I received a photo from her. She is gorgeous, at least her pictures suggested it. Slender, blonde, with big boobs and the cutest face I've ever seen.

It started innocently enough. We just chatted on the phone, texted, face timed once or twice and traded photos. My pics were vanilla, innocent. Hers were very sensual. But as brilliant as I am, it took me an instant to realize she was flirting with me. I didn’t know how to respond to that.

My sexuality has always been… questionable. There was one time I thought I was into guys, but then I became bi-curious. But I’ve never ventured left or right. I’ve always been an introvert. I’m way too shy to put myself out there.

So when Bethany suggested meeting up for a girls’ date, I turned her down at once. I still didn’t know what she wanted from me. Why was such a stunning woman trying to get with someone who's definitely not her type? She’s a ten. I’m a six. My boobs are too big. So is my ass. My hips are way too wide. Mom says there are women who would kill for my figure, but I don’t agree. It’s a major reason I am so reclusive, because I think I’m being judged for how I look.

I thought Brittany would back off after my rejection, but she still called and sent her barely covered pics that made my pussy throb with longing. I imagined her fucking me, grinding her fat pussy against my aching hole, riding me to orgasm. Then I would get so hot and horny I would masturbate with the fantasy in mind. But even when I climax I’m still insatiable, still wanting Bethany. I never shared this with her, though. I’m trying not to encourage anything further than flirting.

But she kept pushing and teasing, breaking me down. I start falling, hard. Then one night the unthinkable happened; she revealed something that shocked me to my core.

Not only was she married, but her husband knew she was talking with me. Flirting. Sending me sexy images. She told me he loved my pictures and thought I was sexy as hell!

I was petrified at first. Just the thought of a strange man ogling my photos made me feel so exposed. I almost blocked her from my accounts, but something stopped me. I don't know what it was.

Ever since then, she's become far more open about everything concerning her life. She's married, yes, and happily. She and her husband live a lavish life of excitement and debauchery.

David, that's his name, owns a travel agency, and does quite well for himself. So they can afford the best vacations. They travel abroad all the time, to the most amazing destinations. Paris, Rome, Kuala Lumpur, Japan, Las Bahamas, you name it, she's been there!

They apparently have an open relationship so she's had many lovers, all women. She has also been very generous with her lovers, sending them amazing gifts and even paying for a few trips a year. I felt like she was trying to buy me off at first, but after a while, it didn't seem that way any longer. It's almost as if Bethany just likes everyone having a good time, and she has the means to make it happen.

Anyways, ever since she told me about David, she's become quite insistent we should meet, all three of us.

“Come on, Amy, lets have some fun. YOLO, right?” she always says. Even a virgin like me knows what that means. She and David want to fuck me.

Yes, I’m a virgin. My pussy has never been touched by a cock, finger, or tongue. I know how that sad that sounds. But before Bethany, it seemed like no one wanted to fuck me. It's never bothered me until now. Mom says it’s the resting bitch expression that I wear all the time that makes me unapproachable. But there’s nothing I can do about it.

I try to concentrate on scouring the internet for my research paper, but my thoughts keep going back to that gorgeous blonde woman. And, I'm not going to lie, to her husband as well. In all the pictures she sent me, he looked so fine, with that sleek, sculpted body and those piercing green eyes. And that cock… damn. I keep fantasizing about taking every inch.

I still can't believe Bethany dared send me her husband's dick pic, and that I didn't immediately tell her never to contact me again. It excited me, aroused me, but I can't admit anything of the sort. My life has been vanilla for all this time. Safe. Uneventful. I prefer it this way. My first time should not be with people I don’t know.

Just as I begin getting some research done instead of daydreaming like a schoolgirl, my phone beeps. I instinctively reach out for it, and there's a message from Bethany, with yet another tempting proposal. It's the third one for the week.

Hi Amy, gorgeous! I'm dying to see you, and believe me, David has been asking about you all day long! We’re dropping by Spring Valley next week for a couple days and we'd love to see you. Do you wanna join us at our hotel?

My heart begins to race like crazy. David and Bethany here, in town? Even through all her constant flirting, I never thought she would actually come here. I bite my lower lip and stare at my phone. A part of me wants to say yes, but another… No! I can't! I simply can't. I'm a virgin, and I won't just let two strangers take something so special.

I'm sorry, Bethany, I'm not ready. Plus, I have a lot of studying to do, I type back at once and put my phone down. It chirps a few times over the next hour, but I do my best to ignore it, focusing instead on my research.

Later, just before getting in bed, I check out what she's replied. There's more enticing pictures that makes my pussy wet. Plus she left another message:

I hope you change your mind soon, Amy! We can't wait to be with you.

I groan and pull the covers over my head. Why the hell can’t she get the frigging message?

And why is there a part of me that doesn’t want her to?


Chapter 2

Friday

It's been a couple of days since Bethany last contacted me. I'm half certain she's given up on me and moved on to another young thing to fuck. I'm relieved by this, but at the same time… It aches a bit. I kind of liked the attention.

But when I arrive home from school, I realize she hasn't moved on at all. There, on my doorstep, is a package, clearly hand delivered because there's no postage stamp. At first I thought it belonged to my parents. It had to be. There's no way someone would send me a gift. But when I lift the package, I see my name in bold, curly handwriting.

Excitement and anxiety fills me as I run upstairs with the package pressed to my chest and sit down on my bed. My fingers tremble as I open it.

"Oh my God!" I gasp, picking up not one, not two, but three sets of the sexiest lingerie I've ever seen. One is pearly white, the other black and enticing, and the third a deep shade of red. The fabric's semi-sheer, smooth as silk and so sensual I can't help but blush all over!

There's no sender name on the package, but I know who it’s from. Bethany. It's clear she has no intention of giving up.

A part of me wants to keep the wonderful gift, but I force myself to repackage it. I know Bethany's address. Tomorrow I will return it by mail. I take my books from my bag and try to focus on my work. Again, it's easier said than done. I can’t stop thinking about Bethany and David peeling the lingerie from my body.

The night seems to slip away fast, but just as I'm stripping naked to take a nice, long shower before bedtime, my phone beeps. It's her.

It's a video this time, and though I know I shouldn't watch it, my finger seems to have taken a life of its own. It presses play before I can do anything to regain self-control over my body.

"Oh, shit…" I mumble, falling onto my bed as I see Bethany, naked from head to toe, so insanely hot, pleasuring herself like a pro. She knows just how to angle the camera, how to roll her fingers over her clit, how to pinch her round, firm breasts.

She's the sexiest woman I've ever seen, and I’ve seen a lot while watching porn online. None of them hold a candle to Bethany. She fascinates me, turns me on so much that it feels like I’m about to overheat.

I should delete the video. I know I should, but instead, I watch it twice. My hand travels down my stomach, down between my legs, and stroke my hot flesh. I bite my lower lip and stifle a moan when my fingers graze my stiff clit. By the time I slip into the shower, I'm hot and bothered all over, aching to be fucked! But I'm not ready to give away my virginity yet.

My body doesn't seem to agree. I close my eyes under the warm water flowing down my curvy figure, touching myself while remembering that perfect video, remembering Bethany's sexy body. I moan out loudly, calling out for Bethany in the shower, caressing my own clit, pinching at it hotly, stimulating my body until I quiver from head to toe, succumbing to a powerful orgasm, while imagining Bethany eating my pussy.

Buy the time I’m done, there's no energy left in me. But the fire is still there. So is the aching need. The temptation to give in to Bethany's request has just gained super strength.


Chapter 3

One Week Later

It's Thursday evening and I leave my last class of the day in a daze. I wasn't myself today. I'd barely paid any attention to the lecture because my thoughts kept slipping back to the videos Bethany sent, to the pictures of David's massive, sexy cock.

I want to feel their hands touching me, their lips kissing every inch my body. But I can't get over the fact that I've never been touched, and they're strangers. Shouldn't my first time be special, with someone I love? Something memorable and not just a threesome in a hotel room?

I'm so distracted by my thoughts that I barely notice the luxury car rolling up to me, at least until I hear a sensual voice in my ear.

"Hey, beautiful!"

I look as the front passenger window rolls down and reveal the supermodel-looking woman who's grinning at me. Bethany, of course. I hadn't forgotten she and David were coming into town this week. 

I pause on the sidewalk and gawk at her. She's even more stunning in person. And she looks like a million bucks in a dress that looks like it cost as much as a semester’s tuition. She's wearing her blond hair loose, and it falls over her slim shoulders and down her petite back. She looks like she just walked out of an exclusive party or a photoshoot.

Wait a minute. Did she just call me beautiful? Compared to her, I’m a frigging plain Jane. My brown hair is in a messy ponytail, I’m wearing a simple white t-shirt and ripped jeans skirt and a pair of sneakers. I’m anything but beautiful, and it irritates me that she’s trying to flatter me.

Without replying, I step off and walk a bit faster than before. The car cruises beside me.

“Oh, so it’s like that?” she calls out.

"I have to get home, Bethany. I have a lot of studying to do.”

"That's ok, get in the car, I'll take you home," she says, but I immediately shake my head.

“No, thanks. I'll just take the bus. You can go now,” I reply, walking even faster down the parking lot and toward the college front gate, but she's relentless. She drives by my side, insistently following me.

"Come on, Amy, get in the car. We'll just talk!"

“I don’t want to.”

“Pretty please?”

I eventually shrug and nod. It seems she won't give up so easily.

So I get in the car, placing my books on my lap and looking away from Bethany's gorgeous body. But looking away isn’t enough. My body is aware of her presence, so it awakens with a wild hunger that leaves an ache between my thighs.

Bethany drives us to a dark corner of the parking lot so we can talk, and only then does she turn to face me.

"Amy, I don't know what's going on, but I'm not trying to freak you out here. Dave and I just really like you, and we'd love to have some fun, the three of us. What's going on?"

She seems so sweet, so understanding. I can't help it any longer, and blurt out:

"I'm a virgin, ok?"

Bethany's mouth falls and my face warms as I continue to speak. "I know how tragic it sounds, but I'm scared. I don't know if I can jump into what you're offering."

She places a comforting hand on my arm and caresses my skin oh so tenderly, but somehow sensually at the same time. How does she do it? It's almost as if she exudes sexuality with every single move she makes!

"Oh, but it will be wonderful, Amy. It'll be the best experience of your life. Dave and I won't go rough on you. We'll make it a night you'll never forget." Her fingers travel upwards, stopping at my shoulder then down again.

“I don’t know…”

"Do you want me to eat you out to put your mind at ease, gorgeous?"

I open my eyes wide and look at her, almost wondering if she’s being serious. She is, there's no question about it. The look on her face, the smile on her full, pink lips. She truly does want to eat my pussy.

Fuck. I’ve never been so aroused in my life. My hips have a mind of their own, circling, grinding my pussy into the seat. My panties are soaking wet. I can feel the moisture down there. Temptation's simply too strong to say no to her. I can’t resist anymore.

I nod meekly as my body heats from head to toe and finally manage to mumble:

"Yes, yes, I'd like that."

Bethany helps me lay down on the backseat of her car and pulls my skirt and panties down like it's no big deal. I lay there, blushing so hard, unable to believe I'm agreeing to this. My mind protests, loud and strong. But the instant her soft tongue rolls over my sex for the first time, I'm lost! Whatever self-control I had before today has vanished with a simple touch.

Her tongue rolls up and down my pussy, lapping at my tangy juices, sucking hard at my increasingly engorged clit. It's so amazingly hot, so arousing, and against my better judgment, I soon moan loudly, unable to control my body as it vibrates. My thighs tighten around her shoulders, and oh, it feels so amazing, the way her lips wrap around my clit and massage it so expertly.

“Oh, God…”

Bethany pauses her sucking to look at me. “Yes, baby. Fucking moan for me.”

“Mhmm…”

Bethany clearly knows how to bring the most pleasure to any woman she eats out, and her lips, her tongue, even a bit of her teeth explore all of my pussy like it's an attraction park!

Just as my pleasure seems to take a life of its own, just as I'm moaning like my life depends on it, Bethany pushes me even further. Her right hand finds its way between my thighs, and all of a sudden I feel her slipping a single finger inside me, as her lips and her tongue continues its ministration all over my sex.

I can't believe this is happening! Only a few hours ago I was telling myself I needed to block Bethany and now here I am, letting her face-fuck me, moaning like a whore and quivering all over as a powerful orgasm threatens to take over my entire body.

It feels as if I'm burning up. Bolts of pleasure rush up and down my curvy figure. I close my eyes and throw my head back, letting the waves of pleasure take over me completely, my muscles growing tense, my breasts heaving up and down as I embrace the most powerful orgasm I've ever enjoyed in my young life!

As I lay there on my back, breathing heavily and trying to recover, I feel Bethany peppering my thighs with tiny, sexy little kisses, and she whispers against my skin:

"So… what do you say? Will you join us tomorrow night in our hotel room?" 

I can only nod. Temptation's simply too strong to deny this threesome any longer.

"Yes, yes, I'll be there!"


Chapter 4

Saturday Night

My heart is hammering within my chest as I push through the revolving doors and enter the hotel lobby downtown. I'm nervous and excited like never before in my life. Am I really going through with this? Am I really about to get fucked by people I don’t know?

I hardly slept last night thinking about it. By the time Bethany dropped me home from school, the euphoria had faded. I didn’t regret Bethany sucking my pussy, but I had started doubting whether I should take it further.

But in the end, lust won. I remember the ecstasy from Bethany's thick, hot tongue as it lapped my clit, bringing me to climax over and over again. I want—no, need more of that. So here I am, heading to their hotel room, in a body-hugging black dress my mom bought me for Christmas that I hadn’t worn and wearing strappy sandals. I thought of borrowing a pair of my mom's stilettos, but that’s a little overboard. My hair has been washed and curled and I’d slipped on a lacy red bra and matching panties while wishing I hadn’t returned the lingerie gift. I even shaved my pussy for this. Yes, I am well prepared.

The hotel space is so luxurious I can't believe anyone can afford something like this. To make things better, I'm actually guided up to the presidential suite! It's the best of the best, and I'm actually going to be spending the night here!

My hand shakes a little as I raise it to knock the door. Bethany opens within a few seconds, and I suspect she’s been waiting for me. I slide inside, clutching my purse against my body with my heart beating so fast inside my chest.

There they are, both incredibly attractive, wearing nothing but bathrobes. Like Bethany, David is even more stunning in person. He’s a cross between David Beckham and Matthew McConaughey. Ripped, tattooed body, deep green eyes. Yummy.

The hungry stare that he's giving me makes my stomach flip. I feel sexy, desired, horny as hell. The only thing on my mind is getting down to it.

"Hi, Amy!" Bethany greets me warmly, then wraps her arms around me. Her lips seize mine at once, taking me by surprise. Isn’t this a little too intimate?

But when she slips her tongue in my mouth, the concern slips away. I melt against her, pressing my body against hers. She does wonders with my mouth, licking and tasting me. A soft moan escapes as I let her have her way. Soon she breaks the kiss and my body screams in protest. 

"Do you want a glass of scotch to calm your nerves?" she asks, guiding me toward the bar area, and I nod at once.

I gulp down the expensive scotch and only enjoy its taste when she pours me a second glass. I feel warm all over, far more at ease. There's something so enticing about two attractive people staring at me like they want to eat me up.

"Why don't I help you out of those clothes?" Bethany asks, and I nod. Her limber fingers help me slide out of my dress, my sandals, and she drops my purse on the nearby sofa. As I stand there in my underwear, the vulnerability returns. I want to cover up so badly.

“Fucking hell. She's dynamite, Bethany. A fucking good find,” David says.

“Only the best for you, my love.”

They actually think I'm sexy! It's clear by the look David gives me, by the way he walks toward me and places his hands on my hips, pulling me in for a passionate kiss. His tongue dances in my mouth, blowing my mind away.

As we make out with increasing passion, Bethany approaches me from behind, and slowly, sensually removes my bra, letting it fall onto the ground. I feel their bathrobes falling onto the floor as well, and as they press their firm, toned bodies against my figure, I can sense they're wearing nothing at all, either.

Their hands explore every inch of my body. The sensual assault makes me moan. David's huge hands cup my breasts in his palms, pinching my nipples playfully, stimulating me like I had always dreamed about. Bethany squeezes my ass, caresses my back, and finally, she removes my panties, rushing her fingers over my folds making me moan against David's lips.

It's then that they guide me toward the bed, and help me lay there. I have to do nothing at all but enjoy, as their lips travel up and down my curves, kissing and licking every single inch of my flushing skin. They play with my nipples, my breasts, they roll their tongues over my stomach, nibble at my arms, my thighs, and finally, oh finally, Bethany's fingers reach my hot, waiting flesh. My body quivers with arousal when she parts my folds and gives my pussy a slow, hard lick.

“Oh, fuck…” I circle my hips and run my fingers through my hair before tugging it. It feels so fucking good!

Bethany purrs, her fingers still caressing my clit. "You like that, don't you?”

“Yes…”

She dips two fingers in my pussy.

“Oh, yes!” I jerk upwards and fuck her fingers. My eyes roll to the back of my head. Oh, this is sweet. Way better than masturbating in the shower.

I feel David's lips on me. His fingers strum my body like a guitar.

"I want to fuck you until you beg for more," he murmurs, sending a thrill down my spine. I can’t wait. I need to have his cock inside me. I want to know what it’s like to get fucked by this hardcore man.

But David isn’t in a rush. He continues to kiss me all over, suckling at my tits and flickering my nipples with his tongue so expertly. His wife directs her attention to my clit. I could never touch myself with such skill. There's something about the way she touches it, the way she rolls it between her thumb and index fingers, the way she tugs at it gently before giving it a little pinch. I moan and thrust my hips upwards, the pleasure growing higher and further until I explode all over her fingers, arching my back with blind desire.

"David! Oh, Bethany, Yes, yes yes! I---God, I'm cumming hard, I'm cumming!" I moan out loud, and the two lovers grin at me, clearly aroused by attacking me, making me moan out their names over and over again.

"You're a dirty little slut, aren't you? You want my cock, don't you?" David asks, and I realize they're nowhere done with me. They want me to cum all over again before even attempting to take my virginity away, and I won’t say no to any of that!

"Yes," I whisper, as they change places. David crawls between my thighs, and soon he's buried between my folds, his tongue lapping up and down my pussy like he's worshiping it. I moan his name over and over again, my thighs shaking on either side of his head, clasping him in place.

He doesn't seem to mind. In fact, with each new moan, with each shaky scream, he seems to grow more aroused, more excited.

"Mmm… I love how hot, how moist you're getting for my husband," Bethany purrs sensually as she plays with my breasts, as her hands caress the firm orbs. She presses her much bigger tits against my own and rubs her nipples against mine, making us both moan like whores.

It doesn't take long for the insane pleasure they keep lavishing on me become too intense to bear any longer, and I thrust my hips against David's face, panting wildly.

"Oh, David, David, more! Please, eat me out harder! Fuck me with your tongue!"

I don't know where such dirty words are coming from. I never dared be that overtly sexual in the past, but now? Now they keep flowing from my lips, and Bethany encourages me more and more as my orgasm reaches its peak.

"Yes, you need his lips, this tongue, his cock, don't you?" She murmurs, nibbling at my nipples. "Say it, Amy, say you need his cock!"

"I need your cock, David!" I’m aching, desperate to be fucked at long last. That's when I'm surprised by both Bethany and David moving toward the head of the bed. They each grab one of my arms and pull them up, securing me to two cuffs already placed on either side of the bed's posts.

"W---what?!" I mumble, still dazzled by the powerful orgasms I've experienced in the past hour.

"Don't worry, honey, it's all part of our kinky little game," Bethany whispers, kissing me slowly, as her husband slips on a condom.

I brace myself for what's to come, but David's not rough about it. He caresses my inner thighs as he kneels between my legs, whispering gently:

"I'm going to fuck you now, and I'll make sure you enjoy every single thrust."

I nervously nod, as Bethany gives me some space to breathe. David's bulbous head rubs against my silky folds, and I see he's gathering moisture around it.

"Breathe in, Amy, you won't be a virgin in a second," Bethany whispers, caressing my face. I nod and take a deep breath.

And so, with a gentle yet firm thrust, David slides inside my tight, virgin pussy. Inch after inch, he claims my body, until I know I'm no longer a virgin, until he presses his groin against my sex.

I release a gust of air, overwhelmed by what’s taking place. I’m no longer a virgin. Instead of the expected terror, I feel liberation, power, ecstasy. Is this what I’ve been missing all along?

"Fuck, you're so tight!" David grunts, as he slowly throws his hips back and then dips inside me, his motions smooth and regular. Not quite gentle and slow, but not brutal and rough either. The perfect balance to help me experience a tingling arousal and pleasure along with the inevitable pain.

He stretches out my sex with each new thrust, and I moan out loud, losing myself to the perfect moment they're granting me.

"This is so fucking hot," Bethany says, and I notice she's been touching herself, watching as her husband's thick cock appear then disappear inside my moist cunt. "I need you to lick my pussy, Amy. Be a good girl and let me cum all over your face!"

Before I can respond, she opens her legs wide and places one knee on either side of my head. She's straddling my face now, and though she doesn't push all of her weight against my nose and mouth, she applies enough pressure to make sure I don't slack off.

I don't even hesitate, and stick out my tongue, lapping it over her folds, and tasting pussy for the first time in my life. It's tangy, slightly salty but not unpleasant. So delicious I want to eat her all up! I begin lavishing her clit with French kisses, I roll my tongue up and down her folds, I even stick my tongue inside her sex and make circular movements.

"Fuck, you're a fast learner!"

She groans out loud, and it doesn't take long for her to start rubbing her clit against my mouth and nose. I eagerly follow her lead, unable to speak, my every moan muffled by her sweet flesh.

They keep on riding me, one of them my face, the other my sex, until they cum in perfect tandem, coating my skin with their arousal. David's cum fills the condom, while Bethany's juices slide down the side of my face.

They barely grant me an instant to recover myself. I'm still trembling from head to toe, panting heavily, trying to catch my breath, when David pulls off his condom and shows me his still wonderfully erect cock. My hands are still cuffed. Bethany lengthens the chain and puts me in a half-sitting position as David shakes his dick in front of my face.

"I want you to suck my cock now, beautiful. I want you to taste me and your juices on my rod. Can you do that now?"

I'm too lost in the depravity of this whole situation to give it a second thought, and I nod at once, opening my mouth like a complete slut. He gives me a devilish look before pushing his cock past my lips, sliding it in my mouth.

I admit that it's probably a pretty sloppy blowjob, as I have no experience handling anything that big in my mouth. I try my best, rolling my tongue up and down his shaft, sucking on it, while trying to avoid drooling all over the place.

But it's impossible, and before long, my face and his cock and the pillow beneath us are coated in a layer of pre-cum and drool.

Neither of them seem to care. Quite the opposite. Bethany seems quite aroused by my sloppy blowjob, as she grabs my hair and helps guide me through the lewd process.

"You're such a filthy, cock-hungry slut," she coos sensually, and I moan, my sounds of arousal merging with David's grunts.

David's too lost in the throes of passion to control his urges for long, and soon he pulls out, so that he can coat my face with his cream. I gasp as a string of cum leaps at my face, and then another and another.

"So much cum!" I gasp, but not in distress or disgust. It's the most arousing, most amazing experience of my entire life!

Bethany joins me, giggling as she begins lapping and licking at my cheeks. She finally discovers my lips once more, and we make out like starving animals, sharing her husband's cum.

Finally, exhausted and drained of all energy, coated in a mix of sweat, juices and cum, we lay together on the massive bed. They un-cuff me so I can cuddle up to them more comfortably. That's when David asks, as he caresses my hair:

"You're just as amazing as we imagined you to be. Would you be interested in meeting with us again after tonight?”

I don't even hesitate this time. I know exactly what I want now. I’m done hiding in the shadows. There's no more timid, virgin Amy. I’m a woman now, a sensual being. There's nothing holding me back from exploring my sexuality. Bethany and David are the perfect tools to enhance my sexual experience.

“Whenever you want,” I reply, smiling as they wrap their arms around me. “For as long as you want.”

THE END.
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He clutches my cheeks with his palms and deepens the kiss. I melt against him, giving as good as I’m getting, tasting his sweet mouth. There’s a hint of alcohol, but that’s not what makes me so intoxicated that I can hardly think. It’s the skill with which he's tongue-fucking my mouth. Allen has always been a great kisser, but this… it seems he's been enhancing his skill.

The thought of him with other women makes me break the kiss. I back away from him, touching my mouth with trembling fingers.

“What's wrong?”

His expression mirrors the confusion in his tone. His cock highlights his arousal. Seeing the bulge in his pants, knowing the undeniable pleasure it gives, it leaves me with an ache in my pussy, and I know I can't sleep tonight if I don’t fuck him.


Chapter 1

Leah

Friday Night

“Leah, I’m so glad you could make it!” Hannah exclaims the instant I ease into the taxi I’ve agreed to share with her.

I wrap my arms around my best friend for a quick hug, careful not to ruffle her gorgeous top. She looks great. Her dark hair has a fresh, lopsided cut that makes her look younger than our twenty-nine years.

“You look stunning,” she says to me, and I know she’s right. I dressed with great care tonight. The snug black dress with the keyhole neckline cost me a pretty penny, but I was determined to look my best for this party.

“Thanks, girl,” I say to her. “So do you.”

Hannah and I have been friends since high school, but it’s been years since we’ve seen each other, though we’ve kept in touch through social media.

“Are you ready for this?” she asks me as the cab rolls through the gates of a gorgeous mansion in the hills. I can hear the faint sounds of music coming from inside when the car pulls up the cobblestone driveway. It seems the party is already in full swing.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I reply, exhaling a little. I’m nervous. No, scrap that. I’m terrified.

I still can’t believe I allowed Hannah to talk me into going to Dr. Allen Bass’s house party, but here I am, in a dress that fits like a second skin and hoping my face exudes the confidence I’m trying to give.

Being back in Yonkers means every last one of my friends wants to meet up, so this is the best possible way of scratching a few names from my list at the same time: a party at the doctor’s home. A part of me wishes they had chosen another event for our reunion. But I’m also looking forward to seeing Allen Bass again.

Dr. Bass was my gynecologist once upon a time, yes, but that was only the start of our relationship. It quickly evolved into something else… though some might consider it devolved instead.

I had been Allen's patient for a year before we became friends, then things got heated between us. I mean, really heated… fucking-everywhere-in-his-office kind of heated. It should have been a fling, but my feelings blossomed after a while. I became hooked, not just on his cock, but the sweet, caring side to him. I loved how he opened doors and pulled out chairs on our dates. He checked in when I was sick or down about some bullshit in my life. I fell hard, too hard, and too soon. It was as if I could do nothing to prevent myself from envisioning a life with Allen, no matter how hopeless our relationship seemed.

Allen was everything I wanted in a lover. He was handsome, charming, successful, great in bed… the perfect package. In my head, he was already mine, but I knew from the get-go he had a big issue with settling down and I tried to pretend like I could change him.

Sadly, that wasn’t the case.

I made a stupid mistake one night after we fucked on his living room floor. I told him I loved him. His body went rigid and his skin flushed before he told me he wasn’t interested in a commitment. I was crushed, even more so because I thought he had feelings for me. How was I so wrong? What did I miss?

There was no way I wanted to stay in town after that heartbreak. I decided to accept a new job I had almost rejected because I wanted to be near him. It was the perfect chance I needed to start anew, far from his charming smile, from his handsome face, and everything that made me melt whenever he was around.

It was the only way to get over my broken heart, and for five years, I stayed away from Yonkers, my friends, the life I had made. But I think I’m strong enough now to finally move on while having him around.

At least, I hope.

But the minute I step into his contemporary-styled home, every memory keeps flooding back; the times we fucked on the foyer floor because we couldn’t make it past the front door, the nights I spent curled up to him on the sectional sofa that faced the big screen TV, the dinners he cooked for me in the kitchen and the food we ate around the big dining table… 

I shook my head to clear my thoughts. Allen made his decision and so did I. It was no use living in the past. We'd both moved on.

But when I discover my former lover standing across the room, chatting with a few guests, with the gorgeous smile that made me drop my panties so often, I know how wrong I’ve been. I haven’t moved on. Not even a little. I’m still not over him.

“Are you going to be ok, Leah?” Hannah asks, squeezing my arm as she notices me tensing up at the sight of him. My best friend knows we had an affair and that it ended because of my big mouth, and I think she suspects I still have feelings for him. I give her a nod to assure her I’ll be fine but she doesn't look too convinced.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have invited you here,” she said.

“What are you talking about?” I flash her my most convincing smile. “I told you, I’m fine.”

My gaze travel to the man who still has my heart. I can’t believe how little he’s changed in these past five years. He still wears his dark hair short with the sides faded. There are a few silver highlights in his hair but that's expected. He still looks younger than his forty-five years. His gorgeous gray eyes still sparkles when he smiles. And that smile, oh, that smile. It’s too much for me to bear. He’s tall and lean, and if I was standing by his side, then he’d easily tower over me. He’s wearing a fitted sweater that covers his strong arms and I imagine the tight, rippled muscles beneath the soft material. I remember running my tongue over his abs, up his pecs, licking his erect nipples—

“Leah.”

I turn to look at my friend. “Yeah?”

“You okay?”

“I’m ok, I’m perfect!” I reply all too quickly. Again, Hannah gives me a funny look, but I won't admit the truth, at least not out loud. “Look, I need a drink, let’s just go get one, ok?”

And so, we head over to a table filled with several bottles, and we mingle with the rest of my friends, keeping a distance from my ex-lover. His living room is the size of my two bedrooms rolled into one. Enough space where I can ignore him all night.

For an hour I manage to have a somewhat nice time, catching up with friends I haven’t seen for years. But eventually, even that isn’t enough to keep my mind off Allen, especially with him in the room. It hurts a little that he’s acting like I don’t exist. Not once does he look my way. My pride is too thick to be the one to make the first move.

But it’s getting unbearable to be here. The stunning women that flock him does nothing to reduce the ache on my chest. Soon, I beckon to Hannah and she comes over at once.

“I’m going to take a break in the den. These shoes are killing me.” It's not a total lie. The four-inch stilettos are slowly murdering my ankles.

“Do you want me to come with you?” she asks, though the way she looks at me makes it clear she wishes I will reject her offer. After all, it’s not every day she gets to chat with James, her long-time crush, without him being surrounded by their coworkers or other friends.

“No, don’t worry, I’ll be back soon,” I smile sweetly, and step away, walking towards the den.

I glance to my right. Allen is now caught up with a beautiful brunette, hanging on to her every word. A rush of jealousy flows through me, and I hasten my step. But I can’t outrun the images of him taking her to bed at the end of the night. That’s always been his thing. She's definitely his type; long-legged, petite, curvy. Ass. Allen had always liked a woman with ass.

I sigh and plop down on the couch. Why the hell did I come in here, anyway? This room holds more memories of our fuck-fest than any other space in his house. The pool table in the corner was where he ate my pussy for the first time before he took me from behind. I rode his cock on the love seat I’m sitting on. And that carpet, damn, if these walls could talk…

Groaning, I shoot up from the seat just as the door opens.

Allen.


Chapter 2

My skin heats at once. For a moment, I forget to breathe. He’s so still, I wonder if he's having trouble breathing, too. He makes a sound—I don't know how to describe it—before he moves towards me and I release the pent-up breath. But my body remains rooted to the spot.

He stops before me, giving me an intent look that trips my pulse and fills me with a searing need. But I’m trying to resist giving in to it. I can't let him see how much he still affects me.

“Hi.” His voice is doing worse things to me.

“Hi! Nice party!”

Why do I sound so perky?

He gives me a sexy grin. “Thanks. When I saw you walk through the front door, I hardly believed it was you. It’s been years, Leah.”

“I know.”

So, he did notice me, after all. He was just pretending not to.

“Are you back in town for good?”

I give him a causal nod, but inside is nothing but turmoil. “I got an offer to run the sales department in an insurance firm and the salary is twice what I’ve been making in LA.”

“Good. I know you always wanted your own team. You deserve this.”

“Yeah, thanks.”

I've been working since nineteen while going to college part time. Plus, I've been a top insurance agent since I was twenty-one. I paid my dues. Allen’s right. I deserve this.

“I’m glad you're here.” His smile grows softer, and God, having him close to me makes my entire body feel hot all over. It’s almost like I’m running a high fever.

I shoot him a stiff smile. “Well, I’m thinking of leaving already. I have… stuff to do. Plus the party isn’t as hot as I thought it would be.” I try to be aloof, even a bit insulting, but his grin never falters. “I think I should get going now, in fact…”

But just as I try to step away, his hand rests on my shoulder, and oh, the tingling sensation rushes from the spot he’s touching me, to the rest of my body, making me gasp audibly before I can do anything to stop it.

“Don’t leave, Leah…”

“Allen—” 

“God, you look so beautiful. It’s like you haven’t aged a day since I last saw you,” he whispers, and his free hand lifts toward my face, tenderly cupping my cheek. “I’ve missed you so much.”

My heart knocks against my chest and bitterness rises like bile in my throat. “You don’t get to say that.”

“It’s the truth.”

“I don’t care if it is. Just… don’t say it.”

His brows lifts as he scowls at me. “After all we shared, I don’t get to tell you how I feel?”

“What we had was a fling, remember? It meant nothing to you. So, cut the crap.”

I try to step away from him, but his hold on me tightens a bit. Its like my body has a mind of its own, coming alive under his touch.

“I mean it, Leah. I really missed you.”

“Good for you.” I curse my body for being so weak to him and praise my mind for its strength. But it’s also falling victim to Allen's seduction. I can’t think when his hands touch my body like they’re doing now. I’m getting weaker, so weak…

“I know you, Leah. That look. You can never hide how you really feel.”

Again, I curse my body for betraying me. My friends tell me I wear my emotions on my sleeve and they are right. I’m the worst poker player alive.

“Stay,” Allen whispers, and I feel like he’s moving in slow motion. I'm helpless to do anything to stop him. Our lips meet. I can’t help my own feelings even though I’ve been fighting them for so long.

The instant our lips touch, though, it’s like all my defenses immediately vanish, and I can’t help myself any longer. I lean into the kiss, and God, it feel so good. It feels like not a day has passed since we last touched.

I breathe in, and I’m flooded with his familiar scent. Its citrus-sweet, but there’s a spicy hint, too. Medallion. I'd know that perfume anywhere because I bought him a bottle for his birthday. What does it mean that he’s still wearing it?

He clutches my cheeks with his palms and deepens the kiss. I melt against him, giving as good as I’m getting, tasting his sweet mouth. There’s a hint of alcohol, but that’s not what makes me so intoxicated that I can hardly think. It’s the skill with which he's tongue-fucking my mouth. Allen has always been a great kisser, but this… it seems he's been enhancing his skill.

The thought of him with other women makes me break the kiss. I back away from him, touching my mouth with trembling fingers.

“What's wrong?”

His expression mirrors the confusion in his tone. His cock highlights his arousal. Seeing the bulge in his pants, knowing the undeniable pleasure it gives, it leaves me with an ache in my pussy, and I know I can't sleep tonight if I don’t fuck him.


Chapter 3

Screw my reservations about Allen. I just want to get laid. I haven’t been with a man in years. Five, to be exact, since the night he rejected me. It’s a personal choice, though. I just haven’t met a man who makes me feel like Allen does.

Allen sighs, giving me a knowing look. “I’m sorry, that was too much, huh?”

“No, no.” My body is so charged with the need to fuck, it’s like I’m vibrating. “I want this.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah, I am.”

An expression flashes across his face, something like relief. He takes my hand and guides me toward the pool table. I don’t want to think, not about how his rejection hurt me, or how my life hasn’t been the same since that night. I just want to feel his thick cock pounding my aching sex. I want him to fuck the pain away.

Our kiss quickly grows into something more, his hands traveling up and down my body, squeezing my ass, caressing my nipples through my dress, making me moan against his lips.

I can’t help myself. It’s like I’m back to square one. The heartbreak never happened. We are back in the past, exploring for the first time. He removes his shirt. My fingers run over his hard body, his luscious pecs, those gorgeous abs that tempt me to lick them. Soon I begin kissing my way down his neck, down his chest, down his stomach, pausing to lap his hard skin, until I reach the front of his pants. Unzipping them feels as natural as breathing, and his cock feels so stiff against my fingers as I pull it out.

I ignore the warning in my head, the one that tells me to run, that I’m still too fragile to be doing this with Allen. I can’t even think straight as I wrap my lips around his bulbous head, rolling my tongue over it, licking like it's an ice cream on a hot day.

“Fuck yes.” Allen hisses, gripping my hair with both hands. His hold is gentle, though, and I still have free rein. I begin bobbing my head up and down his shaft, his hand resting on the top of my head, guiding my rhythm and speed like he used to. It drives me wild with arousal, and oh, I move faster and faster, pressing my lips tightly around his girth.

Hot, sexy words leave his mouth. I swallow his cock, then slowly release it and suck the tip, hard.

“You’re fucking killing me, woman,” Allen says with a harsh sigh, his hips zipping back and forth. The torture on his face is everything. I love that I’m the one who's doing this to him.

I chuckle a little before sticking out my tongue and licking his cockhead. He moans, and when I lick it once more, I get the salty taste of his pre-cum. I clean the head, then open my mouth and take him again, stroking with a steady beat until he pulls out with a growl.

“I need to fuck you right now,” he says, pulling me up to my feet and lifting me. I wrap my legs around him as he takes me mouth for a long kiss. My belly clenches with need, and the feeling travels downwards, lodging within my sex. With his mouth still entangled with mine, Allen places me onto the pool table. He removes my dress and his lips kiss me all over before he lets me go.

But just for a minute. He climbs on top of me and I can’t believe I’m lying here, with Allen’s body towering over me, pressed against me, and a moment later…. a part of him actually inside me.

“Holy fuck… ah…”

I grip the edge of the table as he begins rocking his body against me, his cock spreading me open so wonderfully, waves of pleasure spreading like waves crashing upon a beach.

“Oh, Allen…”

I moan out loud, arching my back, feeling his weight pressing on me. Allen’s thrusts grow harder, more passionate, driving me wild with ecstasy. Our eyes meet and my heart flips at the emotion within the depths of his silvery globes. I wish that what I’m seeing was real. But it fooled me before. Not again. I close my eyes to block out his stare.

“Look at me, Leah.”

My eyes flutter open, just as he digs deeper inside me, touching my sweet spot. I cry out. The pleasure becomes too intense to bear any longer. And I reach a climax no vibrator has given me for five years, quivering all over, trembling under his muscular chest. His cock’s buried so deep inside me, throbbing so hard, and I feel myself lost in everything I’ve missed so much about Allen.

And then, as my sex clenches hard around his cock, I feel the sexy doctor exploding deep inside me, grunting just the way he used to when he reached his climax. I close my eyes, hugging him tightly, feeling him impaling me as deep as he can go.

He rolls off me, out of breath. I’m struggling to catch my breath, too. I almost melt when he pulls me close to him, so close I can feel the fast thuds of his beating heart against my back. Then he kisses my shoulder. Once, twice, so tenderly, filling me with longing for more than this. More than having casual sex. A lifetime. But I’m not stupid. This was just a one-time thing. I scratched the itch, now its time to move on.

I hear footsteps near the doorway, and I shift from his embrace. He holds me back for a second, kissing the back of my neck. Then he lets me go. We slide off the pool table and I feel so cold without his body pressed against mine, so empty without him buried inside me. But regret begins creeping in. This shouldn’t have happened. Allen still has the power to break my heart.

Again.

I can’t let that happen.

I gather my clothes from the ground and get dressed in a hurry. His eyes are on me. I can feel them, but I can’t bear to look at him. Not until I put my heels on and lift my purse from the loveseat.

“I need to go.”

He opens his mouth, but before he says a word, I rush out the door, feeling like I’ve made such a foolish mistake.

I search for Hannah for what feels like an eternity, and finally find her chatting with her crush. This time I don’t care how much she likes him, I need to speak to her. So I grab her arm and pull her aside.

“I just slept with Allen.”

Her eyelids flutter as she sticks her head out at me. “Say what now?”

“I slept with—”

“I heard you. Why did you do that?”

Her response makes me freak out. Hannah is the most open-minded person I know. I expected a YOLO type response, especially since she knows I’ve been pining for Allen since I left town. Or maybe that’s why she's looking at me with such pity. She doesn't want to see me get hurt again.

“What am I going to do, Hannah?”

Sleeping with Allen was a mistake. I know that now. I feel raw and open—vulnerable—yes, that’s it. I’m wound tighter than a string right now.

Oh, why did I allow Hannah to persuade me? I shouldn’t have come to this party tonight.

“I don’t know,” Hannah replies with a shrug. “You could pretend it never happened.”

I shoot her a wry look. There's absolutely no way I can forget Allen's cock rolling through me. How it touched my soul. I’d never forgotten any of our encounters in the past, either.

“That's never gonna happen,” I tell her.

As I speak, and she stares my way with that pitiful look once more, I’m cut mid-response by a scene unfolding across the room. Allen’s with a gorgeous redhead and their bodies are close together. Too close. Very intimate. He leans in and whispers in her ear and she giggles. My stomach drops and my eyes sting a little. Of course. Typical Allen, flitting from one woman to the next. But this is a little much, even for him. We’ve had sex only a few minutes ago, and he’s already flirting with another woman.

Nothing’s changed. How could I have been so foolish?

“Let’s get out of here, ok?” I whisper, on the brink of sobbing, and Hannah follows my gaze toward the spot where Allen’s standing, the redhead leaning to respond in his ear.

“Oh, damn. That’s rough. Come on, let’s get you home.”

I leave in a huff, so angry at myself that I don’t notice the chill or that I’d left my coat in Allen's cupboard. By the time I realize, I’m halfway home. There's no way I’m going back to Allen's house. I never want to see that asshole again.
 


Chapter 4

Allen

Five years.

It’s been five years since I’ve seen Leah. Five years since I made the biggest mistake of my life and lost the only woman I’ve ever loved.

And all for what? So I could sleep with other women? Was it worth it? No. Not at all. I’ve been miserable without her.

I remember the day when she told me she loved me, right after we fucked on my living room carpet. I’d panicked. The words that left my mouth didn’t mirror what was on my heart. But I was still too slow to tell her my true feelings. By the time I came to my senses, she had already left town.

There was no sign of her anywhere, and her friends wouldn’t tell me where she'd gone. After a year, I stopped searching and resigned to the reality that I lost her. It was hard to accept. There was a part of me that felt our chapter wasn’t over.

Two years passed, then three. After the fourth year, I completely gave up. She wasn’t coming back.

So when she stepped into my party tonight, in that dress that made my cock stand to attention, her dark hair flowing around her gorgeous shoulders, it shocked me to my core. I had to use all my willpower just to stop myself from rushing toward her at once.

Making love to her was the high point of these past few years. It was like a breath of fresh air, touching her soft skin once more, inhaling that flowery scent that was uniquely hers… God, I missed her. Making love to her left me wondering even more how I could ever let her go.

But after she rushes out of the room and vanishes so abruptly, I’m left wondering what went wrong. She'd freaked out about getting caught naked on my pool table, and I thought she needed some time to process what just happened between us. But instead, Leah left without even saying goodbye.

I can’t say I blame her, however, not after the way I treated her. But I want—need her forgiveness. I need her in my life.

I mope around the party during the rest of the night, counting down the minutes until my guests leave. I just want to be alone, to figure out a way to get Leah back. It turns out I have a little luck on my side. A silver lining arrives when all my guests have left. The one coat still resting on the rack. It’s the same coat I saw on Leah when she walked in earlier tonight. I smile to myself as I realize I have an innocent excuse to see her again.

Now, all I need is her address.

There’s only one person who can help me. Hannah. I dial her number and thank the stars when she picks up.

“Hi, Allen. I can’t say I’m surprised that you called,” Hannah says the second the line opens.

I reply with a small chuckle. “So you know what I want, right?”

“I know what you want, but I’m not sure I should give it to you. Not without Leah's permission.”

“Oh, come on, Hannah, please.”

She sighs. “She's gonna kill me, but…” as she rattles off the address, I reach for a pen and scribble it on a nearby notepad.

“Allen?” Hannah says, after I confirm I got it all.

“Yeah.”

“Whatever happens, don’t hate her, okay?”

Her response confuses the heck out of me. “Why would I hate her?”

“Just… don’t.” She hangs up before I say another word.


Chapter 5

The Next Day

With Leah's coat clutched in my grip, I walk up the steps to her apartment building and ring the intercom. I wait for a few seconds, then try again, but there’s still no answer. I know she’s home. Hannah told me she was still unpacking and getting settled in.

To my luck, the front door opens and an elderly woman exits. I hold the door and give her a polite smile, which she returns. She probably thinks I live here.

I ease inside, my eyes quickly scanning the empty lobby before noticing the elevators on the other side. Leah's apartment is on the third floor. It takes a minute to get to her door.

Again, I ring and wait, a little nervous now, because I don’t know what her reception will be. There’s a short beat before I hear footsteps and she opens the door, looking at me like I’m an unwelcomed sales rep.

“What do you want?”

Her chilly response is like a stab to my chest, especially after what we shared last night. But I won’t let it get to me. I’m willing to fight for her.

I lift the garment, and her gaze drops to it.

“You left your coat in my closet. Thought I’d return it.”

I give her a smile that I hope will earn me entry into her apartment. It doesn’t. With a scowl, she yanks the coat from my hand and attempts to close the door. But she isn’t quick enough. I grip the edge of the door and hold it in place.

“Did I do something wrong?”

She scoffs at me. “That’s a stupid question.”

“Oh, come on,” I reply, understanding her at once. “That was five years ago, Leah. I was blind and stupid and…” I sigh, trying to find the words to touch her heart. But I’m coming up blank, and it makes me panic. Especially since she’s still trying to close the door.

“Leah, I love you.”

She stops, her bright blue eyes widening before getting glossy.

“You’re an even bigger asshole than I thought.”

“I really mean it, Leah.”

“No, you don’t. You haven’t changed, Allen. I know what you want. But guess what, you’re not getting it from me. Not again. I’m sure there’s a long line of women who would kill for you to notice them.”

She's right, though I wouldn’t dare admit out loud. My practice isn’t just successful because of my medical skills. I’ve lost count of the women who book an appointment just to get my attention. But Leah is the only patient I’ve ever crossed the line with. She doesn’t believe it, but I wouldn’t have dared put my reputation at risk for just any woman.

Leah was different. It wasn’t just her beauty that snagged me. I was in a rut before I met her, fucking around because I could, not having any purpose beyond making my business successful. Her spontaneity pushed me to embrace life like never before. Gone were the days when all I did was work for hours then fuck some random woman when I wanted release.

Because of Leah, my life was golden. Socially hectic, yes, but fun. I tried things I’d never done before, like smoking weed and sky diving. We even crashed a wedding once. Truth be told, we were both stoned as shit. She led me down a daring path and I willingly followed. We were together every night, hanging out, having dinner like a regular couple. But we weren’t. Even then, I didn’t want to settle down.

My reluctance had nothing to do with being hurt in the past. I had a great childhood and my parents are still married. My heart had never been broken. But the thought of a wife and kids didn’t appeal to me. Not until Leah walked out of my life.

Now that she’s back, I’ll do everything in my power to convince her to be with me.

“You’re the only woman I want, Leah. Seriously. There's no one else for me.”

“Bullshit.” But her eyes soften a little. Her grip relaxes on the door.

“Let me in, please.”

She sighs, and glance behind her then back at me. For the first time, I wonder if she has another man inside. Why the hell didn’t I think Leah’s with someone? She's an amazing woman. There’s no way she’s still single.

My stomach falls, just as she opens the door wider and sweeps her hand inside. “Come in.”

My legs move at record speed and I step into the open concept space. The living room is a little cluttered with boxes, so it looks like I’ve caught her in the middle of unpacking. She gestures to the couch for me to sit, but I keep standing, watching her, waiting for my move. Leah responds to touch more than she does words. I need to show her how I feel.

Her brows lifts and she gestures to the couch once more. “Are you gonna sit, or what?”

I move towards her, and her frown is replaced by a guarded look.

“What are you doing?” she asks.


Chapter 6

I inch closer to Leah and I notice she isn’t backing away.

“What are you doing, Allen?”

This time the words come in a whisper, and the frown on her face simmers to a questioning stare.

“Something you’ve wanted me to do since you opened that door…”

My hand palms the back of her head as I pull her towards me. She doesn’t resist. My lips capture hers with a groan. It's like I’ve just come up for air after being trapped underwater.

I can’t even guide her toward the bedroom, too lost in her arms, in her lips, to go any further, and we roll onto the floor, making out like our lives depend on it.

Her hands are all over my body as I reach for her breasts, squeezing them hard, pinching her nipples until she moans sensually against my lips. I waste no time removing her short, flirty dress, lavishing her breasts with sexy little kisses, rolling my tongue over her nipples once the bra is out of the way.

“Oh…” Leah throws her head back, exposing her smooth neck, prompting me to lick the soft skin.

I help Leah get on all fours, and position myself behind her, rubbing my fully erect cock against her moist folds. Closing my eyes, I thrust forward, feeling my erection so tightly engulfed by her velvety walls.

Fuck, it’s been less than twenty-four hours, but I’ve missed being inside her, I’ve missed her moving along with my every thrust, throwing her hips back so that her ass slaps against my lap over and over again. Her pussy’s clenching so hard, so sensually, and we make love for what feels like an eternity.

I know I’ll never be able to let go of her. I’ll do anything and everything in my power to gain her forgiveness, to make her mine. That’s all I can think about as I continue to plunge deep inside her tight, hot pussy, as I hear her moan, as I watch her perky, full boobs bounce back and forth with each new push.

I press my chest against her back as my thrusts become faster, more erratic, and before I know it, I feel her sex clenching harder than ever around my girth. She’s cumming, calling out my name and driving me over the edge, prompting me to reach my climax only a moment later.

We explode together, fireworks filling my mind as I cum deep inside her amazing pussy.

Moments later, I roll onto the floor and wrap my arms around Leah, pulling her close. It’s my favorite thing to do after fucking her; hearing her soft breaths, feeling her moist skin, catching a whiff of her scent mixed with the sweat from our lovemaking. We lay there together. Her heart is pounding like crazy. I can hear every beat. Mine's beating too. For her. This is the woman I want for the rest of my life. I envision having kids with her, growing old with her by my side. There's no doubt in my mind this is it.

“I’ve missed you, love,” I whisper into her ear.

Her body relaxes against mine and she sighs. I keep my fingers crossed that she’s about to give me a positive response. She turns to me and opens her mouth to speak, just as the intercom buzzes. She stiffens and scrambles to her feet.

“Shit.”

I push to a sitting position. “What’s wrong?”

She doesn’t answer. She presses a button on the intercom and a woman's voice says, “I forgot the code, Leah. Let us in!”

Leah presses another button then turns to me with terror gracing her face.

“You have to leave, ok? Get dressed right now.”

She reaches for her dress on the floor and slips into it. Her panties follow suit.

I rise from the floor and grab my clothes, wondering who the hell it is that has her so scared. Was she seeing someone else? But the voice belonged to a woman so—”

Damn. Did Leah switch to batting for the other team? Am I about to meet her lover?

“Oh God…” she's panicking now, twisting to the door then back at me.

I pull my shirt over my head in a hurry. “Leah, what’s going on?”

“Can you, uh…” she looks down the hallway. Her expression brightens a little. “Hang out in my bedroom for a bit. I need to figure this out.”

Okay. So it clearly isn't her lover on her way to the apartment. What the hell is she hiding? Do I even want to find out?

“Leah? What’s going on?”

“Just get in the bedroom, Allen. Please. I’ll try to explain later.”

Her eyes are filled with tears by now, and although it alarms the shit out of me, I comply and move to the first room down the hall. I’m barely inside when the front door opens and I hear a child’s voice squealing, “mommy!”

The fuck? Leah has a kid?

I peek out onto the corridor and see Leah hugging a child. A boy that looks remarkably like me.

Shit.


Chapter 7

I back into the bedroom once more, my heart pounding at the realization that I have a kid. A son. He looks about four years old. I do a mental calculation. Leah must have gotten pregnant before she left town, which means—fuck, I rejected the mother of my child without knowing it. Did she know she was carrying my child before she left? Was that the reason she confessed her love for me?

Leaning against the wall, I wipe my face, wishing I could erase the guilt so easily. I have so many questions. The answers lay just outside this room. I stick my head out once more, watching as the kid excitedly shows Leah a toy car. There's no doubt he’s mine. He looks just like I did when I was his age, except his dark hair is much longer than mine was, brushing his little shoulders. 

The shock gives way to hope. This is good. Now I have a legit reason to be around Leah. This is just what I need, this foot in the door to get to her heart.

I can’t blame her for keeping this secret from me all this time, but I now know that it’s more important than ever to convince Leah to accept me into her life.

I step from the room. A young woman sits on the couch scrolling through her phone. She looks about late teens, with jet-black hair and purple highlights. A tiny nose ring gives her a bad-ass look. She glances up as I draw closer and her eyes widen before she looks from me to the kid. Her features become aware as she makes the connection.

“Hi, I’m Robyn, Jax's nanny,” she says, giving me a wave.

Jax. So that’s my son's name.

“Nice to meet you, Robyn. I’m Allen.”

“I know who you are.” Her grin gets wider.

“Robyn, how about you give Jaxen a bath, please?” Leah says.

“Sure thing.” With an exaggerated groan, Robyn pushes from the couch and reaches for Jaxen. “Come on kid, let’s get you cleaned up.”

Jaxen is watching me with a curiosity that's beyond his years. I can see the wheels turning in his head, like he’s putting the pieces together. Robyn's gentle pull leaves me staring at the back of his head.

I take a seat on the loveseat as Leah sits on the sectional before me. A stare-off ensues. She’s the first to blink.

“Come on. Talk,” I say to her.


Chapter 8

Leah

I don’t want to talk.

What I want to do is reverse the hour that’s just passed. I should have taken my coat from Allen and sent him away instead of allowing him into my home. My head. My fucking heart. Now he knows the secret I’ve kept for so long.

Yes, Jaxen is Allen’s son. A blind man can see that. I knew it was a risk coming back to town with the child I’d kept secret for five years. One look, and I knew Allen would connect the dots.

It feels like yesterday when I took the pregnancy test after feeling nauseous for a whole week. I didn’t think it was necessary. Allen was the only man I’d been with and we used protection. But Hannah was like a nagging wife, annoying the heck out of me until I gave in and brought the pregnancy test home. It took an hour—and three more tests to convince me that I was carrying Allen's baby.

Allen. The man who told me a week ago he wasn’t interested in settling down. He didn’t want a wife and kids. How the hell would I manage with a baby on my own?

I couldn’t stay in town. Didn’t want to face his rejection another time. So I packed my stuff and moved to LA and my new job. I tried to forget about Allen but it was impossible, especially after I gave birth to Jaxen. Seeing Allen's features stamped so clearly in my son brought a next-level heartache that confirmed I wasn’t over Allen. I still loved him.

I must admit, a part of me took the offer in Manhattan because I wanted to be near Allen again. Call me a glutton for punishment. But I didn’t have a plan, whether I wanted to tell him the truth or keep hiding Jaxen. I was just improvising as I go. But it seems fate did the work for me.

“Leah, I’m waiting.”

I pull my head back and give him a glowering stare.

“Excuse me?”

Why is he looking at me like I did him wrong?

“Jaxen's mine, right?”

It was a rhetorical question but I answer, anyway. “Yes.”

“Then tell me why you kept him from me.”

I cock my head, shooting him a look that could cut steel. “You're kidding, right? Do you remember that little conversation we had before I left town? The one where you said you didn’t want to settle down?”

The one where I told him I loved him and he threw it in my face. I’m still hurting over it.

Allen sighs and shifts to the edge of the couch. “That has nothing to do with my child, Leah.”

“You didn’t want kids, Allen.”

Or a wife…

“I didn’t want to burden you with that responsibility.”

He looks hurt. It tugs on my heart a little.

“Is that how you see me, as a deadbeat dad? Didn’t you think I'd take care of my kid?”

I’m a little too emotional for this conversation. This isn't the right time. Jaxen's bath will end soon and I don’t want Allen here when he gets back. I need time to talk to my son, to tell him he has a dad that he's always asked about. When he's adjusted, I’ll arrange for them to officially meet.

“I don’t know, Allen. Your track record… your words… I didn’t know what to think.”

“That was then, Leah. I’m not that man anymore.”

“What’s changed?”

“Losing you.”

I stare at him. For a few seconds, I forget to breathe. The raw emotion in his eyes stirs my soul and I just want to launch into his arms. But I don’t. As weak as I am, my common sense is still intact. Allen has always been a sweet talker. That’s how he got into my panties for the first time.

“I made a mistake those tears ago, Leah, and I’m not about to make another. I want to be with you, especially now we have a family—”

“We don’t have a family. There's me and Jaxen, then you and your long line of women.”

He scoffs and shakes his head. “There are no other women.”

“Bullshit.”

There’s no way Allen Bass, Mr. Little-Black-Book has been celibate. I’ll believe that when pigs fly.

“It’s true.”

“You need to go. Jaxen's bath is almost over. You'll get to meet him after I have the talk.”

He pushes to his feet, still looking at me.

“I love you, Leah, and I’m coming for you. So, get ready. I’m not giving up on my chance for a family. I didn’t want it then. But there’s nothing more that I desire than being with you and my son.”

I stare up at him, unable to speak. He comes to me, brushes the hair from my face and cups my cheek.

“Think about it, will you?”

I give him a slight nod. He moves towards the door then looks back at me.

“I mean it, Leah. I’m ready for you.”

My eyelids fly shut as the door closes behind him. Leaning against the couch, I release the tears that had been building since I got back to town.


Chapter 9

Three Days Later

“Be a good boy for Robyn, okay honey?”

I ruffle Jaxen’s hair on my way out. He’s busy watching cartoons so I doubt he heard me. Robyn gives me two thumbs up.

“You look hot.”

“In this old thing?”

But I can’t help grinning, especially since she’s right. I got my hair washed and blown out at a salon downtown and I pulled a casual off-shoulder dress from my closet. It’s simple but sexy. It says ‘I’m available but I’m not easy’. Contrary to my behavior over the past week, I don’t want Allen thinking my legs are like an automatic door, spreading open the second he comes near.

Yes, I love him and I want to be with him. I don't know if the feeling is as mutual as Allen says. Not that he isn’t an honest man. I’ll give him props, Allen has never lied to me since we met. I was the one who caught feelings and got my hopes up that we could actually be a thing. Then I skipped town because I didn’t get my way.

A part of me still thinks Allen’s just whipped from the sex. He probably missed me, I’ll give him that, but love? Nah.

Now I’m on my way to see him. I still have no clue what my answer will be. At least, I want him to get to know his son. The rest I need to figure out soon. I love him, God knows I do, but I can’t survive another heartbreak. This time, I can't run. Not with his child. Allen’s the type to move heaven and earth to find me if I leave town. I don’t want to be on one side of a bitter custody war. I just want to be with him.

Hannah was no help. Her bullshit ‘follow your heart' advice does nothing for me. My heart isn’t a reliable organ right now. Time. That’s what I need. Time to think about what I really want.

Then why are you going to see Allen in that dress?

My inner thoughts come at me as the elevator doors close, taking me down to the lobby.

I'm going to discuss our son, nothing else.

But as I step from the lift and cross the lobby to exit the apartment building, I contemplate the reason I spent two hours in the hairstylist's chair, or why I changed my outfit three times. If I’m honest, there’s a part of me that’s already decided to say yes to Allen.

But what if it’s a mistake? What if we aren’t meant to be?

There's only one way to find out. Five years ago, I was willing to take the plunge without knowing if Allen was in love with me. Now that a tiny chance was there, I can’t let my love for him go to waste, can I?

The taxi cab pulls up at the entrance to Bass Medical Center. I enter the front door on shaky legs and look around. The waiting area looks so similar to the last time I saw it, yet far fancier. He’s clearly made some renovations, adding plush white couches to replace the dingy brown ones that were there before. The walls are painted snow white, so the space looks roomier than usual. But the biggest change is that his receptionist is no longer young and hot, but rather a professional-looking middle-aged woman.

“Hi, excuse me,” I say, walking up to the front desk. “I’m looking for Dr. Bass? I’m Leah, a—a friend, but I don’t have an appointment.”

She gives me a warm smile. “You're in luck. He’s just taken a break. You can go in.”

She starts to give me instructions but I tell her I already know the way. How many times did I take similar steps down the narrow passageway that leads to the executive office on the other end? Too many to count. Back then, the physical examinations I had in mind had nothing to do with my health. God, my cheeks are on fire just thinking about it.

Out of habit, I step into his office without knocking, and the sight before me freezes me on the spot.

It’s the same redhead from the party last week, the one who had latched on to Allen like white on rice. Allen's in his seat and she's perched on the desk before him, her hands braced behind her. I can’t see her face, but her body language is telling me everything I need to know. She's into him, and from the look on his face, the feeling is mutual.

My heart…

There’s a pain on my chest that reminds me of the day he rejected me. Only this time it’s far worse. It feels like I’m getting stabbed by a hot knife.

Allen’s so engrossed with the redhead that he doesn’t realize when I enter, and he takes a few seconds to notice me standing there. When he does, the smile on his face disappears and he shoots up from his chair.

“Leah?”

My chest bounces like a basketball as I stare at them without a word, but my eyes communicate the fury I feel inside. He comes around the desk and moves towards me.

“Hey, Le—”

“Fuck you, Allen, and her. Fuck you both.”

Turning around, I rush out the door, stomping down the hallway and into the waiting area. The receptionist gives me a raised brow as I dash past her. I storm into the parking lot, my blood boiling.

That asshole! He'd never changed, had he? He was still a frigging womanizer. God, I’m such an idiot for falling for his bullshit!


Chapter 10

I pause to catch my breath, palming my hips and staring at the sky as tears fill my eyes. The sun’s burning the crap out of me, but I deserve it for falling for Allen’s trickery. He only wanted to get in my panties, nothing else. It was his status quo. I should have known better.

Footsteps sound behind me and I turn around.

Allen.

Of course.

He comes at me, his gorgeous face screwed with a plea. I ignore the butterflies in my stomach and raise my palms to ward him off.

“Stay away from me.”

He huffs and drops his hands. “It’s not what you think, Leah.”

“You have no clue what I’m thinking right now, believe me.”

I reach for my cell phone to order an Uber, but he stops me by clutching my hand. I try pulling away. It’s a wasted effort. Allen stays rooted to the spot, his passionate gaze on me as I keep trying to tug my wrist from his hand.

“Leah, stop. You'll hurt yourself.”

“Let me go.”

He gives me a serious look. “I’m not letting you go. Ever. I’m in love with you.”

I’m a little out of breath, not just from struggling to get away, but from the words that just left his mouth. I can never hear them enough. The emotion in his eyes makes me want to believe him but I know better.

“Bullshit.”

He clicks his tongue. “Come with me. Believe me, there’s an explanation for what you just saw.”

He looks so convincing, that I can’t help but follow behind, even though I don’t believe him. I’m curious to see what his explanation will be.

Into his office we go again, and the pretty redhead gives me a bright, sweet smile, approaching us nonchalantly. I don’t think any lover would be this cool and collected, right?

Allen slips his arm around my waist and pulls me close to him.

“Leah, I’d like you to meet Sutton. She’s my brother’s wife and my business partner.”

My face heats with embarrassment. Holy crap.

“It’s nice meeting you, Leah, I’ve heard so much about you,” Sutton says, and she stretches her hand toward me. I shake it sheepishly, as she adds, “you don’t have to worry about me, sweetheart. Allen’s wonderful, but he’s like a little brother to me! Believe me, I’m very much in love with my darling husband.”

I manage a tiny smile but I’m still embarrassed at how I behaved when I saw them together.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me, Allen, we'll talk more about Ian's surprise later, okay? You’re welcomed to attend the party, Leah. We're having a surprise for Allen's brother on Friday night. I’m sure Ian would love to meet you.”

“Oh… Oh, ok, thanks,” I mumble sheepishly, watching Sutton leave.

Allen turns towards me, placing his strong hands on my arms, staring deep into my eyes with those big, beautiful gray orbs.

“I’m sorry,” I say to him.

He scoffs and fans his hand like it’s no big deal.

“I know I’ve made a million mistakes, Leah, and I don’t blame you for refusing to trust me. But I’ll do everything in my power to make it up to you… and to be in Jaxen's life, too.”

I stare up at him, searching his face, trying to decipher if what I’m seeing is total honesty. He must have read my mind because he says, “it's the truth, Leah.”

I take a deep breath and look down on my feet.

“Please, believe me,” he whispers. “I need you.”

Those three words break my resistance. A tiny sob leaves me as I ease into his arms.

Five years. I’ve waited to hear those words for five years.

He eases me off a little and captures my mouth. I kiss him as if we haven’t been apart for a single day. His hands are all over me, caressing me, undressing me, making me feel like a woman all over again. I don’t hesitate. I help him remove his shirt, his pants, his boxers, everything that’s keeping me from feeling his skin against my own.

He lays me down on his desk, climbing on top of me, kissing me all over, his six-o-clock beard tickling me oh so gently.

I’m wet already, as he plays with my nipples, his hot, wet tongue circling each stiff bud. He rubs his erect cock against my folds, and from the burning lust in his eyes, he feels how moist I am. He knows I’m aroused and ready for him to make me his once more, to make love to me like he used to.

“I love you, Leah,” he whispers gently as he plunges deep inside me with a single thrust. My walls clench around his girth so hard. It almost feels like I’m trying to keep him inside me, to never let him go.

As he continues to fuck me with long, hard shifts, I raise my hips toward him, effectively moving in perfect tandem with his body. This wasn’t just fucking. We were making wild, passionate, love, our bodies and souls connecting.

I enjoy watching the undulation of the muscles in his powerful shoulders with each new thrust, and the way the sweat drips down his thick pecs and onto my bouncing boobs. Our bodies rock together as we moan in unison, losing ourselves in the throes of passion.

We make wild, intense love, forgetting all about the rest of the world, pleasure growing so intense that I can hardly stop myself from crying out loud. I’m enjoying it so much that I don’t care if the entire office hear us. My pelvic floor clenches with orgasmic tension, relaxing, then contracting as a bucketful of bliss covers me. His expression darkens. The palm of his hands clasp the back of my head as he pounds into me, slicing my slick pussy with his hard rod. His body vibrates and his cock throbs deep inside me as he fills me up with his cum.

“God, you’re amazing,” he says in a whisper.

He wraps his arms so tightly around me, pulling me against his chest, and I love hearing his breathing, his chest rising and falling as I rest my head on him.

“Leah.”

“Mhm?”

“I don't want to live without you.”

I press my forehead against his chest, the flood of emotions rendering me wordless.

“I’ve been a complete asshole in the past but I want to do everything in my power to make it up to you. What do you say? Will you give me a second chance?”

He tenderly caresses my back, kissing my naked shoulder. “Will you allow me back into your life?”

I tilt my face up, staring deep into his eyes and nod, my heart swelling in my chest, knowing I could never reject him.

“Of course I will, Allen,” I reply, kissing him tenderly, before adding: “I want to start over. Have dinner at my place tonight, and you’ll meet Jaxen. I know he’ll love finally getting to know his daddy.”

He kisses me back, holding me even closer, his grip feeling like he doesn't want to let me go. I have no complaints. I want the world to know that after all these years, Dr. Allen Bass is finally mine. All mine.

“I would love nothing better, Leah,” He assures me, and I know this is the first day of our new life together.

THE END.
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My Daughter’s Best Friend

He pushed the door open to his bedroom suite while removing his shirt, then he stopped with a frown when he heard running water coming from his bathroom. Strange. His suite was restricted ground. Only Nicole and Mary, his housekeeper was allowed inside when he wasn’t around. Mary had left for the day and Nicole wasn’t around; so, who the heck was using his bathroom?

He threw the T-shirt on his bed and pulled his gun from his safe. He hoped it was a little extreme, that there was no need to use the weapon. He eased open the bathroom door and peeked in, and his heart violently knocked against his chest. The hand with the gun fell limp to his side. His mouth dropped open at the glorious sight of Rebecca in his bathroom stall, lathering her body with soap. 

Rebecca didn’t even flinch. A tiny smile graced her lips as she rubbed her soap-covered breasts. Her hot gaze never left him.

“Hi, Marcus.” Her hands traveled downwards, making slow, seductive circles on her flat stomach. “Am I hogging the shower?” One hand dipped to her crotch, gently stroking. The other caressed her hip.

Marcus shifted his gaze, but the damage was already done. He’d seen every fucking thing.


Chapter 1

Wednesday Afternoon

“Yo, Marcus. Your cell phone’s ringing been off the hook, man. It’s your booty call.”

Marcus Washington exhaled, then dropped the fifty-pound dumbbells to the floor with a thud. He turned to where his best friend and business manager stood in the gym's doorway. “Kirsten is not my booty call, Darnell.”

Darnell shot him a skeptical frown. “Mhm… let’s see. It’s been three months and you still haven’t claimed her. But y’all are fucking. So, yeah, she’s a booty call.”

“I fucking hate that title. We’re friends with benefits. That’s what it is.”

“Whatever, man. She’s been calling non-stop.”

“I cut the ringer for a reason.” Kirsten could go on for hours, and he wasn’t in the mood for a long conversation. He was on a break from work, his first in a year, and he wanted to make the most of it.

“Yeah, I know you wanted to work out,” Darnell replied. “But now she’s calling my phone, too. You know what she’s gonna do next.”

“Yeah, yeah, she’ll come right over.” Marcus sighed and reached for a towel to wipe his face. Kirsten was successful and smart, but she kept forgetting that they agreed there would be no strings attached to their affair. He needed to have that talk with her again. If she wanted more, he would let her go.

He wasn’t ready for a relationship. Not since his daughter’s mom left them two years ago for another man. Back then, he thought he had it all; a successful career as a music executive, a beautiful family and more money he could spend in this lifetime. But everything changed when he came home from a two-week tour and walked in on Lisa fucking another man in their guest house. Luckily, their daughter Nicole was away on spring break celebrating her high school graduation. He wouldn’t have wanted her to witness the fuckery. Lisa claimed it was his fault because he was so busy all the time. He didn’t agree, but he was willing to take the blame if it could fix their marriage. It couldn’t. Lisa filed for divorce a month later. Then she moved on with her new man. Just like that.

It was a blow to his ego, and he hadn’t been the same since. He didn’t want to be. All he wanted was a good time to make him forget the hurt that Lisa left. Absolutely no commitment.

His phone began ringing once more. Darnell cocked his head and raised the device. “It’s her.”

“Gimme the phone.”

Darnell extended his arm, and Marcus took the phone and pressed the answer button. “Hey, Kirsten.”

“Hey, baby.” Her low, sultry tone used to arouse him. Now, it didn’t. And what’s up with that endearment? She never called me baby before.

“Are you coming over tonight?” she asked him.

“Uh… did we have plans?”

“No, but it’s your first night back in town and I was thinking of making dinner and lighting some candles what not…” her voice trailed. He knew what ‘what not’ meant. God, he didn’t want to hurt Kirsten. She was a good woman.

“Kirsten…” he sighed. Was this the time to call it quits?

“I know, I know, we agreed no romantic dinners. But I wanted to do something nice for you.”

He had gotten to know Kirsten a little during their three-month affair. This wasn’t just ‘something nice’. She was pushing her luck, and he didn’t want to get her hopes up for something more.

“I appreciate the gesture, Kirsten, but that’s too much. We can kick it a little, but no romance.”

Kirsten sighed, loud and frustrating, as if she was releasing pent-up breath. “Fine.”

“Good.” He was relieved that she understood. It saved him from having the talk again, or worse, letting her go. He didn’t have romantic feelings for her, but she was a freak between the sheets. She did things to him that should have been illegal. “I can get to your apartment by eight. Is that good?”

“No, it’s not.”

“How about nine?”

Another sigh from her, though not as loud this time. “Don’t bother, Marcus.”

“Huh?”

“I can’t do this. You and I… this isn’t going to work. We agreed to fuck around, but I want more than that. I want a relationship.”

“Ok…”

“And you don’t, so… this is goodbye.”

“Are you for real?”

“No, Marcus. I’m thirty-eight and I’m ready to start a family. You’re a forty-five-year-old man who just wants to mess around. We don’t belong together.”

Marcus sighed. At least they agreed on something.

“Listen, Kirsten. You’re a great woman, and I’m sure the right man is waiting for you. You’re right. It’s not me. But you knew that from the start.”

“I thought—never mind. Have a nice life, Marcus.”

Before he could reply, she hung up.

“Damn, bro,” Darnell said, shaking his head.

Marcus placed his phone on the table. “It was time, anyway. I’m not the man for her.”

“You said the same thing with Sasha, Leah, Tori—”

“I get it. Yeah, I wasn’t the man for any of them, either.”

Darnell leaned against the squat rack and folded his arms across his chest, his handsome face screwed in a frown.

“What?” Marcus asked. He knew when his best friend had something on his mind.

“It’s been two years, bro. Don’t you think it’s time to move on?”

Marcus stared at him as if he had grown two heads. “Move on? The hell you mean? Have you forgotten what Lisa did to me?”

“Nah, bro, but, look, Lisa is over there in Malibu living her best life with her new man. You’re here, miserable as hell, changing women as often as you change your drawers.”

“So?”

Darnell narrowed his eyes at him. “We’ve been best friends since high school. I know that’s not you.”

“You know shit.” Marcus tossed his towel in the laundry hamper and moved to take a bottled water from the mini fridge.

“You’re not the run-around type, Marcus. Don’t you want to get married again have another kid?”

“I’m almost fifty, fool.”

“Forty-five. Same age as me, and my Nessa just turned six months old. It’s not too late.”

Marcus clicked his tongue and walked to the floor-to-ceiling glass window that overlooked his back yard, his eyes scanning the manicure lawn that led to the breathtaking pebble infinity pool that blended in with the view of the ocean. He was a super successful man, but he wasn’t a happy man. There was something missing in his life. It wasn’t Lisa. He didn’t want his ex-wife back.

A movement downstairs caught his attention, and he moved closer to the glass. His heart rate took an immediate incline. His grip tightened around the water bottle. He watched as a curvy blond girl in a thong bikini took a seat in a lounge chair by the pool. She reached into her bag and pulled out a tube of sunscreen and began applying it to her long legs.

Marcus' dick throbbed at once. He wished those were his hands rubbing her legs. He wished he could do more than rub her legs, like bury his cock inside her like he’d wanted to do since she moved in three months ago.

Rebecca Hunter. His daughter’s best friend. The thorn in his side and the devil in his dreams every night. It was pure torture having her under the same roof and not being able to touch her. If she was any other woman, she would already be in his bed.

Behind him, Darnell clicked his tongue. “You’re something else, man.”

“What?”

“This has always been your modus operandi with women since Lisa left. You just got off a phone call with Kirsten, and here you are already thinking of the next hit.”

Marcus gave a head shake in response while still watching Rebecca. Oh, how he wished she could be his next target. Man, the things he wanted to do to her. But he promised Nicole he wouldn’t touch her, and the last thing he wanted was to disappoint his daughter like Lisa did. She needed a stable, honest parent in her life, and he was determined to be the one.

Even if it meant denying his cock.

So, he looked, and fantasized, and longed to taste Rebecca. But he would never touch. Although his willpower grew weaker each day.


Chapter 2

Thursday Evening

Marcus rolled his head to ease the tension in his neck as he descended the stairs from the gym. He had been working out for over three hours, far beyond his regular time. But today, it was necessary. He pushed himself to exhaustion so he could sleep tonight. Last night had been pure hell, thinking of Rebecca in that string bikini that made his cock hard like never before. Why the heck did he promise Nicole he wouldn’t touch her?

Because you love your daughter and you don’t want to disappoint her, his inner voice reminded him. He rolled his eyes at his conscience. It sure picked a fine time to show up. When Lisa divorced him, he thought his conscience had left with her because he went on a rampage, fucking women left, right and center, never caring that he behaved like the assholes he warned his daughter about. But all this time Nicole had been watching him and documenting his bad behavior. And now it returned to bite him in the ass.

He had no business wanting Rebecca, anyway. He was twice her age. It was better he kept his attention on the women in his age group.

He landed at the foot on the stairs and noticed the silence, then he remembered Nicole had popped her head in the gym earlier and told him she was heading out to get her nails done. Rebecca probably went with her, too. At least, he hoped. He didn’t want to think about being home alone with her, because the devil was perched on his left shoulder, whispering temptation in his ear, weakening his resolve.

He’d done a great job keeping her at arm’s length since she moved in. It helped when he’d been busy with work, traveling, having meetings with the artistes who were signed to his record label. But now that he’d taken a two-week break there was no running away from his attraction to her. As huge as his home was, it couldn’t create the distance he needed.

For the first time, he couldn’t wait for his break to be over. There was an easy remedy. He could book a trip to Cancun or somewhere exotic for the duration of his break, but he was tired of taking flights. He wanted to be home.

He pushed the door open to his bedroom suite while removing his shirt, then he stopped with a frown when he heard running water coming from his bathroom. Strange. His suite was restricted ground. Only Nicole and Mary, his housekeeper was allowed inside when he wasn’t around. Mary had left for the day and Nicole wasn’t around; so, who the heck was using his bathroom?

He threw the T-shirt on his bed and pulled his gun from his safe. He hoped it was a little extreme, that there was no need to use the weapon. He eased open the bathroom door and peeked in, and his heart violently knocked against his chest. The hand with the gun fell limp to his side. His mouth dropped open at the glorious sight of Rebecca in his bathroom stall, lathering her body with soap. 

Rebecca didn’t even flinch. A tiny smile graced her lips as she rubbed her soap-covered breasts. Her hot gaze never left him.

“Hi, Marcus.” Her hands traveled downwards, making slow, seductive circles on her flat stomach. “Am I hogging the shower?” One hand dipped to her crotch, gently stroking. The other caressed her hip.

Marcus shifted his gaze, but the damage was already done. He’d seen every fucking thing. “What are you doing, Rebecca?”

“Showering, of course.” Her burning gaze disappeared, and she gave him an innocent stare. “There was no hot water in my bathroom.”

“What about Nicole’s bathroom?”

She didn’t answer at first. She finished showering before leaving the stall and grabbing a towel from the rack. But she didn’t wrap it around her body. It dangled at her side while she placed her free hand on her hip.

“I didn’t check Nicole’s bathroom. I figured if there was hot water, it would be in your bathroom, so I came straight here.”

Marcus tried to keep his gaze pinned to the ceiling, but her body was like a magnet, pulling his focus. His eyes scanned her figure. She had neat, small breasts with rosy nipples that he desperately wanted to put in his mouth. Her tiny waist made her curves more defined. And her pussy, oh, fuck, he was looking at her pussy in real life. It looked divine, inviting, shaved and fat. God, he wanted to —

“Marcus, my eyes are up here.”

He released a harsh sigh while cursing himself for looking. Now the image was stamped on his mind. How the fuck would he ever get sleep tonight?

“Just cover up, Rebecca. Please. And in the future, if there’s any issue with your bathroom, just let me know.”

“Sure thing, Marcus.”

But she seemed in no hurry to cover up. She stared at him, bright-eyed, daring, hardening his cock. Marcus was no fool. He knew a come-on when he saw one. His daughter’s best friend wanted to fuck him. It was there, clear as day, on her face.

A sudden thought dawned on him. He backed away with a slight headshake.

It was a test.

It had to be. There was no way Rebecca would dare make a move like this without Nicole’s prompting. But would his daughter stoop so low just to prove he was a total dog? He had no clue. Either way, he wasn’t touching Rebecca with a ten-foot pole.

But heck, it was hard not to, especially with her standing before him looking so goddam sexy and fuckable. All he wanted to do was pin her to the bathroom tiles and find the release he’d been aching for since she moved in. But his relationship with his daughter was more important than a fuck.

Marcus experienced a mixture of emotions when Rebecca finally covered up. Relief and disappointment that he could no longer see her nakedness. The conflict was a mind fuck. He didn’t know which side to lean.

Rebecca dipped to lift her dress from the floor, and the towel tightened around her curvy ass. Marcus’ cock swelled in his pants. He bit his bottom lip without realizing. As Rebecca straightened, the towel came undone, revealing her naked body once more.

“Oops,” Rebecca said, in a tone that made Marcus realize it wasn’t a mistake. She had released the towel on purpose.

Get the fuck out, Marcus. Now.

“How about I give you some space while you get dressed?” Without waiting for a response, he backed out.

Trouble.

He was in trouble.

It had been torture before, when all he had were fantasies of Rebecca. Now that he’d seen her nakedness, he expected nothing less than purgatory in his bed at nights. There was only one way to prevent the inevitable sleeplessness.

But did he dare take that step?


Chapter 3

Rebecca watched as Marcus fled like the hounds of hell were after him. A mischievous expression brightened her beautiful face. At last, after years of crushing on him, she finally had his attention.

She’d had a thing for Marcus since Nicole invited her home for a study session in their freshman year. She remembered it like yesterday, driving through the front gate and seeing him on the lawn, shirtless, watering the plants. It was such a humbling task for a multi-millionaire, and it made her stop to watch him.

Nicole had often shown her images of him in her phone, but they didn’t do justice to how he looked. He was fucking gorgeous, tall, just how she liked, with a light-brown, sculpted body that triggered thoughts that would make a hooker blush. He wore a pair of gym pants that hugged his thick thighs and perfect ass. She imagined his cock was just as perfect.

Rebecca would have stared a little longer had he not caught her gaze. She put the car in drive and moved off after returning his quick wave, but not before her heart began hammering in her chest. By the time she parked her car near the front steps, she felt like she’d just run a mile. Looking back at the sexy stud on the lawn made breathing worse. She couldn’t explain what was happening to her, but it made her feel good. Really good. And Nicole’s dad was the cause.

She tried to dismiss her response to Marcus as a onetime thing, but it wasn’t. Her body came alive whenever he looked at her. His hot, golden eyes seemed to touch her soul. She ached for him. Burned for a taste of him. Her fantasy came alive, of him between her thighs, big, thick, and hardcore, fucking her without mercy. She didn’t want to walk the next day when he was through with her.

He was her best friend’s dad. He was old enough to be her dad. She shouldn’t have been thinking of him that way. But nothing she tried killed her attraction to him. The more she resisted, the stronger the temptation to fuck him.

The only way to overcome temptation was to yield to it. That was her plan; to yield, seduce, then fuck his brains out. But until now, she hadn’t gotten past the first phase. Marcus was hardly around. Whenever he was home on a break, he kept his distance. His responses were short and disengaging, and it messed with her head. Was there something wrong with her?

How the hell could she seduce him when she didn’t exist in his world?

She found the perfect chance when her parents decided to move back to Arizona. They offered to lease an apartment in the city so she could finish college, but she accepted Nicole's offer to live with her and Marcus. There was no way he could ignore her now, not while they lived under the same roof.

But nothing changed. It was if he deliberately tried to act like she didn’t exist. She couldn’t understand why. Didn’t Marcus know how lucky he was? There were many guys who would kill for the attention she wanted to give him. But he was her choice. She couldn’t move on to another man until she conquered Marcus. He was a tough nut to crack, but she had no intention of giving up.

Whatever it takes, I will bring him to his knees.


Chapter 4

Thursday Night

Rebecca couldn’t sleep.

She had been tossing in bed for over an hour with thoughts of Marcus plaguing her. Today she had overcome a major milestone. For the first time since she moved in, he looked directly at her. He saw her, naked and all, and from the hunger in his eyes, he liked what he saw.

He liked it!

What was the next step?

She didn’t want to try the bathroom ruse again. The skimpy clothes she wore around the house didn’t help. They didn’t seem to faze him. But her nakedness did. She released a soft moan as she recalled how his body glistened with sweat, which made his gym pants cling to his thighs and show an outline of his cock. His massive cock. What she wouldn’t give to feel every inch inside her.

Another sigh, and she tossed to the other side. Her fingers found her sex, and she stroked, wishing her fingers were his, wishing he could sense her need and come to her. But she knew it wouldn’t happen unless she made another move.

Again, she wondered why he was so wary of her. She’d thought he wasn’t attracted to her, but the look he gave her earlier destroyed that assumption. He wanted her. Bad. So what was his freaking problem?

She tossed and turned some more before she realized sleep wouldn’t come. She got out of bed and slipped into a pair of booty shorts and a crop top. No bra. It was almost midnight, but she would have a snack. Some cheese curls maybe, and a glass of wine.

As she descended the stairs, she noticed a light coming from the kitchen. Nicole. Her best friend had a headache earlier and skipped dinner. She was probably feeding her face.

But it wasn’t Nicole.

Marcus leaned against the counter with a bottle of beer in his hand, scrolling through his phone. A dark-blue pajama pants covered his lower body. That was all he was wearing, no shirt. Rebecca’s eyes roamed over his muscular arms and his thick pecs and his sexy stomach. Her pussy throbbed with desire for him. She imagined him taking her on the kitchen counter and fulfilling all her deepest fantasies. Oh, what she wouldn’t give!

It took Marcus a moment to notice her standing there. And just like that, his cock awoke from its slumber, triggered by the barely there clothes she wore. No, those weren’t clothes. They were weapons, meant to destroy his willpower. It was already hanging by a thread since their encounter in the bathroom. Seeing her naked awakened the primal need to fuck. He’d spend the night scrolling through his contacts, trying to select a booty call to come over for the night. But none of them appealed to him. He wanted only Rebecca. Again, he remembered his promise to Nicole. Fuck my life.

“Can’t sleep either?” Rebecca said, coming further into the room.

His mind screamed a warning. His body prepared to attack, sending blood rushing to his cock and his temperature several degrees higher. But he couldn’t succumb to the raging lust inside him. He had to get the fuck out of there.

He placed the bottle on the counter. “Just came down for a bottle of beer,” he said.

“Mhmm… a beer sounds good. Can I have one?”

Get the fuck away, Marcus.

“Sure. Help yourself.”

Rebecca stared at him with burning eyes. Lustful eyes. Eyes filled with the same need that churned in his belly, rising his cock to a hard-as-steel level. She shifted her gaze, then moved to the fridge and leaned inside, reaching for God-knows-what. It wasn’t the beer, which were stocked in the grooves on the door. Her shorts rode up, revealing the curves of her ass.

Marcus—no.

“Goodnight, Rebecca.” He quickly pivoted and headed to the door.

“What’s the deal, Marcus?”

He turned to face her. “What do you mean?”

“Am I being too subtle? Can’t you see I’m literally throwing myself at you?”

“Rebecca—”

She slammed her hand against the counter with a frustrated expression. “What, am I too young for you? Is that it?”

Marcus shook his head. “You’re not too young for me.”

“Then what is it?”

“I think you better get to bed, Rebecca. Didn’t Nicole tell you? I’m nothing but trouble.”

Again, he stepped off. But this time, Rebecca came around to block his way.

“Turns out, I like trouble very much, Marcus.” She wrapped her arms around his waist and pressed her body against his.

Oh, fuck me.


Chapter 5

“You have no fucking clue who you’re dealing with, girl,” he hissed. His body was on fire. His cock had swelled to an unbearable point.

“Enlighten me, Marcus,” she whispered, rolling her body against his. “Teach me, please…”

Those words were enough to break the thread that kept his willpower intact. With a loud growl, he lifted her, and she immediately wrapped her legs around him. He seized her mouth and kissed her like a starving man, grabbing her ass and squeezing it tighter and tighter. His hands glided from her ass to her back, his tongue licking her mouth.

Rebecca eagerly reciprocated, thinking it was even better than she could have imagined. His lips were soft, but his kiss was firm, hot, demanding. She was so aroused; she could feel her juices soaking her panties. She couldn’t wait any longer to be fucked. 

Marcus took his time. He kissed every part of her body, pulling up her top and licking between her breasts, rubbing her nipples that are already erect to their fullest capacity. Rebecca moaned while running her fingers through his thick curls. Marcus clutched her nipple between his teeth and tugged.

“Oh!” The pleasure-pain made her want to tear her hair out. She arched her back as he continued to assault her nipples with his tongue.

She was so caught up she didn’t notice when Marcus lifted her once more and placed her on the kitchen counter. He moved in a rush, hauling off her panties and shorts and spreading her legs. She gasped when he plunged his head between her luscious thighs to eat her pussy. His tongue pierced her, digging deep inside her, driving her up an imaginary wall.

Rebecca knew she couldn’t make a sound. She covered her mouth with one hand, but it was a struggle. The pleasure was too intense to keep quiet. She wanted to scream and moan and tell Marcus she’d never gotten her pussy eaten so fucking good. But she had to settle for tiny whimpers. 

She bit the back of her hand, while Marcus ate her pussy like the expert he was, moving his tongue so fast it was almost impossible to visualize it. He plunged his fingers into her pussy, and twisted them, still giving accurate, precise, and very pleasurable licks with his broad tongue. Again, Becky tried not to scream. She squirmed on the counter, and with her free hand, she pulled Marcus's head closer to her hot flesh, rubbing against his mouth so he left no part of her pussy unattended. 

Rebecca's chest rose and fell at great speed as she struggled to keep breathing. Marcus's tongue didn’t rest, neither did his fingers. He attacked her pussy mercilessly. Her body shuddered as her orgasm approached. She bit her lips to stifle the moan.

Marcus' tongue moved like a painter’s brush against Rebecca’s sweet, delicious sex. He noticed her stifled sounds and wished he could hear her sexy moan. But Nicole was just upstairs. She could walk in at any time. The risk of being caught left a thrill he’d never experienced before. His mouth went in overdrive, sucking her clit with the force of a high-powered vacuum.

A wild, orgasmic flood covered Rebecca, releasing the sounds she’d locked inside. Her hands flew to her mouth at once, and she moaned behind them. Ecstasy filled her from head to toe, making her almost faint, blurring her senses. Nothing else existed but Marcus's tongue and his skillful fingers.

Marcus lapped all her fluids, licked, and licked again until her body stilled. It was so fucking hard to stop. But he had to. He gave her clit a parting lick and kissed her thighs on his way out. The smell and taste of her threatened to drive him completely insane.

“That was amazing,” Rebecca said, closing her eyes with a soft sigh. Her hair was mess, but her face glowed with satisfaction.

He opened his mouth to reply as they heard footsteps coming downstairs. Rebecca gathered her shorts and panties, scooted off the counter, and dashed through the side door. Nicole entered the main entrance almost at once, her face bearing a frown. For an instant, Marcus wondered if she had seen Rebecca’s departure.

“Dad? What are you doing in the kitchen so late?”

“I came for a snack, just like you.” He was glad there was only one light on, which made the room dim enough. His face was still wet from Rebecca’s juices, and his cock was still hard as a rock in his pants.

“Who were you talking to?”

“Huh?”

“Just now. I swore I heard Becky’s voice.”

“Oh.” He waved his cell phone. “Just spoke to Kirsten on speakerphone.” His stomach sank with the lie.

Nicole looked relieved, which made him feel much worse. Regret had taken over. What the hell was he thinking, touching Rebecca? How could he risk hurting his daughter?

Okay, Marcus. Chill. You made a mistake, now learn from it. Stay the hell away from Rebecca.

This time, he meant it.


Chapter 6

Friday Night

Rebecca twisted in the mirror, examining the simple black dress that barely covered her butt and upper thighs. This was the perfect ammunition to break down the wall Marcus had rebuilt overnight. His standoffish behavior took her by surprise this morning. She thought she had made considerable progress last night. Sure, they hadn’t fucked, but him eating her pussy was a huge leap from his complete disregard before.

What the hell happened to the man who almost sucked out her soul last night? Why was he back to his old self? Did it have something to do with Nicole’s curt response this morning? Did her best friend find out she was with Marcus last night?

So many questions without answers. Marcus didn’t want to talk to her, and she couldn’t ask Nicole. No way would she admit she’d gone against Nicole’s warning to stay away from Marcus. She knew her best friend didn’t want her to get hurt, but she was a grown woman. She could handle herself. It’s not like I’m about to fall in love with Marcus, anyway.

Marcus’ resistance and Nicole’s warning only made her want him more. She had to find a way to be alone with him, to finish what they started. But how was she going to make it happen if he kept giving her the cold shoulder?

A sudden knock on her bedroom door made her turn around. Nicole entered the room with a smile that disappeared when she saw Rebecca’s attire.

“What’s up with that outfit? You going to the club, or something?”

“Or something,” Rebecca answered, glancing back at the mirror to check out herself once more. “I’m staying in tonight, maybe watch a movie, call my folks…”

“Dressed like that?” Nicole’s skeptical gaze swept her body.

“What’s wrong with my outfit?”

Nicole dropped to her bed, sweeping her shoulder length hair behind her. She was the perfect biracial blend, with her mother’s blue eyes and her father’s coffee-with-cream complexion. Rebecca had always thought she could be a runway model or a Covergirl.

“Nothing’s wrong with your outfit,” she replied. “Just don’t let my dad see you.”

“And if he does?”

“Becky, you’re a little daredevil and I love you for it. But my dad’s not the kind of trouble you need, trust me.”

“You keep saying that. But you’ve never explained what you mean.”

Nicole sighed. “My dad’s never been the same since mom left. He… there’s no nice way to put it. He’s a dog. It’s like he’s trying to punish other women for what my mom did to him. I don’t know what it is about him, but women lose their minds after they’ve been with him. I can’t tell you how many of them showed up on our doorstep with drama because he stopped calling them. It’s sick.”

“Oh, wow.” Now she was even more intrigued. What the hell did Marcus have going on in his pants?

“You’re my best friend, Becky. My only true friend. I don’t want to lose our friendship because my dad ruined you, too. So, again, promise me if he comes calling, you won’t answer.”

“I can take care of myself, Nicole. You know that.”

“My dad is way more complicated than your exes. Just promise me, Becky, please.”

Rebecca hated having to lie to her friend. But anything to get her off her back. “Fine, I promise.” She plopped down on the bed beside her, taking in her outfit for the first time. Nicole wore a printed ruffled top with a jeans skirt and heels. “Where are you off to?”

Nicole smiled. “I got a date.”

“With who?”

“Jeremiah.”

Now it was Rebecca’s turn to give Nicole a skeptical look. “Oh, Nicky. Really?” Jeremiah was a football player—a douche who kept Nicole waiting in the restaurant over an hour before he showed up, then he spent their entire date taking phone calls. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Yeah, I am. But this is the last chance, though. I’m not waiting for a third strike.” She checked her watch with a grimace. “Okay, gotta go. I’m an hour late.”

Rebecca grinned. “Let’s chill for another hour, keep him waiting.”

“Nah, I think he’s suffered enough.” She walked to the door before turning back to Rebecca. “Behave yourself.”

“I will!” The smile remained in place until the door closed behind Nicole.

If things went well on Nicole’s date, then she’d probably be out of the house for hours. Now was the perfect time to make her move.


Chapter 7

Rebecca fluffed her hair to give it a sexy, fuck-me look, then she added dabs of perfume to her wrists and neck and her upper thighs. Anticipation and adrenaline filled her as she left her room to find Marcus. His car was still in the driveway, so he had to be around somewhere. She dared to check his suite. It was empty. So was the gym upstairs. Finally, she took the long, winding steps to his man cave in the basement. She didn’t announce herself, nor did she expect to be invited inside. She just pushed the door and entered with a smile.

Marcus sat in a chaise recliner with his feet up, watching an action movie on the enormous flat screen mounted on the wall. It was the typical man cave, with a mini bar, a pool table and a dart board against the wall. A sectional sofa sat to Marcus’ right.

He twisted to look as the door opened, then he sighed and released a curse.

“Get out, Rebecca.”

His tone was cold as ice. Rebecca faltered, her stomach sinking, and her first thought was to turn and go. But she caught the look in his eyes. The lust was there, plain as day. He didn’t really want her to go.

“No.”

Another curse, then he returned to the movie. “Then I’ll pretend you’re not here.”

“Oh, no you won’t.” Becky moved quickly. She had the element of surprise and she was going to use it to her advantage. While Marcus stared with an open mouth, no doubt surprised by her response, she straddled his lap. His sharp groan sent a rush of satisfaction through her.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“I’m giving you what you need, Marcus…” She rocked her hips against his crotch as his erection came alive. “What you’ve been craving for so long…”

Marcus threw his head back with a tortured sigh. “Get off me, Rebecca. Now.”

“Say it like you mean it, Marcus.” She kissed his neck. His crotch jerked upwards, grazing her front. She took off his shirt, and he didn’t resist. Her lips found his, and she massaged them with a soft moan. Surrendering to passion, Marcus gripped the back of her neck and deepened the kiss. Her pussy clenched in response.

She broke the kiss and trailed her lips down his muscular chest, his abs, until she reached his waist. Her fingers trembled as she pulled his belt and unzipped his pants. He raised his butt as she hauled off his pants and boxers, and she sucked in a breath when his hard cock sprung into sight.

God, it was beautiful; dark and thick and juicy. Her mouth watered just thinking of filling her mouth with it. Dropping to her knees on the carpet, she settled between his thighs and took his cock in one hand, jerking him off, giving him lewd look to signal what was about to happen.

Rebecca slowly took him into her mouth, her lips following her grip all the way to the base of his shaft. She made characteristic movements with her head, taking Marcus's cock deep into her throat, stopping now and then to lick the head.

Marcus groaned, letting himself go. He didn’t want to resist. There was no use denying his body this superb pleasure.

“Oh, yeah… suck my fucking dick—ooh, ahhhhhh….”

He threw his head back with a long hiss, thoroughly enjoying her delicious mouth. He pushed her head down further and his cock thrusted into her throat. Becky suppressed a sudden gag. She didn’t want Marcus to think she could take his thick length. Taking a deep breath, she continued sucking his cock, dipping and bouncing, going faster and faster. Her eyes watered and saliva ran from her mouth, thick and copious, dropping through her fingers and onto Marcus's lap. But he didn’t seem to notice. He was too far gone.

His hands fisted her hair, directing her rhythm, going slow, then speeding up as his hips joined the party. Rebecca relaxed her jaws and allowed him to fuck her mouth, marveling at his speed. If he can fuck my mouth like this then I can’t wait to have him inside me.

Marcus gently eased her off him before pushing to his feet and taking her by the arms to pull her up. Her body vibrated with need as he stripped her clothes and kissed from her neck to her stomach. He sank to the carpet, pulling her on top of him and taking her mouth for a breath-stealing kiss. There it was again, that feeling she couldn’t describe. It was if there were a million butterflies in her stomach.

He ran his hands down her body and she thought he was about to fuck her. Instead, he flipped her downward and pulled her pussy to his face.

Rebecca released a wild cry when he sank his tongue into her hole. She couldn’t decide whether to moan, or suck Marcus's cock, so she alternated doing both. Marcus ate her pussy like there was no possibility of tomorrow. His tongue occasionally grazed her ass crack, but she didn’t care. He kept licking the whole surface, and she loved it. Unlike last night she moaned freely, masturbating Marcus as she had stopped sucking his cock so could she let off some steam. She took his cock back into her mouth, swallowing, releasing, bobbing up and down.

Marcus used all his strength to keep from coming. With a growl, he flipped her off him and onto the carpet. Spreading her thighs, he feasted on her pussy once more.

“Yes… oh, yes!” She writhed on the carpet, gripping her roots. “Just like that, Marcus… oh…”

He turned her over, his lips planting kisses on the back her neck, moving further down to her lower back until he reached her ass cheeks where he stopped, spread them, and licked her ass. Rebecca released a shaky whimper and dragged her nails through the carpet.

This was so fucking good. Too good.

She raised her hips to give him greater access to her sex as Marcus grazed his cock at her entrance.

“How much do you want my cock, Rebecca?” his voice came in a husky whisper that stirred her even more.

“So much, Marcus.” She rolled her ass against him. “Like I need air.”

With a groan, he pressed inside, and for an instant, Rebecca forgot to breathe. The ecstasy was like a hurricane, creating ruin everywhere it touched. Her mind became useless. Her limbs had no use. What the hell was happening to her?

His cock, oh, that fucking beautiful specimen, it filled every inch of her. Marcus teased her, grinding slow at first, increasing her appetite before drilling faster and harder, touching her soul with each thrust. She wanted to laugh, cry, scream, moan. As she fought to keep her emotions in check, she realized why the women kept losing themselves over Marcus. He had a fucking demon cock.

Marcus movements become more violent with each passing second. His abdomen crashed hard against her buttocks that shook like jelly. Her sexy moans aroused him more and more. He rammed her with no mercy, gripping a chunk of her hair and tugging it back, thrusting into her with overwhelming speed.

It was too much for Rebecca. She couldn’t take any more. Her body shook like a falling leaf as her orgasm erupted. Oh, the tingles, the chills, the ecstasy. This was nothing like she'd ever felt before.

But Marcus hadn’t ejaculated. She still had work to do. She wanted to give him the ride of his life. She eased off and twisted to look at him. “I want to ride your cock.”

He moved at once, laying on his back and watching her with an intense look that made her insides quiver. Rebecca straddled him then rose to a squatting position. Her pussy hovered over his cock for an instant as she gave him teasing smile.

Marcus' eyes narrowed. But he didn’t make a move.

Rebecca dipped a little, grazing his cock head, then rose again, hovering. She repeated the move, each time taking a little more of him before coming all the way up again.

“Don’t fuck with me, Rebecca,” Marcus finally growled, gripping her hips and knifing upwards. His cock roughly sliced through her. Rebecca clutched her lower lip between her teeth, biting so hard she almost tasted blood. She matched his thrust, riding up and down, her luscious hips moving faster and faster each time, Marcus's cock reached deep inside her, giving pain, but mostly pleasure. 

Their eyes met and locked. The connection was sudden and intense. Rebecca experienced a sudden flip in her stomach. That feeling again. But this time she knew what it was. She was falling for Nicole's dad.

Marcus’ heart rate went into overdrive. He shifted his gaze with an inward sigh. This no longer felt like just a fuck. No, this was deeper, more intimate. He didn’t like it one bit.

His hands tightened around her waist as his pace increased, caressing her walls and taking her to the precipice once more. She succumbed to another round of orgasm before collapsing against his chest. His cock continued to drill her until his own climax kicked in. He quickly eased her off to prevent his semen from flooding inside her, but his eyes flew shut and his body jerked as ecstasy washed him from head to toe.

He didn’t expect this; not the emotional connection or the high-level passion that Rebecca gave him. She was young and had little experience, but fuck, she shook his world. He wanted to regret what just happened between them, but his body wouldn’t let him. Instead, it craved another round. He wouldn’t dare. Nicole could return soon. He didn’t want to push his luck. He’d gotten a taste; now, he would move on.

Exhausted, but satisfied, Rebecca sank to the carpet. She couldn’t overcome the feeling that flowed through her. There was overwhelming desire and… bliss. Yes. It made her feel warm and soft and comfy. She threw her leg over Marcus and curled against him. His body tightened with tension at once. She noticed.

“What's wrong?” she asked, running her fingers down his chest. 

Marcus sighed. “This was a mistake, Rebecca. It can’t happen again.”

“Why not?”

He shifted so he could stare down at her. “You’re kidding, right?”

“No, I’m serious. Why not?”

Marcus brushed her hand off him and sat up. “This never should have happened.”

“But it did.”

“Agreed. Still, that doesn’t make it right.”

“I don’t get it. We both enjoyed fucking. So why can't we do it again?”

Marcus released an exasperated sigh. “Are you fucking deaf, Rebecca?”

She stared at him for a moment. Did they have their wires crossed or something? She could have sworn he felt the same thing she did earlier. “I thought—”

“Whatever it is, you thought wrong, okay. This was just a fuck. A one-time thing. And it’s never gonna happen again, okay?”

Without another word, Rebecca scrambled to her feet and grabbed her clothes from the floor.


Chapter 8

Marcus mentally kicked himself at once. Fuck me.

“Rebecca, wait—”

She didn’t. Still naked, and with her clothes pressed to her front, she left the studio and dashed upstairs as the tears filled her eyes and the ache in her chest grew worse. Damn her for not listening to Nicole. Her best friend was right. Marcus was a heartless dog, and he didn’t deserve her tears. To hell with him!

As she covered the top step, she ran into Nicole. A furious Nicole. There was no way to hide what just went on in Marcus’ studio. Her nakedness told it all.

“Nicole—”

But her best friend shot her a disappointed look and stormed past her down the stairs. Rebecca wanted to go after her, but she didn’t want to see Marcus. Her face still burned from his rejection.

Marcus zipped his pants and rested his head against the back of the chair with a heavy sigh. He felt like a total asshole. One, for fucking Rebecca when he swore he wouldn’t touch her again, and for being so crass with her just now. But he didn’t know what else to do when she stared at him with those eyes that left a longing in his gut. Eyes that made him want something he shouldn’t have. More. Much more.

Fuck.

There was no way he was addicted to her so soon. But he was close as hell to it. How the heck was he going to get her out of his head?

Why did he need to, anyway? He was a fucking grown ass man. Nicole had to suck it up and accept that he could be with whoever he wanted. He was tired of trying to compensate for that Lisa did to her.

Shit. No. He couldn’t let his daughter down.

But he wanted Rebecca. The way she made him feel just now, it was unlike anything he’d felt before. The problem was, did he want her for more than what was between her thighs? Maybe. Maybe not. He would love to get to know her and see where it led. But he was still conflicted.

There was a sudden thud of footsteps on the stairs and he straightened in the seat. Rebecca was coming back. What would he say to her? He would apologize, of course. But did he want to date her?

He had to talk to Nicole first and get her blessing. There was a snowball’s chance in hell his daughter would approve, but he had to try.

He pushed to his feet just as Nicole shot through the door. The anger on her face told him everything. She knew.

Damn it.

“Are you for real?”

“Honey—”

“Don’t honey me. You promised!”

“I know, and I’m sorry, but its not as simple as you think.”

Nicole raised her palm to stop him. “I don’t need to hear it. You’re a frigging fraud. A disappointment. You’re just like mom!”

Ouch. “That’s unfair, Nicole.”

“Is it? I just lost my best friend because of you. Do you really think she’ll want to stay here after your hit-and-quit?”

“It wasn’t—”

“You are a fucking piece of work. I swear to God.”

“Hey! Watch your tone. I’m still your dad.”

Nicole sighed and leaned against the equipment. “I’m sorry. That was too much. But dad, how could you?”

“I’m sorry too. But I promise you, I tried. Rebecca’s just… different. I can’t explain it.”

Nicole’s brows shot up, and she stared at him with folded arms. “Don’t even say it.”

“What do you think about me taking her on a date, just to get to know her.”

“No.”

“Nicole.”

She vigorously waved her hand. “No, dad. The result won’t change. You’ll date her, sleep with her, then move on when someone else grabs your attention. That’s all you’ve been doing since mom left. Rebecca deserves better than that.”

“Nic—”

“You made a mistake. I’ve forgiven you. But that’s the first and last. If you touch her again, I swear. You and I are done.”

She stormed out before he could reply. He shot after her, hell bent on changing her mind.


Chapter 9

Rebecca dropped a pair of undies, her toothbrush and other toiletries in her overnight bag and zipped it shut. She wiped the emerging tears before lifting it and heading out the bedroom door. She knew she was being stupid for leaving, but she couldn’t stand being in the same house as Marcus. The humiliation was too much.

She ran down the stairs, and as she reached the landing she saw Nicole running up from the basement with Marcus right behind her. She hastened her steps and entered the living room just as Nicole called out, “Becky? Where are you going?”

She slowly turned around to face her best friend. “I’m staying by Kera’s for a couple days until I find an apartment.”

“Please, don’t,” Nicole said. “Let’s fix this. Whatever this is.”

Rebecca shot Marcus a glance. He stood beside Nicole looking hot and delicious, reminding her of their encounter and the following disappointment. She shook her head at Nicole. “There’s nothing to fix. I really need to go.”

“Becky—”

“Give us a moment, Nicole.”

Nicole glared at her dad and opened her mouth to reply when he added, “please.”

She released a harsh sigh before saying, “fine. But I’m staying right here.”

Marcus didn’t argue. He closed the distance between him and Rebecca. “Don’t go,” he said, taking her hand.

“I can’t stay here,” she whispered, then wiped a tear from her cheek with her free hand. “I’m too embarrassed after—”

“Don’t be, okay?” He wiped her other cheek. “I was a fucking mess down there. I shouldn’t have been so rude. You didn’t deserve it.”

She nodded with a tiny smile. “Thanks for saying that.”

“Now, will you stay?”

She gave him a hopeful look. “Do you want me to?”

“Yes.” He would have to contend with his daughter, but he didn’t want to let Rebecca go. Not now. Probably never. He had a feeling…

“Why do I feel like I’m fighting a losing battle?” Nicole said, her face screwed.

“Look, honey. Just give me a chance to prove you wrong, okay? I promise you won’t regret it.”

Nicole rolled her eyes with a scoff. “Oh, please, dad. Stop acting like you need my approval. You’re gonna do whatever you want, anyway. But you know what? I won’t stand in your way. Just don’t hurt my best friend.”

She pointed her finger at Rebecca. “And just so you know, we’re done trading sex stories, okay?”

Rebecca laughed, and Nicole’s stern expression disappeared as she smiled. She crossed the floor to push Marcus away and hug Rebecca. “And I’m not calling you mom. Ever.”

“I sure as hell don’t want that,” Rebecca replied.

Nicole walked away after giving her dad a playful shove. Marcus chuckled, then moved back to Rebecca.

“You, me and dinner at Castillo’s tomorrow night. What do you say?”

Rebecca couldn’t stop the grin that spread her cheeks. “I’m game.”

This wasn’t what she expected when she set out to seduce Marcus. It was much better than she imagined it would be.

THE END.


First Time Back Door

An FMM Bisexual Romance

Vivian Gunn
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First Time Back Door

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

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

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

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


Chapter 1

“Zachary!”

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

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

“Zachary!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, dad. What’s up?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But Mrs. Delpratt is making it so damn hard…

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

“Zach!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

Holy fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She’s coming. She’s com—

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

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s alright,” he says to me.

Huh?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Shit… oh, fuck…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want to suck your cock.”

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


Chapter 4 

“What did you say?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So?”

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

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

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

It’s an afternoon I’ll never forget.

THE END.
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My Husband Likes to Watch

Chuckling, I release the door and walk around to my seat. “What’s your address?” I ask before gunning the engine.

She twists in the seat to face me. “How about we linger for a while?”

A flash of discomfort crosses her face. I don’t want to get too deep, but I want to know what’s going on in her head.

“Why?”

“No reason, I just want to hang.”

I scoff and gun the engine. “Let me make it clear, Leigh-Ann. I don’t hang with women. I fuck them. If that’s not what you want, then let’s get the heck out of here before I do something I won't regret.”

A soft gasp leaves her, then she grins provocatively. “Maybe I won't regret it either, Mr. Cain.”


Chapter 1

Leigh-Ann

My fingers curl around the soft, sweat-soaked sheet and I suck in a breath, deep and long, moaning from the ecstasy that fills me. I’m seriously conflicted with the action in my bedroom. I’m enjoying it, but I don’t want to. It’s wrong, so, so wrong. But fuck, it feels so good.

I arch my back with another long moan as the blonde-haired giant churns his cock in my ass, touching nerve endings that makes me want to scream.

“Do you like that, baby?” he asks me.

“Oh, yes… yes!”

His breathing sounds harsh, like he’s using a lot of energy to put the work in, and hell, I’m feeling every ounce. He spanks my ass cheeks, leaving a slight sting, then he reaches around and caresses my throat with both hands, one after the other. “Tell me how you want it.”

“Mhm… hard, daddy. Fuck me hard.”

He squats and buries his cock to the hilt, and his hands tighten around my neck. My eyes water from the pleasure-pain as he picks up the pace.

As I gasp for air, a movement on my right catches my attention. I’d been so caught up with the blonde giant that I forgot about the dark-haired man in the room. He’s also built like a bodybuilder and his cock matches his body size. He had been jerking off on the side while the giant fucks my ass. Now he’s ready for more action. He grips a handful of my hair and jerks my head upwards.

“Suck my dick, whore.” He slaps my face, hard, then sticks his nine-inch, cum-dripping cock into my mouth. Locking my jaw, I bounce along his shaft. His hairy pubes tickle my cheeks each time I take him in. He smells clean, which I’m grateful for. I’ve lost count the men I’ve fucked who made my stomach turn. Maybe that’s why I’m enjoying this so much.

I met Bridges and Nolan at a bar tonight, where I’d gone for a drink. It took no time to catch their attention because my red, high-slit dress had done all the work. When they approached me, I wasted no time to invite them to my home and they did not hesitate to accept my offer.

Here we are, an hour later, still fucking like rabbits. I’ve been cuffed to the bed while both men fucked me in all holes; Nolan’s cock in my pussy and his fingers ramming my ass, while Bridges mounted my face and drilled my mouth with his dick. I’ve cummed so much I’ve lost count. But I’m not as satisfied as I should have been. Something’s missing. Something’s always missing.

“Oh, yeah, you fucking slut,” Nolan says, rocking his hips to fuck my mouth. “Swallow my cock. Swallow it all.”

Wait, a minute. I’m not a fucking slut! I pause to tell him so, then I change my mind. Of course, I am. At least, in these men’s eyes. What self-respecting woman goes to a bar alone and brings two strangers into her home? A slut, that’s who.

But no one knows the truth, that I’m doing this to survive, nothing else. My livelihood depends on what I’m doing right now. And no, they’re not paying me for sex. Someone else is.

I pull my mouth from Nolan’s dick to lick his hairy balls. My hand gets busy pumping his cock, stroking slow, then picking up and adding a twist with each movement.

“Oh, yeah, God—” he sucks in a breath, “yeah!”

A sudden gush of warm spunk fills my palm and runs through my fingers. I apply pressure, hand-fucking every ounce of cum from his dick. Behind me, Bridges is going wild, digging into me with unsteady strokes.

“Ohhhhhh…”

Bridges seems the kind of man who would fuck a woman to death. He’s banging me so hard I’m seeing stars. My entire body vibrates. It feels good, but it hurts. I don’t know which side to choose. Bridges groans as his hot seed fills my asshole.

“Fuck, girl, you’re the best,” he says, stroking my ass when he's done.

I open my mouth to answer as the door flies open, revealing a tall, silver-eyed man with a chilling gaze.

It’s my husband, Jack.


Chapter 2

Jack stands there for a moment staring, his fist tight around the doorknob. But soon, he throws his briefcase to the side.

“What the fuck is this?”

I push to my feet and grab my dress from the floor. My panties are nowhere to be found. Then I remember Bridges had ripped and thrown them when we’d just begun. They’re probably under the bed somewhere. “Baby, I can explain.”

“Shut the fuck up,” he says to me before redirecting his gaze to the men. “Who the heck are you?”

The men raise their hands in surrender. “Look, I didn’t know she had a man, okay? She approached us at the bar and asked for a threesome. If I’d known—”

“Just get the fuck out,” Jack simply says, shifting to the side to let them pass.

The men grab their clothes and dash out. Jack turns to me and his hot glare slowly transforms into a pleasant smile.

“Well done, wife,” he says.

I sigh and drop onto the bed. “I’m getting tired of this, Jack.”

“Tired of getting what, fucked? Pleasured?”

“This isn’t what I signed up for when I married you.”

“No,” he replies with a sudden serious look. “You signed up for my money to take care of your family. This is what I want in return.”

I shake my head. I hate this cheating wife roleplay we’ve been doing our entire marriage. It’s always been the same. I comb the bars and clubs on the Sunset Strip for available men, then I seduce them to fuck me. The more the merrier. Jack watches us from surveillance cameras he installed in this sex suite, waiting for the right time to bust in and ‘catch me in the act’. That’s his fucking fetish. I let him have his way because I don’t have a choice. I can’t leave Jack now, not when I have nowhere else to go.

Jack and I have been married for three years and it’s been three years of getting gang banged by strangers I met in bars and clubs along the Sunset strip. I’m sick of it, honestly. I need a change.

He comes towards me, slowly, like a panther sizing up its prey. “Have you forgotten our deal?”

“No, I haven’t.” But I wished I hadn’t agreed to it. Wished I wasn’t so desperate that I didn’t think about the consequences.

He tugs my dress from my hand and pushes me to the bed with a growl. A sharp cry leaves me as he pries my thighs apart.

“Jack, no — I’m wet and sticky down there.”

“That’s how I want it.” His head dips, and his tongue brushes against my sex. Another brush, then another. I stop struggling and relax. For all his faults, Jack gives great head. I can’t complain.

The tip of his tongue glides from the opening of my pussy and caresses my inner lips before grazing my clit. My body twists and I grip the sheet as he flicks it, over and over, the licks getting stronger each time. It’s such a turn on, him sucking where another man’s cock had just been.

Jack nips my clit with his teeth. The ecstasy makes me shudder. I can feel the incoming orgasm, and I brace for it. He covers my clit with his mouth and sucks hard, and I lose it. I buck like a wild animal as I come in waves.

“Ohhhhh!”

I collapse to the bed, sweaty and exhausted. Fucking for two hours has drained my energy. I have nothing left in me, and I hope Jack doesn’t want to fuck. I can’t take any more.

“Go clean up.”

With relief, I draw for a towel I used earlier and cover my nakedness before leaving the bed and heading to the en suite bathroom. Stepping into the shower, I lean against the tiled wall and close my eyes. I really am exhausted. Inside and out. This life, it’s getting too much for me.

Sighing, I turn on the tap. The floodgates open just as the water starts flowing. It drowns my cry as I sink to the floor with healthy sobs.

This isn’t the life I expected after Jack showed up at our trailer three years ago and told my mom he wanted to marry me. I had been dating him for a few weeks, nothing serious, so his proposal had been a shock. He’s a real estate mogul and thirty years older than me. What the heck did he want with a nineteen-year-old who just finished high school?

I found the answer after we got married a month later. He wanted someone broke and desperate to entertain his disgusting fetishes. I had been desperate. So was my mom. Since my stepdad left, we’d struggled to put food on the table and keep the light and heat on. My mom worked as a housekeeper at a local motel. After leaving high school, I picked up a couple shifts at the diner in town. Still, it wasn’t enough.

Meeting Jack at the diner that morning had been a godsend. At least, that’s what I thought at the time. He told me I was beautiful and asked me out. It flattered me that a wealthy man took interest in me. Before Jack, the only guys I dated were losers, men just as broke as me. His wealth was a breath of fresh air.

Until it wasn't.

Until he put the ring on my finger and demanded I fuck other people while he watched. In return, he gave me a platinum card and showered me with gifts and shopping trips and expensive vacations. He even bought my mom a new home.

I’m forever grateful for his rescue. But this is getting too much. I made a deal with the devil and I’m ready to take it back.

I’m almost finished with college. Just one semester stands between me and my freedom. The minute I get my degree, I’m getting a job and leaving Jack.

I leave the shower and wrap my body with a clean towel. Next, I brush my teeth and scour my tongue with the toothbrush before rinsing with the mouthwash twice. Its not enough to rid my memory of the men's cock in my mouth. Or the countless cocks before.

There's a prayer on my lips when I exit the bathroom. But it remains unanswered because Jack is still in the room. This is the sex suite, the designated fuck room where my sanity dies a slow death each night. Jack never takes the dirty deeds to our bedroom. I’m a little grateful for that.

“What took you so long?”

I shoot him a hot glare. “I don’t know, Jack. Washing filth took a longer time than I thought.”

Jack stares back at me with silver-blue eyes that chills me and cools my anger. He can temper me without trying. Just one cold stare puts me in my place. Where did that charming man go, the one who swept me off my feet in the beginning? I struggle to reconcile this heartless monster with the sweet man I married.

“What the heck is up with you?” he asks me.

Besides the fact that I hate your guts? “Nothing.”

“Remove the towel.”

After a slight hesitation, I uncover myself and throw the towel aside. He closes the distance and lifts my chin with his finger. My nails pierce my palms as I tighten my fist when his mouth seals over mine. He tries to probe my lips apart with his tongue, but I lock them with a loud whimper.

Jack is good-looking man, with low-cut silver hair that gives him an edgy look and erases five of his fifty years. He keeps his body fit and slender by working out in his home gym five days a week. But he doesn’t make my heart race. It didn’t bother me when he proposed to me because I wanted to get my family out of poverty, and Jack was a willing meal ticket. He wanted a young woman on his arm to flaunt to his friends. It was a definite win-win, or so I thought. Until I found out he can’t get an erection unless he watches me fucking other men.

At first, I was so willing to please him because I needed his help. I fulfilled every request that he  made. I’ve been gang-banged more times than I can count, just so my family and I can have a great life. But now, I keep wondering if it’s worth the pain.

Jack’s fixation makes me sick. Why can’t he watch porn like a normal man?

Again, he attempts to part my lips, but I clamp them tight. My objection riles him up, and he bites my bottom lip, hard. At my cry, he forces his tongue inside my mouth and stick it to the back of my throat. I try to resist, but I’m no match for him. With a grunt, he pushes me to the bed.

Before I can move, he mounts me, then grips my wrists with one hand and pins my arms above my head. It’s useless to resist. I lie there while he pounds into me.

For one minute.

I resist the urge to roll my eyes as he climaxes while panting like a thirsty dog. He’s never able to fuck for two minutes since we got married. It’s probably why he likes to watch other men fuck me.

Curling in a fetal position, I turn my back to Jack as he gets dressed. I can sense his eyes on me.

“Leigh-Ann.”

“Just leave me alone, Jack.”

There’s a short silence, then his hand grips my shoulder. He roughly turns me around to face him. “The fuck did you say?”

I twist my shoulder to shake him off. “Leave me alone! I’m fucking exhausted. You’ve done enough for one night.”

The slap that stings my face is an expected one. It’s not the first time Jack’s laid his hand on me. But the return slap I give him isn’t an anomaly, either. I don’t give a fuck that he’s put a roof over my head and money in my purse. I refuse to stoop any lower and become his doormat. I draw the line at his sick request.

But Jack’s not known to back down. His face reddens with anger as he grips my throat.

“I’ll fucking leave you alone when I please, you got that? If you don’t like my treatment, you can get the fuck out of my house. And your mom and brother can return to that beaten-down trailer with no fucking future. Is that what you want?”

His words sober me at once. Not only is Jack a dirty-minded wife beater, he’s a fucking weasel too. He kept the title for my mom’s house in his name, which means he still owns the property, which also means I’m stuck under his thumb.

But not for long.

“Is that what you fucking want, Leigh-Ann? Tell me, so I can have the housekeeper pack your bags right now.”

I vigorously shake my head. “No. That’s not what I want.”

“Good.” His face brightens with a smile which disappears as quickly as it came. With both arms balancing his upper body, he leans towards me on the bed. “You’re mine, Leigh-Ann. Never fucking forget it.”

I drop to the bed with a tiny sob when he slams the door on his exit. One more semester, then I’ll get the hell out of here.

I can’t wait.


Chapter 3

“Leigh-Ann! Hey!”

Grinning, I wave to the redhead, who’s frantically waving at me from across the classroom. Giovanna Russo, or Ginny, as she prefers, my first and only girlfriend. We met during orientation week for college three years ago. I can’t believe I’ve known her for such a short time. It feels like a decade or more.

We’re total opposites. Ginny has a sweet, girl-next-door appearance, but inside she’s a daredevil. I look like a rebel with my ripped jeans, obscure brand t-shirt and nose piercing, but I’m a teddy bear. I love doing things that calm my spirit, like meditation and yoga and I even go to church. Well… I used to. I haven’t been inside a church since my wedding day.

I grew up on the wrong side of the tracks. Ginny comes from a wealthy family. Her dad’s a real estate developer but there’s a rumor he runs an Italian mob. I haven’t found the courage to ask her if it’s true.

“Ginny, hi!” I wave again while crossing the room to hug her.

“Finally!” she says, after we break apart. “I can’t believe it took a mandatory course to get you back in the classroom.”

I give her a weak smile before taking my seat beside her. Ginny has no clue about my life, the real part. She thinks I’m happily married to the man of my dreams. She has no clue that I dread being in public because I fear running into the men I’ve fucked.

There was an incident last year when I ran into one guy — I can’t remember his name — while heading to lunch with my mom. Before then, and like Ginny, she had no clue of my secret life. But when he blocked my path and asked me if I wanted to fuck him and his friends again, the truth came out. I tried to convince her he was just messing with me, but I don’t think she believed me.

Another incident happened a few weeks later. Another guy followed me home after we bumped into each other on the strip mall. Luckily, our security guard Sean was there to arrest him after he rode in behind me through our gate. I didn’t even notice him trailing me.

Since then, I opted to take my classes online. The less I was out in public, the better.

“I hear our Biology lecturer is a sexpot,” Ginny says, rubbing her hands. “I can’t wait to see if it’s true.”

“Do you think of anything else but sex?”

Ginny folds her lips, cocks her head, and looks upwards. After a second she says, “nope.”

Her join her laughter. This is one of those rare moments where I’m lighthearted, free from my husband and the bullshit that follow him. Ginny and I don’t see each other often enough. I need more moments like this.

Soon, I’ll get it.

When Jack’s abuse began, I put my plans for medical school on hold and switched to a nursing degree. There’s a high demand for registered nurses in the city, which means I won’t have trouble trying to find a job. I’m ready to leave Jack and start my new life.

I’m nervous about the move, though. Jack’s a controlling, violent man. What if he gives me hell with the divorce? What if it’s not enough that I want nothing from him? How will I break free?

A sudden movement from my right pulls my attention. I look up as a man enters the room from the entrance that’s assigned to the lecturers. My mouth falls open and my heart skips a beat, then another, before pausing for a moment. I can’t stop staring at him. He places his bag on the desk and opens it, then pulls a laptop from within. I have a sudden urge to sweep away the lock of hair that shades his gorgeous green eyes.

He’s over six feet tall, with a perfectly sculpted body. A buttoned shirt covers the dragon tattoo on his thick chest. A tattoo I traced with my fingers many, many nights ago. Four years, to be exact.

Yeah, I know the dark-haired hottie. Eli Cain was my high school biology teacher. The last time I saw him was the night we almost fucked in his car in the school parking lot. The next day, he resigned from his job and left town without a word.

The students are all busy talking or scrolling on their cellphones, so most of them don’t notice his arrival. He opens the laptop and clears his throat, just once, and the room goes silent.

The effortless way he commands their attention doesn’t surprise me. He’d done the same to me years ago, every day for two hours after homeroom. I remember sitting in the seat by the window in the classroom, being enraptured by his sexy gracefulness as he paced the top of the room while stroking the ruler in his hand. It triggered thoughts that were not PG; thoughts of him stroking my body the same way.

I wasn’t the only one with the hots for Mr. Cain. He was a constant topic in the girls’ locker room. I saw the way other girls looked at him and I noticed the clothes they wore and the way they behaved, trying to get his attention. I wasn’t as bold as they were. All I could do was fantasize about his hands and his cock making my body scream.

I tried not to think about him like that. He was my teacher, after all. Totally forbidden. Plus, he was old enough to be my dad. So, I put my eighteen-year-old fantasies aside and focused on my studies. Or tried to. Mr. Cain’s yummy body never left my mind.

Everything changed when my first semester biology grade returned with a shocking C minus. I’d worked my butt off cramming for exams. I’d expected nothing less than an A. I needed it to keep my GPA on a college-accepted level. Back then, I had no clue how I would afford college, but I wanted to have a fighting chance with good grades.

“Leigh-Ann Kepler, come see me after class,” Mr. Cain announced. My heart rate took an incline, not from anxiety over my grade, but from Mr. Cain saying my name for the first time. I didn’t think he noticed I existed. After three months in his class, he never looked at me once.

“Mr. Cain?”

He gave me a quick smile before nodding to a few students who hailed him as they passed. The girls gave me envious glares, and the guys shot me mocking grins, like they were pleased that I was in trouble. Three months in my new school and I had made no friends. Not that I cared.

“Take a seat, Leigh-Ann,” Mr. Cain said, and I slipped into the seat before his desk. “Is everything alright at home?”

Besides not knowing if we’ll have dinner each night or how we’ll pay the bills, I’d say things are just peachy. “Everything’s fine, Mr. Cain.”

He sighed and linked his fingers. His very long fingers. His hands were huge. “You’ve been performing above average the entire semester. I didn’t expect this grade.”

“Neither did I, Mr. Cain. But I had a terrible day.” A bad life, actually. Moving from town to town while my mom worked jobs that barely put food on the table, it drained the shit out of me.

He stared at me a moment before asking, “do you want to talk about it?”

His soft words and kind eyes were like a trigger. I erupted, spilling details of my life I hadn’t shared with anyone. And he listened, the concerned look never leaving his face.

“I can’t imagine what you’re going through, Leigh-Ann,” he said, when I was done talking. “And I know, I’m just your teacher, but I’m here for you, okay?”

Ducking my head, I gave him a nod. I couldn’t bear to stare into his mesmerizing eyes.

“Tell you what.” There was a rustle of papers, and I looked up as he opened the journal with our grades. “I’ll give you a B so you can keep a decent average. But promise me you’ll study harder for the finals.”

I vigorously nodded with a smile. “I will, Mr. Cain. Thank you!”

He pushed to his feet. “This stays between us, okay?”

“Of course!” Without thinking, I moved around the desk and wrapped my arms around him.

Big mistake.

His body… God, firm as steel, grazing mine. It felt just as delicious as it looked, and it triggered an ache I’d never felt before. At eighteen years old, I couldn’t grasp what it meant. I wasn’t a sheltered girl, or a virgin, but I’d never been so aroused in my life.

I felt his body stiffen before he gently eased me away. “This is inappropriate, Leigh-Ann.”

But I didn’t miss the heat in his eyes, one that made me so wet. My pussy throbbed in my panties.

“You’re right. I’m so sorry, Mr. Cain.”

He gave me a tight nod before gesturing towards the door. “I’ll see you next week.”

I walked away with a sudden boldness that made me smile. To hell with the forbidden. I want Mr. Cain, even once. And hell, I’m going to have him.

***

God, the memories feel like a lifetime ago. I shake my head to clear them as Mr. Cain turns and scribbles his name on the board in a script that’s just as perfect as his body. He whips around with a smile and his eyes scan the room. The smile disappears the second our gaze lock.


Chapter 4

Eli

Am I seeing right?

Is that Leigh-Ann Kepler, sitting at the back of the room?

It can’t be.

The blonde-haired woman looks just as beautiful, but more refined. Her locks are longer and more lustrous than the teenager who made me quit my job those years ago.

She gives me a knowing smile, confirming that it’s her. My pulse races when she bites her lower lip. It brings back the memories, the need and regret. For a long time, I kicked myself for offering her a ride home that night.

There was a tiny voice in my head that warned me. I ignored it, thinking I was strong enough to ignore the temptation that latched on to me since the first day of the school year when she took her seat by the window in my class.

I’d never been attracted to anyone outside my age group. Worse, a fucking teenager. Sure, she was eighteen, but she was young enough to be my kid, if I had any. Plus, there was the risk of losing my job if I even looked at her for too long.

But it wasn’t just my job at stake. My family’s reputation had taken a beating because of my reckless younger years. Drunk driving, drugs, fighting, I did it all. My oldest brother John is a cop, and I made his job hard as hell back then. Nothing that he tried kept me in line. That was then. Now, I’ve changed. But although I matured and left the shit behind, I still had two strikes against me. Another one would take me out. Leigh-Ann Ellis was a temptress, a scandal waiting to happen. I tried my best to pretend she didn’t exist.

But fuck, she was like a magnet, swinging her ass in those tiny jeans skirts that made my cock hard as a rock. I lost count the many times I left the class to jerk off in the teacher’s bathroom. I can’t recall how often I imagined fucking her on my desk, or on the floor, anywhere that would give me relief. My body burned when she came near.

When she almost failed my second exam, I dreaded calling her to my desk. I didn’t trust my body with her so close. Then I did the unthinkable, offering her a listening ear, opening the door for more temptation.

And it came, hard and forceful, through her sexy smile and subtle touches on my arm. The clothes she wore did nothing to help. I tried to renege on my offer, but that didn’t deter her. It took me a moment to realize she was pursuing me.

By then, it was too late. I was already flirting with temptation, loving the thrill that came from her attention. It flattered me that a girl like Leigh-Ann wanted me. I know I’m attractive, but Leigh-Ann’s young, fresh, tight… fuck, I’m straying here. Bottom line, I was sure there were plenty of younger guys who wanted to sleep with her. But she wanted me.

Hell, I wanted her too, so bad I could taste my need for her on my tongue. But I couldn’t have her and keep my job. Still, I fucked around, calling her up, checking on her, leaving the door open for bullshit.

It happened that night. Well, almost, when I offered her a ride home after helping her study for finals. If it wasn’t for the basketball team bus that pulled up in the parking lot and the eye contact I made with coach Fuller, I would have fucked her right there in my car.

She straddled my lap, her skirt ridden up and her panties pulled to the side. My hand fisted my cock, grazing her slick entrance, ready to fuck her to madness. The intrusion couldn’t have come at the worst time.

And the best time.

Fucking Leigh-Ann would have been the biggest mistake of my life. But even after leaving town, I couldn’t stop thinking about what it would have been like to taste her.

Now, seeing her again brings the longing back, even stronger than before. She’s a woman now. There are no teacher-student rules in this school. I’m free as hell to pursue her. But I’m sure she has a man, looking as sexy as she is.

I tear my gaze from her and sweep the class with my eyes. “Okay, let's begin.”

But it’s so hard to concentrate with her being so near. It takes every ounce of my energy to get through the lesson. By some great miracle, my lecture comes off clear. From the students’ intermittent nods, it seems I’m making sense.

The lesson ends, but the distraction continues. Leigh-Ann leans to the side to retrieve something from her bag that’s on the floor. It draws my attention and I look to her.

“Mr. Cain.”

My mind registers the sound of my name, but I don’t acknowledge it. I’m too caught up with watching Leigh-Ann. She’s still rummaging in her bag and the motion makes her breasts jiggle. I lick my lips as her creamy white cleavage shifts from left to right. Finally, she finds the pen she’s looking for and straightens again. As she relaxes in the seat, her legs open, just for an instant, but long enough for me to glimpse her upper thighs and her red panties.

Oh, fuck.

“Mr. Cain.”

A waving hand cuts into my line of vision. I shift my gaze as a tall African American girl stands up.

“Mr. Cain!”

“Sorry, huh—”

“Amari.”

“Yes, Amari. Can I help you?”

“Can you explain the assignment once more, please?”

I reiterate my instructions for the group assignment I’d given them, then I dismiss the class and the students file out. I fiddle with my laptop as the room clears while hoping Leigh-Ann lingers. Sure enough, she stops by my desk after waving goodbye to a red-haired girl.

“Hey, there, stranger.” Her sexy southern drawl has been missed. I never realized it until now. Leigh-Ann used to make me laugh during those nights when we stayed behind at school. She was a breath of fresh air, the balm I needed after my bitter marriage that ended a few months before. It was wrong to lean on a child for emotional balance but that’s what I did. It wasn’t my intention, though. I wanted to help her, not the other way around.

“Hey, Leigh-Ann. Is this a twist of fate, or what?”

She leans against the desk and scans my body with her eyes. “It's something…”

My body heats under her gaze. Once more, I remember Leigh-Ann isn’t a kid anymore. She’s a woman… a frigging fireball in the ripped jeans skirt that skims her upper thighs. Oh, those creamy, soft thighs… again, memories of that night returns, filling me with need.

“How have you been?” she asks me.

“Great. I can’t complain. How are you?”

She gives me a quick smile and a slight shrug. “Can’t complain, either. When did you get back?”

“A few months ago. I got an offer to run the science department and I couldn’t resist.”

“Is it better than the offer that made you leave town?”

Her innocent stare makes me pause while closing my laptop. I recall her disappointed look that night when I lifted her from my lap and started the car. She’d given me the cold shoulder all the way home, and she slammed my door when we arrived. I watched her storm off, leaving me with a longing in my gut that kept my cock hard all night. Lying in bed, I realized how dangerously close to the edge I’d gotten with her. If I stayed, I would fall over. There was no doubt in my mind. Plus, I didn’t know if Coach Fuller would report what he saw.

Should I confront him?

Probably not. I could make things worse.

So, I decided right then. The next morning, I emailed my resignation letter to Principal Gunther. It was the end of the school year, so he accepted it without giving me grief. By nightfall, I’d moved in with a college friend where I stayed for a month until I found a new job.

But it didn’t occur to me to explain to Leigh-Ann why I had to leave. The only thing on my mind was to create distance between us. I didn’t want to ruin her life or mine.

“There was no offer, Leigh-Ann,” I say to her now.

Her brows jump and she purses her lips before asking, “then why did you leave without a word?”

“Because you were a kid.”

“What does that have to do with—”

I lowered my voice. “Did you forget how we almost fucked in the car that night?”

A sly smile crossed her face. “I haven’t forgotten. Not for a moment.” Then her face gets serious again. “But that doesn’t explain why you left like that. And you blocked my number.” She gives me a look that’s mixed with hurt and confusion.

“I’m sorry, okay? But that was the only way to keep us from trouble.”

“What trouble?”

I sigh, not from frustration but from realizing Leigh-Ann has no clue. She didn’t know that sleeping with her was against the school’s rules. I tell her now and her mouth forms an O.

“I couldn’t risk a scandal, Leigh-Ann. My teaching career would probably be over and you… you wouldn’t have been able to live it down.”

“And now?”

“What about now?”

“Is sleeping with me against the rules?”

“No, it’s not.”

She smiles, that sexy, sneaky smile that makes my dick throb. “Good.”

Coming to class tonight, she was the last person on my mind. But now, all I want to do is bury my cock deep inside her. Four years ago, I wanted to, but I didn’t. This time, I won’t walk away. Not when she’s giving me that hot, encouraging look.

“How about you give me a ride home, Mr. Cain?” She braces the desk with her arms and leans closer. “You kinda owe me one…”

My cock swells in my pants. I pack my bag in a hurry, throwing papers where they don’t belong, jamming my laptop inside so hard I think it’s broken. I don’t care right now. I just want to get going. I didn’t miss her sultry tone or the subliminal hint in her words.

She wants me to fuck her.


Chapter 5

I try to contain my anxiety as Leigh-Ann and I head out. The walk to my car takes forever. But we finally get there and like that night in the high school parking lot, we’re the only ones around. But it won’t have the same ending. That's a promise.

I open Leigh-Ann's car door and her face lights up. “Why, thank you sir. It's been a minute since a man opened a door for me.”

So, she’s single. Great. I’m not the type to fuck another man's woman. I palm her ass before she takes the seat. She giggles and slaps my hand.

“You're too bad, Mr. Cain.”

I prop the door with my butt and rest my hands on top of my car, then dip down to look at her. “I bet you like it…”

“Maybe I do.”

Chuckling, I release the door and walk around to my seat. “What’s your address?” I ask before gunning the engine.

She twists in the seat to face me. “How about we linger for a while?”

A flash of discomfort crosses her face. I don’t want to get too deep, but I want to know what’s going on in her head.

“Why?”

“No reason, I just want to hang.”

I scoff and gun the engine. “Let me make it clear, Leigh-Ann. I don’t hang with women. I fuck them. If that’s not what you want, then let’s get the heck out of here before I do something I won't regret.”

A soft gasp leaves her, then she grins provocatively. “Maybe I won't regret it either, Mr. Cain.”

“Its Eli,” I reply. “You're not a kid anymore.”

She exhales through her nose then reach over to stroke my thigh. “How about you turn the engine off, Eli?”

I didn’t need telling twice. I cut the engine as she raises her butt and reaches under her skirt and removes her panties. She drops it to the floor and makes a sudden lunge towards me. I pull the lever to recline my seat just as she straddles me.

“Brings back memories, huh?”

“You bet.” I palm her lower back with both hands and rock my erection against her front. She releases a soft moan. Goosebumps covers my arms. It’s amazing how the single, simple sound affects me, letting me know this isn’t just about the sex. We haven’t even begun and already I’m falling apart.

Our eyes lock for a moment. Because of the dim light, I’m unable to see every inch of her face but I sense her emotion. Whatever this is I’m feeling, she’s feeling it too.

She softly sighs before leaning in and kissing me. I grip a handful of her hair and kiss her back. Delirium hits me. I feel like a schoolboy who's just getting his first kiss. I’m a grown ass man, for hell’s sake. Growling, I deepen the kiss while shifting Leigh-Ann to the edge of my lap. Our lips are still joined as my fingers hasten to pull my belt and zipper. In two quick movements, I flick out my cock and ease her panties to the side. She sucks in a breath when I bury myself inside her moist pussy.

Oh, fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

It’s like I can’t breathe, or think. But I feel every fucking thing; the slickness of her sex and her nails digging into my back. I hear her unhurried pants as she slowly rides me. My heart rate quickens each time she sinks down and her pussy walls grip my cock.

“What are you doing to me?” she whispers. Her voice sounds choppy, like she's struggling to breathe like I am.

“The same thing you're during to me,” I reply. “Driving me fucking insane.”

I spread my legs and my knee knocks against the gear stick, the other against the car door. Gripping her hips, I knife upwards. The ache in my gut intensifies as my cock rolls through her tight, slick, hot pussy. I’ve been with many women but this… she… hell, its incomparable. I knew for sure I’d made the right decision to leave town back then. If I’d fucked Leigh-Ann that night, there was no way I could walk away.

“Ohhhh… Eli…” Leigh-Ann whimpers and leans back, connecting with the steering wheel. The sudden honk doesn’t break our flow. Our lower bodies meet, then separate, dry at first, then soon growing slick from our sweat. I wish I could see her, all of her, but there will be a next time, a convenient place, my bed or hers. Then I’ll really show her what I’m made of.

Her body shudders. She releases a sudden cry and bounces faster, and her nails dig into my thighs. She’s coming. Her reaction sends blood rushing to my cock. A surge of pleasure runs through me and I lose myself inside her. I fuck her hard, dipping, grinding, milking her dry, hastening my own climax. It comes in a rush, like a category five hurricane, stealing my breath, numbing my thoughts once more.

When the storm passes and I relax in the seat with her body merged with mine, I try to recall the last time I’d felt so contented. I can’t summon a memory because there isn’t one. I doubt there ever be another woman who’ll trigger these emotions.

Whoa, Eli, careful. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were falling for her.

I close my eyes with a sigh.


Chapter 6

Leigh-Ann

“Where the fuck have you been?” Jack asks, the second I step into the foyer. He’s still wearing his work suit but the top buttons of his shirt are undone and his tie looks like its been tossed on the couch. He’s angry. For once, I don’t care.

“School.” I wobble past him, my knees still weak and my heart still racing from fucking Eli. Hands down, it’s the best sex of my life. I want more. Much more. But do I dare take another sample?

Just a single encounter and I’m already having butterflies in my stomach. How will I handle sleeping with him again?

Like it or not, I’m still married. I can’t fall for another man. Not until I’m done with school and Jack is out of my life.

“School? For five fucking hours?”

“Yeah, Jack.” I head to the stairs, my mind on a shower to wash Eli's scent from me. A part of me doesn’t want it to disappear. But the other side knows its hell to pay if Jack finds out I fucked another man without him.

“Leigh-Ann.”

I know that tone. It means he doesn’t believe a word. He won't stop until he gets the truth. Sighing, I turn to face him.

“Fine. I met someone.”

His face darkens before he asks, “did you fuck him?”

“Of course not,” I reply with a soft chuckle. “It's against the rules, remember?”

His eyes scan my face as if he’s trying to detect deception. I respond with the sweetest smile. Finally, his expression softens, and he grins.

“But I bet he wants to fuck you, huh?”

“More than anything.”

“So, when?”

His question doesn’t surprise me. But I don’t know how to answer because Eli isn’t a random guy I met at the bar. We have a history and I like him. Do I want to expose him to my husband's sick ways?

The thought makes my stomach drop like I’m on a roller coaster. My husband. Shit. Eli doesn’t know I’m married! How do I tell him?

“Are you gonna answer me, or what?”

I release a harsh breath. “He doesn’t want to play, Jack. This stuff’s too freaky for him.”

And me. I’m seriously at the end of my rope.

His eyes narrow again. “Are you sure you didn’t already fuck him?”

“Of course, I didn’t. That’s not how it works, right? I don’t get banged unless you approve. Nothing's changed.”

I can sense him watching me as I leave the room. Do I care if he believes me? Absolutely not. He has no proof. But there’s a lingering thrill that makes me want to play with danger again. This time, in Jack’s house, in the room he designed for his pleasure. But this time, he’ll get none of it.

He’s traveling to Nashville next weekend for a conference. Perfect time to invite Eli over.

Except this time, it’s more than just a fuck. I can’t deny the effect Eli's cock has left on me. The more time passes, the stronger my feelings, the greater my longing for a stable, normal relationship.

With Eli.

Crazy, I know. Eli’s not looking to settle down. But I can’t help fantasizing about it being real.

***

“Wow,” Eli says, looking around the magnificent living room. “This is a pretty swanky spot. Lucky you, getting a fancy joint like this to house sit.”

“Yeah, lucky me,” I mumble in reply, gesturing for him to follow me up the stairs. But I’m not lucky, I’m grateful. Jack’s stuck in a meeting for hours so he’s accepting no calls, which means he won’t call me, either. That’s enough time for me and Eli to have our fun.

“Whose house did you saw it was?”

“My friend’s uncle.”

I want to tell him the truth, that I’m married. Why is it so hard to say? It’s not like Eli's trying to date me. All he wants is my pussy. So why can’t the words leave my mouth?

Because I’m ashamed, that’s why. I’ve been prostituting my body for money and a roof over my family's head. How do I tell Eli I’m a gold digger? I don’t want him thinking the worst of me.

My stomach flutters when we get to the landing that leads to the sex suite. I experience a twinge of regret. I shouldn’t have invited Eli here. Our first time should have been the last. But there’s no turning back now; my hand is on the doorknob, twisting it to open the door. I enter the room with Eli following close behind.

“Whoa.” There’s an awed look on Eli’s face as he takes in the space. In the center of the room, there’s a bondage bed with a cuff system attached. By the window, there’s a sex swing hanging from a metal stand and a spanking bench close by.

He turns to me with a grin. “You are way kinkier than I thought.” The devilish grin on his face tells me he likes that very much.

“Oh, you do not know how kinky I am.” Or that I removed the kinkiest bondage furniture before he got here. I didn’t want to freak him out. But it looks like he wouldn’t have minded.

Too bad. For the first time, I don’t mind using every piece of equipment. But there’s still enough to explore.

“I need to freshen up,” I say to him. “Give me a minute.”

Inside the bathroom, I take a deep breath and stare at my reflection in the mirror. It’s one thing to fuck Eli in his car, under a dim streetlight with most of my clothes on. Now, he’ll see me in my naked glory. With other men, I didn’t care what they thought of my body. Now I’m aware of every flaw.

What the hell’s wrong with me? Eli and I are just fucking, nothing else.

You like him, the voice in my head said. You really like him.

Sighing, I dip my hands under the running faucet and splash my face. I do like him. Since that night in his car, I can’t think of anything else but the way he makes me feel. I don’t know what to do about these unfamiliar emotions. But one thing’s for certain, I should have told him the truth. Even more, I never should have invited him here.

Now, it’s too late to change my mind.

I strip naked and toss my clothes in the laundry basket and step into the shower. I’d taken one earlier, but I want to be fresh and clean for Eli. As the water flows between my legs I imagine his tongue down there, licking slowly, teasingly, driving me up the wall even before his cock touches my pussy.

My body is on fire when I leave the shower. For the first time since marrying Jack, I can’t wait to return to the sex suite for whatever is in store. Wrapping the towel around me, I hurry to leave the bathroom.

I didn’t expect to see Eli naked in the middle of the room, his thick, erect cock swinging between his legs.

God, damn.


Chapter 7

Eli

The bathroom door creaks as Leigh-Ann returns. Clean and dripping wet, she smells like a flower field, leaving me wondering what fragrance she used. I watch her surprised face break into a smile when she spots my hard, pointy cock. My cock is happy to see her too, so it bobs a little.

“I’m sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Cain.”

She smiles and drops her towel. Shit, her body is a masterpiece. Beautiful, toned and curvy in all the right places. Her nipples are pink and pointy like a parrot’s beak. I lick my lips, imagining my mouth on them. She moves towards me to kiss me with her velvety tongue. I kiss her back, hungrily, tasting every inch of her mouth. She disengages the kiss and slides down to plant kisses on my chest. Her sweet tongue circles my nipples then traces down to my abdomen. I groan in pleasure and anticipate her tongue on my cock.

Instead, her fingers grip my hardness. Her buttery hands work magic and my vocal cords manifests it. She brushes the length of my cock with her palm before taking it into her mouth. Hissing, I throw my head back and close my eyes.

Leigh-Ann gives a throaty moan, then rolls her mouth from the base to the tip and whispers, “look at me.”

Our eyes lock as she opens her mouth, hollows her cheeks, and slides all the way down. She comes back up and spits on my cock head then circles it with her hand.

I grip her hair as she descends on my cock once more, this time rocking back and forth with a steady rhythm, her warm mouth gripping me just like her pussy did a week ago. As I’m getting into it, she breaks away and reaches to the bed's drawer to remove a pair of leather wrist cuffs.

“Now, cuff my fucking hands, I'm your naughty little slave.”

Her command surprises me but it turns me the heck on. My hands tremble with excitement as I secure her hand behind her back. I spin her to me, and she takes my cock inside her mouth once more, sucking like it’s her last meal. My cock hits the back of her throat, over and over. She doesn’t flinch or gag. She takes it like a fucking champion. Her balance and skill amaze me.

I grab her hair with both hands. My hips roll as I and thrust my cock deep into her mouth, over and over again. She moans, and the sexy sound is like a trigger. I moan her name as I come, withdrawing my cock to blow my load on her face.

“Oh, yeah.” She croons while rubbing my cum on her face.

I’m insatiable. My cock is still as hard as steel. Fucking her mouth isn’t enough. I want to feel her tight flesh around me. Lifting her, I carry her to the spanking bench and chain her hands and feet then lift a paddle from a nearby table.

“Tell me you want my fucking dick in your pussy.”

I spank her while she replies with an ecstatic scream, “oh, yes, Eli, please fuck me!”

Getting more aroused, I whip her curvy butt until her ass gets red. “I'm gonna fucking fuck you, whore.”

She stills, then turn her head to me. “Please don’t call me that.”

“What?”

“Whore. Anything but that.”

There’s a sadness on her face I’ve never seen before. Dropping the paddle, I move around to stand before her.

“Are you okay?”

She nods.

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No.” She looks up at me with those big blue eyes that makes my stomach flip. It’s so juvenile, this reaction. But I like it.

“I need you, Eli.”

I know she’s talking about sex, but a part of me wishes she needs me for more than that. I uncuff her then gently I lift her and lock her into the swing. 

The view of her pussy is marvelous. Her juices froth around her beautiful flesh as her legs are held up high. Dipping to my knees, I push the swing and it returns to my waiting tongue. I clutch her hips and feasts on the dream in front of me. My tongue circles her pussy lips until I reach the tip of her clitoris and stops. Then I give it all my attention, licking, sucking, nipping with my teeth.

“Oh, Eli.” She grips the straps and looks down on me, panting like she’s just run a mile. “Yes, yes… right there. Ooh, don’t stop!”

Her sharp moans fuel me to continue. I tongue-fuck her pussy until she pushes my head with a strangled moan.

“Fuck me, Eli.” Her face bears the torture from my tongued assault. “Please.”

Rising, I guide my cock inside her. We both gasp from the insane connection. Her pussy grips my cock so tight that my eyes water from the pleasure. I glide in and out of her while holding the swing and rocking it gently with one hand and playing with her nipples with the other.

“God, yes…”

I pound into her pussy and her eyes roll to the back of her head. The room echoes her scream as I keep applying pressure, wrecking her with my cock.

When her body tightens with the obvious sign of an incoming orgasm, I withdraw my cock. Ignoring her protests, I release her then carry her to the bed and place her on all fours. My fingers graze her asshole before I moisten it with my saliva and pierce it with my hard cock from behind. My hips begin working once more. I pull her hair and lick her right ear. She releases a long groan.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah… fuck me hard, Eli. Harder. Harder!”

I obey her command banging her so hard the room becomes a blur. She dips and takes the sheet in her mouth, biting down with a moan. The sound of our slapping skins, my rough pants and her muffled groans fills the room. Its heaven and hell and everything in between. I don’t want it to stop. But eventually we reach climax and I cum on her tits. It’s the icing on the cake when she licks the remaining cum dripping from my cock before taking me in her mouth.

When I’m hard again, she rises and straddles me, her juicy sex poised over my cock. She sinks down with a curse, then begins riding me. Her breasts bounce to match her beat. I grip her ass cheeks and spread them wide. She leans over to my right shoulder and with the last strength in me, I fuck her hard while she screams my name.

“Mmm! Mmm! Mmm! Fuck me! Eli!”

She bites hard on my shoulder as she orgasms. I’m close behind, and my toes curl as pleasure fills me. In a sudden swift movement, she dismounts and takes my cock in her mouth and swallows every fucking drop.

“You are a bad girl,” I say, as she wipes the corners of her mouth.

“Only for you,” she replies with a dirty smile.

I lean in to palm her breast as the door busts open and a man sails in, looking like he’s about to commit murder.

Mine.


Chapter 8

“For your assignment, class, I expect no less than ten pages delivered to my email by twelve noon on Friday.” My eyes quickly shift to Leigh-Ann before returning to the pile of papers on my desk. “There will be no extensions.”

The class murmurs. Several students roll their eyes. The bell sounds just then and everyone moves towards the exit. Except Leigh-Ann. She’s still in her seat, no doubt waiting for the other students to leave. I wish she would follow suit because I don’t want to talk to her. I’ve been ignoring her calls since I left her house on Saturday night.

No, not her house. Her husband’s. I still can’t believe she’s married. Married. Fuck!

I’m pissed, for more reasons than one. Not only was I deceived, but after that night in my car, there was a part of me that hoped we could start something new. Dating, maybe. A relationship, it seemed possible. But she’d belonged to someone else all along. She fucking led me on while knowing she wasn’t available. I can’t get over the disappointment.

I hurry to pack my bag while watching her from the corner of my eye. She slowly rises then move towards me.

“Keep it moving, Leigh-Ann,” I growl, when she stops by my desk.

She sighs. “Eli—”

“Mr. Cain.” I raise my hard eyes to her. “It’s Mr. Cain.”

She stares at me for a long moment. “Mr. Cain. I’m sorry. I should have told you about my… husband. But its more complicated than you think.”

“I don’t want to hear a fucking thing you have to say. You could have gotten me killed! Did you think about that?”

Thank God I’d brought my gun with me. To think I’d almost left it in the car. I’d never moved so fast in my life, dashing to the floor and grabbing the weapon from my pants. It made him pause with his fists curled at his sides, his eyes hungry for blood. I was a good head taller than him, but I didn’t want to take the chance of a fist-to-fist fight. I was too much in shock. I just wanted to get the fuck out of there.

“I’m sorry, okay?” Leigh-Ann says.

Her eyes fill with tears. My insides soften at once. But common sense prevails and I grab my bag.

“Just stay the fuck away from me, Leigh-Ann. I mean it.”

I storm towards the door as she shouts, “I don’t love my husband, Eli.”

Stopping, I turn to face her. “Huh?”

“I don’t love Jack. I—he—” she sucks in a breath and opens her mouth to speak but a sob escapes, then another. Soon, she’s crying out loud.

Forgetting my fury, I drop the bag and rush to her and take her in my arms.

“What’s wrong?”

“He’s a sick monster, Eli.” Her body shakes as she cries against my shoulder. “I want to escape so bad and I’m so close, but—” Another round of sobs.

“What did he do to you?”

I had been so angry since Saturday that I didn’t think about the aftermath at Leigh-Ann’s house.

“Did he hit you?”

She eases from me while shaking her head, her eyes shining with fresh tears. “Yes, and he did worse.”

I wait for her to continue, and I’m aware of my racing heartbeat.

“He brought five of his friends to fuck me while he watched. He took his turn after they left.”

“The fuck?”

“It’s not the first time. It’s been… it’s been years.”

I swear my eyes are almost out my head, they’re open so wide. I lead her to a seat where she tells me everything. I’m bristling by the time she’s finished. What a fucking asshole! He should have protected her, not take advantage of her desperation. If she was my woman…

“That man is dangerous, Leigh-Ann. You need to leave him. Now.”

But she’s shaking her head even before I finish. “I can’t leave. Not yet.”

“Why the hell not?”

“I have nowhere to go, Eli. Jack, he—” she tells me how Jack rescued her and her family from the trailer park. But that wasn’t a rescue, it was exploitation. He used a desperate young woman for his depraved fetishes. And that’s not okay, not in my eyes. I should have stayed and beat his ass that night. If only I’d known…

“You’re coming with me.” The words leave my mouth before I assess them. But I don't want to take them back.

Her eyes widen as she stares at me. “What?”

“Move in with me.”

“I-I can’t.”

“No strings, I promise. There’s plenty of room so you’ll have your own space. I won’t touch you unless you want me to.”

“What about my mom and brother? Jack will throw them out the second I leave him.”

“They can come too. I told you, there’s plenty of space. I’m not comfortable with you living with that maniac.”             

“I don’t know...” Her reply comes so low that I hardly hear it. I suspect she’s still not convinced.

What can I do the change her mind?


Chapter 9

Leigh-Ann

“You’re late.”

I roll my eyes at my husband sitting on the couch. “I didn’t know I had curfew, daddy.”

He rises as I approach him. The malice in his eyes gives me a pause. He’s mad as hell. I sense a violent fury surging through him. I try to back up but it’s too late. He grabs a handful of my hair and tugs me to him then grips my throat.

“Let me go,” I croak, struggling to pull from his grasp.

“Where the fuck have you been?”

“Let me go!”

He grips me tighter and my eyes fill with tears. “I’m not fucking playing, Leigh-Ann. Where were you?”

“School.”

It was the truth. I’d lingered in Eli’s car while convinced me to move in with. Strictly platonic, he said, although I doubted that. There was no way Eli and I could exist under the same room and not fuck. Our chemistry is too great. But my hesitation has nothing to do with not wanting to sleep with him. I wanted my independence. For years I’d seen my mom bounce from one man to the other so she can feed us. They all failed her. I made the same mistake with Jack. But, not anymore.

Jack releases my throat and slaps my face. My vision darkens and I reel back. My first instinct is to retaliate, to slap him with all my might but the violence on his face warns me. He looks about ready to fuck me up.

“Stop lying. You went to see him, didn’t you?”

“No, I didn’t.” God forbids he finds out Eli is a lecturer at school. I’d hate to think of what he’d do to me if he did.

He points his index finger at me. “If I find out you’re lying to me I swear you’ll fucking regret it.”             

He pushes me and I stumble with a curse. “I’m so frigging done,” I mutter under my breath.

Or so I thought.

Jack whips around with a glare. “The fuck did you say?”

Squaring my shoulders, I give him a defiant glare. “I’m leaving you, Jack. You can take your money and your house and your privilege and shove it where the sun don’t shine. I’m done entertaining your sick ways.”

Jack grins, but its not a pleasant one. “You’re not leaving.”

“I don’t need your approval, Jack. I’m packing my bags and leaving tonight.” I’m sure Eli will be surprised to find me on his doorstep after I turned down his offer. Luckily, I’d taken his address, anyway.

“If you take a step outside this house, I’ll ruin you. Your mom and hunter, out on the streets. I have a feeling your trailer park home has a new occupant by now. Where will you go?”

“I’ll figure it out.”

My gaze darts between him and the stairs as I measure the distance and assess whether I can make it. If I get upstairs and secure the door I’ll be able to pack my bags and call Eli to come get me. He seemed a little pissed that I didn’t take his offer but I’m sure he’ll come for me.

But it seems Jack has realized my intention. His leery grin precedes him blocking the stairway.

“Come on, if you dare.”

“Just let me go, Jack. Please. You don’t love me. I don’t love you, either. Why the hell do you want me around?”

“This has nothing to do with love. I fucking own you. The wedding ring you hardly wear is living proof.” He slowly moves to me, his deadpan eyes chilling me. “I’m not letting you go.”

“Jack—”

He grips my throat again, this time with more force. I struggle to breathe. My hands claw at his fists.

“I can’t—”

“There’s only one way you’ll leave this fucking place and its in a fucking body bag, you got that?”

“Och — och — ” I can’t breathe. God, I’m going to die!

The doorbell rings, and his grip automatically loosens. I sink to the floor, gasping for air. He walks over to check the security camera that’s positioned over the front step and releases a curse. I use my elbow to prop myself up just as Jack opens the front door. 

“What can I do for you, officer?”

“It’s Detective Cain. And I’d like to speak to your wife, please,” says a deep voice.

Detective Cain? For a moment I think it’s Eli under a disguise, but the voice doesn’t sound like his.

“What do you want with my wife, detective?” Jack spits out the last word like its poison.

“I just want to talk to her, to ensure she’s okay. Can I come in?”

Jack folds his arms across his chest. “No, you fucking cannot. But I assure you, she’s fine.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Fitzgerald, but I’d like to hear it from her lips.”

“Are you fucking de—”

“I’m in here, detective!”

There's no way I can let this opportunity go. I hear a clicking sound of metal, like a gun being charged.

“Step back, Mr. Fitzgerald.”

The mouth of a gun peeks around the door. Jack raises his hand and backs away with a glare that can slash iron. He looks like he wants to snap the cop’s head in two.

The door is pushed open, revealing a tall man with graying hair in a buttoned shirt and jeans. He’s clutching a Glock in his hand and he gives me a kind smile. A smile just like Eli's.

“Hi, Leigh-Ann. I’m detective Cain. Are you okay?” he asks me like we're old friends.

My heart soars. It can’t be a coincidence that he's here. Eli must have sent him. I catch Jack's warning glare but I ignore it and vigorously shake my head. “No.” I shot my finger at Jack. “He’s trying to kill me. Please get me out of here!”

Detective Cain’s hand tightens around his gun. “Come to me,” he says.

“Leigh-Ann, don’t move.” Jack shots me another warning look. Again, I ignore him and head to the detective. But Jack moves faster and grabs me before I'm there. He secures my throat with his forearm and drags me backwards. “She's not going with you, detective. Now get the hell off my property before I press charges for trespassing.”

I violently twist to each side to dislodge his grip but it’s no use. He keeps pulling me towards the stairs. Detective Cain’s cell phone rings and he swipes the screen to answer it while keeping his eyes trained on us.

“I can’t talk, bro. We have a situation.”

Eli. My stomach flips.

He listens for a while, then says, “no—no, stay in your car. It’s under control, for now. Eli, no—” he moves the phone from his ear with a curse, then looks towards the open door then back at us. “Damn it.”

By now, Jack's gotten me to the foot of the stairs. He releases me and throws me over his shoulder just as Eli sails through the door. Detective Cain tries to stop Eli, but he comes right at us. From my upside-down view I see his incoming steps.

Jack has the disadvantage with me on his shoulder. There's no defense when Eli rocks his jawline with his fist. He lets me go to fight. I land on the ground with a thud. Detective Cain helps me up and moves me away from the tussle, then he returns to pull Eli off Jack.

“How does it feel to throw down with someone your own size, huh? You weak piece of shit!” Eli says to Jack.

Jack’s blowing hard. There’s blood on the corner of his mouth and a bruise forming above his eyes. “You’ll regret this, I promise you,” he says between breaths. “When I’m done with you, you'll wish you'd never set foot in my fucking house.”

I move past detective Cain to stand before Jack. “If you try anything, Jack Fitzgerald, I swear I’ll press charges and have you arrested for trying to kill me. The whole town will know you’re a depraved piece of shit.”

He glares at me. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Try me.”

He huffs and chuckles then wipes his mouth. “You’re not worth it, anyway. You gentlemen are welcome to her. She's nothing but washed-up, fucked-out trash. I made her, and when I’m done stripping her of this fine life, you won't want her either.”

Eli takes my hand and squeezes it. The gesture annihilates the hurt from Jack's words.

“Go get your things, Leigh-Ann,” detective Cain says to me. “We'll wait here for you.”

I skirt around Jack and climb the stairs, feeling happier than I’ve ever been. No more combing the bars looking for strangers to gang-bang me. I’m done with satisfying Jack's desires. I’m free to enjoy my young adulthood the way I’m supposed to.

As I pack my favorite things I think of Eli. I’ll be staying at his place for a few months, at least. Do I want to be his roommate or something more? Am I ready for it?

Taking the stairs with my luggage in tow, my eyes catch his and lingers there. His soft smile warms me to my toes.

Nah, definitely not a roommate, is my first thought. I want more than that.

Now, I’m free to get what I want.

THE END.


Seduced by My Best Friend’s Daughter

An Age Gap Forbidden Romance

Vivian Gunn


The characters of this collection are purely fictional and do not depict any actual person or event. The names of each character are not related to any person bearing the same names. The details of this book are not based on any actual event, and any reference made to anything remotely familiar is purely incidental.


Seduced by My Best Friend’s Daughter

“This has gone far enough, Sara.”

I think he’s trying to sound stern, but the torture on his face gives him away. He’s aroused. Horny for me. I’m the reason his cock’s a rock-hard bulge in his pants, and I want to be the one to quench his thirst. I push forward and my body connects to his. It takes little effort, which means he’s not resisting me. But from the curse that leaves his mouth, he sure as hell wants to. But he’s weak. I like that. It means I’m wearing him down.

“Sara…”

“Come on, Alex…” I roll my body against him, brushing his erection. He throws his head back with a groan. “Don’t fight it. Please. I want you just as much.”

“Oh, fucking hell.” He pushes me from him. “No.”

“Alex—”

“Do you know what the fuck Mike will do to me if he catches us in here together? Do you even care?”

“He won’t. Him and Mom are busy checking out your date. It’s just you and me.” I reach for his hand again. “I want you to fuck me, Alex.”


Chapter 1

Sara

Saturday

“Hey, Sara, are you ready?” my dad calls from outside my bedroom door. It’s half ajar, so I hear his light voice coming through the open space. I’m halfway done putting my lipstick on, so it takes me a few seconds to reply.

“Sara?”

“Almost done, Dad,” I finally say. There's one final thing I need to do.

“Okay. Meet me in the car.”

I listen for his retreating footsteps, then I reach into my drawer for my secret weapon. My mouth breaks into a smile as I admire the flimsy material in my hand. I had spent hours online, searching for the perfect lingerie and I think I found it. It’s a one-piece bodysuit with a snap crotch for easy access, and it’s made of a sheer fabric that leaves nothing to the imagination. Perfect. I imagine Alex’s reaction when he sees me wearing this.

Oh, yes. Tonight’s the night I’ll finally get Daddy’s best friend to fuck me. I’ve been throwing subtle hints for months, wearing the booty shorts, miniskirts and crop tops just for him. He pretends he doesn’t notice, but I know when a man wants me. The way his eyes linger, scanning my body, the lust in his eyes he tries to hide… I have no doubt he wants me just as much.

I tuck the lingerie in my overnight backpack with another satisfied smile. Yup, I’m bringing the big guns tonight. This one-piece wonder will definitely blow his mind.

It’s my first time babysitting Alex's nine-year-old for an entire night. I usually get home from classes, pick her up from daycare then hang out at Alex’s home until he gets in at eight. Tonight’s a little different. Alex and my parents are attending their high school reunion, then they’ll probably go drinking afterwards. Or, whatever folks do at their age. There’s no telling what time they'll get home, so Alex hired me to spend the night with Emma. I didn’t hesitate to say yes. Not because I’d be doing him a huge favor, but it’s the perfect opportunity to get what I want from him.

I picture the scene; Alex coming home after a night of drinking, sexually charged and itching to bury his cock somewhere hot and wet. There’s no way he’ll resist me. One look will heat his blood and dismantle his defenses, leaving him powerless to resist my touch. One flick of my tongue against his ear and he'd be so gone…

I come back to the present, my body already warming from the fantasy. How many times have I imagined a night like this? Months, ever since the night he came in from the rain, soaked to the skin. Seeing the outline his sculptured body through the wet clothes was enough. But when he removed his shirt, oh, that was everything. From my place on the couch, I wet my lips, trying not to stare. I don’t think he was aware of my eyes on him. If he was, he gave no sign. I wished he would have stripped down to his boxers, at least, but he kept his pants on and stepped from his shoes, then gave me a quick, “Hey, Sara,” before jogging upstairs.

Oh, my beating heart. I’ve seen no one so beautiful. Alex is in his forties, but he has the body of a thirty-year-old. A lean torso, thick upper arms, thighs that resemble tree trunks, and a nice, curved ass. I have a thing for men with a little meat on their butts. Alex is definitely eye candy, definitely a DILF.

It’s crossing the line, I know. And it’s been a heck of a challenge trying to wear him down. But I have never backed from a challenge and I always get what I want.

I’m nowhere near perfect. My moral compass malfunctions sometimes. I love rebelling, pushing the boundaries a little, testing to see how far I can go. I suspect it’s a flaw from being an only child. For the sake of my parents, I’ve tried to dial back a little, but I easily get bored. I can’t help my craving for a challenge.

At twenty years old and in my second year of college, I’m already over guys my age. Granted, I’ve only slept with two of them, but that’s enough to know that’s not my speed. There was Gary, who took my virginity—God, that was such a mess—and Ryan, who cried on my shoulder for half hour after awkwardly ramming his dick inside me. I’m done with younger men. There’s a tall, hard-working, body-made-for-sin older man who’s got my attention.

I sling the straps of the bag over my shoulder, then I check my reflection in the mirror before I go. I’d washed and straightened my dark curls earlier. Now it's caught in a simple ponytail, ready for loosening later tonight. The colorful, flirty dress gives a peek of my upper thighs when I walk. I’m giving Alex a little preview for later. I hope this will make him think about me all night. 

Jogging downstairs, I see mom twisting in front of the full-length mirror near the foyer. She looks glamorous in the sparkly off shoulder gown that matches her green eyes. Eyes like mine. People often think we're sisters when we go out.

“You look stunning, Mom.”

“Thank you, sweetie.” She smiles at me and it’s like I’m looking at my future self. She drops her lipstick in her purse and looks at me again. “Are you sure you can handle a night with Emma on your own?”

“She's nine years old, Mom. Not two. Plus I’ve been babysitting her for years. I’m good.”

“You don’t have to stay the entire night, you know. We could always pick you up.” She fixes me with a stern look. “Although, we wouldn’t have this problem if you hadn’t totaled your car.”

I doubt my parents will ever let me live that accident down. It wasn’t my fault, either. The idiot switched lanes without indicating first. Sure, if I wasn’t speeding we probably would have avoided a collision. But there’s no way to tell. What’s done is done.

I ignore her last remark and say, “If you pick me up, it means cutting my sleep in the middle of the night. No thanks.”

I’m glad she doesn’t pursue it, especially since my motive for staying make me feel a little guilty. If only she knew my plans for tonight…

I follow Mom out and watch my dad’s eyes light up when he sees her. Mom and Dad were high school sweethearts. Mom got pregnant with me when she just started law school. I can’t imagine having to juggle a newborn with schoolwork, but she and Dad pulled through. Now they are both successful with amazing careers. Mom works at the best law firm in the city, while Dad owns a small advertising company.

Seeing them together warms my heart every time. The love between them is so authentic and pure. Someday I'll find a man who looks at me like that, like I’m the only woman in the world. Right now I just want to have fun. I get in the back passenger seat and close the door. Dad turns to me at once.

“Got everything?” he asks me.

“Yup.”

He’s still staring me with a sceptic expression. “Humor me. Double check, please. We’re already pressing against time and I don’t want to turn back.”

Okay, so he has a right for hounding me. My track record for being organized isn’t great. Plus, I’m a procrastinator and a little impulsive, too. Still, I roll my eyes at him.

“Dad, I’m telling you. I have everything I need.” Wait. I don’t have condoms. Perfect excuse for Alex to not sleep with me. Shit. Why didn’t I think about that?

But a thought occurs, and the panic immediately floats away. Alex is a little man-whore. Dad’s words, not mine. I’m sure he has boxes of condoms stored in his room. The nerves begin to surface as we draw closer to Alex’s house. I don’t know why, though. I’m ready for tonight. There’s no turning back.

Dad pulls up in the driveway and turns around to look at me. “Tell Alex we'll see him at the hotel, okay?”

“Yup.”

I pull the door and swing my legs out, looking up at the brightly lit windows in the two-story home. Emma’s loud chatter comes from somewhere inside. I ring the doorbell as Dad drives away. Running footsteps announce someone's arrival—I'm guessing its Emma. Sure enough, her excited face greets me as the door swings open.

“Sara! You’re here! Dad got me a new dollhouse. Do you want to see?”

I leaned down to ruffle her hair. “Of course—”

“How about you let Sara in first, then you show her your dollhouse?”

Alex's deep tone comes from the stairs. I’m still on the front steps, so I can’t see him. Then Emma steps aside and lets me in. My mouth falls when I spot him on the stairs.

Hot damn. The dark suit was made for him. The tailored pants hug his thick thighs, not too tight, but fitted enough to show how sculptured they are. His broad shoulders bounce a little when he adjusts his jacket by pulling down the arms to cover his wrists. I love what he’s done to his hair tonight. It's usually neatly combed, but tonight it has a tousled, sexy look.

“Wow.” There’s so much I want to say, but it’s the only word that leaves my mouth.

His perfect grin washes over me, leaving me warm all over. “Yeah? You like?”

“I love.” I can’t take my eyes off him.

Our eyes lock for a moment. The smile slowly disappears from his face. There's an expression I can’t really read and then he looks away.

“Okay… so, as you know, I won’t be back until…” he shrugs. “I honestly don’t know.”

There's that sexy grin again. My heart lurches a bit.

“Remember, Emma goes to bed at—”

“Ten. No liquids after eight. It’s the weekend so bath time is nine-thirty. I got it, okay?”

He sighs a little. “I know. It’s the stickler in me, I guess.”

I completely understand. He's had to raise Emma by himself after the divorce, when Kim, Emma’s mom decided she didn’t want primary custody. She pops in twice a year and takes Emma for a week before disappearing again.

“Go on, enjoy yourself. I got everything covered.”

He lifts his car keys from the rack, then opens the door and looks at me. “Call me if you need me, okay?”

Oh, I’ll need you alright. But I’m willing to wait a few hours. “Okay.”

Emma’s already jumping on the couch when the door closes behind Alex. I lift her down, then we play with her dollhouse a bit. When she gets hungry, I turn on her favorite TV program. The living room, dining room and kitchen has an open concept space so I’m able to watch her while I prepare hot dogs—her favorite. We snack on the living room carpet while she tells me about a boy at school who’s giving her a hard time.

“Jaxen’s teasing you because he likes you, Emma,” I tell her, and she makes a funny face.

“Eww.”

Her response makes me giggle and I think of her dad. I know Alex wants me, but I suspect he’s worried Daddy would kick his butt. Although, that’s quite a stretch. Daddy’s the most peaceful person I know. Plus Alex has a twenty-pound advantage and some extra inches in height. It would never come to a fist fight, though. I just need to assure Alex this will be our little secret, and I hope it’s enough for him to surrender to me.

***

“There’s no school tomorrow. Why do I need to go to bed?” Emma asks in a whiny voice as I march her to the bathroom.

“Because your daddy said so.” And because I need to get a power nap before Alex returns tonight. I have a feeling I may need every ounce of my energy to keep up with him. He looks like the type to drain a woman in bed.

Emma calms down when I mention Alex. Thank God. I hate telling her no, especially when she gives me that pitiful look with her big blue eyes. I bathe her and tuck her in. Checking the time, I see it’s a little after ten. Alex and my parents are probably still at the reunion.

I fall asleep while watching TV. My phone alarm wakes me a little after two. Flying up in a panic, I’m relieved when I check the driveway and its still empty. Alex will get back soon, though, so I need to change.

My nerves begin kicking when I slip the lingerie over my body. Am I really doing this? What if it backfires and Alex rejects me? Could I look him in the face again?

But the daredevil in me will not back down. I’m doing this.

Bright lights brush across my window as I’m done rubbing body cream on my arms. Alex is home. With a pounding heart, I quickly dab perfume on my neck and wrists. At the last second, I add a little on my upper thighs, too. My body gets tense with rising nerves when I step onto the landing that leads downstairs.

The car engine has stopped running, which means Alex is on his way inside. Scuttling down the stairs, I position at the bottom, fluffing my hair, striking a sexy pose with my hands on my hips, waiting for the front door to open.

Too late, I hear a feminine laughter and realize he’s not alone. But I don't have time to react. The door flies open before I'm able to move. Alex freezes in the doorway and the woman beside him gape at me. I’m willing my legs to move, but they aren’t getting the message.

“Sara?” Alex stares like he can’t believe it’s me.

“Alex, I—” 

“Why the hell are you in my house dressed like that?”

Oh, holy crap.

His words made my entire body burn with embarrassment. I dash up the stairs, hurrying to cover myself. Jumping into bed, I pull the covers over me and lie curled into a ball, my body quaking. The pit in my stomach isn’t just because of my shame. It’s the hurt that Alex brought another woman home.


Chapter 2

Alex

Fuck. My. Life.

There's no way Sara's standing at the foot of the stairs, practically naked in a see-through… what the fuck is she wearing? I can see her rosy nipples, her full breasts, her pussy… fuck, its bald. There’s nothing I love more than shaved pussy. My mind is already conjuring the filthiest thoughts. I’m fucking drooling just thinking of spreading her thighs and tasting her. Goddamn. What the hell is she doing in that fucking outfit? Did she invite a guy over?

I release Jennifer as Sara dashes upstairs. After combing the entire ground floor and not finding a horny kid cowering in a corner, I connect the dots. Sara was waiting for me. Holy shit. Me!

I shouldn’t be surprised. I’d seen the signs for months, but I chose to ignore them. I didn’t want to embarrass her. Plus, I was a little intrigued by her not-so-subtle attempts to seduce me. The way she flashed her hair was so old school, I wondered where she learned that trick. Her little peek-a-boo outfits were… cute. There was no crime in looking. That’s all I did. But I didn’t expect she would take it up a notch. Not like this.

I should be upset, because Sara’s my best friend’s kid. Mike would kill me for touching her. But I’m captivated, tempted. I want to break down the guest door and demand Sara finish what she started. My blood is boiling for her.

“Whoever he is probably went through the back door,” I mumble to Jennifer.

“Young people, huh?” Jennifer says with a chuckle. “I remember those days when I used to babysit and invite a guy over. I don’t remember wearing expensive lingerie, though.”

Fuck. I’m trying to erase the image from my mind and Jennifer’s not helping.

“Kids. What are you gonna do, right?”

Jennifer's smile disappears, replaced by a sensual stare. A few minutes ago I was all over her, but now all I can think of is Sara in that fucking lingerie.

“How about we take this upstairs?” Jennifer says, pressing into me and stroking my chest.

I look at her. Jennifer's totally hot. Blonde hair, big hazel eyes, long legs. She's definitely my type. I met her in the club after a bunch of us left the reunion. I bought her a couple drinks and took her for a spin on the dance floor. Things got hot and naughty. The dance ended with her hand stroking my rock-hard cock and my lips red from her lipstick. I invited her home for the night, and she didn’t hesitate to say yes. Now here we are, and all I can think is I've made a mistake. I shouldn’t have invited her here.

“Um…” I give her hand a squeeze and her face falls. She knows what’s up. But I still need to say it. “I think we need to rain check tonight.”

She stares at me a bit before sighing. “It’s your loss, you know.”

“I know.” But sleeping with her is the furthest thing from my mind right now.

“Let me take you home,” I say.

“No, don’t bother,” she quickly replies, digging in her purse. “I'll call a cab.”

Her face is slowly turning sour. I guess it’s sinking in that she won’t get laid tonight.

“I’m really sorry, Jennifer. It's just that—”

“You’ve got something better upstairs, right?”

I hope the guilt isn’t showing on my face because I’m sure feeling it inside me. “Not true.”

“You could have fooled me. Hot one minute, cold the next.”

She’s wrong. I’m not cold. My body is on fire for Sara.

“Have a nice life, Alex,” she says while walking to the door. “Please lose my number.”

A harsh breath escapes me, and I stroke my beard as I watch her go. There's no desire to make her stay, but I don’t want to face my attraction to Sara, either. Is fucking wrong to think of her on top of me, riding my cock.

Shit.

I’m still thinking about it.

She’s upstairs, probably still wearing the fucking lingerie with nothing under it. My cock has swelled to an aching point, itching to sink inside her warm flesh.

Go on, Alex. She's waiting, willing. Your little secret. No one has to know.

I growl out loud and wipe my face, then I take the stairs two at a time. Stopping by her door, I press my ear against the wood. There's no sound from inside. Maybe she's asleep. God, let her be asleep.

I knock. Once, twice, then wait. Relief fills me when there's no answer, but as I walk away, there's a little disappointment, too. A part of me wants her to open the door, to let me in, to quench this fucking thirst. I don’t know how I’ll sleep tonight.

The cold shower doesn’t help, so I have to rub it out. Stroking my cock, I imagine her tight flesh around it, squeezing, caressing as I thrust to my release. I climax with a loud moan, so deep am I in the fantasy. Thank God my master suite stands down the hall, away from the other bedrooms. Sara would surely hear my mouth.

Still gripping my cock, I move to the bathroom to clean up the mess. Masturbation did no good. I’m still horny as hell, still hungry for her. I don’t think I’ll recover from seeing her tonight, not unless I quench the fire by burying my length inside her.

But I can’t touch her. I don’t dare, which means I have a tortuous life ahead.

Oh, I’m fucked.


Chapter 3

Sara

Wednesday

“Oh, you naughty, naughty girl.”

My best friend Tiffany raises her hand for a high five, but I quickly swat her hand away while glancing around the lecture hall. Although there’s no one close to us, I give her a furious look. “Can you keep it down?”

Tiffany looks to where a group of students sit at the back. “It’s not like they can hear me, anyway.” She rolls her eyes at me, but her voice dips when she says, “You’ve got some balls, seducing Alex. Way to go!”

I give her a dry look when she raises her palm towards me. “I wish you’d let me finish the story.”

“Oh, girl…” She leans against her seat, still looking at me. “From the look on your face, I guess it didn’t go well.”

Sighing, I lean against my seat, too. My face burns whenever I think about that night. It's been a few days and I still want to hide under the covers whenever I think of the shock on Alex's face, and the way he reprimanded me in front of his… was she his one-night stand? She probably was. Alex had a thing for one-night stands. At least, that’s what I’ve heard Dad say. He’s been afraid to settle down since the divorce.

“Oh, no… was it that bad?” Tiffany says with concern lining her pretty face. “Damn… who would have thought? Alex looks like the type to wreck a woman in bed.”

“Well, I wouldn’t know. I didn’t get that far.” My face heats again when I tell her about what happened.

“Damn, girl. Why didn’t you tell me about your plan? I would have given you some tips,” she says when I’m finished.

“I didn’t need tips, just common sense.” Of course, Alex would take a woman home. I’ve seen women fall over themselves trying to get his attention. But I was too caught up with my plan to think about that. Now I’m too embarrassed to ever look at Alex again. Thank God he didn’t tell my parents. I would have died from shame if they know what I tried to do.

“Common sense? Don't tell me you’re giving up that easily.”

“What choice do I have? Tiffy, you didn’t see the look on his face.” Although, when I think back, there was more than shock and bewilderment on his face. I didn’t misinterpret the desire in his eyes. Alex may have been shocked by my actions, but that didn't block his desire for me.

I lean against my seat with a smile. Oh, yes, he wants me.

“What’s that look for?” Tiffany asks me.

“You're right, Tiffy. I’ve given up way too easily.”

Tiffany grins, and the naughtiness on her face matches the waywardness I’m feeling. “That’s my girl.”

The lecturer comes in just now. I put my phone away and retrieve my notebook. But I’m already planning my next attempt to get under Alex's skin.

***

“Hey, Mom, what's for dinner?” I call out even before the front door closes behind me. After a two-hour session with Tiffany and the rest of my study group, I’m famished. All I want to do is stuff my face.

My mom sticks her head through the kitchen door. “I made quinoa-crusted salmon with spicy mango sauce.”

“Mhmm. Sounds yummy. But why so fancy? I would have been fine with a burger or something.”

“Because we’re having guests,” she says, just as I notice the two extra place settings at the table.

“Who's coming for dinner?”

“Alex and a lady friend.”

“Oh.” My stomach falls to the floor. What about Emma?”

“Kim dropped by and took her for a few days, so it’s a win-win.”

“Oh.”

Mom looks at me with a frown. “What’s wrong? Your face looks like when they stole Binky.” Binky was our Black Russian Terrier that got stolen after she snuck out of the house. I had just turned fifteen then, and I remember being so angry when I realized she wasn’t coming back. I imagine what my face looks like now.

“Nothing,” I reply to Mom.

I know what Alex is doing. He’s bringing a blocker. A cock blocker. Damn if he thinks that will stop his desire for me. He has no clue that he’s just lit a fire under my ass.

“Okay. They will be here in half an hour so you might want to freshen up a little.”

Mom doesn’t need to tell me twice. I’m already planning what outfit I’ll wear. I take a hot shower while wishing I had time to wash my hair. The curling iron gives me the added volume I want, anyway. It takes a longer time than intended to select the perfect outfit. I can’t do slutty, not in front of my parents. But I want something that will make him remember that night. I finally settle on a dress that brushes my lower thighs and has a peekaboo neckline. It gives a glimpse of my generous girls. Just enough to make him drool.

I hear his deep voice while I descend the stairs, and when I enter the dining area, he turns to look at me. The smile fades on his face, then he swivels back to the woman beside him, forcing a smile at whatever she’s saying.

At the foot of the stairs, I take her in. Alex has always had a thing for blondes. Maybe that’s why he’s not giving me a chance. She’s stunning, as usual, slender, long-legged, curvy. I hate her on sight.

“Vanessa, meet my daughter Sara,” Dad says, gesturing to me. “Sara, this is Alex’s date.”

Vanessa shoots me a dry smile before returning her attention to Alex. I resist the urge to roll my eyes. But the resting bitch expression is still there because Mom gives me a stare that clearly says, “what’s wrong with you?” I respond with a careless shrug.

“Well, now that we are all here, I guess we can eat,” Dad says, and everyone moves to the dining table.

Mom and Dad sit at both end while Alex and Vanessa sit across from me. I’m a little amused when I notice he’s looking everywhere but my direction. I wait until we’re halfway into dinner before I start my antics. I run my bare foot up his leg as he lifts his wine glass for a drink. He grips the stem and narrows his eyes at me. A soft smile tugs the corner of my lips when I read his expression. He’s telling me to quit. I gently shake my head, lifting my foot higher up his leg. Alex downs the entire contents in his wine glass.

“Whoa,” Vanessa said, giggling. “The night’s still young.”

Oh, Vanessa. The night is already over for you and Alex. You just don’t know it yet.

Clearing my throat, I pull my chair closer to the table. Vanessa’s not the only one with long legs. Tonight, I’ll put them to use. Careful to avoid the table roof, I lift my leg and place it on the space between his thighs. His eyes widen a little, but he doesn’t look at me this time. He’s fiddling with the food on his plate.

I stretch my leg until my toes reach the bulge in his pants. Shit. He’s already hard. My pussy clenches once, twice, until it throbs like my racing heart. Alex grips my foot and quickly shoots me a hot glare. I bite my lower lip, suppressing the smile, but I give him a daring look.

Mom and Dad don’t seem to notice anything amiss. They are busy interviewing Vanessa. At least, that’s what it sounds like. My parents have been trying to get Alex to settle down, but I don’t think he wants to. After he and Kim divorced, he embraced the bachelor's life like an old friend. I doubt he’s ready to get pinned down again. I don’t want him to get pinned down again. Not until he gives me what I want.

I press my toes down and they graze his crotch. I swear its even harder than before. He slowly mouths for me to stop. As if. I jerk my foot from his grip, then press it against him, moving in slow, deliberate circles.

Alex mumbles, “Fuck,” then grips my foot again. He doesn’t realize he’s said it out loud until Mom frowns at him.

“You okay, Alex?”

“Just a sudden headache,” he replies. He gives my foot a hard squeeze.

“You shouldn’t have emptied that glass like you did,” Vanessa says.

“There’s aspirin in the bathroom upstairs.” Mom places her napkin on the table and starts pushing to her feet.             

“No, I’ll get it. I need to wash my face, anyway.” Alex’s chest bounces as he inhales. I pull my foot away when he pushes the chair backwards. There’s still a slight bulge in his pants, but no one’s looking but me. He dashes up the stairs like there’s a rabid dog after him.

I glance at my phone and gasp. “Shoot.”

Mom looks over at me and I wave the phone at her. “I forgot to email my assignment to my professor. Tiffany just sent a text reminding me the deadline’s in a few minutes.”

“Okay. But we haven’t had desert, so don’t take forever.”

“I won’t.”

There’s a grin on my face as I climb the stairs. Instead of walking to my bedroom, I stop by the guest bathroom. The door’s not locked, thank God. I turn the knob and step inside. Alex looks up as I enter, and his expression changes from curious to horrified. He closes the medicine cabinet and moves toward me.

“What the fuck are you doing in here?” he whispers.

“Giving you a hand.” I move to him and he grips my arms to keep me at bay.

“This has gone far enough, Sara.”

I think he’s trying to sound stern, but the torture on his face gives him away. He’s aroused. Horny for me. I’m the reason his cock’s a rock-hard bulge in his pants, and I want to be the one to quench his thirst. I push forward and my body connects to his. It takes little effort, which means he’s not resisting me. But from the curse that leaves his mouth, he sure as hell wants to. But he’s weak. I like that. It means I’m wearing him down.

“Sara…”

“Come on, Alex…” I roll my body against him, brushing his erection. He throws his head back with a groan. “Don’t fight it. Please. I want you just as much.”

“Oh, fucking hell.” He pushes me from him. “No.”

“Alex—”

“Do you know what the fuck Mike will do to me if he catches us in here together? Do you even care?”

“He won’t. Him and Mom are busy checking out your date. It’s just you and me.” I reach for his hand again. “I want you to fuck me, Alex.”

“This is crazy. You don’t know what you want.”

“I want whatever’s driving those women crazy.”

Alex blankly stares down at me, then he bursts into a laugh. “‘Women’ being the operative word. You can’t handle me, Sara.”

I pull my hand from him with a gasp. How can I be insulted and intrigued at once? What the hell is he doing to make women lose themselves like that?

“Back off, Sara. I mean it. If you don’t, I’ll have no choice but to tell Mike what you’re trying to do.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Try me. And don’t bother coming over to babysit Emma on Thursday. I’ll find someone else.”

“Alex—”

“No.” He stops me again with a raised palm. “It’s thirty years of friendship, Sara. I won’t ruin my relationship with your parents because I can’t keep my dick in my pants.”

“Okay, okay. Fine. I’ll back off. Just don’t cancel on me, please.” I don’t want to explain to Mom or Dad why Alex chose someone else to babysit Emma. Although, I’m sure he would give them a valid reason that doesn’t throw me under the bus.

He gives me a hard stare, then his body relaxes a little.

“No more ambushing me in the bathroom or waiting for me on the stairs in lingerie.”

“I swear.”

“And quit wearing those goddamn skimpy clothes around me.”

“I will.”

“Fine. Pick her up from daycare, then I’ll relieve you at eleven.”

I smile at him, but the negative feelings are already pushing to the surface. Disappointment. Embarrassment. Anger at myself. What the hell was I thinking?

“Sorry,” I simply say, and he nods at me.

I lock myself in my room afterwards, texting Mom that there’s a system issue that will take longer than I expect. What I didn’t expect were the tears and the solid ache in my gut.


Chapter 4

Thursday

Emma's finally asleep. I close her door with a weary sigh. She was a little rambunctious tonight, making a mess everywhere downstairs. I have to get the place cleaned before Alex gets here. Usually I’d take my time. But there’s still a little tension between us since the dinner at my house. I don’t want to give him a reason to fire me.

I get to work, packing up Emma’s toys, cleaning the milk spills and vacuuming the food crumbs off the living room carpet. The kitchen's even worse from our cookie-making session earlier. By the time I finish mopping the floor, I’m dirty and sweaty as hell. Luckily, I brought extra clothes. I take a long, warm shower, glad to scrub the muck from my body.

Leaving the shower, I towel dry, then wrap it around me and proceed to the guest bedroom. I drop the towel and look for the bag I’d brought with my extra clothes. It takes me a few seconds to remember I’d left it downstairs when I got in earlier. I check the time. Alex won't be home for another hour. There's no one in the house but Emma and I, so I don’t bother wrapping the towel around me again. My bare feet skid down the stairs and I spot the bag on the futon near the window.

Too late, I hear the opening front door as I lift the bag. I spin around and freeze. Its Alex, home early. How come I didn’t hear his car in the driveway?

He’s frozen too. His dark eyes are stuck on me, and he's gripping the doorknob really hard. His chest rises and falls as he scans my nakedness. I want to move, but there's something holding me back. It’s not shock, but lust. White-hot, painful lust. It leaves an ache within my flesh that makes me want to stroke myself.

The way Alex's looking at me… hungry, yes, that’s it. He looks like he’s ready to tear me to pieces. It makes me a little bold, but not enough to go over to him. Not after that episode in my bathroom. I'm waiting for him to make a move. I’m sure he will. The erection in his pants says everything. But he slams the door behind him with a harsh sigh.

“Go put some clothes on, Sara.”

My stomach falls. But I’m still a little stubborn, hopeful. He’s just trying to play hard to get. I flip my hair and palm my hips, pressing my breasts forward. He releases a curse.

“Now, Sara.”

His voice is low but firm, and it gets me going. But I’m not embarrassed this time. I’m a little pissed. Pissed at myself for acting a fool twice—twice! What the fuck is wrong with me?

I rush into the guest bedroom, and with trembling hands I put my clothes on, getting ready in record time. Alex is waiting for me at the foot of the stairs, looking as uncomfortable as I feel.

“Did you call the cab?” he asks me.

“Yes.” I walk past him so fast, he's like a blur. “I’ll wait for it outside.”

“No, you’re not. Mike would have my head if something happened to you out there.”

“As if.”

“As if what?”

“You don’t give a shit about me, Alex.”

He scoffs and shakes his head. “Right… because I don’t want to fuck you.”

It hurts like hell hearing him say the words out loud. My eyes sting with tears.

“You're a fucking asshole, Alex.”

I hear his loud growl as I stomp towards the front door. The next minute I’m being hauled back and slammed against the wall. His mouth captures mine before it even registers that he’s pressing his hard body to me.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Alex's thick, firm-looking lips are actually soft, and his tongue is doing delicious things to my mouth. I taste the hint of alcohol on his breath, but there’s a flavor that’s only him. I’m already intoxicated, weak in the knees. And he hasn’t even touched me yet. His hands still brace the wall, securing me from each side.

His cock’s getting harder. I can feel it pressing against my belly. I grind against him and he groans into my mouth. Encouraged by his response, I break the kiss and reach for his belt. To my surprise, he doesn’t stop me. I look up at him and his eyes are like dark pools of lust. A deep ache settles within my throbbing flesh. I’m desperate to feel his cock inside me. I open the belt. I’m so close. Almost there.

A sudden honking of a car horn breaks the moment. It’s the taxicab. A tortured sound leaves Alex as he backs away from me. I assume he’s just as disappointed as I am, but when I look at his face, I see relief.

“You need to go. Now.”

He secures his pants and moves even further away from me. It’s like I have the plague. We were so hot and heavy a minute ago, but now I’m out in the cold. Literally. The night air bites into my skin when I step outside. I forgot my goddam jacket inside and I’m not going back for it. I can’t bear seeing that look on Alex's face again.

But as the taxicab rolls towards my home, I feel like punching the air a bit. Alex wants me. He’s done a great job keeping it under wraps, but I triggered it tonight. Next he won’t be so lucky. Next time I’ll bring him to his knees.


Chapter 5

Alex

One Week Later

“Oh, come on, man. When was the last time you went for a night on the town?”

“The night of our high school reunion, Mike. You were there, remember?”

My assistant signals that it’s five minutes to my next meeting. I give her a thumb up, then reach for my jacket on the back of the chair.

“That was weeks ago. You used to be fun. What’s gotten into you?”

“I have a nine-year-old, remember?”

“You’ve always had Emma. Didn’t stop you from painting the town with us, did it?”

Yeah. That was when I had a babysitter. Now I don’t.

“Plus, we've got a kid too, remember?”

I scoff. “You have a twenty-year-old.”

My stomach flips just thinking of her. There’s a little guilt too. Last Thursday night I came really close to fucking her. Too close. God damn. How the heck did I let that happen?

But how could I resist after seeing her naked? Fuck. How many times did I imagine those pink nipples in my mouth? How long have I wanted to sink my cock inside her juicy cunt?

“Are you with me, man?”

“Yeah, I am.”

“You have a babysitter on call whenever you want. You know that.”

No. I don’t. Sara is the only one I trust with Emma, but after that steamy encounter on Thursday night, I’m scared as hell to hire her. I don’t trust myself around her. I swear to God, if she comes within my reach, if she teases me with that body again, I won’t be responsible for what I do to her. No fucking holding back. The only way to overcome to temptation is yield to it.

But better to be safe than sorry. Sleeping with Sara would fuck up both our lives. It would wreck my conscience and ruin her for other men. I’m not cocky, just realistic. I know what my capabilities are. It’s a blessing and a curse, really. For Sara, it would probably feel like a blessing at first, but she will eventually curse the day she pushed me too far.

“I’m just not in the mood, honestly,” I say to Mike.

“Not even if Laura’s taking a friend?”

I open the box, then remove the books and place them on my desk.

“A very hot friend?” Mike taunts me.

“I don’t know man…”

“Or, do you want to take Vanessa instead?”

“Nah… Vanessa wants more than I’m able to give her.”

They all did, regardless of how I level with them in the beginning. I never beat around the bush. They are all aware I want nothing more than a hookup. Although they claim to understand, their feelings always change after we get together. I’m looking for a woman who wants nothing but a fling. But it’s hard to find, especially with women my age.

Mike sighs on the other end. “I want to see you back in the fold, man. Those couples trips are not the same without you.”

“Not happening, man. I promise you that.”

“Fine. I won’t fight you on it. But I still want you there tonight. I’ll ask Sara to babysit if that’s what’s keeping you from coming out.”

Just the thought of Sara in my house make my palms sweat. I should tell Mike no. But he'll ask why, and I can’t tell him the truth. Imagine how he'd react if he knows how much I want to fuck his daughter.

“Is that a yes?”

“You are one persistent motherfucker,” I say, and his loud laughter sounds in my ear. “I’ll be there.”

“Okay. Let me call Sara and tell her. She has a date tonight, but I’m sure she will cancel.”

A date? Is Sara seeing someone? I didn’t think so, not after everything that’s happened. Why the fuck is she trying to seduce me if she has a man? And why do I feel so jealous?

“Don’t let her cancel on my account,” I say, not meaning it. I don’t want another man to touch her, damn it.

What the hell’s wrong with me?

“Trust me, you’ll be doing her a favor. She's not too enthused about it, but Tiffany kinda backed her into a corner. I’m sure she'd love the excuse to cancel.”

My chest feels a little lighter now. It’s crazy. I shouldn’t feel relieved that Sara won’t be in the arms of some random dude tonight. But I am. “Cool. You convinced me. I’ll be there.”

***

I hear the doorbell ring as I button my shirt. Its Sara, I’m sure. She’s right on time, too. All I need to do is get my shoes on, let her in and leave. No lingering. No allowing my hunger to take control.

Her soft, tentative smile greets me. I give her a smile in return, determined to act as normal as I can. Releasing the door, I back against it to let her in. Her perfume washes over me when she walks by. Its light and sweet, leaving me with an urge to pull her against me. Hell, I want to do more than that.

“Where's your dad?” I thought Mike would have dropped her off, then we would proceed to the bar together.

“Oh, I caught a cab here. Mom and Dad were still getting ready and I didn’t want to keep you waiting.”

I give her a nod, trying not to meet her eyes. Not that she’s looking at me. Her eyes are everywhere but me. There's a soft blush on her cheeks too. I’ve never seen Sara blush until that night at the stairs, and she’s never been this quiet, either. I doubt we'll ever get back to normal after what transpired—or didn’t—between us.

“Well… you know the drill,” I say to her. “Emma's hanging out in her room.”

“Okay.” She gives her thigh an awkward slip, then grimaces a little. “Enjoy your night.”

I watch her taking the stairs, her flirty skirt swinging, giving me a peek of her thighs. The vibrating phone in my pocket brings me back. It's Mike, asking if Sara got here safely. I type my reply while walking to my car.

***

I get to the sports bar and everyone’s already there, including Laura's friend Jessica. Mike's right. She’s hot. Typical long-legged blonde. I’m waiting for the spark, but it doesn’t come. The night is still early, anyway.

Mike introduces us and makes room for me at the table. Jessica’s hand lingers on mine a little and she gives me a wink. Usually, I’d be all over her by now, dropping my best lines. Instead, I’m hung up on my babysitter. Man… I’m going to hell for these thoughts.

“I won’t bite, you know,” Jessica says to me, beckoning to the space beside her.

Mike's giving me a weird look, so I sit down while Laura waves for the server to take our drink order. Jessica immediately closes the gap between us. Our thighs rub together. She reaches under the table and strokes my inner thigh.

“Huh… buy me a drink first, won’t you?” I murmur in her ear and she giggles.

Mike gives me a thumbs up across the table. I suspect he’s still trying to get me tied down after he gave me her full bio today. Jessica loves kids and she wants to get married and have her own someday. The problem is, I’m not ready to get married again. I doubt I ever will. I don’t want to get her hopes up, so I won’t take her home with me tonight. Though from her actions, she clearly wants me to.

The drinks start flowing and Jessica pulls me to the dance floor, grinding against me, touching me all over. I wait for my body to awaken, but it doesn’t. I ease her from me, and she frowns.

“How about we cool off a little,” I say to her, and she smirks, running her fingers down my chest.

“I’m a little too hot for ya, huh?”

“Not a little, a lot.” I almost bite my tongue with the lie. Jessica leads the way back to our table, her curvy ass swinging. Again, I question my sanity. Why am I not all over her?

My cell phone vibrates in my pocket as I sit down. At first, I ignore it, but it vibrates again. Curious, I pull it out, then quickly drop it to my lap when I see the message from Sara. It’s a photo, actually. A fucking photo of her pussy.

My heart's racing like crazy. I want to take another look because all I'd gotten was a glimpse. But Jessica's too close to me.

“Excuse me. I need to use the men's room,” I say to the guys, then dash off while they reply. Instead, I walk to the back of the restaurant and after taking another look at the photo, I call Sara. She answers on the first ring.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“What does it look like I’m doing, Alex?”

Sighing, I look to the heavens. “You’re asking for trouble.”

“Maybe that’s what I want. Trouble.”

“Then find a sucker your age, Sara. I told you, I’m not about to lose my friendship for a fuck.”

“Oh, wow. That’s all I am to you, huh? A fuck.”

“Goddamnit, Sara, don’t put words in my mouth.”

“You just said—”

“You are my best friend’s kid, do you understand? Mike would kill me if he knew we were having this conversation.”

“I’m an adult, Alex. Which means I make my own decisions. I can be with whoever I want.”

“Well, it won't be me. I’m coming home so you can go. I’ll make other babysitting arrangements for Emma.”

There was a short pause, then she says, “That's totally unnecessary, Alex.”

“Oh, trust me, it is.” I hang up with a loud curse. I don’t want to let her go. It’s hard finding someone else to trust with my child. Everything was fine until she let her hormones get the best of her. But she's not the only one. I’m responsible, too. In fact, the weight’s on my shoulders because I knew better. I shouldn't have kissed her that night because it encouraged her. Now I’m left without a babysitter. An awesome one at that.

The guys had ordered shots when I return to the table. I ignore mine and pull out some cash and place them on the table.

“Don’t tell me you’re leaving so soon,” Mike says, looking displeased. Jessica looks disappointed, too.

“Yup. I have an early morning meeting, gotta go.”

I take Jessica's number, give her a peck on her cheek and her face brightens a little. Maybe I’ll pursue this. She’s probably what I need to get Sara out of my system.

But as I drive towards my home, I realize nothing will. She’s in my blood. There's only one way to purge her from my system. Do I want to take that chance?

The answer is no. No, no, no. That’s a can of worms that should stay closed. Sara has always been a rebellious, daring kid, but she isn't as tough as she behaves. She can’t handle my ride. Worse, she'll probably become obsessed after a taste. It’s not condescending of me to think that. I’ve seen it happen with women who are more experienced than Sara. Ditching grown ass women is one thing. Trying to avoid my best friend’s kid after fucking her… well that can be a nightmare. Our families are close. We have Thanksgiving dinner together, Christmas… I imagine how awkward it would be.

Romantic music bathe my ears the second I enter the front door, then I see rose petals strewn on the floor, leading upstairs. Shaking my head, I follow the trail to my bedroom where Sara lies in the middle of my bed, butt fucking naked, spread eagled, giving me a view of her pussy. I look for a few seconds, taking in the pink, fleshy, beautiful sight that’s already glistening with her arousal. But it’s just for a few seconds. Shifting my gaze, I reach for the sheet and throw it over her. “Get the fuck out of my room, Sara. Now!”

She throws the sheet to the side. “No. If you insist on firing me, then make it worth my while.”

“You have lost your fucking mind, haven’t you?”

“And you are dying to sleep with me, aren’t you?” Her bold gaze drops to the front of my pants then she gives me a triumphant stare. “Deny it all you want, Alex. You want me.”

“I’ve never denied that.”

“That why don’t you want to touch me? I’m literally throwing myself at you. Do you know how many guys would kill for a chance like this?”

“I don’t give a fuck about any other guy.”

She pushes up on her knees, cupping her breasts and squeezing the nipples. I instantly lick my lips and her eyes drop to them.

“I know you don’t. But I want you to give a fuck about me. I want you to fuck me. Do I need to beg?”

I shake my head at her. “You have no clue what you’re asking of me.”

“Then let me find out, Alex. I don’t want to be able to walk when you’re done with me.”

“Be careful what you wish for, Sara.” God, help me. My resistance is almost gone.

“I don’t want to be careful. I want you to wreck me.”

That’s it. I’m done trying to run from temptation. Sara's offering herself on a platter and I’m about to enjoy ravishing every inch of her gorgeous body. There’s no stopping me this time, I swear.

I move to her, giving her a push that sends her backwards. She gives a delighted gasp when she lands on bed. I straddle her at once, putting her arms above her head and capturing her wrists with one hand. Her eyes sparkle with unbridled excitement. She thinks she's ready, but she’s not. She won't ever be.

“Buckle up, Sara,” I murmur close to her mouth. “Because I’m about to destroy your world.”


Chapter 6

Sara

Buckle up, Sara. I’m about to destroy your world.

Hell.

The sexiest words I’ve ever heard, hands down. My pussy tightens as his lips move against my mouth. I can feel the moisture down there. Yeah, I'm wet and ready, waiting for him to fill me. But it seems he's not ready for that yet. He takes his shirt off and my eyes feed on his torso, committing his sculptured perfection to memory. Tonight's the last time I’ll see him like this. Nothing will be the same after we make love.

He brushes the hair that’s fallen over my face and grips my chin, leveling my gaze with his. “Talk to me, Sara. Tell me the dirty things you want me to do to you.”

“Uh…” I’m not expecting this. Dirty things? Like, what does he want me to say?

“Come on, Sara. Talk to me.”

Okay, I can do this. I have an active imagination, after all.

“I want you to touch me everywhere,” I whisper, and his eyes light up.

“Like this?”

He tweaks my nipple then runs a single digit down my stomach and draws a line up my slit. I close my eyes to bask in the instant thrill that fills me. My hips rock to each side and I mumble, “Yes…”

“Mhm. Go on.”

I don’t know where the words are coming from. They are probably triggered by the pleasure that I’m feeling.

“I want you deep inside me. Your cock, your fingers, your tongue… I want you to make me come so fucking hard.”

Alex swears under his breath and takes my mouth for a hard kiss. My body tightens with tension as his lips trail from my throat downwards, barely touching, his warm breath leaving goosebumps on my skin. He pauses at my cleavage and I’m hoping he’ll linger and suck my breasts because I’m aching for them in his mouth. But he gives each nipple a light lick then moves on. He’s teasing me, heightening my arousal. He doesn’t need to try very hard because I’m already close to the edge. My pussy is so wet, I feel the slickness between my legs each time I rock my hips.

Alex continues down, kissing my stomach, again, not lingering. He pauses at the junction between my thighs and cups my sex. My body jerks at once and I moan from his touch. It takes me a moment to realize he’s not moving at all.

Opening my eyes, I look down. He's staring at my cunt, but I see the doubt on his face. He’s having second thoughts. I’ll go crazy if he changes his mind.

“Alex, don’t leave me hanging.” I roll my hips, inching my pussy towards his face. “Please.”

I almost scream out loud when he groans and licks me. Just once. But it’s enough to send a rush through me. I brace for his tongue assault, but it doesn’t come.

“One time, Sara,” he says, staring deep into my eyes. “I fuck you once, and it’s over. We don’t ever talk about it again. Deal?”

I vigorously nod, eager for him to get going. “Deal.”

Still on his knees, he leans back, pulling his belt. I try to stifle the moan when his cock emerges, but its no use. Seeing his big, beautiful rod makes my mouth water. It's thick at the base then gets slightly narrow towards the head. I can’t wait to feel it inside me.

I hope he’ll make me taste it, too. Right now, he’s stroking it a little. My hips rock to the same beat and my pussy cries out for a connection. God, I’ve never been so horny in my life.

He shifts from the bed, then removes his pants. With bated breath, I watch him. He’s deliberately trying to make me lose my mind and I’m already not too far from insanity. With molasses-like slowness, he dips into the drawer and removes a condom, then he slowly walks back to me.

“You’re killing me, Alex,” I whisper, and he grins.

“That’s what you get for fucking up my head.” He climbs onto the bed once more and settles between my thighs. “And now, I’m about fuck up yours.”

I don’t get to ask what he means. He’s already sheathing himself, spreading my thighs, and easing through my slick entrance. My eyes fly shut. My breath pauses. He buries himself inside me, stretching me. Holy fuck, he’s much bigger than I thought. Or maybe his cock’s still swelling. Either way, I’m literally stuffed. My sex pulses around him.

“Fucking breathe, Sara.”

I release a heavy gust of breath when he pulls out of me, lingering at the entrance. His guarded look searches my face before he plunges inside me again, filling me even more.

“God, you’re fucking wet. So fucking ready for me.”

I suck in another breath, but this time I let it out at once. He pulls out, then sinks back in, his cock gliding through me like a hot knife through butter. A soft moan leaves me but its like I’m having an outer-body experience because I’m not aware I made that sound.

Alex picks up the pace, fucking me harder and stronger. My passion climbs, matching my rising temperature. I spread my thighs wider to give him more access and he takes advantage. In and out he goes, giving me every inch of his sweet cock and my greedy, moist cunt takes it with ease. His hands intertwine with mine and he dips to kiss me again. Oh, he’s a damn good kisser. The things he's doing to my mouth…

The way his hips roll is so fucking sexy. He's drilling me like a porn star and he’s not even breaking a goddamn sweat. In fact, he makes it look so effortless, fucking me into oblivion while sweat runs like a river down my body. Just as I’m getting used to the pace, he pauses, then lifts my legs to my chest.

His eyes resemble burning coals as he stares down at me. “Do not hold your breath. Please.”

“Okay.” But I can’t make no promises. The ecstasy is so overwhelming its hard to breathe right. I just want to lose myself in this awesome, sensual moment.

He dips inside me again, but this time, it's even rougher than before. My vision gets blurry, so hard and violent are his thrusts. A hot, wild sensation covers me. I can’t really describe it, but there’s this urge to tear my hair out. His hips dip and his cock plunges deep, touching a very sensitive spot. It sends me in a frenzy.

“Ohmyfuckinggod. Fuck!”

“Yeah?” Alex pants, his expression brimming with pleasure. “You like that, baby?”

“Oh, yes. God… you make me so fucking wet. I think I’m in love with your sweet cock… oh!

I grip the sheets when he sinks deeper inside me. I’m feeling everything. Every fucking thing. There are so many thoughts running through my head but nothing makes sense. What the hell is he doing to me?

His cock. Yes, that’s it. His demon cock is already driving me insane. Now I know why the women are never the same after a night with him. This feeling… oh, sweet mercy. I bite my lip as he pounds me. The ferocity on his face, the soft growls that leaves him with each thrust, it adds to the ecstasy that surges through me.

His thumb moves to my clit, rubbing in small circles. My pelvic floor tightens and I feel like I’m about to explode. I’m coming. God, I’m coming, and its not from my battery-operated boyfriend. For the first time, I’m getting off from a man’s touch.

“Yes, baby. Come for me,” Alex growls. The command triggers a hot, violent passion that makes it even harder to breathe. His body tightens against me. The emotion on his face makes my orgasm even more intense. Our loud moans fill the room as we climax together in a bed-squeaking, skin-slapping rush. He's fucking me so hard the bedhead bangs loudly against the wall.

Heaven and hell. I'm going back and forth between them as Alex rubs out my orgasm with his skillful strokes. The climax feels never ending, but it soon does. I release a half cry and a laugh when he pulls out of me. I’m already missing his cock.

“You okay?” Alex asks me with concern on his face.

“Never been better,” I reply between breaths.

He dismounts, then walks to the adjoining bathroom to remove the condom. I curl into the sheet with a soft smile. This was more than I expected. Totally amazing, hands down.

“Oh, my God… that was epic,” I moan into the sheet when he gets back to the bedside. A soft gasp leaves me when he flips me onto my back, fixing me with a dangerous stare.

“That was just the appetizer, Sara.”

His wicked grin sends a thrill down my spine. I release a surprise gasp when he tugs me downwards and lifts me in his arms.

“The main course is just around the corner.”

Oh, God. 


Chapter 7

Alex

The look on Sara’s face is so priceless. Did she really think that was it? That I would fuck her missionary then let her go? Oh, hell no. She wanted to know why the women can’t get over me. It’s time to show her.

Lifting her in my arms, I leave the bedroom. Emma sleeps like a baby, and I’m glad. It means I won’t run into her at all. Taking the stairs, I move up to the attic, to a room I haven’t used since Sara began coming onto me.

“Oh, my God,” she whispers.

She’s looking around, taking in the sex swing attached to the hook in the ceiling, the four poster bed with the handcuffs, the chains attached to the floor.

“This is my little playground, Sara.”

There’s an examination table, too, and my favorite, the St. Andrew's cross. But Sara can’t handle all this. Not tonight. Next time I'll give her the full ride.

I stop in my tracks as the thought sinks in. Shit. I’m already thinking about a next time. Just a single taste and I’m already craving more. Will tonight be enough? I doubt it.

I’m in so much fucking trouble…

But I can’t think of that now. I'm still hungry for Sara and I need to be placated. There's no room for any other thought.

I release her legs to the floor and she stands, turning stare at me. Oh, she looks so innocent. Pity it won’t last much longer. I brush a lock of hair from her face, satisfied when she takes a huge breath. She’s nervous. Good.

“Have you ever been in a room like this, Sara?”

“No.”

“But you know what it is, right?”

Her body shudders a little, but her eyes are bright with interest. “Yes.”

“Good.” I rake my fingers through her hair then jerk her chin upwards so her eyes meet mine. “This is my territory. If you decide to stay, it means you’re giving me total control. Do you understand?”

She vigorously nods.

“I need to hear the words from your mouth, Sara.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“Do you trust me?”

“Of course, I do.”

“Good. Because you'll need to. I’m about to take you somewhere you’ve never been before. If you want me to stop, I will. Do you know any safe words?”

“No.”

I smile, brushing my palm against her cheek. “How about… lingerie?”

Her eyes sparkle with mischief and I assume she's thinking about that night. “Okay.”

“Good. Now, first, you’re going to get down on your knees.”

My cock twitches to life when she drops to her knees in front of me, staring up at me with those beautiful green eyes. I grip a handful of her hair and pull her to me.

“Next, you’re going to suck my cock.”

Her eyebrows arch a little and I wonder if she's about to refuse me. My cock is already hard again, waiting for her beautiful mouth. I experience an electric tingle when she wraps her lips around me.

I expect an awkward maneuvering on my dick, some teeth, maybe. But she swallows me like a pro. No, scratch that. She is a fucking pro. The way her mouth grips my length as she makes her way upwards, and how she pauses to lick the head… oh, fuck yes. She’s done this before. Many times.

My hands clutch her roots as she works my cock. Before long, my hips are zipping back and forth, my entire length disappearing in her mouth at great speed. Her soft moan vibrates around me and I almost blow my seed in her mouth. Not yet. I have much more in store for this beautiful temptress.

“Enough.”

She pulls away, staring up at me and licking her lips. There's an urge to bury my cock inside her mouth again. But I don't. Instead, I pull her to her feet.

“Get on the bed.”

She does so at once, and I push her onto her back, then walk around to the side of the bed and tug her arms upwards. I secure them in the handcuffs, then walk back to the bottom of the bed to admire the stunning sight before me.

I can hear the blood rushing to my ears. The tension makes my body so tight. I’m tempted to unleash everything on Sara but she can’t handle that. I have to go easy on her.

Her chest rapidly bounces when I climb onto the bed and spreads her thighs. She’s still nervous. I want to put her at ease. She shivers when my tongue brushes her slit. Slowly, deliberately, I inch my way to her clit. She moans and tugs the restraints a little. She's getting even wetter and it’s not from my tongue.

“Whatever you do, don’t stop… please.”

But I don’t intend to stop. Not until she's a trembling, moaning mess. Not until she's begging for mercy. I want to feel her cum all over my face.

I part her pretty pink flesh with my fingers. Her tight hole beckons to me, and I slip a single digit inside her and she whimpers. The sound sends a flood of need through me. I add another finger, then another, until four of them are inside her. I want to insert my entire fist, but even though she’s dripping wet, I doubt she'll take it all. Again, I stop myself from taking it too far. But it’s hard. So fucking hard.

Her erotic means are at a fever pitch, touching me deep inside, affecting me more than any other woman has. I’m so turned on I can’t think straight. My fingers churn. Her hips lift from the bed, twisting to each side. I don’t let up. I keep digging and twisting and stroking her walls until she bucks like a raging bull.

“I'm coming, Alex. I’m coming. Oh, God. I’m coming!”

Her juices fly, landing on my chin. I lick my lips while finger-fucking the climax from her. The dirty words that leave her mouth makes me want to string her up on my sex swing. But not yet. I still have some way to go.

Moving from her, I walk to my cupboard, running my finger over the assortment of pleasure-pain toys I have in store. Oh, how I wish I could take her there, to the highest of heights, cripple her with my kinks. She told me about not wanting to walk the next day. If only she knew what that meant. But now’s not the time to introduce her to that kind of truth.

Sighing with a little regret, I pull out a tall, thin vibrator and a tube of lube then return to her. She wets her lips and I don’t need to spread her thighs because she opens them like a flower for me. Oh, yes. She wants more. I'm about to give her more. Everything.

I play with her pussy, bringing her to another orgasm, then I move the vibrator downwards. She makes a weird sound when it buzzes against her asshole.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?” I tease her little star as I speak, pleased when she doesn’t jerk away.

“No, I haven’t.”

“Mhm. We need to fix that, don’t we?”

“Yes,” she whispers, her horny eyes burning into me. I lube her up, inching the tip of the vibrator inside her while gauging her reaction. She looks a little tentative but her body's still relaxed, so I slip another inch inside her, then another, until it's halfway in. I move it in small, slow circles and her eyes roll to the back of her head.

“Fuck.”

For her first time, she's reacting really well. I give myself a pat on the back. Soon, I adjust my pace, moving faster when the toy gets a little loose. Her intermittent moans come back at me, hardening my cock. Usually, I could do this all night. But I want to come, hard. Regrettably, I need to pick up the pace. I need to make her come once more to get her ready for that swing.

With the toy still moving inside her, I lean forward and lick her clit. Once, twice, spreading my tongue across the erect bud.

“Oh, mercy… I'm coming…”

Her fingers curl into her palm as her body bounces. Her soft pants are the only sounds in the room. I’m not done with her, though. Leaving the vibrator in her butthole, I give all my attention to her clit, pulling the hood a little, revealing the most sensitive spot. The single action sets her off and she’s coming again. I don’t wait for her to come back to earth. I want to keep her up there for a while. My tongue lightly lashes the sensitive area, and it’s enough to have her riling again.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Sara squirts again. This time my mouth is on her so I swallow most of it. It’s warm and has a sweet taste. She's making the sexiest sounds ever and I want to hear more. I take her entire clit in my mouth.

“Alex… God… I can't—”

But she's coming again, her pussy running like a river. She moans so loud I’m a little concerned Emma will hear her from downstairs. I give her a break, pulling the vibrator from her ass and releasing her cuffs. She settles against the bed, breathing hard.

“Shit…”

I stroke her thigh. “You okay?”

She nods and giggles between harsh breaths. “I squirted, didn’t I?”

“You sure did. Twice.”

Her eyes soften when I mount her, placing both arms on either side. She opens to me and I kiss her softly this time. There's no rush, but I want to get her primed again. She loops my neck with her arms and pull me closer, deepening the kiss. I’m tempted to sink my cock inside her but I don’t. I insert my fingers instead, checking if she's ready. Oh, fuck yes, she is. I can’t get over how quickly she gets aroused.

“You ready?” I ask her, and her brows lift.

“Ready for what?”

I’m already off the bed, and I extend my hand to her. “The main course.”


Chapter 8

Sara

Holy shit. Alex will be the death of me, I swear. I honestly didn’t expect the night to turn out like this. Sure, I figured Alex could fuck, but not like this. I didn’t expect these… are they kinks? I guess. I’m loving them, by the way. I’m just struggling the keep my stamina. You’d think I’m the forty-two-year-old and not Alex. The man is a fucking stallion. I take his hand and he leads me off the bed and to the sex swing. My heart starts racing, whether it’s from fear or excitement, I don't know.

He lifts me and puts my legs through the middle strap, so it's placed around my thighs. Then he instructs me to hold on to the top straps and place my legs into the stirrups. His warmth shifts from me, then I hear a tearing sound and realize he's sheathing himself again. I gasp a little when the cold lube hits my asshole.

“Remember the safe word, Sara,” he says to me.

“Okay.”

His cockhead presses against my pucker. My fingers curl around the straps as he gently eases inside me. Because of his size, it's a little uncomfortable at first, but it's a little unbelievable, too. I can’t believe I’m actually getting fucked in the ass. I hear his harsh breath like he's trying to control himself. His breathing gets rougher the more he pushes inside me, filling me. I moan a little when a wave of pleasure runs through me, and it seems to set him off. He growls, quickening his thrusts, his hands palming my breasts.

“So fucking juicy and tight,” he murmurs between breaths. His cock jackhammers my ass, touching every sensitive nerve inside. My cunt pulses in response. The first orgasmic wave takes me by surprise. This is unreal; I’m coming from penetration in my ass. I’m coming—

Alex pulls out of me and I groan out loud. His soft chuckle sounds behind me, and then his lips graze my ear.

“Greedy, aren't you?”

“Only for you,” I whisper, leaning against him. Its incredible that I’ve come so many times but still want more.

Just when I think he’s done, Alex puts another condom on and readjusts me on the swing, placing one strap behind my mid-back and the other behind my butt.

The ferocious lust on his face makes my blood heat. He puts my legs on top of his shoulders and I know I’m about to get every inch of his solid cock. He confirms it by saying, “Brace yourself,” and plunges inside as I open my mouth to reply.

“Oh, sweet God…” I throw my head back, my eyes meeting the wall on the other end of the room. I swear he’s shifting my organs, so deep and vicious are his thrusts, and I am enjoying every stroke.

Panting, I raise myself to admire his work of art. Oh, yeah, he’s sweating now, and it's mesmerizing to see. It drips downwards, giving his body a sheen that makes it glow. His abs tighten each time he sinks inside me. Sheer power, that’s all I'm seeing before me, from his thick arms to his broad shoulders and his massive pecs. He's going hard now, breathing like he’s running a marathon. I’m feeling every ounce of his effort and it pushes me to another earth-shattering climax.

Tears fill my eyes as I moan out loud. The pleasure is so intense, it feels like I’m about to pass out. Alex’s body is like a machine, unstopping, fucking my brains out. That’s how it feels. My mind is like mush when he’s done with me. I can’t think straight.

But I feel when he gently frees me from the swing and carry me downstairs to the bedroom. The bed sinks when he joins me. I don’t expect his embrace even after what we just shared. But my body melts a little when he pulls me close to him. His huge frame swallows me up, making me feel so warm and safe and oh, so satisfied. I gasp when I suddenly feel his hard cock against me.

“Oh, my God. You're insatiable,” I say with a giggle.

“What can I say? You bring out the hunger in me.”

He nuzzles my neck and it makes me sigh as another wave of arousal covers me. I guess he brings out my hunger, too. It's a pity I’ll never have a night like this again. His fingers trail along my back, going down, down, down. His hand cups my butt and squeezes. I curve my back a little when he sinks two fingers inside my wet cunt.

“Alex…”

“I told you I’m hungry, didn’t I? How about one more for the road?”

Grinning, I quickly move to straddle him, loving how his eyes darken as he stares up at me. I'll never forget tonight. It leaves a bittersweet feeling, knowing Alex will never touch me again, but I’m glad I got to experience him. I’m now milking these last moments, riding his cock, enjoying the torture on his face. I’m no fool. He loves this. He's enjoying this just as I am. I know he wants more than tonight.

We collapse on the bed half an hour later, spent. I’m so exhausted. My eyes are like weights and I’m struggling to keep them open. But I’m not ready to leave his bed. Not yet. Not tonight.

“Sara.”

“Yes?”

There’s a long pause, so long that it makes me wonder if I imagined that he'd spoken. I turn around and there's an emotion in Alex's eyes that makes my stomach flutter like there are a million butterflies around.

“Alex, is everything okay?”

“Yeah…” He sighs and takes my hands. “This is crazy.”

The turmoil on his face makes me realize what he's trying to say. “I can keep a secret, Alex.”

“Can you?”

“Yes.”

Alex presses his lips together for a moment, then he says, “You can't say a word about this to anyone. Not even Tiffany.”

“I won’t, I swear.”

He stares at me for a beat, then smiles. “Do you want to be my little secret, Sara?”

“I thought you'd never ask, Alex,” I reply with an ear-splitting grin.

THE END.
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My Filthy Little Housewife

“What if I was a man, Eric? Would you want to fuck me in the ass like you used to?”

“Stephanie!”

The corner of Eric’s lips curl. Is he smiling?

“You’re a bitch,” Stephanie says. “You’re a cocksucking bitch. Look at you, can’t handle the fact that your woman’s getting it good from someone else.”

“Oh, my god.” I walk up to pull her away from him. Eric’s never laid his hands on me, but with his temper, I don’t know what he would do to Stephanie. That sneaky smile on his face is sending red signals.

But as I grab her arm, Eric palms her face and takes her mouth for a kiss. My arms fall limp at my sides.


Chapter 1

Eric

Someone's sleeping with my wife.

It’s giving me a fucking head trip just thinking about it. I can’t focus at work. I have slept little since my neighbor Frank told me he’d heard moaning coming from my bedroom window last Friday afternoon.

Friday, while I was at work busting my ass to give my wife, Scarlett the luxurious life she's gotten accustomed to. I give her everything, goddamnit, and this is how she repays me? By sleeping with another man. I’ll kill the fucker, whoever he is.

I should have suspected Scarlett was seeing someone else when she ceased complaining about my long hours at work. Or when she stopped asking if I was having an affair. The biggest red flag should have come when she stopped riding my ass for sex each night. But I had been too distracted with my new promotion to notice.

I can hear my mom in my head, saying, that’s what you get for marrying a baby, you besotted fool.

She’s probably right. Maybe I am a fool for marrying a twenty-three-year-old six months after I met her. But one glance at Scarlett and I fell in love. It sounds corny, but the way she makes me feel, no other woman, or man has ever affected me like that.

Before Scarlett, I had been a mess, a wild sex fiend, fucking anything with two legs and a sex organ, never caring about anything or anyone. Drinking, reveling, drugs, I’d done it all, until one night on my way home from a party when I ran the red light and got t-boned by another car. Luckily, no one died that night.

Still, I didn’t change my ways. Not until I met Scarlett a year later. She made me want to settle down and start a family. She’s young, sexy and fiery—perfect. I didn’t hesitate to put a ring on her finger.

In hindsight, I should have done a background check to learn more about the woman I was marrying. But that was the furthest thing from my mind back then. I was head over heels in love. She could have been a serial killer for all I cared. All that mattered was having her by my side.

There’s no use living in regret. I just need proof that she’s fucking around.

Unlocking my phone, I open the app that gives me access to the security cameras I had installed at home. Frank gave me the news on Friday night. Saturday afternoon, I hired a security company, and they placed hidden cameras in every room while Scarlett got her hair done in town. I have no time to waste. If she’s cheating on me, I want to know now.

What will I do if there’s proof? Divorce her?

I honestly don’t know. Our marriage has been toeing the precipice for weeks, ever since I landed the top job at the financial firm I worked for twenty years. My sixty-hour work week became eighty. There was hardly any time to do the things I used to with her, like having romantic dinners and taking weekend trips, trying for a baby…

I know this is partly my fault, because I placed my job before my marriage. But I do this for her. I work like a horse so she can shop until her feet hurt and work out at the gym with her friend Stephanie. I bet that’s where she met the asshole.

What the hell does he have that I don’t? I’m twenty years older than my wife but I fucking look great for my age. My short dark hair has a slight greying at the temples, that’s all. I have a slender, sculptured physique, thanks to the company gym I use during my lunch break. Women and men turn their heads when I walk by.

But I’m no fool. Scarlett can get any man she wants. I know my wealth played a great role in her decision to marry me. It’s the main reason I work so hard; to keep her by my side. But its clear she wants the best of both worlds, which is fucking impossible. And frustrating. Because all I want is to make her happy.

Sighing, I recline in my office chair with my eyes peeled to the phone screen, watching the camera positioned at the front step that gives me a view of the driveway. I’ve been watching all day, but there’s no activity. Not for the first time, I wonder if Frank’s telling the truth. What if he’s up to no good? I’ve seen the way he looks at Scarlett. There’s no doubt he would fuck her if he got the chance.

I tap the top of my desk with a pen, still watching the screen. My heart's racing like a thoroughbred, not from the expected anxiety, but a flutter of excitement. I don’t know why, but I’m becoming aroused at the thought of seeing another man fuck Scarlett. What the hell's wrong with me?

A car pulls up in the driveway and I straighten in my seat. But I’m disappointed when I recognize the dark blue sedan that rolls to a stop near the front doorsteps. A tall redhead emerges, running fingers through her pixie cut and pulling a backpack from the passenger seat.

Stephanie. Scarlett’s best friend. I’ve harbored mixed feelings towards her since we met. A part of me can’t stand her. She’s loud and snarky and I hate how possessive she is with Scarlett. But I also want to screw her brains out. I can’t deny how fucking hot she is. She holds no candle to Scarlett’s beauty but her body is… damn.

But I would never hurt my wife like that. Sleeping with her best friend is a hell no.

Stephanie can’t stand me either. She hates me for taking her best friend away. As if they don’t spend every possible moment together, anyway. I’ve lost count the sleepovers they have had at Stephanie’s apartment, or the times she spent the night at my place. I try not to come between them but its like she wants me completely edited from Scarlett’s life.

But although Stephanie wants to see me gone, I doubt Scarlett would mess around with her in the house.

Or would she?

Nah.

Maybe Frank was wrong. He probably heard Scarlett watching porn. We haven’t had sex in a month so it’s possible she’d just been masturbating.

My thumb lingers above the exit button on my phone. I’m just about to close the app when the front door opens, and Scarlett appears in the second camera I had placed in the foyer. Her shoulder-length blond hair looks freshly curled, like she’s going out. But she’s wearing booty shorts and a crop top. No way would she leave the house like that.

I pause and stare at her for a moment. My wife is a knockout. She's a tiny little thing, but she’s got more curves than a winding road and a tight round ass. I’ve known her for a year, but I still can’t get over how stunning she is and how lucky I am. Or was. Maybe. I’m still waiting for proof that she’s cheating.

Stephanie moves from camera one and into camera two and greets Scarlett with a hug.

A hug that lingers a little too long. One that leads to Stephanie palming Scarlett’s ass and giving it a squeeze before nudging her further inside with her body and closing the door.

I’m still watching, my mouth gaping when Stephanie grips Scarlett's roots, pulling her head back and taking her mouth for a hard kiss.

The fuck?


Chapter 2

I can’t fucking believe it.

My wife and her best friend, screwing around. At first I’m shocked, glued to my seat, staring at the screen like there’s a murder scene in my living room. Never in a million years would I imagine my wife fucking another woman. Although, looking back now, the signs had been there. Those goddamn sleepovers…

I can’t imagine what they had been up to all those nights.

But I don’t need to imagine right now. There’s a full-blown fuck fest starting right before my eyes. I zoom in for a closer view.

Stephanie lifts Scarlett’s crop top over her head and throws it to the side. Her mouth descends on Scarlett’s breast before the top lands on the floor and her head moves in a circle as she licks the nipple, her tongue stiff like an arrowhead.

I should be mad right now. Instead, I’m mesmerized, intrigued. Turned on. My cock stands to attention, pressing against my pants.

Scarlett’s mouth opens, and she throws her head back. The volume’s turned down so I can’t hear her moan, but the passion on her face is undeniable. I turn the volume up.

“Ohhh… fuck yes, Steph…” She runs her fingers through Stephanie’s hair and blows a breath.

Damn… I can’t remember evoking such a sexy moan.

Stephanie dips, her tongue trailing downwards, pausing at Scarlett’s navel while her fingers release the catch of Scarlett’s booty shorts. She’s wearing no panties. Shit. I stroke myself without realizing it.

She steps from the shorts as Scarlett cups her pussy—

My office phone rings, reminding me I’m at work and there’s a report that needs my attention. I put my cell phone down to answer the call. But the conversation with Mark, the company’s vice president, goes over my head. I can’t process anything but the event on my phone screen. I try to focus. Pulling my laptop open, I skim over the report that Mark sent me before emailing my approval.

The second I hit send, I grab my cell phone off the desk. But the ladies have moved from the living room. Shit. I skip through the cameras until I find them in the guest bedroom.

At least it's not our marriage bed. A tiny consolation, but it’s something.

Scarlett is on her knees. Stephanie’s standing with one leg propped on the futon couch and wearing a thick black strap-on that makes my eight-inch cock look like a joke. She grabs a handful of Scarlett’s hair and shoves her mouth deep on the thick dildo. I’m impressed by how deep my wife takes it. She’s never swallowed my cock like that.

The sound of Scarlett choking on the silicone cock and Stephanie’s heavy breathing fills the speaker on my phone. I turn the volume down a bit. My office stands in a secluded area on the top floor, but my assistant Carla can pop in at any minute.

“Yeah, bitch,” Stephanie mutters, moving her hips forward. “Suck my dick.”

Her other hand grips another chunk of Scarlett’s locks and she fucks my wife’s mouth like a man on steroids. Scarlett’s back arches. Stephanie increases the pace, ramming the dildo down her throat. I take it all in, still caught on the borderline between lust and disturbance. Finally, Stephanie let her come up for air, saliva streaming from her mouth, coughing, tears running from her eyes.

“Shit,” Scarlett says, gasping.

The scene makes me so horny that I forget it’s my wife on her knees getting fucked in the mouth. I can’t look away. I want to, but the scene is magnetic.

Stephanie pushes Scarlett’s shoulder, and she goes over on all fours, then Stephanie sinks to her knees and gently guides my wife’s mouth back onto the dildo before gathering her hair with both hands once more. She rocks her hips and Scarlett’s cheeks expand each time the cock fills her mouth.

Is the AC in my office working? It doesn’t seem to be. The heat is getting unbearable.

Stephanie leans over, letting her hand trail down Scarlett’s back and over the perfect heart curve of her ass before giving her a hard slap. Scarlett moans and pulls her mouth away from the dildo.

“Fuck me, Stephanie,” she says. “Now.”

Fucking hell.

“Turn around,” Stephanie says, gesturing to Scarlett. She does, scuttling in a circle and arching her back, her perfect ass raised in an offering.

“Beg me for it.” Stephanie teases the thick dildo at the entrance to Scarlett’s pussy.

“Please give me that big fucking cock, baby,” Scarlett moans, pushing back against the dildo.

Stephanie smacks her tanned ass with the sex toy. “I can’t hear you.”

“Fuck me with that big fucking black cock, please…”

Stephanie slaps her ass again, this time with the flat of her hand before using the other to ease the rubber cock into her cunt. Scarlett’s following moan reverberates through my bones.

“Oh… yes!” She grips the carpet, circling her hips while rocking back and forth. The dildo slips in out and with ease.

Stephanie clutches her waist and pumps, panting like a dog in heat. “Oh, bitch, you are so fucking wet.”

“Wet for you, baby,” Scarlett responds with a sexy groan.

Stephanie pulls back then plunges deep. The entire dildo disappears inside Scarlett.

“Fuck yes… just like that, Stephanie!”

Stephanie growls, her hips zipping faster as she increases the pace and Scarlett rubs her clit with her free hand. Her moans grow louder and louder, and Stephanie rams her harder.

“Oh, god… don’t stop!”

Stephanie moves her hand from Scarlett’s hip and pushes her thumb into Scarlett’s ass while still grinding her pussy. I brace for my wife’s reaction. She never responds well to my propositions for anal action. It had always been, ‘that’s a little too far, Eric’. But seeing her moaning like an animal as Stephanie thumb fucks her ass, I can’t help feeling betrayed. And horny as hell. The conflicting feelings are a mind fuck.

“Fucking cum,” Stephanie mutters. “Fucking cum whore. Cum on this black cock.”

“Oh…OH!”

Scarlett thrusts back into the strap-on, feverishly rubbing her clit before exploding off the dildo, her squirt spraying everywhere as she whimpers in blissful agony.

Squirt? She’s never squirted for me. Not once.

The strap-on bounces between Stephanie’s thighs, glistening with Scarlett’s juices.

“Hell.” Scarlett sinks onto the carpet, breathing hard. “That was amazing.”

“Better than with Eric?” Stephanie asks.

Scarlett stares at her for a moment, as if she’s thinking about it. I hold my breath for the answer. My heart remains in limbo when she says, “nah, I can’t compare. It’s like apples and oranges.”

Stephanie frowns. Still on her knees, she reaches and pulls Scarlett’s legs, bringing her closer. “Suck my pussy,” she says.

That’s it. I’m done watching. Time to break this up.


Chapter 3

Scarlett

I’m going to hell for my affair with my best friend. There’s no doubt in my mind.

But what should I do when my husband spends more time at work than with me? He even brings work home. When he should be pounding my ass to our mattress, he’s having conference calls with his team.

I get it. He works long hours because he wants to take care of me. I appreciate it because I love being Eric’s trophy wife. He makes me feel loved and cherished and safe. But I want more than a husband who comes home at midnight, still on his phone reading work emails. I’ve been so horny and needy for a good fucking. Stephanie has been around, available, ready to give me pleasure. And I let her. It’s better than cheating with a stranger. Right?

It’s not the first time I’m sleeping with her. Six years ago, she licked my pussy clean in her bathtub during a sleepover in our high school senior year. I’d vowed that was the last time. But it wasn’t.

Throughout college, and even when we had our boyfriends, we kept sleeping around. There’s something about Stephanie’s tongue that keeps me going back for more. Plus, she fucks like a stallion, making me cum over and over again.

I ended our fling when I met Eric, after he swept me off my feet with his romance and charm—and money. I’ll admit that I’m a gold digger. Or I was. Now, Eric means more to me than his net worth. I don’t want to lose him, but I’m lonely. I need loving. 

Stephanie and I rekindled our affair when Eric began neglecting me. She’s a safe option. I trust her with my life. Plus, there’s no fear of falling in love with her. Since high school we agreed to keep our affair casual and that will never change.

She still isn’t pleased that I’m with Eric. I don’t know why, especially since she’s engaged to get married in a few months. Unlike Eric, Stephanie’s fiancé Todd knows she’s bisexual and they have an open relationship.

She’s a lucky bitch. I’m still struggling to tell Eric my secret. I love that he thinks I’m this sweet, girl-next-door type and I don’t want to ruin his vision of me. Which probably means I should walk away from my best friend, right?

I’m trying to. Maybe it’s the thrill from sneaking around, but Stephanie gives it to me, oh, so good.

Like now.

Stephanie removes the strap-on and tosses it onto the couch before rolling me over. I’m still breathing a little hard from my intense orgasm. But there’s no time to catch a breath before she mounts me and grazes her slick pussy against my mouth.

My tongue springs into action, licking between her juicy folds, tasting her sweet and musky scent. She releases a soft sigh when I part her pussy lips and lap her like a thirsty dog. A louder sigh escapes when I thrust inside her waiting hole.

“Oh my god,” she whispers with a little bob, fucking my tongue. I stiffen it to give her more.

Her sexy sounds are killing me. Blood rushes through my veins and my pulse pounds. I eject my tongue from her hole and lick up and down her slit while I use my fingers to expose her blood-swollen, throbbing clit. I trace figure eights against it, slow and steady.

“Fuck…” She bounces on my mouth, her huge breasts jiggling.

Her clit is rock hard, ready to burst. I softly hum on it as I stimulate her hole with my fingers. Then I lock it with my lips, sucking hard, while slipping two more digits inside her, twisting, stabbing, wringing the orgasm from her.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

She leans forward, bracing on her arms on both sides of my head, grinding her pussy against my mouth. Her body quivers with pleasure and she loses her frantic rhythm for a moment and then comes back to, faster, faster. I reach up and grab my nipples, tweaking them as Stephanie comes hard.

“Fuck!” she screams, spittle flying from her mouth as she jerks, her head thrown back and her hips still rocking. And then it was over. She slips back a little from my face, giving me more room to breathe.

“You’re amazing,” she whispers, slipping off to lie beside me.

“Taste your pussy, baby.” She leans forward and takes my mouth, kisses me softly, sucking my tongue. But when she breaks the kiss, the guilt returns like it always does.

“We need to stop, Stephanie,” I say, pulling up into a sitting position. “I mean it. I hate doing this to Eric.”

He’s hardly around, but he’s a good man. He doesn’t deserve this.

Stephanie sighs and rolls her eyes. “That’s what you said the last time. And the time before that. Plus, what are you doing to Eric? He doesn’t know we’re fucking.”

“That doesn’t make me feel better.”

“Do you really think he’s being faithful to you? Eric’s a hot guy with money. He probably has a ton of women and men falling at his feet. It wouldn’t surprise me if he’s fucking his assistant on his desk as we speak.”

I wish I hadn’t told her about Eric’s wild past. “I don’t think he’s sleeping with someone else.”

“Keep swearing for him, while he’s on his knees getting deep-throated by a big cock.”

“Oh, shut up.”

“Although…” She side-eyes me with a hint of a smile on her lips. “I wouldn’t mind ramming this dildo down his throat, see how he takes it.”

“Stephanie!”

“What? Seriously, Scarlett, do you ever think about having a threesome? Eric’s too fine to have all to yourself.”

“My husband is off limits. Don’t think I’ll fall for everything because you and I keep fucking around.” Although the sudden thought of Eric screwing my friend makes me wetter than I already am.

Stephanie sits up and cups my jaw to turn my face to hers. “I’m kidding, girl. Besides, I already have my hands full with you and Todd. You worry too much. Ditch that moral compass and let’s have some fun.”

She captures my lips before I respond. I moan against her mouth, conceding to the kiss she offers. But the fantasy is now stamped on my mind. I wish I could have the best of both worlds. Just once. But Eric would never agree to it. He and Stephanie have never gotten along, plus he doesn’t want to return to his past life. He’s done everything to escape it. I’d hate to be the one to pull him back to the dark side.

I curl my lips around Stephanie’s, tasting her essence on my tongue. If only—

“What the fuck’s going on, Stephanie?”

Eric. Oh shit.

My body goes numb with shock. What the hell is he doing home at this hour?


Chapter 4

Eric

I’m trying to ignore the urge to fuck. The erotic scene before me isn’t helping. Two sexy, naked women on the bedroom carpet locking lips; that’s every man’s dream, isn’t it? I should be leaping for joy, tearing my clothes off, joining in… the old me would have dived in without hesitation. But I know once I get a taste, there’s no going back.

It’s hard being faithful to one person. Since meeting Scarlett, I’ve really tried to change. I’ve been successful until now, giving myself a pat on the back whenever I overcome a struggle.

Like the time I wanted to fuck my assistant Carla on my desk. She’d entered my office, wearing a tight skirt, giving me a fuck-me stare like she always does. The urge to bend her over and bury my cock within her was so great. But I thought about my wife, my marriage, and how I want to keep her happy. That was enough to shift my gaze and shut Carla down.

But while I tried to remain pure, my wife, the woman I thought could do no wrong, she’d been busy with the opposite. Instead of the expected anger, all I feel is a raging lust.

I’m a mess, that’s what I am. Even after a whole year, I haven’t changed as much as I’d thought.

My wife’s hot, there’s no denying, but Stephanie… fuck, she’s a bucketful of chili peppers roasting on an open fire. I’ve never seen her naked. Now her perfect body is imprinted on my mind. Round, high breasts with perfect pink nipples. Long, smooth legs. A meaty, bald pussy with her stiff clit peeking through the slit. I lick my lips as if I can taste her.

I don’t get my lust for her. Stephanie has been a torn in my side since Scarlett and I got together. She’s always in our business, in my home, giving me stares that could slash tires. I’ve always suspected she has feelings for my wife, but I never thought it had gone this far.

I don’t know what to think, or how to feel. A part of me wants to lose my shit. The other side wants to fuck her to madness.

Scarlett scrambles from the floor and reaches for her booty shorts. Stephanie takes her time. She wears a smug expression as if she’s glad I caught them. I suspect she is.

“Eric? What are you doing home?” Scarlett asks, nervously slapping the shorts against her thigh.

I fold my arms across my chest with a scowl. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

“Babe—”

“What the hell does it matter that I’m home early? The real question is, why are you fucking your best friend?”

She comes toward me, but I ward her off with my palm.

“Baby, I can explain.”

“Ok, then fucking explain.”

Her mouth opens but no words emerge. Then her big blue eyes fill with tears.

Oh, fuck me. She knows I have a weakness for her tears. I shift my gaze from hers and meet Stephanie’s. She still wearing the triumphant smile but now there’s something more.

Arousal. White-hot, deep desire.

Screw my frigging life.


Chapter 5

Scarlett

I’m still in shock. Numb. My husband’s staring at me as if I’d grown two heads. He’s waiting for an explanation, but I don’t know where to start.

“How long as this been going on?” He asks, shifting his gaze from Stephanie to me. I wish he’d kept looking away. I can’t take the accusing stare he’s giving me.

“I—I—”

“High school. Long before you,” Stephanie chips in. The gleam in her eyes makes it clear she’s glad we got caught.

Eric shoots her a glare. “I’m not talking to you, Stephanie.”

“Well I’m—”

“Stephanie, please.” She’s not helping by adding fuel to the flame.

“What?” She raises a brow as she stares at me.

“Just go, please. Eric and I need to talk.”

“I’m not leaving,” she replies. Neither is she moving to put her clothes on. I don’t miss the way Eric’s eyes keep shifting to her.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were into women?” Eric asks me. His voice is surprisingly soft, but it puts me on edge. I don’t know if it’s the calm before the storm. He flips his shit for the simplest things. This is major.

“I didn’t know how.”

“What do you mean? When we got together, I told about my wild past. How the hell could you edit that key detail from your life?”

Because Stephanie and I were still fucking. “I’m sorry… I should have. But I didn’t know how to tell you I’ve been sleeping with my best friend.”

“So all this time you’ve been with her?”

I twist my fingers and give him a nod and a tiny, “yes.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re never around. Don’t you think she wants loving?”

“Stephanie, stop!”

“So that’s it? You cheat on me because I’m busy making a life for us? Scarlett, I work my ass to the bone so you can have all the luxury you want. How can you blame me for this?”

“I’m not. Steph—”

“Have you forgotten how I was when I met you? I gave up a twisted life to be with you. You wouldn’t imagine—”

He sighs as I raise my fingers to rub my temples. I know about Eric’s past. Before me, he was a player, fucking like crazy and leaving broken hearts everywhere. But then he met me and decided he wanted to settle down. He claims he hasn’t been with another person since then. I appreciate that he’s resisted temptation to keep our marriage intact. But he’s forty-two. I’m twenty-three. I’m still working on my self-control while he’s had years to perfect his. My only regret is not telling him the truth.

“Eric, I’m not trying to hurt you.”

“I can’t imagine the result if you’d wanted to hurt me.”

“I’m sorry.”

“This ends now, okay? No more screwing around. Stephanie, for fuck's sake, get some clothes on.”

She parts her legs and crosses her arms. “Make me.”

Eric’s eyes dip to her snatch, just briefly, before he looks away. His cheeks are crimson-stained.

“I’m not fucking around, Stephanie. You’re lucky you’re not a man.”

“Or what?” She walks up to him and stands with a bold pose. Eric looks down at her with fire in his eyes. He’s over six feet tall, but Stephanie’s not far behind. Plus, she has krav maga training under her belt.

“Stephanie, just go, please.”

“What if I was a man, Eric? Would you want to fuck me in the ass like you used to?”

“Stephanie!”

The corner of Eric’s lips curl. Is he smiling?

“You’re a bitch,” Stephanie says. “You’re a cocksucking bitch. Look at you, can’t handle the fact that your woman’s getting it good from someone else.”

“Oh, my god.” I walk up to pull her away from him. Eric’s never laid his hands on me, but with his temper, I don’t know what he would do to Stephanie. That sneaky smile on his face is sending red signals.

But as I grab her arm, Eric palms her face and takes her mouth for a kiss. My arms fall limp at my sides.


Chapter 6

Eric

I can’t believe I’m kissing my wife's best friend. Shit. Even more, I’m enjoying the heck out of it.

I confess; I’ve wanted to do this for a long time. It’s a major reason I couldn’t stand having Stephanie around. But I resisted temptation. She was my wife’s best friend, totally off limits. I couldn’t dare try to fuck her.

Until now.

Until I realized I’ve been given an unintentional hall pass. If Scarlett could screw her, then so can I.

Her lips are soft, her strokes hard and forceful, pushing me to deepen the kiss. My palms squeeze her bare ass cheeks as our tongues duel. It's so fucking good that I forget about Scarlett standing there until she says, “really?”

Breaking the kiss, I look at her. “What?”

She's staring at me as if I’m insane. “What the hell, Eric? You just kissed my best friend!”

“Well, you’ve been screwing her for ages, so we're hardly even, are we?”

She opens her mouth with a response, but Stephanie beats her to it.

“How about we make it even?”

“Stephanie, no,” Scarlett says. But there’s a glimmer of excitement in her eyes as she glances at me to gauge my response.

I don’t know what to say. Coming here, all I wanted to do was throw Stephanie out and fuck my wife into oblivion. But now there’s a sudden twist that's sending blood rushing to my cock.

“Do you want to make it even, Eric?” Stephanie asks.

“Fuck yes.”

I tug my tie loose and pull it over my head as Stephanie dips to pull my pants. Scarlett watches from a short distance. I think she's trying not to appear too eager, but I know when she's excited. Her fidgeting is a dead giveaway.

Stephanie makes quick work of removing my pants and my shirt follow suit. Our lips meet once more after I step from my boxers. This time I allow her to take the lead. I want to see her skills.

She sinks to her feet, palms my ass and takes my cock in her mouth. I release a curse the second her hot lips wrap around me. Her mouth is so moist and tight and… fuck… she licks the tip, her tongue fanning like a painters brush. I rock my hips as she swallows me again.

A soft moan sounds nearby. Scarlett's on the futon, legs wide open, watching us and finger fucking herself. It adds to my lust, sending several degrees of heat through my body. Stephanie's hair bounces as she works my cock.

When I’m close to the edge, ready to blow my seed in her mouth, Stephanie eases off me. I grip her head to force her back on, but she gives a violent twist and pulls away. 

“Get on your knees,” she snaps at me.

I hesitate for a split second, but lust forces me to obey. I’m so horny I’ll dance naked on the roof if she asks me to. I get on all fours, twisting my neck to watch her actions. When she lifts the strap-on from the couch, my cock swells and throbs. Just the thought of her intention makes me want to shoot my load.

Stephanie’s eyes never leave me as she secures the strap-on belt. She flicks the silicone dick and picks a bottle from the bed.

“Lube, or no lube?”

She gives me a devilish grin. I know which choice she wants me to make.

I raise up on my knees. “You’re a fucking sadist, aren’t you?”

She wants to see me in pain. It turns me on even more.

“I’m waiting…”

“Lube.”

She looks at me with disappointment in her eyes. Twisting her mouth, she comes and shoves against my shoulder.

“All fours,” she says.

My ego chips in and I resist. I’ve never been dominated by a woman before and I don’t think I like it.

Stephanie shifts behind me and I immediately feel the rubber cock grazing my ass. I close my eyes and suck in a breath. Desire pools in my belly. She slides it under, rubbing it against my ass crack.

“Oh…” I can’t keep the moan inside. It escapes in a breathy rush.

“All fours,” she says again.

I drop on my hands. She shoves my head down to the carpet. “Don’t move,” she mutters as she quickly opens the bottle of lube and squirts a generous amount on my ass, pushing it towards my puckered anus before easing a finger inside me. Groaning, I rock and slide back and forth on her finger. She pushes two more digits inside and twists in a circular motion.

“Fuck, yeah…”

I dig my fingers in the carpet and grind against her fingers. I’m overwhelmed with passion, so much that I close my eyes to control it. There’s another squirting sound as she lubes the dildo, then I feel the head pressing against my ass. I bite the skin inside my cheek when she enters, filling me with pleasure and pain. It’s been a year since I’ve had a cock inside me, but it’s like riding a bike. I relax my muscles allowing her to establish a steady rhythm.

Stephanie pushes further, deeper, burying to the hilt. My body weakens. I don’t recognize the primal sounds that leave my mouth. I’m this close to coming, but I grind my teeth to keep the climax at bay. The effort makes me sweat even more.

Raising my head, I meet my wife’s lust-filled eyes. She’s watching me from the couch, her legs still spread, this time with a pink vibrator massaging her clit. Her bottom lip slips under her teeth as she moans.

“You like that, huh? You like it when a woman fucks you in the ass?” Stephanie asks, panting between words, pumping like a dog in heat.

“Fuck, yeah!” The dildo glides in and out like a hot knife through butter, touching every sensitive area in my asshole. Growling, I meet her hard strokes with powerful ones of my own.

“Yeah,” she grunts, slapping my ass. I buck a little and she slaps my ass again, so hard that I’m certain there’s a red handprint there. She slaps me again, much harder than the last and pushes the dildo deep.

“Fuck!” I hiss.

“Oh my god, babe,” Scarlett croons. “You are so hard right now.”

Sure enough, my cock’s like a stiff rod hanging between my legs.

Stephanie grips my hips, fucking harder and faster. My pulse trips as I release a wild groan.

“Beg for this big black cock,” Stephanie says, withdrawing and slapping me on the ass once more. “Beg me to fuck you.”

I twist my upper body to glare up at her. “For hell’s sake, Steph—”

Another hard slap comes. Her eyes are dark with heat. “Beg me, Eric. Tell me how much you want this sweet cock in your ass.”

She rims my asshole with the head, and I moan. Her rough command is so hot and disturbing at once. I feel powerless—which I hate—but I’m too aroused to protest. I just need that thick rubber cock in my ass.

“Fuck me, Stephanie. Give it to me, hard.”

“That’s it.”

She dips low and penetrates me deep, before withdrawing and repeating the motion, again and again, furiously pounding me. Still moaning, I reach one hand down to stroke my cock. I feel the tingling coming up from my toes, along with the urgent need to fuck. Stephanie grinding my ass, my hand pumping my cock, it all pushes me to the edge.

“Oh yeah,” she grunts, “come for me, Eric. Shoot your fucking load on that fucking carpet.”

My body shudders and a primal cry escapes me. I jerk forward, my muscles tensing as cum spurts from my cock to the carpet. Stephanie eases the cock from me as the last of my seed spills out.

“On your knees,” she whispers. Without a word, I get on his knees before her. “Lick my pussy.”

She rests her leg on the futon and Scarlett begins caressing it while stroking her hole with the vibrator. I scoot over to them and Stephanie’s glistening, shaven pussy greets my face. Parting the folds, I dip and begin lapping, flicking the nub of her clit with my tongue. She grips two fistfuls of my hair and just let me work. I tongued her pussy, French kissing her sweet, juicy meat with a force that leaves her whimpering like a baby.

She gestures to Scarlett who pushes up on her knees and begins kissing her softly on the mouth while I lick from her asshole to her clit. Scarlett’s teasing mouth moves down her neck to her breasts, sucking the stiff buds into her mouth and grazing them with her teeth.

Stephanie lets her head fall back, reveling in the pleasure. Soon she’s quivering on my mouth while Scarlett tugs on her nipples.

“Oh my fucking god!”

Scarlett slips a finger in her ass and she explodes. I jerk my head back as her squirt splatters on my face. Her hips thrust forward and her juices douse me again.

Scarlett wiggles the finger in Stephanie’s ass back and forth while she recovers from her orgasm. She pulls it out and offers it to me and I suck it off.

“Get on the fucking carpet,” Stephanie says to Scarlett. Scarlett quickly moves to the floor while I attempt to wipe my face.

“You love eating pussy, don’t you?” She says to me.

“Yes.” The taste of Stephanie’s sex is still heavy on my tongue. I lick my lips and savor it.

“Well, we’re going to eat her together, and then we’re going to fuck her. Get on all fours,” she says to Scarlett. “Eric, get beneath her.”

I position myself under Scarlett as she wiggles her butt back and forth. Stephanie moves to her and begins licking her ass. Scarlett groans and rolls against her mouth while I suck on her pussy lips and her clit. In a few minutes we have her groaning, thrusting and breathing hard.

“Fucking shit,” she gushes, sinking her nails in my thighs. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

Stephanie replaces her mouth with wet fingers and soon, with shivering legs and a whimper, Scarlett sends a second shower of squirt on my face. I lick her clean before she dismounts and rolls onto her back on the carpet.

“God damn…” She covers her eyes with her arm and turns on her side with an erotic moan. Her ass beckons to me, hardening my cock once more. I have always wanted to try anal sex with my wife, and now that I know she’s not the pure, sheltered woman I’d married, I have no reservations about ramming her ass with my cock.

Reaching over, I caress her butt before running my finger through her crack and rimming her hole.

“You want to fuck her ass, don’t you?” Stephanie says.

I don’t answer, just lift Scarlett from the floor and move to the couch. I rest her on my lap, and she rises to a squatting position with her back pressed against my chest. I position my slick cock against her ass. Stephanie had stretched her out a bit, but not enough to simply slide down my thick pole. I groan as she slips down, the tight muscles of her ass gripping me. Taking a deep breath, I steady myself before knifing upwards.

“Yes, baby,” Scarlett bounces in slow motion, clutching the handle of the couch. Her wild hair dances around her.

Stephanie watches us for a moment before donning the strap-on again. She squats before us with both hands flanking the sides of my head and gripping the back of the couch. Scarlett lets out a loud moan when she pokes her pussy with the thick cock. A rush of envy fills me, and I pump harder. Stephanie’s eyes meet mine and I see the challenge within. Gripping Scarlett’s thighs, I dig my toes in the carpet and thrust like my life depends on it.

But as my cock rolls through my wife’s ass, I realize it’s not my life that hangs in the balance. It’s my marriage.

That’s why Stephanie offered to fuck me in the ass. Not to give me pleasure, but to emasculate me. She wants to reduce me to a weak, begging mess and take my wife from me.

But I won’t let her.

I meet her daring glare with one of my own, circling my hips and ripping through Scarlett. She quivers, letting her head fall back on my shoulder. “Oh my god, Eric,” she whispers. “You’re fucking amazing.”

Score one for me.

Stephanie leans forward and kisses Scarlett passionately. I can’t deny. It’s so fucking hot watching them. But I can’t get sidetracked. The battle is on. I palm Scarlett’s breasts and softly kneads them. She breaks Stephanie’s kiss and place her hands on mine while moving up and down on my cock with a whimper.

Another score for me. Stephanie’s losing fast.

The vicious stare on her face is a dead giveaway. She knows she’s losing. Biting her lips, she starts fucking Scarlett hard, panting and sweating. Beads of her sweat drip onto my thighs.

“Fuck,” Scarlett whispers, quivering on my big cock, holding herself there as Stephanie pummels through her.

“Fuck Stephanie,” she groans. “Fuck!”

Stephanie pulls back and thrusts deep. Scarlett’s body shakes like a falling leaf as she orgasms, her cream dripping down the rubber shaft. My thick cock jerks with another impending climax. I take a few deep breaths to bring myself back from the brink.

It’s not time.

Although I can’t compete with Stephanie’s dildo, I sure as hell will try.


Chapter 7

Scarlett

I’m so weak with satisfaction. Never in my wildest dreams would I imagine a day like this, being pleasured by my two most favorite people in the world. I’ve always wanted it. Never once did I think Eric would have entertained my fantasy. Now here he is, getting fucked in the ass and sucking my best friend’s pussy. I have never been so aroused in my life.

Still trembling in the knees, I dismount and take a seat on the couch. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity and I want to enjoy every moment. Eric will never open the door to another person—male or female—ever again. I don’t want him to, either. It’s too close to the dark side that he’d worked hard to escape.

“Both of you come here and lick my titties,” I say to them, squeezing my breasts together. Eric and Stephanie both rush to attend to my nipples. Eric nips one with his teeth, leaving a sweet pain. Stephanie’s tongue flicks back and forth over the other stiff nipple.

Eric soon moves upwards, kissing my shoulder blades and my neck. Stephanie works her way down to my cunt, parting my thighs and using her thick tongue to lick me clean. I lean against the back of the seat with a dreamy sigh. I’m in heaven.

She dips inside, her tongue like a tiny dick, fucking me with just as much force and leaving the same measure of passion. I run fingers through my hair and grind my pussy against her face.

“Oh, yeah, Steph, yeah… don’t stop…”

I feel when Eric moves away. Opening my eyes, my gaze locks with his as he backs away with a hurtful look in his eyes. Or am I imagining it?

No, I’m not.

He’s hurt that I’m enjoying this. God damn. I’ve never been like this with him, have I?

Sighing, I nudge Stephanie’s head. “Steph, stop.”

She looks up at me with confusion. “What?”

“It’s time for you to go. Me and Eric… we need to be alone.”

Eric’s eyes softens, losing the fire that burned within. He looks at me with a tenderness I hadn’t seen in ages. This is what I needed; the love that tells me he still wants me. It’s a pity that it took an affair to open his eyes.

Stephanie strokes my thigh, cutting my thoughts. “But we aren’t finished.”

“Yes, you are,” Eric says, pulling me up from the couch. He draws me close, kissing me so passionately I lose my breath. I can’t remember the last time he kissed me like this; hungry, hardcore, eating my mouth like its his last meal on earth.

God, I missed this.

“Fine,” Stephanie replies in a huff. “I’ll go, for now. But we all know this won’t last.”

Eric pushes me to the bed as she storms from the room. Spreading my legs, he buries himself inside me with a sweep. I inhale and release a moan while spreading my legs to give him more access. He drills through me, touching every nerve ending inside, driving me up an erotic wall with his hardcore strokes. My hips roll as I meet his thrusts.

His sudden grip on my hair leaves me whimpering. Not from the pain, but the white-hot lust it sends to my core. My pussy throbs with the need to climax.

“You’re fucking mine, you hear me?” His words leave him in a breathy rush as he pounds my pussy. There’s a violent passion in his eyes that steals my breath.

I nod, too caught up to speak.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“I’m yours,” I whisper.

“I can’t fucking hear you.” His hips dip and he sinks every inch of his cock inside me. My body shudders.

“Fuck! I’m yours, Eric! No one else, I swear to God.” I come in a rush, digging my nails in his back. His name reverberates off my lips.

Eric climaxes soon after, his body jerking against me. Raising up, I capture his mouth and kiss him until his body stills. With a harsh sigh, he rolls off me, wraps me in his arms and kisses my shoulder.

“I’m sorry I neglected you.”

“And I’m sorry about Stephanie.”

He shakes his head. “There’s no need to be. It was kinda hot, actually.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. But no more intruders in our love life, Scarlett. I mean it.” He rolls me over to face him. “Starting next week, I’ll delegate more work to the team so we can have quality time, okay?”

“I’d love that.”

“Plus, I think its high time we really start trying for that baby…”

I snuggle up to him with a contented sigh. “Sounds awesome to me.”

THE END.
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Thank you for reading Please me, Daddy!

Keep scrolling for the bonus: Seduced by Daddy’s Best Friend: Entice Me, Book 1 of the Take Me, Daddy collection.

Enjoy!

Vivian Gunn


[image: ]

Look, but don’t touch. I can’t obey. It makes me want you more.

I want you to possess me, wreck me, bring me to my knees.

Who cares if its forbidden?

The consequences can wait.

But right now, I want every inch of you inside me.

Take Me, Daddy is a steamy collection of illicit older man younger woman stories. Contains:

Seduced by Daddy’s Best Friend. Books 1-4:

(Entice Me, Chase Me, Choose Me, Marry Me)

The Billionaire’s Secret Baby

My Ex-boyfriend’s Daddy

6 delicious stories for just US$3.99!

Keep scrolling for the bonus story!
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Chapter 1

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

“Excuse me. A what?”

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

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

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

“You have got to be kidding me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well, not anymore.

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

The attention takes getting used to, but I’m not complaining.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Earth to Erika.”

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s about time!”

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

“Like, you want to fall in love?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re an asshole.”

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

“You’re such a slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

“Daddy?”

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

“Hey, princess,” he says wearily.

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

Whatever this is must be serious.

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

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

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

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

“What kind of trouble?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A property manager.”

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

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

“If I want it? Do I have a choice?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ajax.”

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

Until he wasn’t.

Until I fell in love with him.


Chapter 3

Oh, hell no. I can’t work for Ajax.

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

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

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

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

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

But something changed at seventeen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My dad sighs. “Why not?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

God, help me.

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

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

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

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

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

Ajax’s lashing, swirling tongue…

Oh, fucking hell.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fine. I’ll do it.”

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

Or ever.

But desperate times…

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

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

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

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

God damn.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mysterious. Smooth. Powerful.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

This is hella crazy.

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

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

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

“But you can start next Monday.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

Erika,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ouch!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Or, you’re anticipating what he has planned…

Am I?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?”

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

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

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

“How?”

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

“Oh, wow.”

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

It’s no use.

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

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

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

“How have you been settling in?”

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

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

“So, did you like your gift?”

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

“Huh?”

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

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

“Who?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So much.


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

As if.

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

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

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

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

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

“He’s old enough to be my dad.”

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

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

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

“Ashley!”

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

“How do you know he has a good dick?”

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

“I’ll take your word for it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But oh, how I wish…

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

Anything.


Chapter 8

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But just for a moment.

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

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

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

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

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

“Let me in, Erika,” he whispers.

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

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

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

“Just say yes.”

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

“No.”

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

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

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


Chapter 9

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

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

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

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

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

Or am I still imagining things?

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

No, I didn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A Cheshire cat smile erupts. “Is it?”

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

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

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

“Erika.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So?”

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

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

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

But wait.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Liar.

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

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

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

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

Big, deep trouble.


Chapter 10

I can’t sleep.

I’m lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, the memory of my encounter with Ajax running through my mind. To know that he hired me to get in my pants should bother me, but it doesn’t. It excites me. I feel like a woman, sexy, desirable, by a man. A real, hardcore man.

Should I take him up on his offer? Give myself to him?

And what about my virginity?

If I’m being honest, Ajax’s the most suitable candidate to pick my cherry. The way he makes me feel… hot, horny, crazy, with just a simple touch, that’s what I want from the man who’ll take me to bed for the first time. Ashley is right. He walks with the confidence of a man who knows how to fuck a woman and fuck her good. That’s what I need. He’s what I need.

I push up to a sitting position and swing my legs to the edge of the bed. I want to go to him, so much. But I fear I might bite more than I can chew. I’m already halfway in love with Ajax; can I handle sleeping with him without becoming more attached?

I won’t know until I try; but should I?

Just do it, Erika. You won’t sleep until Ajax’s deep inside you.

Obeying my inner thoughts, I slip from bed and head to the bathroom to shower. I’d already taken one a couple hours before, but I haven’t shaved my legs all week. Smooth, soft legs will enhance the confidence I need to walk through the door.

As I pass the bathroom mirror, the sight of my hairy pussy stops me. Shit. This has to go. No way can I go to Ajax with the thick blond bush that a razor has never touched.

Propping my leg on the bench in the shower, I went to task, stripping the hair from my fleshy cunt. It quivers in excitement as if it knows there’s a special occasion coming. And there is. Losing my virginity, there’s nothing more special than this.

After showering, I lather my body with rose essential oil, only satisfied when my curvy body glistens from head to toe. I add a few dabs of Flowerbomb perfume Ashley gave as a gift on my last birthday, sprinkling some behind my ear, on my neck and wrist and between my thighs, near the center.

Now, what to wear?

Should I go commando under my robe? According to Ashley, nothing turns a man on more than a woman’s bare flesh. But that’s a big step for me. No. I need a cover up, something to ease into.

Then I remember the lingerie that I’d gotten in error. Now that, with the open cup and crotchless seat, will definitely rev Ajax’s engine. Holding up the teddy in the light, I feel another surge of confidence.

Is it too tacky to use a gift intended for someone else? If it is, I don’t care. I want to see the look on Ajax’s face when I disrobe and reveal this naughty get-up. I bet it’s the last thing he would expect.

Donning the lingerie, I slip on a fresh robe and take a deep breath before leaving the room for what I’m sure will be a night to remember.


Chapter 11

The walk to Ajax’s suite seems to take forever, but finally I arrive at the north wing of the mansion, my nerves in shreds. A part of me, the part that holds the old me—the overweight, insecure me—wants to turn back and head to the safety of my room. What the hell does Ajax see in me? Why did he select me, when he can have any long-legged, size two woman that he wants?

This has to be a trick. He’s messing with me.

Only one way to find out…

His bedroom door beckons, dark and thick like the man behind it. I raise my fist, ready to knock, just as it flies open to reveal Ajax.

A very naked Ajax, with a wicked smile that threatens to destroy my balance. The man has the body of a god; hard and muscular, without an ounce of fat in sight. My eyes travel down, past his glistening abs, coming to stop at the glorious sight nestled between his legs.

Ok. So I didn’t imagine the plantain shape yesterday.

His cock, already hard, thick and long, with thick, angry veins running from the base to tip. I swallow. He’s freaking huge. How the hell can I take all that?

Come on, Erika, there’s no turning back.

“Took you long enough,” he says, opening the door wider to let me in.

I enter with a headshake. “Confident, are we?”

His smile widens as he glances over my frame. “Always.”

Giving him an eye roll, I scan the huge room, noting the dark décor that seems on-brand for him. Like his office, every other room in his home has been painted in white, with light furniture. But his bedroom, his personal space, is designed with a touch of intensity. Sophisticated black walls with white bedding and French white oak floors. Muted art work grace the walls. Glass doors lead to a balcony with a view of the city. From where I stand, I can see the lights that remind me of Christmas.

“This is nice,” I say, turning to Ajax.

He comes to me with a roguish expression that hints at his intention before he pulls the string of my robe. “Enough small talk. I want to see you. All of you.”

He tugs the band that hold my robe together and parts it in a hurry. But his urgent hands pause as the lingerie comes into sight. My breath hitches at the fire that laces his eyes. He resumes removing the robe with a hiss as he skims my body. “Fuck… you’re killing me, Erika.”

I feel a sudden surge of power as he continues to stare me down. I’m not even naked yet, and he’s already losing himself. His cock has gotten more erect, the head glistening with moisture.

But the powerful feeling doesn’t last. Not when he dips to kiss one exposed nipple.

Fuck-ing hell.

Electricity—that’s the only description that comes to mind—runs through my body. I stifle the moan that tries to escape. His hard licks on each nipple, from one to the other in a coordinated move, it’s nothing like I imagined it would be. It’s even better, sensual, triggering an urge to grind my pussy against him.

I give in to the urge when he cups my sex. My hips roll as I fuck his hand. I can hear the slick sound of my juices as my pussy and his palm meet, and it gears me up even more.  

He pulls his hand back a little. I protest before his fingers start caressing my sex. I gasp, hot and heavy and melting with need. My knees buckle when he parts the seam and stroke my bare flesh.

“God, Erika,” Ajax murmurs, his voice thick with lust. “You’re so wet, so fucking ready…” his breathing hitches as he strokes me again. I moan, parting my stance to give him more access. But he wants more than that. In one quick and stinging movement, he rips the crotchless thong from my body. Another swift effort and he lifts me. Instinctively, I wrap my legs around him.

“I’ve been thinking about this moment for weeks, Erika,” he chokes out, grazing the line of my pussy with his dick. “Taking you, over and over again until you beg me to stop.”

I’m so turned on by his response, I can hardly think. Almost. The logical part of my brain acknowledges Ajax’s about to enter me, where my barrier awaits him.

“Stop.”

He frowns, his cockhead pressing against my moist, inviting place. “What?”

“I’m a virgin,” I blurt out.


Chapter 12

“A what?”

Ajax is staring at me as if I’ve grown two heads. He sets me down on the floor and twists away, running his fingers through his hair. “Shit.”

“Look, I’m sorry. I should have told you.”

He gives a harsh chuckle. “You think?”

I don’t get it. Why is he so upset? Don’t men love virgins? I thought he’d be chomping at the bit to deflower me. Instead, he looks like someone told him his dog just died. “What’s the problem, Ajax? I’m giving myself to you.”

“Erika, I don’t make love. I fuck. Which is why I steer clear of virgins. I can’t… I have no patience.”

No way will all my prep for this moment go to waste. I spent too much time convincing myself to live a little, to put my heart on the line and give in to him. Hell if he thinks I’m making all that effort go down the drain. I’m here to get fucked, and goddamnit, I won’t leave the same way I came.

“I want you to fuck me, Ajax. And I’m not taking no for an answer.” I don’t know where the confidence comes from, but it pushes me to take his hand and slip it between my thighs, rolling my moist cunt against it.

A string of expletives leaves his mouth before he grips a clump of my hair with the other hand and kisses me.

As his lips touch mine, the room fades. My senses get muddled. I can’t think straight. Soft, but firm, his lips are, but his tongue gets my body bucking against him like a dog in heat. It parts my mouth, dipping, probing inside, tasting me with soft licks that threatens to send me to the nuthouse.

I’m not an experienced kisser, but his assault on my mouth triggers a wild abandon. I curve my mouth against his and mirror the soft strokes of his tongue. My hands roam, exploring his steel-like body, trailing up his torso in slow motion, coming down his spine. He releases a rough groan, and it boldens me. I let my hands fall, one caressing his ass before cupping a cheek while the other grips his cock.

A sharp hiss escapes him and he pumps in my hand before breaking the kiss with a growl. “Enough.” He unzips my lingerie top and pulls it down. I step from it just as he sweeps me up again. “I want your first time to be memorable. But God, you’re killing me.”

Me? Killing him? I’m literally putty in his hands at this point. And he’s barely touched me yet.

He walks to the king size bed and sets me down in the center, spreading me. I lie under his hungry, scrutinizing gaze, getting more aroused by the second. He leans over, with one hand balancing his weight, the other drawing lines up and down my stomach. I shudder, not just from his touch, but the anticipation of what’s ahead.

His head dips, and I feel the warmth of his tongue on my throat. I sigh from pleasure as he travels downwards, planting soft kisses, leaving a super sexy sensation that I don’t want to end. But when his mouth grips my nipple, tugging at the swollen, erect bud, the feeling increases tenfold. It's even better than the first time.

Chills. Then heat. Back and forth, each sensation comes as he moves from one nipple to the next with gentle nips and hard pulls that make me want to scream from sheer agony. As if it has a mind of its own, my body curves upwards, my sex grinding against him. And from the growl that leaves him, it seems the gesture is getting to him.

Ajax ends the assault on my breasts and continues his downward trek, his eyes on me, kissing my stomach with such tenderness that steals my breath. I fork my fingers through his hair as a rush of affection runs through me.

Careful, Erika.

He pauses at the V between my thighs and a naughty grin brightens his face. “Buckle up.”

“What?”

He doesn’t answer, just hauls my body down to the edge of the bed before getting on his knees and parting my legs really wide.

“Ajax, what are you doing?” A rhetorical question. I know he’s about to eat my cunt. But having never had a man seen the crevices of my sex before, I can’t help the embarrassment that comes.

“Relax…” He kisses inside my thighs, his lips making a slow trail upwards my smooth skin. He parts my flesh, and the first lash of his tongue sends a soft cry from my lips. Then a second, third, fourth, and I’m completely gone. Panting, I raise up on my elbows to watch as his head bobs between my legs, bringing the memory of four years ago, when he took that woman on the kitchen counter. But this time I’m on the receiving end of that sweet, broad tongue of his. And oh… it’s so. Freaking. Good. Too good.

Just when I think it won’t get better, his finger trails downwards, circling the pucker of my ass before slipping inside while his tongue dips into my juicy, tight orifice. I whimper and my hips shot up from the bed, my breaths coming in short and ragged as he continues to spear me in the butt and his tongue saws in and out my pussy with quickness.

Soon, he removes his finger and palm my hips as his mouth goes to work like a suction against my sex.

“Oh, Ajax… fuck…” I grip the sheet, my knuckles so tight it's painful. But I don’t care. Nothing else matters but Ajax’s skillful tongue.

It’s like a painter’s brush, creating a masterpiece of ecstasy with every brush and stroke against my swollen clit, circling the tip, teasing me, sending me close to the point of no return before pulling me back. I almost cry from frustration, my body vibrating from the need to come.

He raises up and over me, taking my mouth for a hard kiss. I can taste my sex on his tongue and to my surprise, it’s almost like slightly fermented honey, sharp and sweet. I deepen the kiss, jousting my tongue with his.

With our lips still joined, Ajax fingers my pussy, adding two digits, then a third, pumping with such purpose I have to break the kiss and moan out loud. The satisfaction on his face tells me he’s enjoying my reaction. I don’t know why, but it turns me on so much more.

His fingers thrust, twist, in and out with force. His blazing eyes watch me as I writhe in bed, again gripping handfuls of the linen as a truckload of pleasure gets dumped on me.

The first wave of orgasm comes. My hips knife upwards, fucking his fingers.

“Yes, Erika…” From my half-close lids I see him bite his lips, a blazing look on his face. “Come for me.”

His thumb flicks my clit, over and over, harder each time. My orgasm lands like a plane crash, wild and violent, bringing tears to my eyes.

It’s like an out-of-body experience. I can see myself moaning, thrashing, calling Ajax’s name repeatedly. He continues to finger-fuck me until I collapse against the bed.

Ajax’s dick isn’t even in me yet and I’m already an incoherent mess. And from the blazing look he’s giving me, it seems I’m about to get fucked into oblivion.

Heaven help me.


Chapter 13

While I recover, taking deep breaths for much-needed oxygen, I can hear a drawer open and close. The bed sinks as he joins me again. Soft kisses on my shoulder makes me back into him until my ass touches his cock. It’s still hard, ready to penetrate me. My arousal heightens again.

Ajax flips me on my back and uses his knees to spread me while slipping on a condom. A hot look of torture washes over him. His hands are trembling. Surprised, I raise up and touch him.

“You okay?”

He looks at me when the condom is in place, so beautiful, with wisps of dark hair shadowing his eyes. “I’m fucking nervous, Erika. Me. I’ve never been this way with anyone before.”

The Ajax Rutherford? Nervous? Now that’s a first! “Why?”

“Because I don’t want to hurt you.”

For an instant, I think he means emotionally. But logic chips in, pushing my naivete away. Ajax isn’t vested in my emotions. All he cares for is my body. And though I know what I’m signing up for, I can’t help feeling a little hurt. Do I really want to do this? Give myself to the man who has the power to break my heart? Sure, he doesn’t know it, but I still have reservations.

But I can’t turn back. I need to feel him, all of him, tonight.

“You won’t. Just fuck me, Ajax. Please.”

Ajax slides a finger along my sex and seems satisfied that I’m wet enough. He raises my legs and presses my knees forward, almost touching my chest. His cockhead grazes my entrance. I inhale, prepared for the world of pain Ashley warned would come.

“Hey.” His voice is soft, soothing. “Relax.”

Easing inside, he watches me, his expression darkening, his grip on my thighs tightening as he slowly works his way in. The tortured look is enough to tell me he’s having a hard time taking it slow. I know he’s being careful not to hurt me. Just knowing that he cares enough to put the need for hardcore sex aside, it warms my insides.

I have to compromise, at least a little. For making me come so hard, he deserves that much. I lift my hips and my pussy takes a little more of him. The soft, long moan that leaves him makes the sharp discomfort worthwhile.

“Harder, Ajax,” I say.

He stops the snail-like entrance and frowns at me. “Huh?”

“Harder. I can take it.”

He clicks his tongue. “No.”

I knife upwards.

“Fuck, Erika.” A loud groan sounds as his hips dip and he sinks further in, breaking my barrier. Except for a quick, sharp pain, there’s none of the drama that Ashley swore would come. I have no time to dwell on my deflowering, though, because Ajax’s cock is doing some major damage.

In a good way.

Whatever control he had has now gone out the window. His hips are churning, thrusting, his cock drilling me like a jackhammer. I open further, taking his thick, hard length like a woman, feeling divinely stretched as he fucks me like his life depends on it.

Sweat pours from his body. Harsh, violent sounds erupt from him, filling the room. My cunt hugs him like a long-lost lover when he plunges and his body trembles each time.

“Shit, Erika. You’re so fucking wet. And tight. Oh, fuck…”

An urgency lines his features, along with a vulnerability I’ve never seen before. It makes him more approachable, a little more down-to-earth. It makes our lovemaking a lot more believable. The man above me now, sensitive and exposed, he’s the kind who would want me. Not the big, unconquerable CEO man who has always been out of my league.

Groaning, he presses his cock to the hilt, his hips whipping, matching the rhythm of his waistline. A flood of pleasure fills me for the first time since he entered me. He buries his shaft, again and again, each time bringing a sweet pain that I don’t want to stop.

“Oh… God…”

With one hand he reaches down, finding my clit and massaging it with his thumb. I shudder. Words leave my mouth, but I have no clue what they are. I’m in heat. Intoxicated. Craving more and more of his sweet cock and his touch that’s driving me insane. He’s doing everything right, bathing my walls with bliss, touching every sensitive area with each stroke. He changes technique, flicking my clit, the force of his thumb intensifying each time.

I’m lost. Done.

An earth-shattering, sensual release takes over. I cry out before my lips find Ajax’s and I give him a hard kiss before falling back on the bed.

Plunging deep, Ajax emits a loud growl, his body quaking as the climax takes him. He pulls me tighter, so close I can feel his racing heart. Our sweat mingles. A rush of affection takes over and I kiss his cheek before moving down to the base of his neck.

I want to tell him I love him. It’s right there, on the tip of my tongue. But the words won’t come out, and I know it’s my instinct saving me from an inevitable heartbreak.


Chapter 14

“I think I can get used to this,” Ajax says. “You, me, naked in bed with nothing to do, nowhere to go.”

“You’re the boss. You can make it happen.” I release a shuddering breath as he kisses between my thighs, all the way to my cunt. It’s one in the afternoon on a weekday and here I am, naked in bed with Ajax as if I have all the time in the world.

It’s almost a month since we first made love. A month of pure, unadulterated bliss. Ajax’s been a fantastic tutor and amazing lover. I’m so addicted to being with him, naked, him sawing through me until I come, dripping wet and totally sated.

Within a week my contract will end. Back to my old life, away from Ajax. The thought leaves no comfort. In fact, I’m dreading the end of the road. Especially since we haven’t discussed being together after I leave. For weeks I’ve attempted to raise the subject but Ajax always distracts me by getting me naked.

But when I’m by myself, the thoughts resurface. Not being able to see him, touch him, make love to him… how will I cope?

I’ll have to find a way, because I get the message via his distractions. I’m just a plaything for Ajax. Once I leave, he’ll forget about being with me. I’ll become a notch on his bedpost, just like the other victims—women before me.

But I knew what I was signing up for. So, until my time ends, I’ll just enjoy him.

I can’t help loving him. Even more now that I’ve given him so much of me. Plus, I’ve seen more of his caring, altruistic side which makes me want him more. In another life, if he wasn’t my dad’s best friend and a man-whore, he’d be the perfect man to take home. But now, all I can do is hold on to the memories I have of us.

I don’t regret being with him. He’s the man I’ve been looking for to introduce me to the world of sex. Now that he has, I’ll wait for the right man to come along.

Those are the thoughts in my head. But my heart is breaking into tiny pieces.

Ajax’s cell phone rings and I automatically glance over to where it rests on the night table. I see Christina’s name pop up, along with her smiling picture. A flood of jealousy surges through me. Although she hasn’t been around since the first night, I know Ajax’s still seeing her. Gina has been pretty generous with her gossip. I don’t know if the housekeeper suspects I’m sleeping with Ajax and is trying to warn me—I swear, we’ve been discreet—or she’s just being a gossipmonger as usual. But I know, now more than ever, that I have no chance with Ajax.

I’m just a college girl, still trying to find my way in the world. Christina is mature, successful, stunning… I can’t compete.

Ajax checks the screen before turning the phone on its face and pulling me in his arms again. “Where were we?”

He flips me over, cupping my breasts and massaging my nipples with the pads of his thumbs. Panting faintly, I buck against him, silently willing him to take things up a notch.

With one hand pumping my breast, he slides the other between my legs, using his fingers to part my flesh. I open for him, and he sinks two digits inside, his gaze locking with mine as he pumps slow, so deliberately, devastatingly slow, evoking a growing tension within my sex.

“Harder, Ajax,” I whisper. “Faster.”

“I want you to beg for it.” Harsh breaths leave him as he slows the rhythm twisting his fingers, rimming my cunt.

“Fuck…”

“Beg for it, Erika,” he hisses, coming to a stop.

“Please, Ajax.” My pores open as desire takes over. Within a minute, I’m sweating like a hooker in church. “I’m begging you. Just fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

A devilish smile crosses his face as he resumes his thrusting, this time with a force that makes me gasp for air. His two digits are like a slice of heaven. They probe, caress, touching nerve endings that were never discovered before now.

“Oh, God!”

My lips are all over him, kissing, licking anywhere I can reach. Ajax soft growls tells me I’m hitting some good spots. As my fingers comb his thick, dark hair, the steady brush of his thumb against my clit summon a resounding climax. Gripping a handful of his locks, I fuck his hand unabashedly, expecting the approaching peak of pleasure—then Ajax remove his hand.

I curse, giving him a hearty slap. “No fair!”

Ajax grins, his eyes glinting with mischief. He raises over me and my mouth goes dry as the heavy, thickly veined length of his erection springs into view, beckoning. I slide up to the headboard, my legs wide open, giving him a full view of what I offer. He moves swiftly, crawling between my legs. I meet his hooded gaze, my own eyes hot with arousal. 

“Fuck me, Ajax,” I moan. “Fuck me ‘til I lose my breath.”

With a sharp intake of breath, he enters me, filling me with more to spare. “God. Erika,” he murmurs, his eyes shut, concealing his passion.

My hips churn against him, fucking him in a frenzy.

“Yes…” I whisper, the intensity of our lovemaking almost unbearable.

Ajax’s groans fuel my need for him, his sweet, beautiful cock plunging through my heat, driving me to an explosive orgasm. I come in waves, my body losing control to the extraordinary pleasure.

“Erika!” Ajax climaxes with a ferocity that shakes his entire frame. I clench the walls of my sex, pulling him further in and milking him dry.

We lie frozen and out of breath, the coolness of the air tempering the heat that had arisen. With my body drenched in sweat, I roll from him and curl in a fetal position on the bed. To my surprise, his arms envelope me before he pulls me to him. His kisses on my shoulder brings both pleasure and sorrow. Throughout our month-long lovemaking, Ajax has never been the cuddle type. After sex, he would keep a wall between us, careful never to let his hands linger.

The fact that he’s doing what I’ve yearned from him to all along makes me happy, somewhat. But the sadness is just beyond the horizon. Because deep down, I know this is his way of saying goodbye.


Chapter 15

It’s been two weeks since I left Ajax’s. Two miserable, lonely weeks where I cry myself to sleep at night from missing him. But it seems I’m the only one who does. He hasn’t called or texted since he huddled me and my belongings in his town car.

Whatever. It’s his loss. At least we get to keep our house. My father scored a new gig, one’s that’s much better than the first. I head back to college next semester. All’s well that ends well.

Except for this nagging flu that’s been plaguing me for a while. I’ve tried every over-the-counter medication, but nothing seems to work. Daddy and Ashley have been on me to see a doc, but I don’t think it’s that’s serious. Within a day or two it will blow over.

“No, it won’t,” Ashley says, pushing the pharmacy door. She enters and I follow her. “At least, not for the next nine months.”

“Girl, for the last time, I’m not pregnant!” Ajax and I have been safe, mostly, except for that one time, just after my period ended, when he took me from behind in the shower. Thinking about it now, the way he knifed through me while the water poured down on us, it made me miss him. Want him. I hate myself for doing so.

But that was my safe window. No way I’d gotten pregnant then.

“One way to find out.” She reaches for a pregnancy kit from the shelf and hands it to me. “Take a test.”

“Ashley, this is ridiculous.”

She gives me a serious stare. “You’ve been mopey since you got back. Sick. Sleepy. All pregnancy symptoms.”

“I’m depressed, that’s all. Ajax has returned none of my calls.”

Ashley shakes her head. “Told you to find a fuckboy, you fall in love.” She thrusts the kit at me. “I still think you should take the test. Process of elimination.”

“Fine.” I grab the kit and head to the cashier to pay.

On the ride home, I think. What if I am pregnant? What would I do? I’m still in college; how the hell will I take care of a kid? How would Ajax take the news? Will he step up and accept his responsibility? Or will he leave me high and dry like he’s doing now? And my dad… shit. He’ll kill both of us.

Sitting on the toilet seat, and after waiting for five minutes, I get my answer; two lines on the stick, bright as day, confirming that life, as I know it, is over.

Fucking hell.

***
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