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Chapter 1


Lola



When I get back home, I beeline to my bedroom and kick off my shoes before falling onto my bed. I’m already late for work. First time since I started at this firm. And I can’t seem to find a single care anywhere near me.

Last night was amazing. This morning was amazing. And it isn’t just the way Drake seems to already know how to work my body over and leave me breathless. There’s something deeper there, a connection that’s already bonding us together. I can feel it in my heart of hearts. I only hope I’m not wrong and that he feels the same way.

While dreaming about the many ways Drake got an A+ with me this morning, and wondering when I will see him again, I place a call to my boss, Justin, to let him know I’m running about an hour late so I don't get in trouble. I can't imagine I will; I'm usually at the office an hour early.

“My car battery died. A friend is coming over to jump it.”

“You should have called sooner, Lola, before your scheduled time to be here.”

“Sorry. I was scrambling to get ahold of my friend and lost track of time.”

I cringe as soon as those words leave my lips. I have a reputation for being prompt to a fault. In fact, there have been a few occasions I’ve arrived at our meetings before everyone else, prepared to take scrupulous notes while glancing at the clock on the wall, annoyed.

“Make sure it doesn’t happen again, and get here as soon as possible, or I’ll be forced to have Karina fill in for you.”

Karina. She’s the other assistant, 23 years old, and fresh out of college like me. I was hired on a few weeks before she was, so I barely have seniority over her, making her my one and only competition.

She's kind of a cutthroat bitch, too. Dresses super slutty, and is salivating to get her hands on the junior analyst position. If she gets it before I do, along with that sweet raise, I’ll be pissed.

There’s no doubt I’m money hungry. But it isn’t just the money I want. It’s the power that comes with it. The prestige. The freedom to do whatever I want and call the shots.

I know some people think that’s shallow; money doesn’t buy happiness. But I’ve seen what you can do with money, and I want that for myself. I’ll help feed and clothe the hungry, donate a chunk of my earnings to charity and those less fortunate. I love that Drake does those things, but there’s nothing wrong with wanting money for myself.

What can I say? Success is my main aphrodisiac. And money …? Well, money makes me wet. I'm sure that's one of the many reasons I'm so attracted to Drake. And it’s not because I’m poor.

My parents have money—my dad is the co-CEO of an oil company. But he’s made it abundantly clear I won’t get a dime unless I work hard at my career and make at least six figures by the time I'm 25.

He's a little controlling, and I suppose he thinks that if I'm already making six figures in the next few years, I won't be drooling for the family funds. I think he just doesn't want to see me turn into a gold digger.

What he hasn’t figured out, because he’s never bothered to really get to know me, is that I am a gold digger, but I'm willing to put in the blood, sweat, and tears for it myself.

Which brings me to Drake. He has money, yes, but he has an amazing personality, too.

I never in my wildest dreams pictured myself pursuing a billionaire, much less being pursued by one. I figured I would meet someone like me, someone my age who’s busting his ass to reach the top. I thought it would be fun to make that climb together. But yet I seem to have met someone who's already reached the top. And god, that makes me throb between the legs.

I hop off the bed and grab a change of clothes from the closet–a below-the-knee pencil skirt and professional, modest button-up blouse with a tie to match. I wear ties because I like to look professional, and I don't believe in designating “masculine” accessories for men only.

There's no time to shower, but I actually don't mind. It will allow me to smell Drake’s sweat and sex throughout the day. A reminder of the way he controlled my innocent body all night. An inkling of more to come.

As soon as I arrive at work, 15 minutes earlier than I had predicted, no less, I report to my boss, Justin Grant. He shoves a pile of papers my way and barks a few orders on how I can catch up. He's always been like this, but it doesn't bother me. He's an attractive man, single, and if he were pleasant to be around, I'd probably have a crush on him. But kindness in my partner has always been paramount. Besides, I’m sure Justin sees me as a little peon, attempting to work my way to the top. He's not wrong.

I simply tune out his abrasive personality and carry the stack of papers to my office so I can get busy on the task at hand. And things seem to be going well for the first 20 or 30 minutes as I take notes, fill in numbers on the spreadsheet, and look for errors in the calculations. But fairly soon, I start to lose my focus, dreaming of the man whose hands roamed over my horny, nubile flesh before the sun rose this morning.

Heat pulses through my body, and I find my fingers wanting to wander to the wet and swollen area between my legs.

But then Drake’s words float back to me, the last thing he said to me this morning before I left, while fisting my hair and hovering his lips right at my earlobe.

“I'll be in touch soon, my little bird. And if you find yourself thinking of me, don't you dare allow those fingers to roam. I want you wet and aching for me the next time we're together.”

His voice had been low and deep, rough and commanding. Normally, I don't like bossy men. I don't like weak, submissive men either, but I never dreamed I'd be entertaining a relationship where I was being told what to do.

I think what turns me on is deep down, I know Drake didn't mean it that way. He wasn't trying to boss me around or control me. He was simply doing his best to make me feel good, to bring the desire within me to a head. And damn if it's not working. Because that hooded bundle of nerves nestled between my feminine lips is already beginning to swell with need.

Damn. In order to focus and not lose track of my assigned tasks, I'm going to need extra coffee.

Heading to the break room with my “Millionaire in Training” mug, I almost collide with Karina. Her fiery red hair is pulled into a tight bun, and she draws back in surprise when she sees me.

“Oh, you're here.”

“I made it in, yes. And now I'm in dire need of some caffeine.”

“You and me both,” she sighs, reaching the coffee pot before me and emptying what's left in the carafe. “Oh shoot. I guess we'll have to make a new pot.”

She puckers out her lower lip as she looks at me in a super condescending way. God, she's annoying.

“No worries. I'm not allergic to making coffee.”

“Okay, thanks. I'm super swamped today, working on this merger packet for Justin, the one he specifically asked me to help him with. He's been so exhausted from having to tackle so much over the last week, so I really want to finish it before lunch.”

She flutters her fingers in a casual goodbye and forces a fake smile as I stifle a gag, checking out her choice of attire for today: a tight ass-hugging miniskirt, three-inch stilettos, and a blouse that shows her hefty cleavage.

I can't really judge her on the heels; I wear three-inch stilettos too. But when I get promoted to junior analyst, I’ll know it was based on my talent and skill—not my ass and tits.

After making a fresh pot of coffee and pouring a cup all the way to the rim, I head back to my office and throw myself back into my work.

Because I'll be damned if I let Karina steal a career move from me.


Chapter 2


Drake



“Mr. Stone? Would you like an extra copy of the figures from today’s meeting?”

I glance up from my desk. Penny, my assistant, is hovering halfway inside the door to my office. “The what?”

“The figures from last quarter? We discussed them in the meeting an hour ago?” She looks at me like I’ve lost my mind. Hell, maybe I have. I can’t stop thinking about Lola, so my mind is not on work.

“Yes, of course. Email them to me as a PDF, please.” She nods and leaves, closing the door behind her. Good thing because I need to hear Lola’s voice. Need to hear her mutter some filthy words to me.

I open the drawer to remove my cell phone, thinking about our date last night and how she woke up in my arms this morning. Teasing her to orgasm had its perks, but joining her on the balcony of my waterfront home and watching the sun come up over the marsh while sipping coffee naked was the highlight of my year.

How is it that the very first woman I spoke with intrigued me enough to bring her home? And how is it that, beyond the surface chemistry, I’m already feeling something deep and abiding for her?

I can’t explain this quick connection, so I will simply lean into it and hope Lola feels the same way.

After finding her in my contacts, I give her a call, hoping she can talk. Answering on the first ring, she brings a smile to my face.

“Hello, beautiful.”

“My god … your voice,” she says in a breathy tone. “It sounds so sexy over the phone.”

I chuckle. “So does yours, sweetheart. How is your day going?”

“Okay, I guess,” she sighs. “Things have been busy as we prep for a merger. And I’ve had about three cups of coffee in the last 90 minutes, so I’m about to bounce off the walls over here.”

“Why three cups of coffee?”

“Because I’m distracted. And sleep deprived.”

“Hmph, I’m a bit of both myself, no thanks to a certain someone running through my thoughts.”

“If that’s me, then tell me to stop running. I’m already exhausted.”

“Well, I keep chasing you through my mind, so I suppose I’m to blame.”

She laughs, and it fucking lights up my whole chest.

“You know, you don’t have to chase me,” Lola says, her voice turning playful. “I’d never run away from a man like you.”

“Glad to hear it. But sometimes the chase is fun, you know? Make me work for it a bit.”

“Oh, you want to work for it? Because we can play that game, if you’re into that sort of thing.”

“I’m into games, as long as we know the rules and head games aren’t involved.”

“You mean … like role-playing?”

Blood surges between my legs, and I grab hold of my crotch, squeezing the erection forming fast as lightning. “Yes, role playing.”

“Ooooh,” she purrs. “I think I’m seeing a naughty side of you, Drake.”

“You’ve only seen the tip of my naughty side,” I tease, feeling my length twitch underneath my suit.

“Just the tip, huh?” I can tell she’s smiling by the tone of her voice.

“I’m loving this banter, my darling. But I think tonight we should explore some of our kinky desires. What do you say?”

“I say I’m getting wet just thinking about it. Give me a theme, and I’ll run with it.”

“All right,” I answer, rubbing my crown that’s already pressing against the fabric of my designer suit. “Let’s go with the whole off-limits set-up. I’ll be at your place around seven.”

“Okay. And just how off-limits is this relationship supposed to be? Are we talking shunned-by-family forbidden? Or just naughty boss off-limits?”

“Go with whatever feels natural, baby. Be yourself and have fun with it.”

“I like that.”

“Because make no mistake about it–I will have you before the night is up.”

She’s quiet for a beat, then casually murmurs, “Yeah, we’ll see.”

My mouth stretches into a smile. “I’ll see you at seven.”

“Wait. Don’t you need my address?”

“I already have it,” I tell her before ending the call.

I want her to think about that. About the fact that I know where she lives. I know where she was born and who her parents are. Not surprisingly, she comes from a well-to-do family. Her father’s net worth is just over a million and change, and while she wasn’t born with a silver spoon in her mouth, I certainly understand why she wants, and expects, the finer things in life.

I spent the morning hunting all this down, just to be sure I wasn’t dealing with a scam artist. Lola is clean as a fucking whistle, thank god. Because it would have broken my soul to learn that she wasn’t on the up and up. I truly don’t think Lola was drawn to this for the money. I believe she wants the same thing as I do: a partner who will love her and challenge her.

That’s exactly what she’ll get with me.

I barely manage to make it to the end of the day without having to sneak away for a jerk session. Even the steam from my shower at home damn near makes me overheat. But finally, I’m out the door.

I take a bottle of my most expensive wine to her apartment, along with a dozen red-tipped white roses. By the time I ring her doorbell, my cock is already hard at the anticipation of how she will play this whole hard-to-get role. But I’m very open-minded. As long as she isn’t disrespectful, I’m good with whatever she wants to do. I’ll wear her down until she’s begging for me to take her.

Yeah, I’m game for anything. Or so I think. That is, until she answers the door and I see just how she’s dressed.

Holy.

Fucking.

Shit.

She’s wearing a hot pink, 70s-style, sheer satin tube top and bicycle shorts that are at least three sizes too short, revealing the bulgiest cameltoe I’ve ever seen. The knee socks take the outfit next-level. A ponytail sprouts from the top of her head, and she’s chewing gum.

“Damn,” I whisper, dragging my eyes over her forbidden-looking body.

“Hey, Mr. Stone. You can come on in. Daddy’s stuck at the office a little late tonight, but he’ll be here soon.”

Oh, she’s going with the whole “I’m here to see your dad” theme? Fuck.

Licking my lips, I step inside her apartment, and she shuts the door. “Aw, did you bring flowers for my mom? They’re beautiful. I’ll just put them in some water until she gets back from her trip.”

When Lola saunters off with the roses, I stand there stunned, speechless, my cock growing stiffer by the second as I check out her ass cheeks blooming from the bottom hem of her shorts. Her knee-high socks and tennis shoes are really working me over.

“My dad said you were coming by and to keep you entertained ’til he got here,” she says, bending over to get something from under the sink.

My jaw drops at the shape of her ass and the way her shorts ride up the crack. A low groan sneaks involuntarily from my throat, soliciting a glance and smirk from Lola.

“Yeah … so … like I said, Mom is out of town … I’m just whipping up some dinner … my classes let out early today …”

I lick my lips and grunt an okay as Lola pulls a vase from under the sink, then begins snipping off the flower stems. I run a hand through my hair, trying my damnedest to get my shit together. It seems all my blood has pooled below the waist, so I’m having trouble thinking any thoughts beyond sliding into her tight wetness.

“So, uh, how are your classes going?” I ask, once again letting my gaze drift over her body.

“Good, I guess. You remember how college is, though. There’s always homework hanging over your head, so as soon as I grab a bite to eat, I’m going to have to disappear to finish up a paper that’s due tomorrow.”

“Hmm, maybe I can help? I aced all my classes at Stanford.”

Tilting her head and pursing her sexy lips as she fluffs out the flowers, Lola seems to give it some thought. “I forgot you went to Stanford. You must be pretty smart if you aced all your classes.”

She tosses me a look, and I slide my hands in my pockets–they’re twitching, aching to grab onto that amazing ass of hers.

“I studied hard and applied myself. Mastered the art of making my way through the most challenging papers. What’s the topic?”

Chewing on her gum, she ponders for a moment, turning to face me. “Human anatomy.”

“That’s pretty broad, Lola. What about the human anatomy are you focusing on?”

She licks her lips and drags her ponytail over her shoulder and down the front of her, covering her breast. “I don’t know if I should say. It’s pretty … graphic.”

“I can handle it. My sister is a doctor. I’ve heard it all.”

“Well,” she purrs, flicking her tongue to the corner of her mouth. “I’m writing about how the adult male reproductive organ responds to sexual stimuli.”

Heat floods my body, and my cock twitches angrily. I fight a smile as Lola slowly works her piece of bubble gum, eyeing me from across the room with a hint of lust in her eyes.

“Hmph. That just so happens to be an area I have first-hand knowledge in.”

“I would imagine you do,” she says, turning her attention to the stove and promptly stirring something inside as steam billows from the top. “You seem worldly and experienced in the boardroom. I would expect that to extend to the bedroom as well.”

Taking a few steps closer, I feel a tug to her. “I wouldn’t say my bedroom experience is worldly. But I certainly don’t fumble around when it comes to that.”

A faint smile plays on her lips as she continues stirring some vegetables. “I wouldn’t know what fumbling looks like, seeing as I’m relatively inexperienced.” She flits her eyes, tosses me a glance. “My daddy has kept me under lock and key my whole life and forbidden me from dating until I’m done with college. Only two more years to go.”

I gulp. “I can see why.”

“You can? Please, enlighten me.”

“You’re breathtaking, Lola. He knows what men would try to do if they got you alone.”

“Yeah, well, I’m twenty years old and perfectly capable of fending off advances from creeps.”

Her emphasis on the word ‘creeps’ feels a little personal. Even though I know she and I are just roleplaying.

Still, I have to adjust my erection through my pants pocket. “I’m sure you’re capable. Tell me, something. What made you choose this topic for your anatomy class if you don’t have any experience?”

“I never said I didn’t have any,” she teases. “I’ve … done things. Things my dad doesn’t need to know, okay?”

I toss my hands up in mock surrender. “Mum’s the word.”

When a timer buzzes, Lola turns a few knobs on the oven and slides a mitt on her hand.

“Would you like to join me for dinner? It looks like Daddy is going to be even later than expected.”

“I’d love that. Thank you.”

Lola bends over again, reaching into the oven to retrieve a foil-covered dish, and I can’t help but notice a dark spot right at her pussy.

Fuck, is she getting wet?

I turn my attention to her cabinets and remove two plates, and several minutes later, we’re seated at her small kitchen table overlooking a majestic coastal skyline I haven’t seen in years.

We make small talk while eating a hearty casserole with vegetables—an amazing home-cooked meal I also haven’t had in years. Lola talks about her other classes, I assume referencing classes she’s had in the past, and before the hour is up, I feel as though I’m seeing another side to her. Yes, we are roleplaying, but I get the distinct impression she’s still being her raw, authentic self. Bright, intelligent, and yet still curious.

“So, I was late to my class today, and my professor got mad at me, called me out in front of the rest of the class.”

“Did he?”

She nods. “Yeah. He was a total dick.”

I wonder if she really was late this morning, and her boss gave her a hard time.

“And why were you late, Lola?”

She flicks her eyes up at me. “Don't tell, but I had a date last night.”

I take a sip of tea and study her face for a moment. “And was your date polite?”

Her mouth twists in a smirk. “He was very polite. But … I was hoping to collect a little more research for my paper, and alas, I’m still over here empty-handed. I guess I’ll have to do some research online to get the facts and fill in the blanks.”

When she stands from the table and carries her dish to the sink, I can’t help but stare at her round ass. Glancing out the window, she rinses off her plate, and I make my way to her.

“You don’t have to do that, Lola,” I say, placing my hands on her hips and feeling that heat brew underneath my skin. I lean in close to her neck, taking in her sweet, rosy scent. “I can help you fill in the blanks. You won’t be left empty-handed by the time I’m done with you.”

She tosses me a look. “We can’t, Mr. Stone. My daddy would have your head on a silver platter.”

“Your daddy doesn’t have to know,” I murmur, placing a soft kiss on her neck.

She releases a soft exhale and tilts her hips back, her ass nudging my dick.

Fuck.

“But he could walk in here any minute. And then what?”

I tighten my grip on her hips and hold her against my erection. “We could go to your bedroom. Close the door and lock it.”

“I don’t know,” she sighs. “He might see your car … wonder why you’re not in the living room waiting for him. Plus … what exactly are you going to show me for this paper that I don’t already know?”

I glide my hand up the front of her tummy, reveling in her soft skin, and I brush the tip of my thumb along the lower swell of her breast, aching to tease her nipples. My balls twitch, heavy with cum. “I’m going to show you exactly what happens when a 20-year-old college student such as yourself teases a 60-year-old bachelor by dressing like this before filling his belly with delicious food.”

Biting her lip, she looks at me over her shoulder as I continue. “My beautiful princess, you’re going to learn, from start to finish, what happens when Drake Stone gets sexually aroused, and by the time I’m done with that delicious body of yours, this paper will write itself. Which is a good thing because before the night is through, you’ll be far too exhausted to write.”

When she grinds her ass against my cock, I can’t stop the growl that climbs up my throat. “Don’t you dare tell my dad about this. He’ll disown me for life.”

I cup her breast and tease her nipple, giving it a soft pinch that makes her legs wobble. “If he does, I’ll adopt you. Or marry you, princess. You’ll belong to me for the rest of your life.”

Crazy thing is, I mean those words. Every last one of them. I’m playing Lola for keeps.


Chapter 3


Lola



When Drake teases my nipple, electric bolts of lust shoot straight to my pussy. He has a hold over me. The kind of hold no man has ever had. It’s like I’ve turned into a dripping, nonsensical horndog the minute he walked through my door. I’ve gotten so into character I almost believe he’s one of my dad’s business associates who’s off limits.

His husky voice, laced with testosterone and lust, makes me weak.

“…you’ll belong to me, for the rest of your life.”

The moment he mutters those words, his cock pulses against my lower back, and my legs start to quake.

“I don’t know, Mr. Stone,” I moan, uncontrollably rocking my own hips in a primal display of wanton need. “This is wrong, you and me … you’re my dad’s business partner … friend. He trusts you.”

“You can trust me, too, beautiful.” Another brush of his thumb across my hard nipple sends me reeling. “To help you this one time, and we’ll never speak of it again.”

“I don’t want to betray him,” I whisper.

Drake presses his palm down the front of my belly, sliding his fingers into the top waist of my shorts. His dick thumps angrily against my backside, and I’m so hot I feel almost lightheaded.

“The only way you will betray him is by failing to write this paper of yours with adequate hands-on information. I know you want to do a good job in school so you pass with flying colors, do you not?”

I give a quick nod, loving how pushy he’s being.

“Good girl. Now turn around and let me see those pert little tits of yours.”

I do as he asks, noting the dark storm clouds in his eyes, brewing with need. Need for me, for my body.

He palms the side of my face and studies me for a moment, which makes me feel all the more worshipped. Like he’s not all about my tits.

“God, you’re beautiful. Your father would have me castrated if he knew the filthy thoughts I was having about his daughter.”

“It’s just for a college term paper, Mr. Stone.” I twirl my hair, feigning disinterest. “You shouldn’t be having those sorts of thoughts at all.”

“Right,” he growls. “A term paper. So let’s see what sort of sexual stimuli you can offer me, Lola.”

Drake cups my ass and lifts me onto the counter before fixing his gaze on my satin tube top, clinging to my chest. My nipples are hard and angry, and feeling his stare only makes them ache for more.

His Adam’s Apple bobs as he swallows before releasing a deep, throaty moan. When he leans forward and sinks his teeth over my nipple pointing through the fabric, I whimper and tangle my fingers in his hair.

“Oh god.” A soul-curling groan erupts from my throat as his playful bites are making me heady.

Drake echoes the groan, then peels up the bottom of the satiny fabric until it’s clinging to the skin near my collarbone.

My breasts are on full display for him–and the way he stares at them wide-eyed, and cups them with fragility, one would almost believe this is the first time he’s seen them.

“Jesus Christ, you’re perfect,” he whispers.

He drags his tongue over the surface of my tender buds, making my head roll back. I tighten my fingers in his hair, feeling his tongue flit back and forth over the sensitive flesh, paying equal attention to each one.

My pussy throbs, and I know my shorts must be drenched.

Drake moans as if he’s consuming a meal fit for a king, and I’m a breathless mess. He cups the back of my ass and slides me off the counter, pressing his body to mine as he holds me close.

“Lola, you must know what you’ve done to me,” he murmurs in my neck. “Feel how hard I am for you.”

He towers over me so much that his cock pulses against my tummy. “I feel it, Mr. Stone. You’re hard as a rock. But …” I glance in the direction of the door. “What if my dad comes home and finds us like this?”

“He won’t.”

Without another word, or even so much as a warning, Drake scoops me up in his arms and carries me down the hallway. I cling to his shoulders as he easily finds my bedroom, lit only by a single floor lamp with a low-wattage bulb. The ambience is here, and so am I.

Setting me on the edge of the bed, my feet hit the floor as he turns on his heels and shuts the door to my room, twisting the lock. I’m now lost in a world where I have no idea where Drake will go with this whole fantasy, but I’m still under his spell, thinking I am forbidden fruit and he is the man I should never want, much less have.

“Raise your arms.”

I do as he says, and he pulls my top all the way over my head, tossing it aside.

He steps back and undoes his belt, tugging it loose from his pants so fast it whips through the air. In seconds, his slacks have fallen to the floor, and he kicks them aside as if they have betrayed him in some way.

When he steps in my direction, all I can see is his erection pressing against the cotton fabric of his underwear, a small, dark spot visible near the tip of his shaft.

Cupping the back of my head and lightly fisting my hair, Drake tugs gently, forcing me to meet his gaze, a million commanding messages in his stare.

“I want you to feel what you’ve done to me, Lola. See for yourself how a man like me responds to the sight of a beautiful woman like you.”

My eyes drop back to his erection, and it already looks bigger just in the few seconds it took him to speak. I lick my lips, and it pulses under the fabric.

“Touch it, princess. Use your hands, your fingers.”

I reach up and press my palm over the length, causing Drake to huff softly. “That’s it.”

I give it another rub, massaging the crown with the tips of my fingers, feeling the heat radiating off of him.

“Mmmm, perfect,” he groans.

My pussy throbs when I remember last night, how he told me to use my mouth. That’s all I want to do now, to feel his heat on my tongue, feel the pulsing and twitching of his desire.

I slide my fingers into the waistband of his underwear and gently tug them down, causing his cock to spring out and bounce several times.

“You want to see it up close, do you?”

Smiling, I look up at him and nod.

“Good girl. You’re very smart, getting more details for your paper.”

I wrap my fingers around his girth, feeling all the veins that run over the steely length of his heat.

Drake hisses softly when I squeeze and give him a few strokes. Clear fluid beads from the tip, and I can’t resist leaning forward and swiping with my tongue.

“Oh fuck … yes. Suck the tip, baby … see how it responds.”

Wrapping my lips around his crown, I pucker my cheeks and suck like he’s my own personal piece of candy. His head falls back, and he releases a long groan.

“Goddamn,” he grits out, tightening his grip in my hair.

I spend several moments sucking on his bulbous crown, tasting the saltiness of his desire. After several thrusts of the hips, he breathes out a sigh and tugs himself loose from my lips.

“All right, baby, test time,” he murmurs, dropping his gaze once more to me. “Show me the most sensitive area on a man.”

“That would be this part right here.” Gripping the root of his shaft, I lift it slightly, pointing the tip to the ceiling. And as I hold his stare, I drag my tongue over the folds of skin along the underside of his crown.

Giving a shudder, Drake mouths a “fuck” as a bead of clear liquid seeps from the slit. I catch it with the tip of my tongue, swiping it away before it can drip down.

“A plus,” he groans. “Now stand up for me.”

I get off the bed, feeling tingles of lust shoot through my whole body.

Drake sets his hands on my hips and spins me around before cupping my tits and rolling my nipples between his fingers.

Moments later, his mouth is on my neck, and he’s nibbling me, offering playful bites that make my legs tremble in anticipation. I can feel my own desire leaking out, dribbling down my thighs as Drake tells me to bend over.

Placing my hands on the mattress, I feel him drag my shorts down over my hips, exposing my ass. His hands caress my cheeks, and the noises and groans he makes leave quite a bit to the imagination.

“Umm, this isn’t a part of the assignment, Mr. Stone,” I breathe, heady with desire.

Dragging a finger over my feminine lips, he forces a shudder through my body. “If it elicits a sexual response from me–which it does–it most certainly is a part of the assignment, darling. Now keep your hands on the bed and let me fuck that sweet spot between your legs.”

Thoughts race through my mind, wondering … will he actually take my virginity right here, right now, while we pretend to be someone else?

My god, that would be insane. But … insane in the best of ways.

I’m so turned on, so needy to have his cock inside me, I don’t even care if he wants to impale me without protection. I’ve used enough toys over the years that I’m hardly a virgin. I mean, I am when it comes to dick. But I’m a slut for my dildo.

But to feel Drake’s massive cock split me in two would be heaven right now. My walls are tight, swollen, and I’m aching to come.

I feel him shift behind me, and his length presses between my thighs, sticky and slick along the tip.

“Mr. Stone …” I purr. “Please, don’t come inside me. I’m … not on birth control.”

“I’m not fucking you yet, baby girl,” he grunts. “Now squeeze those thighs as tight as you can for me. I’m gonna show you just what happens to a man when confronted by the most amazing ass in the world.”

I toss a look over my shoulder, my tits hanging down as he grips my fleshy hips and lifts me slightly off the floor until I’m standing on my tiptoes.

Suddenly, I feel his cock dip between my pussy lips, bypassing my gash and gliding along my wetness until the tip of his crown brushes my clit.

It feels so damn good, I see stars. My legs automatically tighten, doing my best to squeeze his girth as he thigh-fucks me.

His fingers tighten around my flesh, and he releases an animalistic growl. “Ah fuck, baby … you’re gonna make me come so hard …”

Hearing his words does me in. Angling himself in such a way that the top of his length glides through the inside of my lips and massages my pearl, Drake is tapping that without actually “tapping that.”

I begin to quake as he picks up the speed, his hips rutting against my backside with wonderful force. And I don’t know how it’s possible, but I can feel his cock swell and lengthen, and it’s all I can do to keep from toppling over the edge.

A shuddered breath escapes my lungs, and a long moan follows as an orgasm grips me from head to toe.

“Oh god … Draaaaaake …”

“My little bird,” he groans as his thrusts become more rhythmic, tight.

Seconds later, I feel the evidence of his release when his seed begins to drool down the inside of my leg.

It isn’t lost on me that he just broke character by addressing me as his little bird, and it actually makes this entire fantasy that much more intense.

But when his arms wrap around my belly, and he brings me back up to a standing position, murmuring “baby” in my ear, that’s when I feel closer to him.

He turns me around to face him, and I have to kick my shorts aside so I don’t trip. He lets out a chuckle, holding my face in his hands and staring at me with admiration.

“That was fun,” he says.

“Yes, it was. I thought for sure you were going to go all the way. I guess you still want to take your time with me?”

A smile tugs at his lips. He doesn’t answer with words. Instead, he leans down to kiss me, sliding his tongue in my mouth for a sensuous tease. It ignites something in my core–like maybe he’s sending a message in that kiss.

I just can’t tell what kind of message it is.

He glances at the bed behind me, and his lips part, as if he is about to confess some deep, dark secret. “Let’s lie down for a bit, okay? We’ve got all night to play.”

Without arguing, I get settled on top of my comforter, watching as Drake removes his shirt and tie, neatly folding it over the sofa chair across the room. I admire his body, cut and rippled with muscles. It’s hard to believe there are 40 years between us. I would guess half that, even in a pinch.

Why am I suddenly feeling intimidated by him?

He lies down next to me, hitching my leg over his front as I cuddle his side. For a while, we lay quietly still, and it feels as though he’s settling into my heart.

I’m a little nervous about the fact that he didn’t answer my question about wanting to take his time. What if he finds me boring and wants to spare me the heartache of taking something so important to me, just to dump me for someone else?

My heart races as I ponder this. And I wonder if I need to be a bit more aggressive in pursuing him. He has so much money, and I’m still starting out in my career. Maybe he suddenly sees me as too young and naïve.

“You know,” I say, trailing a finger along the silver hairs of his chest as he lightly tickles my arm. “We have yet to discuss our ten-year plans.”

“Baby,” he chuckles. “You want to talk work right now? We have plenty of time to discuss that.”

He kisses me on the forehead, and I tilt my head up at him. “There’s this girl at work who’s trying to steal the junior analyst position before I can get it.”

A shocked look draws on his face. “How so?”

I roll my eyes. “By flaunting her tits and ass around at Justin. Maybe if I did the same, he wouldn’t be such an asshole to me.”

His movements grow still, and I feel a sudden tension spilling from him. Pushing up on one arm, he stares down at me, jaw tight. “Is that what you want to do?”

“Hell no. I want to be given the job because I’m qualified. I’m just venting, I guess.”

“Oh, my little bird,” he murmurs, hooking my chin and giving me a soft peck before reassuring me. “Don’t second-guess yourself. You got hired because you’re smart, and you’ll get the promotion for the same reason. I’ve had lots of women working for me over the years, and the ones who worked hard and proved themselves were the ones who got the promotion over the ones flaunting their tits and ass at me.”

A jealous spark ignites inside of me at the mere thought of another woman flashing any body part at Drake. I do my best to hide it, but I feel my face grow red from anger, right as Drake’s phone rings.

“Sorry, baby, I have to get this.”

Leaning down to the floor, Drake slides his phone from his pocket and answers.

“Yes?”

A pause.

“Hey there.” His tone changes, and he tosses a glance my way before standing and shuffling across the room for … space? Privacy?

He mumbles a few “uh-huhs,” running a hand through his hair. He’s growing tense about something.

“I see … no, it’s fine … we need to take care of this immediately. I’ll be there within the hour.”

I stare at him after he ends the call, but he just mutters a damn under his breath.

“You have to go to the office?”

“I wish. I have to leave for Sydney. One of our investors is threatening to back out of a merger.”

“Sydney?” My voice rises as I sit up. “As in … Australia?”

“Yes. I hate to leave right now, especially with us at the beginning stages of our …” He waves a hand dismissively before hurriedly stepping into his pants.

Of our what? I want to ask.

But I don’t. I just keep my mouth shut as he finishes dressing, hoping he’ll ask if I want to join him. Not that I can, but it would be nice to be asked. Even though I have no right to feel that way, seeing as we’re at the beginning stages of our … whatever this is.

I slide to the edge of the bed and watch him adjust his tie, feeling my heart sink that he has to leave so abruptly. But I know this is the price of being a multi-billionaire–taking off at a moment’s notice to fix financial crises.

“Do you need a ride to the airport?”

He glances at me in the mirror. “No, thank you, sweetheart. My driver is picking me up from the penthouse downtown. So I need to run.”

He has a penthouse?

Drake strolls across the room and leans down, cupping the side of my face and pressing his lips on mine so softly it almost feels like a goodbye.

“I’ll call when I land, okay? Get that paper done.” Flashing me a wink and a smile, Drake strolls out of my room with so much swiftness that it leaves me unsettled.

I know it isn't normal to feel this sad that a man I barely know is leaving. But I like him, a lot more than I thought I would.

I just hope he feels the same way and that he comes home from this work trip wanting me just as badly as I want him.


More From Daisy Luke

~To Be Continued ...

Get the next book in the series:

The Silver Fox Billionaire Games Book 3
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