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Chapter 1


Drake



Sydney Harbor is breathtaking from the boardroom where I’m meeting with the investors. Typically, I’m the one who holds the advantage in a room like this.

Not today.

I listen as an investor conveys his concerns for a second time. He’s threatening to pull out unless I concede to his demands on timelines and control.

I should be confidently dismantling those concerns one by one, using his own numbers and timelines against him; I don’t respond well to demands.

Instead, I’m thinking about a woman in a provocative outfit. The curve of her hips and her shapely ass. The way her body can, and likely does, taunt even the most grounded and disciplined professional.

I’m also thinking about the words that floated from her lips the night before last. The mere suggestion that she should flaunt her tits and ass at her boss to gain his approval has me seeing red.

I know she didn’t mean it. Only confessed it to vent, as she said. Lola wants to climb the corporate ladder through hard work, by proving herself and her abilities.

I didn’t react the way I should have. I played it down, like it was no big deal.

“Is that what you want?” I asked.

And then I left her apartment. Left her.

I could see the disappointment on her face, the way she questioned my need to leave the country, or was I, perhaps, suddenly turned off by her confession that she really didn’t mean?

I can’t lie. A part of me is curious about whether she secretly does want to use her beautiful assets to get ahead. Maybe she confessed it because the brief fantasy turns her on, but she isn’t ready to admit it.

Maybe she isn’t fully aware of it.

All I know is I don’t like the thought of her second-guessing herself, thinking her talents and intelligence aren’t enough.

Nor do I like the thought of other men evaluating her based on those curves, her perky tits, and that gorgeous face with a smile that grips me by the balls.

I want her all to myself, damn it. For my eyes and hands, only. I don’t want some younger executive with less experience to steal her away from me.

And yet … we’ve known each other for all of two days. I’ve no right to possess this level of jealous rage.

“Drake? Are you with me here?”

My attention snaps back to the investor. I clear my throat, having to adjust my erection under the table, then fold my hands on the wooden surface. “Yes. I’m with you. I heard every word you said. And here’s what’s going to happen,” I state calmly.

For the next half hour, I reclaim the boardroom, knocking down his every power play with my own set of rebuttals. I don’t care if he backs out of the merger. I’ll still be worth billions. Still have three lifetimes of cash in my accounts. If anything, he needs me more than I need him.

Besides, I have more important things to think about. And that’s making a certain 20-year-old mine.
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“I can't believe you let him walk.” Carter shakes his head as he sits next to me on the jet. I can't blame him for questioning my actions. I've never let an investor walk away like this before.

“I told you, I know what I'm doing. I've never let anyone power-trip me, and I won't start now.”

“Well,” he sighs, “if nothing else, you sent a clear message that you will not be dominated in the boardroom.”

Beside me, my phone vibrates. Anxious, I pick it up and read the message from Lola.

Hope all is well in Australia.




It's the first message she’s sent since I left. Can't blame her for the delay. I briefly checked in when I landed last night, promising I'd call her with an update. Something I haven't had time to do.

With the time difference, it feels like we're at opposite ends of the globe. I suppose we are, technically. It’s early morning in the States. She should be starting her workday right now, and the thought of her boss dragging his eyes over her luscious body is making me tighten my fists.

“I need to make a phone call, a personal one.”

“I'm going to get a drink,” Carter says, standing from his seat and giving me some privacy.

She answers on the third ring, her voice laced with a blend of hesitation and happiness.

“Good morning, beautiful.”

“Good morning.” I think I hear her smile through the phone. “How is everything going in the great down under? Did you get your investor under control?”

“Not exactly, but it’s okay. The deal was a small pebble in a big lake.”

“Hmm, shame you had to waste a trip out there. But I’m sure in the end it will all work out for the best.”

“I’m sure it will. How are things with you? Work going okay?”

“I guess,” Lola sighs. “Justin has been extra grumpy. Not sure why. Especially with Karina prancing around half-naked. If anything, you’d think he’d be thrilled at all the eye candy.”

“Let Karina prance around while you keep your head buried in the spreadsheets, baby. It’ll pay off. I promise.”

“I hope so. Yesterday, I overheard Justin tell the co-owner he’s ready to promote for the position next month. I have to get it.”

“You will. I promise.”

“How—how can you be so sure, Drake?”

Her question has me stumped. How can I be sure of something I have absolutely no control over? I don't hold a magic wand or a crystal ball. But I do know one thing: I don't make empty promises.

“Because I'm a wise old man, my little bird. Sometimes you have to trust what I say without questioning.”

“Well, I do trust you. So I guess we'll just have to see how things play out.”

An image of her crosses my mind. Visualizing how she was dressed when I last saw her several days ago. Cute little shorts, knee socks, see-through tube top …

Blood pulses through my dick, and I can’t help the question that leaves my lips.

“What are you wearing right now?”

Silence greets me on the other end of the phone, and I immediately want to eat my words.

She's on her way to work, you fool. What do you think she's wearing?

“Well, uh, I just quickly picked out a skirt and blouse. Nothing fancy.”

A skirt. That could mean anything. Could be a floor-length denim choice, fit for a prairie girl, or some kind of tight mini-skirt perfect for clubbing.

Dearie me, now I’m imagining her inside my boardroom at Stone Towers, sitting beside me while taking notes as my hand wanders up her soft thigh, hardening as she spreads her legs so I can finger her.

“Drake? Did you hear me?”

“What? I think we have a bad connection …”

“I said why did you ask? Are you having naughty thoughts of me right now in my business attire?”

“What if I am?” I grit out, massaging my cock and feeling it pulse at my touch. “What if I’m so hungry for you, I’m about to come in my pants?”

She breathes through the phone. “I hope you come home with that same hunger. I miss you. More than I care to admit.”

“I miss you too, Lola. I’m on my jet as we speak, should land by tomorrow morning, your time. I’ll call you, and we can negotiate our next date.”

“Negotiate? That’s an interesting way of putting it,” she laughs.

I balk, unsure of why I used that term with her. Maybe I am trying to keep her at arm’s length. Maybe I’m afraid of wanting something I can’t fully control.

“I’m looking forward to seeing you, Lola. You can be sure I’ll come home with plenty of hunger, so I hope you’re prepared.”

“I will be. Safe travels, Drake.”

We end the call, but my heat for her is far from over. All I want is to rush this flight so I can see her again, lay her down on my bed and devour every inch of her with my tongue.

Fuck.

I cannot get home fast enough.


Chapter 2


Lola



My morning at work is busier than ever, which feels like a blessing, considering how much Drake has been occupying my thoughts.

After he left the night before last, sleep didn’t come until three hours before my alarm. And yesterday seemed to drag by endlessly. By the time I got home at seven, I was silently scolding myself for missing a man I barely knew.

Could I be falling for him this fast?

And would I be falling as hard and fast if he had less experience—or money?

No. I'm not that shallow.

I will admit that his billionaire status is appealing, as are those weathered hands, crow's feet, and silver hair. In fact, they’re a massive turn on. But there's something else about Drake, the man he is underneath all those things that draws me to him in a way I can't explain.

“Hey, Lola?”

My attention snaps up to the doorway.

Karina. She's clutching a stack of folders to her chest.

“What's up?”

“Justin asked me to bring these to you. Said you were three days behind on the numbers.”

I wrinkle my brow. “Three days? I don't think so.”

She shrugs, then walks into my office, stopping just shy of my desk. “Don't shoot the messenger. Those were his words. Said he wants everything finished before you leave tonight.”

I let out an exasperated sigh. What the hell is he talking about? I'm never behind on my work. If anything, it’s the other way around, and I’m asking for my next task. I'll bet my next paycheck that what's inside these folders was assigned to Karina, and she's decided to pawn it off on me, making me her scapegoat.

And all so she can claim the junior analyst position.

I gesture at the corner of my desk. “Just drop them there. I'll knock this out no problem.”

I give her a hard glare, sending an unspoken message that I know exactly what she's doing.

“Thanks, girl. I would help, but I'm swamped with planning this party tonight.” She drops the stack of folders on my desk so clumsily and hastily that she knocks over my coffee mug, spilling warm liquid all over my skirt.

“Shit,” I mutter, hurriedly scooting back from the desk as coffee drips from the edge.

“Whoops, sorry,” Karina mumbles before turning on her heels. “I’ll go get you some paper towels.”

“Don’t bother,” I snap, prompting her to flash me a look.

“It was an accident, Lola.”

I grit my teeth and stand from my desk. “I know. Just … close the door on your way out so I can change.”

I jerk open my desk drawer and pull out some napkins as she casually strolls from my office. A part of me considers picking up my mug and hurling it at her, but I know that won't do a thing but get me fired.

And possibly arrested for assault with a ceramic weapon.

I toss some napkins on my desk to soak up what’s left of my coffee, noticing a dark stain bloom across my beautiful silken taupe skirt.

“Great. It's probably ruined.”

I shake my head in frustration, but I do have a change of clothes here, so there's no need to get upset about this. A smart girl always plans ahead.

I make my way across the office and open the narrow coat closet, pulling out my emergency skirt. Which, unfortunately, happens to be a change of clothes for an after-work date.

Pulling a face, I realize this isn't the best option for business attire, but it’s all I’ve got. Better than a stained shirt, I suppose.

I change clothes, gliding the skirt over my hips and … not remembering that it showed this much thigh.

Damn.

I tug it down as far as it will go before checking my reflection in the mirror that hangs inside the closet door. Studying my profile, I try to remember … did I actually wear this on my last date? This thing makes my ass look huge, which it is, not that I mind. I think my date did mind, though. He wasn’t interested in seeing me again, and the feeling was mutual.

With my blouse buttoned all the way to my throat, it does seem a little mismatched: business up top, party down below. I undo the top two buttons, which allows a little bit of cleavage to spill out.

“Whew,” I say, feeling a smile tug at my lips. “Lola, you look scorching hot.”

Deciding I'll wear this skirt with Drake tomorrow, I'm actually glad I stumbled upon it in my closet. I can take it home, freshen it up in the wash, then pick an equally sexy blouse to wear with it. Drake will lose his mind.

Speaking of Drake, I have to put thoughts of him aside so I can finish all this busy work that Karina just dumped on me. Karina and Justin.

And as I sit down at my desk and get back to it, a part of me is actually glad they did. Because now I can show her up, in a professional sort of way. I'm sure she's just waiting for me to fail so she can jump on the junior analyst position. But I won't sacrifice my work ethics for a higher role at the office. I'm going to do things the right way. The way that I want.

The way Drake has encouraged me to pursue this promotion.

I put my nose to the grindstone, going through each folder one by one, ignoring every hum of my phone and ding on my laptop. By the time I'm finished, it’s almost 6:00. Shit. Justin will be leaving any minute.

I stand from my desk and scramble as I gather all the documents before heading to his office. He damn well better be impressed that I got this done, and all so Karina could plan a personal party on company time.

His door is cracked, and I hear laughter coming from Karina. Stifling a gag, I roll my eyes and knock on the door.

“Come in,” Jusin answers.

I push open the door, catching Karina attempting to stand from the corner of Justin’s desk before I bust her in the act of being her usual flirty, slutty self.

The smile falls from her face when she sees how I’m dressed, and she presses down the front of her blouse.

“I should head out, bossman. See you at the party?”

“Yes, Karina. I’ll see you there.”

Wait, she invited Justin to her party? Gross.

When she’s out of sight, I force a smile at Justin, and he drags his eyes over my frame.

“Yes, Lola? Did you have a question?”

“No. No question. I got the accounts all straightened out, just like you wanted. Where would you like me to set these?”

His brows shoot up. “You’re finished?”

“Mm-hmm.”

Leaning back in his seat, he rubs his chin. “Set them in the chair behind you.”

I spin around and make my way to the chair propped against the wall, bending over slightly to place the stack of folders in such a way that they won’t topple.

I can practically feel Justin’s eyes as he stares at my ass, so I stand up as quickly as I can and tug down the bottom of my skirt once more.

“Do you need anything else before I leave?”

He shakes his head and drags his eyes over my body in a way that gives me the ick. “You know, I thought you'd be here all night working on those accounts.”

“I’m very quick and efficient. I hope I've proven that by now.”

“I have noticed that, Lola. You’re a good worker, a smart employee. Which is why it surprises me to see you dressed the way you are.”

Shocked, I do my best to play down his comment. “Oh, this? I’m only wearing this because I spilled coffee on my other clothes. I always keep a spare outfit at the office. You know how it is.”

He nods slowly. “And your spare outfit just happens to be …” He pauses, gesturing at my ensemble, “… clubbing attire?”

As I stand there dumbfounded, he stares me down with such disdain, you'd think I was about to defend myself in a murder trial. This is when I notice the mostly empty glass of Scotch on his desk.

I've only been here six months, but I already know that when work becomes a little too stressful, Justin imbibes, both at lunch and sometimes over the course of the day, making him a bit more combative than his usual self.

“It's been a while since I had to change at the office. I probably should think about updating my spare outfit.”

“Yes, do that. We have clients, very prestigious ones, walking through our doors, sometimes after hours. Just because you have a date when you leave here doesn't mean you can dress as such.”

Something about his tone sets me off. I can't really call him a liar because I did stock my closet with clothes for a potential date after work a while back. It's more the condescension, especially in light of the fact that Karina dresses worse than this every single day.

I'm not one to throw someone under the bus, but I don't appreciate being treated differently.

“Well, if there's a dress code we need to adhere to—which I'm aware there is—it may be a good idea to remind the other staff members.”

He leans forward and clasps his hands on the desk. “My business associates, in fact all the men in this office, know how to dress for work. Reminders aren't necessary.”

God, what a disgusting, misogynistic response.

“I wasn't referring to the other men in the office.”

Justin's eyes drift behind me, in the direction of my lovely female coworker’s departure. “If you're talking about Karina, she's also aware of the dress code. I'm perfectly fine with how she presents herself for work.”

“And why is that?” I ask, knitting my brow.

The corner of Justin's mouth turns upward, and I'm almost sick to my stomach, anticipating what he's going to say. “Because every good firm in this town has at least one office slut, or a girl who dresses like one. But you didn't hear that from me.”

I scramble to pick my jaw up off the floor, knowing I won't be able to apply my normal filter. This isn’t like him. He’s a dick at times, but this is crossing a line.

“That's … an awfully disgusting thing to say.”

“It's not disgusting to us men.”

Anger flares inside of me, and about a dozen possible responses run through my mind.

He'd better think about apologizing. I don't need to tolerate this level of harassment.

I won’t tolerate it.

“All due respect, sir, I’d like to remind you this office is not composed of an all-male staff. You have several women who play an important role here. So important, in fact, that without us, you’d have a hard time running this business.”

“Trust me, we'd manage. I can train Karina to do everything you're doing in one day.”

I belt out a laugh. “Karina would be hard-pressed to learn everything I do in one month.” He holds my stare, and it dawns on me that he just separated me from Karina. He doesn't even consider her to be one of the ‘women’ in this office. Which is even more disturbing. I don't like the girl, but she doesn’t deserve to be disrespected like that.

“Lola,” he sighs as if exhausted. “You've got a real take-charge attitude that will serve you well in the future. But for right now, you're still an underling learning her way. So I suggest you watch your tone and what you say to me. And maybe try to be a little more submissive like Karina. She does what I ask, no arguments, no back talk.”

“I know. I'm not like Karina. And I'm sure there are plenty of firms in this city that would love to see what I'm capable of, professionally.”

Anger brews in his stare. “I have deep connections with all those firms, a lot of pull. We look out for each other and consult with one another on hires. Trust me when I say you don't want to burn bridges in this industry. You're dismissed, Lola. Come back tomorrow with a better attitude.”

He waves me away like I'm nothing more than a gnat.

Revolted by what he said, I can’t suppress the scoff as I exit his office. I grab my purse and beeline it to my car, the desire to become junior analyst for this firm completely dead.

Fuck Justin. I wish I had the kind of pull that would allow me to fire him.

I fight the tears as I walk to my car, knowing I need to be strong and quietly find another place to work, which really pisses me off. I’ve poured my heart and soul into this company over the last six months. I’ve forged relationships with many of our clients, and they respect me, even if Justin doesn't. And at 20 years of age, it's not easy to earn that kind of respect, especially from men who are well into their 40s and 50s and still have a very outdated view of what a woman's place is.

Before I get home, I start considering my options, the anger I feel towards Justin still rolling off of me in waves. When my phone rings, it jars me from my thoughts. But when I see Drake's name appear on the screen, I couldn't be more relieved.

I scramble to answer the call, trying to focus on the road while pressing the speaker button.

“Hey,” I answer, sniffling back a snot rocket threatening to trail from my nose.

“Hey, gorgeous. What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing, I’ve just had a day.” I don't even want to tell him what's happened yet. I'd rather wait until I can see him in person and I'm not on the verge of tears.

“That sounds like more than just a day, sweetheart. Sounds like you're about to cry. Tell Granddaddy what's going on.”

I get that heated twist in the gut when he calls himself that. Don't know why. But it makes me feel safe. Even though, underneath the surface, I am a little bit scared about how he's going to react.

“Well, I've just experienced my first overwhelmingly misogynistic treatment at the office.”

Drake is quiet for a beat, and my nerves are set on edge

“How so?” he growls.

I relay everything to Drake, not skipping over any details, including Karina dumping her work on me as well as my coffee, all the way to Justin shooing me from his office like a bad stench.

I hear him take a deep breath over the phone, and my palms start to sweat. He's quiet for so long, it gives me time to pull into my assigned spot at my apartments, put the car in park, and cut off the engine.

“Are you still there?” I ask sheepishly.

“I'm still here.” His voice is short and gruff. “I'm just processing everything you said.”

“I’m still processing too.”

“I don’t want you to be upset about this, sweetheart. Men like that? They always pay the price for that sort of behavior.”

“No, they don’t.”

Drake is quiet once more, and I let out a sigh. “I don't mean to sound sharp, but you don't understand. Most men never pay the price for that sort of behavior.”

“Well, he will this time. Believe you me.”

“You’re damn right he will. Because he’s going to lose me. Tonight, I'm going to compile a list of places I can secretly send my resume to. I won't work there under these conditions.”

I hear Drake pull in another tight breath, and then the line goes dead.

And that’s when the tears come rolling down my cheeks.

I’ve done it now. Drake is turned off by my salty attitude. But I can't help it.

I have to be myself.

Even if it means scaring away the man I’m falling head over heels for.


Chapter 3


Drake



Iclutch the phone in my hand as the jet dips and rocks after hitting a turbulent air pocket that disrupted my call.

“God damn it,” I growl, tossing the phone aside.

The line went dead right as Lola was pouring her heart out to me. What she told me about her boss Justin fills me with fury. That man is a disgusting piece of shit who needs to be put in his place.

I can't believe she feels like she needs to quit, just so she can escape less-than-desirable working conditions. But in the short amount of time I have gotten to know her, Lola has made it clear how hard she's worked to get where she is. She shouldn't have to throw that away or walk away from a firm she’s become intimately familiar with.

Justin should be the one leaving. And I'm having my own set of thoughts on how I can make that happen. My business meeting may not have gone 100% the way I wanted, but it seems like a new opportunity has been laid at my feet.

I try calling Lola back, but she doesn't answer. I'm not sure if she's upset with me, but I decide not to leave a message and instead open my laptop to do a little Internet sleuthing on this Justin character, as well as the company itself.

On the surface, everything seems on the level, but the more I dig, the more interesting facts come to light.

I use the plane’s intercom to buzz Carter, asking if he can come to my room for a moment.

“What do you make of this?” I ask when he arrives, angling the laptop in his direction.

He spends the better part of five minutes scrolling the open tabs while I pour us a drink.

“Looks like a company that's teetering on the edge of disaster. What are you thinking, Drake?”

I flash a smirk his way and set the drink down in front of him. “I'm thinking it looks like a wonderful investment opportunity.”

“Doesn't look like any of the partners want to sell.”

“It's not about what the partners want. It's about keeping a business afloat. A business that is near and dear to my heart.”

“Really? I've never even heard you mention this firm.”

“It's where Lola works. I'm moving forward with this. And I don't want to wait until we land.”

“Drake, it's going to take at least 10.5 million to pull this off. You sure you want to risk that much for a woman who's barely left her youth behind?”

I glance at Carter. He knows about the Silver Fox Billionaire Games—my search for the perfect partner. And he also knows I've only spent several evenings with Lola. One thing I haven't made clear to him is my feelings for her, so it makes sense that he would urge me to proceed with caution.

“I'm sure. Lola is young, yes, but she's wise beyond her years. I'm doing this. Make the necessary calls, please. I want to stroll into Caldwell and Grant as soon as we land and make the announcement myself.”

Carter blows out a breath, indicating he's either impressed or deeply concerned. He's never doubted any decision I've ever made. But I've never made a decision of this magnitude by following my heart. Every business decision has been made through careful calculations, the least of which involve my emotions or my cock.

We’re only halfway to the States, and I'm restless and eager to get back to my little bird. When Carter leaves, I ask him to flip the Do Not Disturb sign on the door so I can try to get some sleep.

I get undressed, thinking about Lola and her luscious curves. My cock grows stiff when I imagine her strolling into my office wearing the short mini skirt she described with her blouse unbuttoned all the way down the front of her body.

Jealousy nips at me knowing that sexy little outfit was hanging in her office closet so she could wear it on dates after a long workday. I can't imagine my luck, that she's still single, that no man yet has scooped her up. Every single person she went out with was either blind or a moron. Because this sexy little virgin is the epitome of perfection.

And she's mine.

I stroke my cock, feeling my balls grow heavy when I envision what it will be like to own the company she works for. She'll be my employee, my lover, my sweet little bird.

“Mmmmm … fuck …” I groan, thrusting my hips sloppily.

Heat ripples through my body with such voracity that I have to grip the edge of the small table in front of me. Pre-cum leaks from my slit, and in seconds, my balls start to heave.

A deep groan rumbles up my chest, and my legs begin to shake as long ropes of spend erupt from my length, spilling on the table’s surface.

I release a few ragged breaths, my need for Lola only slightly quelled for now.

But it's enough that sleep comes quickly. And by the time my jet touches American soil, I’ll be the head honcho of Caldwell and Grant Investments.
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The exhaustion I felt when I first landed leaves my body as I reach Lola’s place. It’s just past 6:00 am—giving me 90 minutes before I have to meet with the rest of the partners.

I sent Lola a text before leaving the airport, letting her know I was back in town and that I might pop over. She replied with a few hearts, saying she’d unlock the door for me.

As I enter her apartment, I realize just how much I need her. Desire courses through my veins when I smell the remnants of a shower, her sweet scent and body wash. And the moment I hear her voice call out to me, my dick pulses. I feel charged and ready to claim her as mine, but I want to make her my bride first.

Yeah, I want to marry this girl. Make her Mrs. Drake Stone and tie her to me for life. Just thinking about sliding a ring on her finger makes me weak. God, I’m done for if she says no.

I walk down the short hall to her bedroom and find her pulling her damp hair into a ponytail. She’s wearing a silken robe, and an uncontrollable growl rumbles from my throat.

“Damn, you are a sight for sore eyes.”

Smiling, she strolls to me and wraps her arms around my neck, pressing her soft and curvaceous body to mine.

“It’s so good to see you,” she purrs.

“I missed you, baby.” I bury my face in her neck and plant a few kisses.

“I missed you, too, Drake. My bed has been cold since you left.”

“Mmm, damn, let’s warm it up then.” I give her ass cheeks a squeeze and lift her off the floor, forcing her to wrap her legs around my waist.

She cups my face and leans down, pressing her lips to mine and sliding her warm, wet tongue in my mouth, moaning softly as we kiss.

Damn it, she feels good, and she’s not wearing any panties. I fist her hair and become slightly more aggressive with the kiss before popping my mouth loose from hers, knowing where I want to kiss her next.

“Naughty girl,” I groan, cupping her bare ass as she grinds her heated pussy against my erection.

Biting her lip, she offers a sly smirk. “Are you going to fuck my pussy this morning, Granddaddy? Make it official?”

Fuck.

I groan and lay her on the bed, and her robe parts, putting her full tits and slick pussy on full display for me.

“I am going to fuck your pussy, baby girl, but I’m going to use my fingers and mouth for now.”

I climb on top of her, letting my fingers wander to her slick and swollen folds.

My mouth finds one of her nipples, hard and red as it points to the ceiling. As I flick her hard little bud, I dip a finger inside her entrance, causing her to shudder out a breath.

Groaning at how slick she is, I come out and rub her clit while focusing on her perfect tits, nibbling and biting her nipples until she arches her back and confesses in a breathy voice, “Drake … I’m about to come.”

“Come for me, baby. Give it to me now so I can watch those lips engulf my cock.”

Her hands find my hair, and she fingers my silver strands, letting out a whimper that makes my dick leak pre-cum like never before.

Knowing exactly what she likes, I tug her left nipple past my lips and suckle softly, then sink two fingers deep inside of her womb, using the meat of my palm to massage her clit.

“Oh! Oh fuck!” she cries out with passion.

I growl as I continue suckling, then curl my fingers upward to get her G-spot. Her body trembles, then convulses as her hips rock upward through an orgasm that’s about to make me come myself.

Fluid gushes from her, coating my hand in her desire, and as she rasps out a ragged breath, I move down her tummy with a trail of kisses, using my tongue to flick her hot little bean and taste her fluids.

Fuck, she’s delicious, and the way her legs clamp around my head is such a turn on.

“God … that was so good. I … I came so hard.”

I lap up her juices, focusing on flicking her clit a few times until she pushes my head away.

Laughing softly, I stand up and rip off my shirt. “I could tell, baby. Now I’m about to do the same, so lick those lips and sit up here. It won’t take me long.”

Sitting up and sliding to the edge of the bed, she lets her silky robe slide off her shoulders. With lust brewing in her eyes, she glances up at me, looking so soft and submissive. I love seeing a strong woman eager to do what I want, and with Lola, it’s so much better because I’m in it, heart and soul.

Up until her, it’s always been purely physical.

I step out of my pants, letting my cock spring upward. Lola wraps her soft hands around my girth and pumps several times, forcing heat to roll over my body in waves.

“Fuck, baby. Your touch is perfect.”

“Your cock is perfect,” she answers, her voice so damn angelic.

Just hearing her voice makes me want to slide inside her mouth. My fist finds its way to her hair, tugged up into a messy bun. Releasing the clasp, I let it fall in damp waves over her shoulder as she opens her mouth to take me in.

Her tongue slathers along the base of my shaft, and a clear drop of fluid beads at the tip. Lola knows what to do. She brings that damn sexy tongue of hers up and flicks it away while keeping her beautiful blue eyes locked on mine.

“Mmm, baby, forgive me for being crass, but this dirty man needs to fuck that pretty mouth of yours.”

She blinks a few times as I tangle her hair in my hand, but then those lips of hers clamp down around my crown, and I start rutting my hips, her suctioned grip on my dick making crude sounds that cause my balls to heave with cum.

“God, yes,” I growl, driving deeper in her warm, wet mouth and moving to the back of her throat in record time.

Her pert tits bounce softly as her eyes flutter closed, and lo and behold if her nipples don’t crinkle into hard, red pebbles.

I do my best not to go too deep too fast, but when I notice her head start to bob, and her fist gyrate along the root of my dick, I know she’s getting into it.

My balls lightly slap her throat, and I feel that familiar surge run through my veins as my release becomes imminent.

“I’m about to come, little bird. Be a good girl and swallow me down, okay?”

She whimpers but gives a quick nod, and I’m filled with so much love for this girl, it’s unreal.

It's the love I'm feeling that's making this whole face fucking so much more intense. I want to wake up with this girl every day, wake up and fuck her until we are both delirious from orgasms.

Holding the side of her head, I grind my dick in and out of her mouth, the slurping noises sending me over the edge.

My toes dig into the carpet, bliss taking hold of me from head to toe.

A breathless grunt escapes me as I come, and I watch with animal-like lust and pleasure as the root of my shaft throbs with each pulse of my seed.

I move a hand to Lola's throat, keeping my fingers loose, and feel it bob several times as she swallows me down, and all while keeping her pretty blue eyes looking up at me like a subservient little cum slut.

“God damn …” I whisper when the last rope spurts from my length.

She gulps one last time and then spits my softening erection from her mouth, sticking out her tongue to show me there's not a trace of me left.

“Good girl,” I tell her before leaning down and kissing her softly on the lips.

“I love making you feel good,” she purrs. “It's probably my favorite thing.”

The way she smiles and seems so eager to please me fills me with a warmth I've never felt for anyone else. I decide to lie down briefly and hold her to me, just wanting to feel her body close to mine.

“You are my favorite thing, baby girl.”

She nestles against my chest. “I was worried you were upset with me last night, when we lost the call.”

“Why would I be upset with you?”

“Because I'm going to quit my job.” She looks up at me, I presume to gauge my reaction.

“Don't do that. Not yet. You never know what's in store.”

“I don't know what's in store, you're right about that. But today, on my lunch break, I'm going to update my resume, and tomorrow, I’ll send it to several places I have in mind. I can't stay where I'm at. I can't deal with that level of misogyny and harassment.”

“I know, baby. I'm proud of you for putting your foot down. But I have a feeling there's something exciting on the horizon. And the problems you've been experiencing will be a thing of the past.”

“I wish I had your level of confidence.”

“Like I said earlier, you need to trust me. I know what I’m talking about.”

She holds my stare for a moment and lazily drags a finger over my lips. “Do you know something I don't?”

“Maybe. I have a few secrets up my sleeve. I have to run, beautiful.”

I hop off the bed, and Lola pushes up on her arms. “Rushing off again?”

Guilt twists inside my chest. “Yes, but I'll see you again, very soon.”

She parts her lips, and I could swear she's going to ask how soon, but maybe she doesn't want to wear her heart on her sleeve just yet.

I give her a quick kiss on the forehead after I finish getting dressed. “I'll show myself out. You get ready for your day, beautiful. It's going to be a good one.”

There's a brief moment of confusion that flickers across her face. And I wish like hell I could tell her what's going on. But I can't ethically spill the beans without having the necessary meeting with the other partners and making sure everything is smooth before our work day begins.

By the time I reach the entrance to Caldwell and Grant just past 7:00, I'm feeling 100% jet lagged. But when I arrive at the boardroom, my second wind must be kicking in because I feel fully charged for what's about to transpire.

The private meeting isn't without a few bumps. Some of the partners are less than thrilled that I now control a majority of the firm, but others seem relieved that someone else will be running the show, which tells me everything I need to know.

Justin waltzes in 10 minutes late, looking just as haggard as you please, making him look like a complete shitshow as he mumbles something about a party going later than it should have the night before.

When he realizes what's going on, that he's being booted from the very company he helped found ten years ago, I watch the color drain from his face and have just a huge sense of smug pride as he's served his termination papers.

He has no idea who I am or why I've done this, but I'm still enjoying the price he's paying. And I'm excited for Lola’s promotion. I have no doubt she'll run this company ten times better than Justin ever could.

By 8:30, I'm tossing the few things he left behind in his office into the trash bin—other than the office laptop. Hmm, this is perfect.

I crack it open and find the mail folder along the toolbar. Once open, I compose an email to all employees, letting them know of a major announcement and to be in the boardroom by 10:00 a.m. sharp.

Once that's done, I spend a few moments scanning through his personal folders and find quite a few intimate emails exchanged between him and this girl Karina, the one Lola has spoken about.

The one whom she presumed was her primary competition.

Based on the X-rated exchanges that took place between Karina and Justin, I would say Lola was right on the money about that. Justin was going to keep her around as long as possible and give her every promotion she wanted, so long as she continued to bounce her ass on his cock.

Apparently, she loves anal.

Despite having had two orgasms in the last 12 hours, my dick twitches when I read the vulgarity of their exchanges. But it's not Karina I imagine bent over my desk, spreading her cheeks for me.

It's my beautiful bird.

A knock at the door distracts me from my filthy thoughts.

“Yes, come in.”

I keep the emails open, quickly scanning them as the door opens, not at all concerned about who could be entering. After all, it's not even 9:00 yet. No one should be here but me and a few other partners.

But as soon as I see the woman's face and the way she's chosen to dress, I know right away who she is.

“Yes? Can I help you?”

My eyes drag lazily over her body as she brushes her long red hair over her shoulder, quickly glancing at the nameplate on the door.

“Oh, um, I’m looking for Justin. Is he getting coffee?”

She tosses a thumb over her shoulder, gesturing in the direction of the break room I only briefly checked out before coming in here.

“Justin won't be in today. Partied a little too hard last night he said.”

I flash her a smile, and she lets out a hearty laugh. “Oh, that's my fault. Sorry.”

“Don't apologize. Justin is a grown man and perfectly capable of making his own decisions.”

“Yes, right.” She closes the door, and I hear it click shut, then her teeth sink into her lower lip as she slowly approaches me wearing a tight skirt that barely covers her bush and a top that shows off hard, pert nipples.

My God. Lola wasn't joking about how she dresses.

“I don't believe we've met. I'm Karina, Justin's top assistant. Are you one of the silent partners here for the meeting?”

“You could say that.” I stand and come around to the other side of the desk, extending a hand in her direction.

She returns the gesture, sliding her soft hand into mine and batting her big green eyes at me. I don't give her my name because I don't want her running to Lola and saying some man name Drake is inside Justin's office. I want to see the surprise on her face when she learns what's happening.

“It's very nice to meet you. I hope you don't mind, but I'm more of a hugger.” With that, she presses her body to mine, and all I feel are her tits squishing against my chest.

Jesus Christ, she really is something else. When she breaks the hug, she drags her tongue along her upper lip and smiles at me.

“No worries. I like hugs myself.”

“Good,” she giggles. “You should come around more often. I'd really love to get to know more of the silent partners.”

Karina drags a finger down the front of my chest. And I'm really shocked at how my body is reacting.

I never in a million years would have expected something like this.


Chapter 4


Lola



I'm feeling all the feels when I read this e-mail from Justin. Mandatory meeting in the boardroom at 10:00 a.m. sharp?

The whole office is buzzing about what this means. Even the secretary up front, a temp who was hired several weeks ago, is whispering into the phone when I walk past, as if she has the inside scoop on what's going to happen.

I already know what's going to happen. Justin has given Karina the junior analyst position.

And I'm out the door.

Maybe I should spare myself the embarrassment, gather my few belongings and walk out of here with my pride still intact. But Drake's voice keeps buzzing in my head, telling me to be patient, that something exciting is on the horizon.

The only thing exciting about this day is the way he worked my body over this morning. My god, never in a million years would I have guessed a 60-year-old man could make me feel so good.

When my phone buzzes, I check it right away, hoping it's Drake letting me know he's taking me out for dinner so we can properly catch up from his trip to Australia. But it isn't Drake; it's Karina sending a personal message to my phone. Why in the hell is she messaging me?

Just met one of the silent partners this morning in Justin's office and OMG… He's older but hot as hell. And based on the connection we just shared, I may have to drop the boss for this guy.




I have to scan her message five or six times, wondering why she would confide this in me. She just admitted to having an affair with Justin.

What are you talking about?




As soon as I hit send, the chat bubble appears, disappearing then reappearing multiple times before her message finally comes through moments later.

Sorry, wrong number!




Wrong number? God, she's an idiot. Or else she thinks I'm the idiot.

By 9:55, I'm so ready to get this meeting over with. I walk into the boardroom, only to find Karina already seated with some of the other partners and their personal assistants. A number of them look severely disgruntled, while a few others seem relatively neutral.

One of the assistants, Marny, leans over and whispers, “Some big shit is about to go down.”

“You think?” I quirk a brow at her.

Marny nods, and before either of us can say another word, one of the senior partners stands.

“All right, it looks like most everyone is here. I'm not going to wait for Mr. Stone to begin. I know it’s his meeting, but I'm going to let you all know what's going on before he arrives.”

Mr. Stone?

I feel a cold rush.

“There really isn't an easy way to say this, but sometime in the wee hours of the morning, our firm succumbed to a hostile takeover. The other partners, along with myself, have our own set of concerns as we're not sure what will happen to everyone moving forward. But the man who now owns a majority share seems to hold a keen interest in bettering the company. So hopefully we all keep our jobs.”

“Told you,” Marny whispers.

Hostile takeover … Mr. Stone … keep our jobs?

I know my imagination tends to run a little wild, but could it possibly be …?

“Good morning, ladies and gentlemen.” Everyone's attention turns to the man who just entered the boardroom. I don't need to look to see who it is. I recognize the voice.

Drake.

Somehow, I barely managed to suppress a gasp.

The moment I look his way, his dark, brooding eyes lock onto mine, and I'm so stunned I can't hide the deer-in-the-headlights look I must be flashing at him.

He holds my stare, serious and unrelenting, as an unfamiliar excitement surges through me.

His presence commands everyone's attention as he moves to the head of the table and introduces himself.

“My name is Drake Stone, and I now own a controlling interest in Caldwell and Grant. Effective immediately, Justin is no longer the person to whom you report. I am. I want you all to know, first and foremost, I will treat you with the respect you deserve. I know that hasn't always been the standard of care here. Some of you have dealt with inappropriate comments and treatment over the years. Please allow me to personally and formally apologize to you for anything the person who previously stood at this table said that made you feel less than or demeaned in any way, shape, or form.”

“Oooooh, I like this guy,” Marny whispers.

“Me too,” I answer dreamily.

I mean, Jesus. How does he look better now than when he left my apartment several hours ago? And... what is wrong with me? Why am I getting wet thinking about my boyfriend suddenly becoming my boss?

Do I have some kind of power play kink I'm not aware of?

Maybe I do, because as I sit here listening to Drake explain to everyone his expectations, my nipples are hardening underneath my blouse, and I have to squeeze my thighs together.

This was what he was talking about, why he wanted me to trust him.

He just took over as my employer.

I spend a few moments looking around the room, and everyone seems to be laser-focused on what he's saying.

Especially Karina.

And then my stomach drops, remembering the wrong number text she sent just half an hour ago.

Is Drake the older but hot as hell guy she had a connection with inside Justin's office?

I feel dizzy as the blood drains from my face. And then it occurs to me …

Drake sent the email about this meeting, not Justin. But he must have done it from inside Justin's office.

Former office.

And when I see the way Karina is smiling at him, practically undressing him with her eyes as she twirls her hair around her finger, I feel like I'm going to be sick.

Oh … hell no.

She is not going to get her slutty little claws into my man. At least that's what I think and what I believe.

But the second I tell myself to stop worrying, I dart my eyes back at Drake, and I see that he's watching her.

That's when I realize … there is something there.

Something happened between them.

He left my apartment, his cock sliding from my mouth after I gulped down a full load of his desire, and he came here and did something with that bitch.

There's a price to pay for that. And I won't be the one paying.

I'll be the one coming out on top, come hell or high water.


More From Daisy Luke

~To be Continued …

Get the next book in the series:

The Silver Fox Billionaire Games Book 4
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