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Chapter 1


Lola



Where are we going?

I stare at the message before tapping the blue arrow to send it, excitement bubbling through my veins. There’s an open suitcase on my bed and a closet full of clothes for every kind of occasion, every sort of weather.

How do I know what to pack if I don’t know the destination?

But then I delete the message. Drake won’t tell me where we’re going. He wants it to be a surprise. And I don’t think it matters what I bring. He would have told me if it were relevant.

I grab some comfy sleeping clothes, a pair of shorts and my best jeans, a nice blouse, and lastly, one simple but elegant wrinkle proof dress. After tossing in a few toiletries and minimal makeup, I close the suitcase, and then … I wait.

Making my way to the kitchen, I brew some coffee. It’s almost 10:00, and I have a feeling this will be a long night full of adventures. I want to be awake for every minute of it. Thinking back to the events of the past week, I’m blown away. It seems like I’ve been through a romantic whirlwind, and I guess I have, but I’ve also learned a few valuable lessons.

Number one, don’t jump to conclusions, no matter what. And number two, listen to your gut. I’ve known since day one that Karina was a back stabber who couldn’t be trusted, but the lengths she went to in her efforts to throw me under the bus? That was unwarranted.

It was also unwarranted for me to even dream that the man I’ve fallen for was bedazzled by her tits. I should have known Drake wasn’t that shallow, that he wouldn’t fall for superficial traits. I’m glad he forgave me.

And he forgave me while destroying my forbidden entrance.

I bite my lip while pouring a cup of coffee, knowing I’ll never forget that brief encounter in his office, bent over his desk and allowing him to dominate me in deliciously sinful ways. Which leads me to the third valuable thing I learned.

I don’t like feeling out of control when I’m at the office. I need to be “in the loop” at all times. But when it comes to my man and what goes on in the bedroom, I want to surrender full control. This is one of the reasons I’m falling so hard and fast for Drake. It’s not about money, or his billionaire status. It’s about the power and control he exudes from every pore of his body.

And now, he’s about to exude some of that power and control to me, by offering me a six-figure position. I’m twenty fucking years old, and I’m about to say I made it. Who needs Dad’s money when I have my own?

A knock at the door pulls me from my thoughts. I twist the lock, loosen the chain, and nearly melt at the sight of Drake. He's still in his suit, his silver hair perfect as those mature, smoky eyes move over me.

“Baby girl … fuck, you look stunning.”

Dressed in a pair of tight jeans, ankle boots, and a sleeveless yellow blouse, I’m surprised he thinks I look stunning. But I love the fact that he likes me dressed in the simplest outfits.

“Thank you. I wasn’t sure how to dress since you didn’t tell me where we’re going. So I had to guess.”

He steps through the door and pushes it closed. “You guessed just fine.”

Smiling, I wrap my arms around his neck, and he pulls me close to his body, groaning against my neck. “Damn, you smell good too.”

A laugh escapes me, and he cups my face, giving me a soft, sweet kiss on the lips. “Did you pack an overnight bag?”

I nod, then gesture to my room. “It’s ready to go. And so am I.”

“Good. The jet is waiting for us. I’ll just grab it and we’ll be on our way.”

He heads down the hallway as my jaw drops. His jet?

“We’re going somewhere that far?”

I hear his chuckle before he disappears beyond my bedroom. I grab my purse and jacket hanging on the coat rack by the door, and when he appears again, he’s got the most confident walk ever.

“Yes, my little bird. We’re going somewhere that far.”

Once we’re inside his car, he leans over the seat and kisses me. “How are you feeling right now?”

“Nervous, excited. I can't wait to see where you're taking me.”

“I can't wait either. Can't wait for you to see what I have planned.”

“Okay, you're not helping,” I laugh.

“That's the point,” he chuckles.

It takes ten minutes to get to the private air strip where his jet awaits. The outside looks massive, but the inside is smaller than a commercial airline. Inside the main cabin are several cushy seats, similar to what you’d see in a movie screening room, as well as a long couch with a coffee table. Near the back is a small bar, stocked with various bottles of wine and liquor, and an intimate, private cabin with a bed.

“We can come back here later to catch some sleep once we're at a safe altitude. But until then, we have to sit out here and buckle up.”

I can only imagine how far we're going if we'll have time to sleep. But again, I have to surrender to whatever he has planned.

“I'm not used to this, you know,” I tell him as we buckle our belts.

“Not used to being treated like a Princess?”

“Well, that too. But no, I was referring to going with the flow. Letting someone else take control.”

Drake cups my hand and softly kisses my knuckle. “And how does it feel? To let me take charge?”

“It's a little scary, but after what happened today, I've learned that I can trust you.”

“That's why we belong together. Why you're the one for me.”

I stare into his soulful, experienced eyes, knowing I'm falling even harder for him. A woman named Rosie comes by to check on us and see if we want any drinks or snacks. Drake and I decline, and she tells him to buzz her if we change our minds.

Within minutes, the low rumble of the engine vibrates underneath me, and before long the plane taxis down the runway, pinning us against our seats as we climb in elevation. The world below us shrinks in the distance, and I move closer to the glass to watch it all.

It’s a rush, for sure. I’ve flown several times, my mom and I tagging along on Dad’s business trips. We hardly ever vacationed, but my mom would try to make it fun for me while Dad was in his meetings. I don’t recall ever going anywhere just for fun. You’d think as an only child I’d be spoiled, but in my case, the opposite is true. Dad was always worried I’d get distracted from my schoolwork. I don’t know why he was so obsessed with me being an A+ student.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Drake asks.

I nod, feeling quiet, contemplative. And also … lucky. The city looks like a glittering carpet of diamonds. I’m leaving it behind for a little while, after working so hard these last few years to finish school and prove myself at Caldwell and Grant. All the noise, stress and chaos, the pressure of my life down there, it’s shrinking into a beautiful little blip as we head to our destination.

After ten minutes or so, a soft chime sounds overhead, and the seatbelt lights blink off. Drake unbuckles his belt and brushes my hand.

“Come on, baby. Let’s get some rest.”

“Rest? How can I rest?”

He doesn’t answer, just takes my hand, which is still oozing excited sweat, and leads me toward the private cabin. Once we’re in the small space and the door clicks shut, I see why he wanted to come back here. It feels like a perfect cocoon. The bed looks like a cloud, covered in crisp white linens and a thick, plush duvet.

While he unbuttons his shirt, I slip out of my jeans. There’s no rush tonight, no frantic need to get naked. Just a desire for some quiet intimacy. That’s the vibe I’m getting, and honestly, it feels more powerful than the passion we’ve already shared several times today.

Once my boots and blouse are off, I slide under the cool sheets in just my underwear. Drake joins me a moment later, pulling the heavy covers over us. He wraps an arm around my waist, pulling me flush against the warmth of his body. My head finds the hollow of his shoulder, and I inhale his clean and masculine scent.

Yeah, I think I could stay like this forever.

He kisses the top of my head, his lips soft against my hair. “I meant what I said, Lola. You’re the one for me. And I’m not just talking about sharing this.” He gestures vaguely around the room. “I’m talking about everything.”

My heart beats triple time. “You’re the one for me, too, Drake. I think I knew it from the moment we met.”

His lips turn up in a smile. “Let’s talk about something.”

“Okay.” I draw back just a little, so I can see his eyes more clearly in the dim light. It feels like he’s about to say something of critical importance.

“You’ve more than proven yourself at work. Your insights on the Midwest account were spot on, and your work ethic is unmatched. You’re wasted as an assistant.”

A thrill shoots through me. “I’m glad you noticed.”

“I’m giving the Junior Analyst position to someone else. I don’t want people whispering when we get back home, and believe me, they will be whispering.”

I can’t imagine why people would whisper. They don’t even have to know me and Drake are a couple. At least not for a while. I can keep a secret.

“So, for you,” Drake continues, “I’ve created a new position. Senior Market Analyst, reporting directly to me. It comes with a $150,000 a year salary, plus performance bonuses.”

His words hang in the air between us as I lie there stunned.

“That’s, like … triple what I make now. Are you sure?”

“Sure of what, baby? That I want to do this? Or that you’re worth it?”

“Both,” I whisper.

“I’m sure on both accounts. I saw the work Justin did, researched Caldwell and Grant on my way back from Australia. Justin was slowly burying the company from his wanton and careless distractions. I wanted to be sure you didn’t get dragged down with him. After conducting a thorough investigation late this afternoon, it became apparent that the work you did for him probably kept the company from sinking as fast as it did. You’re better than you think, and worth more than you know.”

Shock ripples through me. I really did earn my own success. This isn’t just a handout from the boss.

Tears prick the corners of my eyes, hot and sudden. I push myself up on one elbow to look at him, and I guess make sure he’s serious. Make sure I’m not dreaming.

“Oh my god, Drake. I … I don’t know what to say.”

Without answering, he fists the back of my head and tugs me closer. Or mouths crash together, and as we kiss, it feels like all my gratitude and overwhelming joy turns into an electrical storm of lust.

Drake groans and deepens the kiss, and all my senses come alive. My nails carve into the flesh of his back, and a shiver dances across my skin as his thumb brushes along my hardening nipple. When he cups the weight of my breast in his palm, I arch into his touch, my breath hitching in my throat.

God, this man, our life, is going to be perfect.

His hand travels lower, and my femininity swells when his rugged fingers trace the waistband of my underwear.

Then out of the blue, he breaks the kiss, his breath warm on my lips and his eyes flickering with a desire that doesn’t surprise me one bit. I wait for him to move, to kiss me again, to finish what he started. But he just quietly stares at me, his expression unreadable.

“Now that I’ve come clean about everything,” he starts, his voice dropping to a low rumble, “it’s your turn.”

I blink and draw back. “My turn? What do you mean?”

He holds my gaze, not letting go. And I feel the cabin shrink around us.

I search his eyes for some clue, but they don’t tell me a damn thing. If he’s talking about my family’s wealth, and he’s upset I didn’t mention it, the trust we’ve built could come crumbling down.

Drake's hand stills on my hips. A sudden, unwelcome chill seeps into the cozy warmth under the covers. I can’t believe I’ve been so stupid.

“It’s time for you to come clean about your little secret, Lola.”


Chapter 2


Drake



Iwatch her face after posing the question, and I can see the struggle in her expression. A part of me regrets asking what I did, partly because I know the answer. But I also know her intentions were never to keep me in the dark. I just need to hear the truth from her pretty lips. The truth about why she didn’t come clean.

I let my hand rest on her hip, and I give a squeeze, letting her know … it’s okay. I’m here. But then her breath catches in her throat. It takes a minute for her words to come out, but patience is a strength I cultivated long ago. I don’t rush her. I give her time and space to find her words.

Finally, she lets out a breath, and I get the feeling it’s a breath of relief. Of surrender. “I can only guess you’re asking me to come clean about my family.” Her eyes dart away from mine, fixing on some point over my shoulder.

“My father, he’s the co-CEO of an oil company. My family has money. A lot of it.”

I nod and let her continue.

“I didn’t say anything because, if you saw things from my perspective, it doesn’t matter. It’s not relevant. He barely gave me an allowance growing up, and I only got paid if I made straight As in school. But then he cut me off when I accepted this position six months ago. Told me not to speak to him until I was making six figures on my own.”

"Why would he do that?" I ask, shock rippling through me at her confession.

She shrugs her shoulders slightly. I’m sensing a little defiance mixed with some resignation.

“His way of making a point, I guess.” Her eyes search mine, like she’s looking for understanding. “My dad didn’t come from money. He fought for everything he has, and he thinks I should too. Says he’s not raising a lazy gold digger who wants a man to save her.”

"Jesus," I mutter. "Has he met you?"

"I know, right?" Her eyes flutter closed for a moment, and I can feel the years of pain she’s endured. “I didn’t tell you because it’s not who I am. It was never a secret I was keeping from you. It just wasn’t relevant to the woman I want to be. I'm strong and don't need a man for money, for security. For anything.”

Her voice cracks on the last words, and a tear blooms in the corner of her eye before sliding down her temple. I wipe it away.

"Baby … I know that." I think Lola may have been slightly ashamed of her father, too. And I don't blame her for feeling that way. I hold her cheek in my hand. “But I think the way your father treated you is relevant to who you are. I think he made you stronger.”

“I love you, Drake.” The words tumble out, raw and fierce. “I don’t care about my father’s success or his money. I would give it all up, I would change my last name, I would do anything just to be with you. You and this life. The one we build.”

A smile stretches across my face. I lean down and capture her lips in a kiss, grateful that she not only gave me the truth about her family, but gave me a glimpse into her heart, her past, and what she wants with her future.

After breaking the kiss, I pull back enough to look into her eyes. “I love you too, baby girl.”

The relief that floods her face is impossible to miss. And it almost breaks my heart.

“I just needed to be sure,” I murmur. “I needed to know you would open up to me. That you would trust me with your whole truth.”

She gives a nod. "I do now. Fully. Completely."

I press my forehead against hers. “Okay. But no more secrets between us. No matter how small or irrelevant you think they are. You come to me. Always.”

“I promise,” she whispers, her voice thick with emotion. “Always. No matter what.”

I brush my thumb over her lips and kiss her forehead. “Good girl. Now, we should get some sleep. After we land, we’ll hit the ground running. I have exciting plans.”

She pulls back just enough that I can see her eyes widen with curiosity. “And you’re still not going to tell me where we’re going?”

A low chuckle escapes me as I pull the covers over her shoulder. “No. Get used to living on the edge, little bird.”

A sigh escapes her as she snuggles up against me, and I grow slightly hard, noting how her body fits perfectly against mine. But I don’t want to fuck just yet. I want to relish this feeling of closeness with her.

Lola’s breathing soon slows and deepens as she falls asleep, but my mind is anything but quiet. A powerful current of excitement runs through my veins.

I love this woman with every fiber of my being. The certainty of what I want to do settles into my bones, into my fucking soul. My instinct from day one has been to shield her, to love and care for her in a way that she’ll never know disappointment. But now I know that Lola is strong enough to handle any let-downs.

She’s no damsel in distress. She’s a queen with the resilience of a fighter, and she’s strong enough to face anything. My job never was to save her. It was to stand beside her.

And that's just where I want to be. For the rest of my life.
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The sunrise stretches across the horizon in brilliant shades of orange and pink. And everything bleeds into the brilliant turquoise of the Caribbean Sea. Lola and I walk down the wooden dock, her fingers laced with mine, and the minute we reach my yacht, I can feel the excitement coming from her. It feels good, perfect, to be able to share this with her. I didn't expect to rush into this decision as quickly as I have, but I've no doubts about how I want to spend my future with this woman.

I can feel the gentle rock of the ocean as we step aboard the boat. The last time I was here, just a few weeks ago, I was borderline hopeless. Coming here with Lola feels like all the puzzle pieces have fallen into place.

“Oh my god.” Lola’s voice is a breathy whisper. She turns to look at me, and her whole face is lit up. After we landed and she saw where we were, she changed into a pretty yellow sundress that now catches the breeze and outlines the perfect curves of her body. “Is this the same yacht? From the ad?”

“Yes, it is.” I squeeze her hand and guide her across the deck.

She walks to the railing, her fingers gripping the stainless steel as she gazes out at the view. The sun is casting a diamond-dusted path across the water and up ahead, the lush green hills of St. John draw both our attention. One of my homes is tucked up there, nestled in the trees, overlooking this beautiful little piece of the world.

“The sunrise,” she says, shaking her head in disbelief. “And a mansion on St. John. I just … I can’t believe this is real.”

“It’s real. And this is our reality now.”

“Is that where we're headed?” she asks, nodding toward the trees.

“Yes, but first we're going to enjoy a little time on the water.”

She lets out a giddy sigh, and I run a hand down her back, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her dress. Fucking hell, she is sexy. This dress makes her look like an angel, but I know the woman that lives inside her. The one that begs me to take control. I can’t wait to make her my wife. To claim her completely and to spend our wedding night exploring every inch of her body, burying myself so deep inside her she forgets her own name.

The thought sends a heated, electric jolt straight to my cock. I just hope she says yes. I'm fairly certain she will, but I'd be lying if I said there wasn't a flicker of uncertainty there. It feels foreign, like an unwelcome guest. I’m not used to feeling uncertain about anything. But she’s 20, and I’m 60. Sometimes it’s easy to forget the age difference.

I lean over and kiss her on the neck, not wanting to waste any more time. “Come on, let's get something to eat.”

“Oh, right, food would be nice,” she laughs.

Smiling, I lead Lola to the middle of the deck where a table waits. It’s covered with breakfast foods, and I don’t even think Lola noticed it when we first arrived. A silver tray holds smoked salmon, capers, and dill cream cheese. Another one displays a mountain of fresh tropical fruit—mango, papaya, pineapple, everything wet and glistening in the morning light. A lone basket is overflowing with pastries and bagels, and in the middle rests a silver bucket, quickly beading with condensation. Inside sits a bottle of champagne.

“Wow, is all this for us?” Lola asks.

“It is. I figured we’d both be hungry after the flight here.”

“I'm certainly hungry now, looking at all this delicious food.”

“Well then, let's eat.”

I pull out her chair, and she sinks into it, her eyes shifting from the food, to the sunrise, and back to the food. I take my seat opposite her, my gaze fixed on the woman who has completely undone me in a matter of fucking days.

I pull out the bottle of champagne and twist the cork. It hisses out a sigh when I pull it loose, and I'm suddenly a bundle of nerves. I've never met a woman I even considered proposing to, so I haven't rehearsed what I want to say. Nevertheless, I pour the liquid inside the two crystal glasses that sit before us. Bubbles float to the surface, and Lola stares at me expectantly.

“That champagne looks expensive.”

This bottle set me back $10,000. I had insisted on the best for the most important event of my life. “It's worth a few dollars. I wanted something elegant to celebrate the occasion.”

The corner of her mouth turns up in a smile, and she slowly twists the base of the flute, not yet lifting it to her lips. “And what is the occasion, Drake? Are we celebrating my promotion? Or are we simply celebrating us?”

My lips part and I start to speak, but I fumble momentarily, this intoxicating woman suddenly making me tongue tied. I glance at Lola, she has a way of centering me, and her teeth sink into her lower lip.

“What is it? Cat got your tongue?”

I chuckle, realizing there's no reason for me to be nervous. “It would seem so. I just want to be sure I choose the perfect words when I tell you how I feel.”

A serious look spreads across her face, and I get the feeling she knows what I'm about to do.

“You always have the perfect words, Drake. But even if they're not perfect, I'm pretty sure I know how you feel.”

I nod and take a breath. “Lola, before you, my life was a series of acquisitions, goals and deadlines, companies to be bought, challenges to be conquered. It was full, but it wasn’t whole. Complete. Then I made the decision to look for my better half. Faster than I dreamed imaginable, you showed up. I almost ignored your application because of your age. But I'm so damned glad I didn't.” I reach across the table and take her hand in mine. “You’re my final acquisition, baby girl. But you're so much more than that. You’re akin to … my life’s greatest masterpiece. I love you more than I thought it was possible to love anyone.”

“Drake,” she says, her voice soft and low.

I push my chair back and move to her, kneeling on the warm deck by her side.

When I reach into my pocket, her breath catches in a sharp, audible gasp before a hand flies to her mouth. I remove a small, navy-blue velvet box, and Lola's eyes widen when I flip it open to reveal a seven-carat, emerald-cut diamond nestled inside a pillowed slit. It catches the morning sun and casts dozens of points of fiery light across her gorgeous face.

“Lola, my little bird, my queen. Will you do me the absolute honor of marrying me?”

She blinks a few times, and then I hear a sob escape her. But it's more a sound of pure, unadulterated joy. She nods frantically.

“Yes! Oh my god, Drake. Yes!”

Relief floods me. I can't wait to see it on her, so I pull the ring out and slide it onto her finger, and … holy fuck. It fits perfectly. I picked it up from the jeweler’s last night, not long after leaving the office. I knew after spanking and fucking my darling’s plump but tight little ass that I was going to lock her down.

Lola stares at the diamond on her finger for a moment and licks her lips while shaking her head. “My god, it’s beautiful, Drake.”

She pushes her chair back then throws her arms around my neck. I stand up, pulling her small but curvy body up with me, and she quickly hooks her legs around my waist, giving me an instant erection.

When she draws back to look at me, I crush her mouth with mine in a kiss that seals the promise we just made. Our tongues dance, and I'm filled with a hunger I've never known. And I could be mistaken, but I could swear her pussy feels hot against my abs.

After several moments of making out, her legs loosen and she slides her feet back to the deck.

“I can't wait to plan everything when we get home,” she says her eyes glistening with happy tears.

“Yeah, about that,” I tell her, tucking some hair behind her ears. “I was hoping we’d marry today.”

Her eyes widen, the shock cutting through her happy expression.

“Really? Today? You don’t want a long engagement?”

I move my hands over her breasts, a hungry smile spreading across my face. I lower my voice, letting the raw truth of my desire wash over her.

“Baby, I can’t wait another fucking minute to lock you down. To make you my wife so I can bend you over every surface of this boat and my mansion up there on the hill and fuck you until you’re begging me to stop.”

Her lip catches between her teeth, and I see it as a deliciously unconscious invitation to slide something else between her lips and into her mouth. A soft blush creeps down her neck and I’m suddenly wanting to sink inside of her now.

“Where?” she whispers, her voice barely audible over the waves lapping against the hull. “Here? On this boat?”

“No.” I shake my head and step back just enough to turn and nod toward the lush green hills that rise from the bay. From where we sit now, we can see my house, a two-story white structure with an infinity pool and large, inviting windows. “We’ll get married up there. A local minister is waiting for us at the house. He can marry us today.”

My gaze drifts back to her and I pause, letting the weight of the offer settle. I see the conflict in her eyes—a blend of shock, desire, and the deeply ingrained expectation of how things are supposed to be done.

“But if you want a big wedding, baby, with your family and friends back home, I’ll wait. I’ll give you whatever you want.” I step closer, my hand finding the curve of her hip, my thumb stroking the soft cotton of her dress.

The heat of desire climbs up my body, knowing how badly I want her, but also knowing I'm able to reconcile that with my patience. “I’m perfectly content to fuck your ass, your mouth, or your thighs until the day we’re officially husband and wife.”

Her tongue flicks to the corner of her mouth, and she stares me right in the eyes. I can see my own desire mirrored there, and I know she wants this as much as I do. Finally, she shakes her head.

“No. I don't care about my family being there, and the only friends I have are a few girls from the office. And obviously it would be weird having them there.” She wraps her arms around my waist and presses her body to me. “I don't want to wait, Drake. I want to marry you today.”

A hot and possessive ripple of satisfaction coils deep in my gut. This is the girl I know and love. She knows what she wants, and I'm giving her the opportunity to be impulsive for once. Impulsive without any negative consequences. Impulsive in a way that allows her to win and have the life that she wants. That she deserves.

I fist her hair and capture her lips with mine for a soft, brief kiss.

“That's my good girl.”

We sit back down at the table. The tension I felt before proposing has broken and it's been replaced by nothing but deep-seated joy. We toast to our proposal and drink champagne, then feed each other pieces of mango and flaky croissants. The food is amazing, but I can barely taste it. My only focus is her. How happy she looks, the way the diamond sparkles on her finger, the sound of her laughter as it rings out on the open sea.

After breakfast, I raise the anchor and take the helm, guiding the yacht out of the bay for a slow morning cruise along the coastline. Lola comes to stand beside me, wrapping her arms around my waist and leaning against me.

The sun climbs higher as I steer us past secluded coves with white, sandy beaches and rocky outcrops where pelicans stand guard. Every so often, I turn my head and glance her way, enjoying the comfortable silence that rests between us on this perfect morning, as well as the beauty of my perfect fiancée on the day I make her my wife.


Chapter 3


Lola



As I sit in a plush velvet chair, a sweet, middle-aged island local named Simone pins the last of my curls into place. With the windows open, a warm breeze blows through the room, and all I can smell is salt and hibiscus. She sprays a few mists of hairspray, humming away, and I slowly turn my head side to side, amazed at how gorgeous my hair looks.

“You like it, Miss Lola?” she asks, her voice thick with an island accent.

“Like it? I love it. I wish I could take you home with me so you could do my hair every day.”

Simone laughs, and I continue to stare at my reflection in the mirror.

“I’ll tell them you are ready for your dress, Miss Lola. You wait here.”

She walks off, and I stand from the chair, the silk robe Drake purchased for me brushing lightly against my thighs. My body aches for him in sinful ways, and I can’t wait to become his wife.

While waiting for my dress, I think about the fact that everything has happened so fast. Meeting Drake less than a week ago, falling in love, getting a promotion, being swept away to the Caribbean, the romantic sunrise proposal this morning, and now, I’m preparing for our wedding today.

Everything seems surreal. And for a moment, I’m convinced I’m crazy. That I have no business rushing into a lifetime commitment. Yet nothing about this whirlwind romance feels rushed. It feels… inevitable. Right.

I can’t help but get a flash thought of Karina and how she must be feeling today. Knowing her, she’s probably hooked up with Justin again so they can both wallow in their unemployment status, even though I’m sure Justin got a fat severance check too. Regardless, I hope they have the day and the life they deserve. Which is basically each other.

Glancing at the seven-carat diamond on my finger, I realize how lucky I am. I don’t think I got more than I deserve, but I definitely got it far earlier than I ever could have guessed. And I didn’t get it by stabbing anyone in the back. I won it by working hard.

And by surrendering to the right man.

My phone buzzes against the marble-topped vanity, and I nearly jump. I don’t want any distractions or interruptions. But maybe it’s Drake sending me a romantic message. When I glance down, however, I see the name glowing on the screen.

Dad.

I hesitate, anxiety and irritation tightening my chest. I just talked to Mom not long ago and caught her up on my crazy yet exciting week, so I shouldn’t be surprised he’s reaching out. I wonder how he will choose to shame or chastise me now.

I swipe the screen and read his message.

Your mother told me the news. Drake Stone? An impressive choice. Send a copy of the prenuptial agreement to my legal team for review before you exchange your vows. And let me know when you’re home. Can’t wait to meet the man.




My body turns to stone. His words are so cold and lacking the emotion and adoration I’ve craved from him my whole life.

Impressive choice, he said. Not I hope you’re happy, or I love you, or even a simple congratulations.

And a prenup? That never even crossed my mind. I’d never try to take Drake’s money, and he wouldn’t try to take my dad’s. Proving what I’ve known all along. My father doesn’t see me as a woman, or even an individual. He sees me as a commodity. Hell, maybe even chattel like some men view their daughters in other countries.

And now? I’m nothing more than a connection to a man whose net worth eclipses his own by a staggering amount. The man who raised me without a heart, who cut me off just when I found success, who demanded I prove myself before he would give me a dime, now wants to control how I get married. I let out a snarky laugh and set my phone back on the marble vanity without replying.

“Dream on, Dad. You don’t get to be a part of this.”

As much as I feel hurt by his message, I refuse to let him ruin my wedding. Today is about me and Drake, and the two of us starting our lives.

I hear a knock at the door, and it opens moments later. Simone enters, carrying my dress inside of a white silk garment bag. She hangs it on the closet door and turns to face me.

“Do you need help getting dressed, Miss Lola?”

“Maybe with the buttons.”

She nods and closes the door. A quick glance at the clock across the room reveals that I’ve got exactly thirty minutes to finish getting ready.

I zip open the bag and run my fingers over my wedding gown. Drake brought over a dozen different dresses of various styles on the plane so I would have plenty to choose from. It was almost overwhelming because they were all my style. But this one … the one I chose feels like it was made for me.

I slip off my robe and remove the dress from the bag. After carefully stepping into the material and sliding it over my shoulders, Simone starts pinching the buttons together. There are so many it takes over five minutes. But once she’s done, she steps aside so I can look at my reflection in the mirror.

Tears immediately spring to my eyes. The fabric itself is so soft, I hardly feel it against my skin. It’s a sheer, weightless web of lace, studded with countless tiny real diamonds, a glittering constellation across the material. The upper bodice is an absolute masterpiece, clinging to the swell of my breasts.

My nipples peak against the fabric because I’m so ready to become Mrs. Drake Stone. I turn side to side, watching the light catch the diamonds and send hundreds of tiny, fractured rainbows across the walls. I look like a goddess and feel like a queen.

“This is a dress for a woman who wants to drive her man crazy,” I tell Simone, and she nods, smiling.

“You look beautiful. Like a Princess.”

When it’s time, I make my way down the long hallway as Simone holds the train of my gown. Finally, I step out onto the wide balcony that overlooks the Caribbean Sea. Up here, we seem to float above the world, and the view is stunning.

But that’s not what steals my breath.

Drake waits for me under a bowing arch of white orchids in front of the minister and a woman I’m guessing is his wife. When Drake turns to look at me, the air leaves my lungs in a rush. Dressed in a perfectly tailored black tuxedo, he is a vision of raw power and refined elegance. His silver hair catches the light, but it’s his eyes that hold me captive. They move over my body, deliciously devouring me, tracing every curve that’s still visible under the fabric. A possessive fire burns in his stare, and it feels like a promise of what’s to come.

I walk his way and stand before him, and it feels like we’re the only ones who exist in the world. He takes my hands, his grip strong and sure as his thumbs stroke my knuckles.

“Good god, baby girl, you look gorgeous. This is the dress I hoped you’d pick.”

“It was my favorite, obviously,” I answer with a slight roll of the eyes and a nervous laugh.

The minister begins speaking, and Drake and I exchange vows so fast it seems like a whirlwind. Once we are pronounced husband and wife, Drake doesn't wait for permission to put his mouth on mine.

His kiss starts gentle but then becomes a claiming of ownership over my body and my heart. His tongue plunges past my lips, deep and demanding, and he pulls me flush against his body, one hand tangled in my hair, the other gripping my ass to lift me onto my toes. A low, guttural growl rumbles in his chest and vibrates through me, and it makes me dizzy.

I hear the minister murmur something to his wife about leaving us alone, followed by soft footsteps moving away from us.

When Drake finally breaks the kiss, his breath is ragged against my face. He doesn’t say a word but rather hooks an arm under my knees and scoops me up, carrying me from the balcony into the interior of the home.

Our home.

His strides are long but hurried as he walks to the master suite—a room I only briefly glanced at when we first arrived. It’s monstrously huge, almost the size of my small apartment back home, and I’m already envisioning many vacations here in the future.

I kick off my heels, and they plunk to the floor right before Drake sets me down. My toes curl against the thick white carpeting.

“As you probably know, I’ve felt like a caged animal all week.” His voice is so deep and thick it makes me heady. “Waiting to take your virginity … it hasn’t been easy.”

“Well, now it’s all yours.” I turn my back to him and roll my shoulders forward, and he leans down, placing a kiss on the nape of my neck.

“Yes it is, my darling.” His fingers start working loose the buttons of my gown, and electric pulses shoot through my body.

“Did you plan it all along?” I ask, tossing a look his way. “Waiting until we were married to take my innocence?”

“I did,” he answers quickly and unequivocally. “I’m a modern man, my little bird, but I have very old-fashioned values.”

I have to hide the smile creeping on my face, recalling all the naughty fun we’ve had this week. It’s pretty hot that he believes licking my pussy, fucking my mouth, and wrecking my forbidden rose while holding off on popping my cherry is considered “old-fashioned.” So hot, it makes me wet.

My clit throbs as his fingers brush down my back, and my nipples peak into tingly points. When I feel the cool air drift over my skin, Drake slides the dress over my shoulders where it falls to the floor and pools at my feet. I start to pick it up—it must be worth millions and I want to keep it for life—but Drake beats me to the punch, lifting it and draping it over his arm with such reverence it touches me on a different level.

He disappears inside the closet for a second as I stand in the middle of the floor, naked except for my white, lacy thong panties. And when he reappears, his eyes drink over my body and he softly shakes his head. “You are the most beautiful woman in the world, Mrs. Stone.”

Mrs. Stone. The realness of it catches me by surprise, and my heart swells.

“I’m glad you think so.” I take a moment to look him over as he stalks my way, lustful hunger blazing in those smokey eyes. Seeing him dressed to the hilt in a way that showcases his size, power, and masculine elegance while I’m here naked makes me burn for him all the more.

Then I notice the huge, thick outline of his erection, and heat ripples through my belly. Drake stops before me and lets his fingers graze over my ribs and along the underside of my breasts. He then leans down and drags his tongue over my nipples as his hand travels further down, between my legs.

His palm presses against my mound, and before I know it, a single finger is slipping around my panties and into my slick folds.

I toss my hands to his shoulders for balance and rasp in a quick breath, right as Drake moans. His tongue flitters against my nipple, then he suckles softly, making me dizzy. Rutting my hips forward, I’m desperate to feel him finger fuck me, but he draws that finger out and expertly circles my clit, making my legs quake.

Oh god … I feel like I may come in less than ten seconds.

“Fuck,” he groans. “You’re sopping wet for me already.”

“Yes,” I answer in a ragged whisper.

He straightens up to watch me, keeping that torturous tease against my swollen clit, and my eyes flutter closed as he slides a hand to my lower back, holding me steady. When he pushes two fingers inside my entrance, stretching me a little wider, my walls tighten dangerously as my body begins the pre-orgasm tremble.

I’m so close to coming, and he has to know it because he pulls out and barks out an order.

“On the bed, now.”

My body obeys before my brain can catch up. I love that he has this power over me. Anywhere else, and from anyone else, I wouldn’t tolerate orders being barked at me. But with Drake, I know how eager he is, and it’s such a turn-on.

I crawl on top of the massive bed, amazed at how soft it feels underneath my body. By the time I’m lying on my back, Drake is between my open legs, parting my folds with his thumbs and exposing me to that hungry gaze I’ve already become addicted to.

“I’m going to lick you until you come, baby girl,” he grits out. “Despite my desperation to be inside you, I need to taste you first and feel that hot little clit of yours dance on my tongue.”

I rasp out a groan as he performs a long, slow, deliberate lick, starting at the spot just below my entrance and moving all the way to my pulsating bundle of nerves.

Fisting the sheets, because otherwise I worry about ripping his hair out, I bellow out a long moan at the friction of his stubble against my folds, as well as the slow swirl of the tip of his tongue along my pearl.

My nipples coil into points, and it doesn’t take long for that tight pressure to build. My hips lift and dip with each lap of his tongue, but when he sinks two fingers into my depths and curls them upward, I’m done for.

There’s a humming in my ears as an orgasm tears through me, hard and violent. My body shudders, and my toes curl as a scream rips from my throat.

“Oh god … Drake!”

He doesn’t stop licking and fingering, and my hips keep bucking through the most intense orgasm of my life. I end up raking my hands in his hair and begging him to stop until I’m twitching with aftershocks.

Before I can catch my breath, he flips me onto my tummy in a dominant move that comes out of nowhere.

And then … oh god … he parts my cheeks, and I feel the wet heat of his mouth against my bottom.

Fuck.

My mind literally short circuits as he tongues me there. It’s shockingly primal, yet the most intense intimacy I could ever imagine sharing. I feel degraded and worshipped all at the same time, and it sends fire right through my veins.

Damn if he doesn’t bring me to the edge again, the nerve endings around my forbidden entrance dancing with pure joy. The pressure builds with each lick, and I come a second time, burying my face in a pillow to muffle the screams that come up.

By the time I hear the zipper of his tuxedo pants, I’m a boneless, breathless heap of a mess. I roll over because I want to see him naked, want to see how hard he is for me.

He moves off the bed to get undressed, his eyes raking over my body like I’m a thing to be studied. When he steps out of his pants, his cock springs up and bounces several times. It’s so hard and thick, and I can’t wait to feel him inside me.

When he removes his jacket, loosens the tie, and unbuttons his top, an erotic shiver pulses through me. Drake’s chest, dusted with a blend of black and silver hairs, is so damn sexy. It’s not the first time I get to see him naked, but it is the first time as my husband.

He moves to the foot of the bed and curls a finger at me, and I sit up to scoot closer, stopping when my fully sated bottom is at the edge of the mattress and dropping my feet to the floor.

“Take me in your mouth, little bird.”

I’m already wrapping my fingers around his turgid girth, feeling the steeliness of him throb and respond to my touch. And then I clamp my lips around the smooth, hot tip of his crown, tasting the saltiness of his desire leaking out.

Drake grips the back of my head, where half a dozen pins hold my curls in place, and he guides me deeper. Not forceful, but firm.

My throat opens to accommodate his ample size, and once again, my gag reflex is nowhere to be found. I taste him, feel him, bobbing my head and swirling my tongue along the underside of his shaft with every dip, every suck.

“Ahhh,” he breathes above me, tightening his fingers in some of my loose hair.

I feel him pump his hips a few times, and his cock hardens. And when I reach up and loosely fondle his hot and heavy balls, he releases a groan. It’s a deep and guttural sound, and his thrusts become rougher, more urgent.

“Fuck,” he grunts, pushing deeper than he ever has.

His crown stretches my tonsils, and with no warning this time, his length pulsates as hot liquid floods the back of my throat. I gulp all of it down, looking up at him as tears stream down my cheeks.

Drake watches me the whole time, a look of blissful anguish on his face as he cups the bottom of my chin.

“Fucking beautiful,” he groans, giving one last push.

And then he tugs himself loose from my lips, still shockingly hard. There’s a wildness in his eyes, and he quickly tells me to get on my hands and knees.

“Ass up, baby girl.”

I scramble to get in position, eager for what’s coming, and I present myself to him in this primal position, ass high up in the air as the juices of my own desire dribble down my right thigh.

My body starts trembling in anticipation. The mattress dips as he moves on the bed and mounts me. And when his hands grip my hips and pull me back against him, I pull in a quick and sudden breath.

The wide yet blunt tip of his cock presses against my entrance and … my god. Even I can feel how tight I am, so I know he can.

I toss a look over my shoulder and lock eyes with him, releasing a whimper. He must see the little bit of fear that’s suddenly taken hold.

As he grips the base of his cock and nudges slightly deeper, he shushes me. “It’s okay, baby girl. I’m going to make you feel so good.”

The moment I feel the slightest little burn, his finger finds my clit and moves in delicious circles that make me delirious.

My back arches to welcome him, and I swear, it’s like my pussy seems to swell in response.

He moves all the way inside me in one push, filling me completely, and then he stills. All the air leaves my lungs as he continues swirling my hot little nub, but when he pulls back slightly, then thrusts forward, a dam inside me breaks.

My head falls, and all I feel is his thick cock pumping in and out of me as he pummels me from behind.

The way he fucks me is so good, so right. And before I know it, a torrent of warm pleasure erupts from my core, and I feel a gushing hot liquid spill out of me to the bed below.

“Oh yeah, baby … squirt on Granddaddy’s cock like a good girl.”

His words do me in. My pussy convulses like crazy in an uncontrollable orgasm that rocks me from head to toe. He doesn’t stop rutting deep, moving in and out of me with animal like force.

Drake and I aren’t just two newlyweds consummating our marriage and vows. I’m his baby girl, and I’m letting him mark me, claim me, and make me his in a way I never imagined a man could.

I hear the roar of his voice and feel the pulsing twitches of his cock when he comes. The heat of his seed fills me up, and he groans my name several times before slowing his pace.

It seems like it takes a full minute for him to finish, and I know I’m going to be a gooey mess before this night is through.

My upper body collapses right before he slips from between my legs, and by the time he falls next to me and pulls me in his arms, I know I’ll never be the same.

His lips find my shoulder, and the warmth of his love wraps around me as he holds me tight. I feel his cum drip from my womb and secretly hope that every night together ends like this.

“I love you, baby,” he murmurs.

“I love you too, Drake.”

It’s not long before we both drift to sleep. And I’m more contented than I’ve ever been.


Chapter 4








Epilogue - Drake


Two Years Later

Idrum my fingers on the desk in my home office, waiting for the file to finish downloading. Carter just sent it to me with a cryptic message: check this out.

I have no idea what to expect; Carter is always aloof like that when it comes to conveying important information. I guess he’s known me so long he doesn’t feel the need to prep me. Whether it’s good or bad, I’ll handle it the way I always do: calmly and rationally. While waiting, I get a text from Lola.

Mom wants us to have dinner with her tomorrow night. Her and her new man.




Lola’s mom, Chanel, divorced Lola’s dad not long after she and I married. Apparently, Chanel had been unhappy for a while, not only over the way he treated Lola while growing up, but also the way he completely neglected Chanel’s needs.

The four of us met briefly when Lola and I returned from our honeymoon, and I got a narcissist vibe from him right away. I’m glad Chanel left him to pursue her own happiness. She had to fight hard to get alimony from the man, but he finally settled out of court. Lola doesn’t talk to him at all and I’m glad. She doesn’t need that toxic energy. I’ll never forget the things she told me about him, not the least of which was the text he sent her on our wedding day. That he wanted her to get a prenuptial is laughable when I’d never leave my little bird and I know she wouldn’t leave me.

Sounds good. Looking forward to meeting him.




Yeah. He better not be a dud.




If he is, he won’t last.




Def not! Be home soon [image: red heart][image: smiling face with horns]




I chuckle right as I notice the progress bar on my computer reaches 100%, so I double click the file. I see the accounts across my businesses, years since acquired, and growth, but I sum the total instead of assessing each one individually. And that’s when I get the shock of my damn life.

Holy shit. Since I created the Senior Market Analyst position for Lola at Caldwell and Grant two years ago, we've exceeded our quarterly and annual goals. The profits from this growth alone could allow me to retire—hell, me and Lola both—though I have no intention of doing so yet. And I know she doesn’t want to.

A laugh bellows out of me, deep and rough and filled with fucking joy. I know exactly what to do with half the profits. Lola and I have already discussed it and she’s on board.

I immediately open my email and find my contact person at the organization to which I’ve been donating for ten plus years. They help homeless and displaced families by providing housing, employment services, and clothing and toys for the children. I type up a quick email letting her know we will double our contribution this year. It feels good to do something beneficial with this money. Lola and I already have everything we need, and she confessed on our honeymoon that she wanted to help those less fortunate. It's one of the many things I love about her.

This calls for a celebration. Lola will be home soon, and she's cooked most nights this week. Tonight, I'm taking her out.

I shut down my computer and make my way to the master suite. But before leaving the office, I pass the oversized leather sofa where Lola once sat naked, her youthful skin glowing and cheeks blooming pink as she sucked my cock like a damn pro. I remember how concerned she was about ruining the leather from her drenched pussy. But none of that mattered to me. Even now, as I see the dark spot her desire left behind, I get hard, knowing that nothing has changed. We’re still highly driven by the lust we have for one another. Only now, our bond, as well as our love, has grown deeper.

“Reminiscing, are we?”

Lola’s voice catches me off guard. I turn to see her standing in the doorway, looking devastatingly sexy, wearing slacks and a black vest over a puffy white blouse. Even when dressed professionally, she drives me wild with need.

“I was just recalling the first night you were here, and how I demolished that sweet pussy of yours.”

She strolls across the room, biting her lower lip as her eyes flick down towards my waist. “Looks like it’s a rather fond recollection.”

“Oh, it is.” My dick twitches against the tightness of my zipper, and when Lola glides her hands up my chest and looks at me with those angelic, blue eyes, heat rolls over my body in waves.

“It’s a pretty fond memory for me as well. I don’t think I ever told you, but I fell hard for you that night.”

I pull her body to mine and cup her ass. “Likewise, baby. Love at first sight brought us together, but the connection we shared that following week sealed the deal.”

She smiles then pushes up on her tiptoes to kiss me. Her tongue darts past my lips, and it sets me on fire. I give her ass a squeeze and she lets out a playful moan.

“Not to change the subject,” she murmurs, “but what do you want for dinner? I could throw together a quick risotto with some scallops. Or we could play first?” Her voice turns smoky as her hand wanders to my erection.

I let out an uncontrollable growl, knowing I need to clamp down on my inner beast to share the good news. “There will be no cooking tonight in this house. I’m taking you out.”

Her brow flicks up in curiosity, so I tell her the good news about the spreadsheet Carter sent.

She flashes an unsurprised look, then smiles before throwing her arms around my neck.

“You did it, and I’m not at all surprised. You found and basically resuscitated a dying company. If I had known how bad things were back then⁠—”

“Wait,” I interrupt, holding her face delicately in my hands. “We did it. Together. You and me. I couldn’t have done it without you, Lola. You know that.”

A humble smile stretches at her lips. “I appreciate you saying that. I have worked hard, so it feels good that you’ve noticed.”

“I always want you to feel noticed, baby. You deserve it. You deserve every beautiful thing. Now, let’s get changed and go celebrate this win.”

“Where are we going?” she asks.

“You’ll see.”

Lola clicks her tongue and shakes her head. She knows I like to surprise her. I enjoy the look on her face when she figures it out. Such sweet innocence, purity, and excitement still exist in my beautiful wife, and I never want that to fade.

Less than an hour later, we're at the Wharf Café, seated at the same table in the private room where we met two years ago. The window next to us, curtains open, gives us a view of the dock where yachts are coming into port. Lights sparkle on boats out at sea.

"It's our first time back," Lola says, dunking her spoon into a bowl of She Crab Bisque. "Why this table tonight?"

I look into her pretty blue eyes, not really expecting the question, or knowing the answer. “I suppose I’m feeling nostalgic. And appreciative. I wanted to revisit the memory with you. Remember all those little details of the night we first met.”

Lola quirks a brow. “Is there something going on, Drake?”

“No. Why would you think something is going on?”

She reaches across the table and puts her hand on mine. “Because. You’re usually fired up about stripping me naked the second I get home from work. But tonight, you’ve been awfully, I don’t know. Sentimental.”

I nod. She’s right. “Is that a bad thing?”

“No.” Her lips twist into a genuine smile and she squeezes my hand. “I like it. But our anniversary isn’t for another three weeks. Reminds me of why I love you so much. You’re deeper than you let on. And you let me see those depths.”

“Well, for the record, I did want to do perverse things to you the second you got home,” I confess, pulling her hand to my lips so I can kiss each knuckle. “But I don’t want to wait for an anniversary to make sure you’re cherished outside of the bedroom.”

Her eyes sparkle as she listens, and it makes my heart swell.

“Plus, I thought it would be nice to come back here and celebrate the growth of our company and what made it possible. The night we met, right here in this room, was the night I won the lottery, baby girl.”

“Says the man who was already a billionaire,” she chirps, grinning larger than life.

“You’re damn right. And I’d have given it all away if it meant keeping you. You’re worth more than all the money in the bank.”

Those aren’t just words, it’s the truth. I’d sell all my real estate and step away from my businesses if I had to choose between her and money, or even success.

“I know you would, Drake. Just hearing you say that makes me so horny for you.” She laughs softly, but I know she’s being serious.

My dick throbs, and I shake my head. “Careful, little girl. You’re going to make this old granddaddy hard as a rock.”

Lola reaches under the table and squeezes my thigh. “Good. I want that Granddaddy dick as soon as we get home.”

A growl rumbles up my throat as Lola’s hand navigates to my erection, and fuck, it’s already steely hard. The waitstaff has already brought all our food, but I don't want to take any chances.

“You won’t have to wait till we get home. Go lock the door.”

Lola smoothly rises from the table, and I keep my eyes on her ass as she walks across the room. She twists the lock on the door, ensuring no one will interrupt us in our private suite.

I unzip my pants and tug out my cock, feeling the weight of my balls grow heavier. I’ve already been fighting the urge to jerk off all day, something that’s normal for me, but now, I can let it all out. Fill up my baby girl with all my seed.

When Lola returns, she sits back down and dips her spoon in the bisque, casually acting as if everything is normal.

She’s waiting for instructions from me.

I stroke my length, feeling like I might come just watching her lips pucker out to suck the creamy soup.

“Feel how hard I am for you, baby girl.”

I feel her hand glide across my thigh, slow and torturous. But then her soft fingers wrap around my hard-on, and a pulse of pre-cum dribbles from the tip.

Lola homes in on it like she has a pre-cum radar, swirling her thumb along the tip and smearing it around.

“Mmm, baby … that feels good.”

So good, it makes my cock throb painfully.

I rut my hips up slightly, and she tightens her grip before pumping her fist up and down. I release a breathy exhale as more pre-cum pulses out and drips down the underside of my cock. Lola catches it with her fingers, and the result is a wet squelching sound as she hand-jobs me under the table.

A groan escapes my throat, and my body grows tight as I fight an orgasm. My eyes flick to the side, watching Lola’s cheeks turn pink as she stares at me with all the lust I could ever ask for.

I reach over and pull down the top of her dress, and her pert but full tits spill out, nipples looking like little dallops of hard red candy begging for my tongue.

She leans back in the seat and juts out her chest, right as she expertly slicks her tight fist all the way to the base of my shaft.

“You like my tits, Granddaddy?”

The visual mixed with her words, and her touch, is too much to fight. Heat floods my veins, liquid lightning coursing through the length of my body.

“Oh fuck yes … you know I do,” I grunt, giving my hips a thrust as I let loose. My balls heave and my cock spasms in her grip. And somehow, she catches every drop, smearing it around my girth as she finishes jacking me off.

I can’t help but notice her nipples tighten even harder, and my mouth starts watering just thinking about what I want to do next.

“You’re still hard,” she purrs, squelching her fist along my length.

“Of course I am. I haven’t fucked you yet.”

She bites her lip, and my inner beast takes over.

“How wet is your pussy, little girl?”

“Soaking,” she whispers.

“Stand up. Let me see.”

She obeys, pushing her chair away from the table and turning to face me.

I glide my hand up her inner thigh, feeling the heat of her desire hit my flesh before I’m halfway up.

God, she’s perfect.

Parting her legs, Lola gives me free access to her womanhood. And when I cup my hand over her pussy, I notice the lack of panties and the slickness of her lips.

My cock jolts.

I flick my eyes up and keep a watch on her face as I slide a finger inside her. And instantly, I feel her walls squeeze in response as she lets out a heavy breath.

God, I need to taste her. Now.

After pushing my chair back, I shove the plates aside to make room and grip Lola’s tight skirt, shoving it up her curvy hips. She lets out a gasp when I pick her up and lay her down on the smooth table top, spreading her legs as wide as I can.

“This is the only meal I need tonight, baby girl,” I growl.

Her teeth sink into her lower lip as she shifts her hands behind her head, holding it up so she can keep her eyes fixated on me.

“I hope you enjoy the meal. I know I’ll enjoy watching you eat.”

My cock thrums as I tug her down slightly, until her ass is flush with the edge of the table. Heat invades my entire body. I’m starved for this girl. Have been my whole life. It doesn’t seem to matter how many times we have sex. Every time feels new. Different.

Like the first time.

I lean down and take in her scent while pushing my middle finger inside her entrance. She lets out a feminine moan as her juices coat my finger. Trailing a row of kisses along her thigh, I feel my cock twitch a few times as my balls refill with another load. Fuck. This is what she does to me.

Pumping my finger in and out of her pussy, I drag my tongue over the smooth flesh of her thigh, then over her freshly shaved pussy lips, feeling her body quiver.

My tongue moves in soft circles around her swollen and slick labia, and I get to taste her desire … warm, thick, and sweet for her husband.

“Oh god … please,” she begs.

It undoes me, hearing her beg me to eat her out. It’s my one weakness. Okay, one of many when it comes to Lola.

I cave and drag the tip of my tongue over her sensitive clit, but I do it so incredibly slowly that I feel it bounce softly against my tease.

I hear the air leave her lungs and avert my eyes to find her back is arched, her nipples pointing up to the ceiling like razor sharp buds. When her walls squeeze deathly tight around my finger, I can’t help but release a low growl.

Lola has become so sensitive that she comes almost immediately now. All it takes is a few licks to send her rocketing, and tonight is no exception.

I flick her bean with lightning speed, pumping my hand up and down to finger fuck her into oblivion. It sends her body into a trembling, shaking orgasm, her hands twisting in my hair as she fucks her pussy against my face and cries out in pleasure.

I normally like to keep tormenting her after she comes, keeping my tongue working her into a frenzy until she begs me to stop. But I’m feeling selfish tonight and need to be inside of her.

While her thighs are still shaking, I stand upright and grip her hips before sliding my hard-as-steel length inside of her. A growl tumbles from my chest as her tight pussy engulfs me like a warm, wet, silken glove.

“Damn, baby,” I grit out, feeling my balls immediately swell with cum.

Lola whimpers, and I start to fold my body over hers, but instead I scoop her youthful body into my arms and lift her, my dick still buried deep inside her womb, and she melds against my body, hooking her feet behind my waist.

She looks me in the eyes, then presses her lips to mine, and I start grinding my hips. And with my lengthy cock so deep inside of her, I feel her cervix massage my cockhead.

Fuck, it’s insane.

I start rutting faster, and Lola whimpers. But then she surprises me by bouncing up and down, her soft thighs clamping around my waist as she works her sexy little hips in a motion that sends me spiraling.

I can’t hold back, and I know Lola has another orgasm threating to take over.

“Come on my cock, baby girl … right now,” I command.

That’s all it takes. Her hips jerk, and when I give her hair a gentle tug, her eyes roll to the back of her head as her orgasm convulses around my girth.

The sight of her breaking, and the way she squeezes me so tight, sends me toppling. A second climax rips through me, and every jolt of my cock sends a rope of spend inside my girl.

I hold her tight, her front pressed against mine as we both come down from our orgasms. Eventually, I spill from between her legs, and her feet fall to the floor.

I cup her face and gently kiss her lips, so many emotions running through me. Lola's arms wrap around my waist, and she nuzzles against my chest.

“That was unexpected,” she murmurs.

“So were you, little bird.”

She peers up at me, so much innocence in her soft blue eyes. Innocence and curiosity.

“You were definitely unexpected,” she says. “I wasn't even looking when you came into my life.”

“They say that's when the best things happen.”

“This is true.” Lola laughs softly and steps back to rearrange her dress, and I do the same, tucking my cock back inside my pants, knowing we’ll probably have another go-round later tonight.

“I guess we should finish our dinner. It's going to be a while before we can leave.”

“What do you mean?” Lola asks, a curious tone to her voice.

I gesture at my crotch, and her eyes widen. “Ohhhh, did I do that?”

“Yes, you did that. But I take all the blame.” I chuckle, then walk across the room to unlock the door.

“How about you take the credit instead of the blame?”

“That sounds like a fair deal.”

Lola and I finish eating, discussing our wins and accomplishments over the last two years. Afterwards, the waitstaff clears our table, and we step outside on the private deck that overlooks the ocean.

Standing behind Lola, I wrap my arms around her and pull her close to me as a warm ocean breeze whips around us. We’re enjoying the silence for a while when a subject that seems to be a recurring theme comes up once again.

“Are you still okay with waiting to have children?” Lola asks, somewhat sheepishly.

“Of course, baby girl. You know I want you to be happy. And if you decide you never want kids, I'd be okay with that, too.”

She relaxes in my arms and remains quiet for a moment. Just when I think she’s moved on, she speaks from the heart.

“I think I’ll want to be a mother someday. But right now, I'm having too much fun with you. And my position at Caldwell and Grant keeps me so busy, and … that’s what fulfills me.”

“There's no shame in that, baby. Do what you love, and don't let society pressure you into doing something you're not ready for or really want. You know I'll support your decision either way.”

“This is why I love you so much. I feel like I can tell you anything, and there's never any judgment or pressure.”

“You can tell me anything, sweetheart. Remember what you wrote in your application?”

Lola turns to face me, and I see the sunset reflected in her pretty eyes. “I said I wanted a partner to share the throne with.” She flicks her eyes to the side for a moment, as if deep in thought. “And someone who saw me as an equal but treated me like his most prized possession. You do all that, Drake.”

“You tick all my boxes, too, baby girl. You did back then, and you still do. We make a great team, you and I.”

“I'm your queen, and you're my king.”

“Damn straight. And we rule our empire side by side. In business and in life, you're my equal. Always will be. But I will always protect you fiercely and make sure you have everything you want and need.”

Lola smiles and clutches me in a tight hug. I don't tell her this, but I think she knows that I would put her needs above mine any and every day. Because she is my girl. My perfect submissive little bird.

I draw back and hook her chin with my fingers, then crush her lips in a kiss that is both a claiming and a promise.

A promise to always put her first. And to me, that’s worth more than anything I could ever hope for.


Also by Daisy Luke

~The End

Thank you so much for reading The Silver Fox Billionaire Games!

Be sure to follow me on Amazon to be notified about new releases.
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