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Author Note


**Mature content contained in this series: age gap, role-playing, naughty kinks, & spice. Happy ever after guaranteed, no cheating. Books must be read in order.


Book 1




Book 1 Description

When I see the ad online for The Silver Fox Billionaire Games, I almost laugh. But there's something about this older, silver-haired fox that draws me in.
I have been awfully lonely, and with my career path on the right trajectory, the only thing missing is ... the right man.
But is this guy the right one for me? I need a virile man. One who's insatiable. And Mr. Stone is so much older than what I normally go for.
Not to mention far wealthier than I can imagine.
I guess there's only one way to find out if we're a good match. I just hope I won't regret filling out the application.



Chapter 1


Lola



Islide the key into my lock and enter my apartment. When the door swings open into silence, I’m reminded of just how empty my apartment is.

And my life.

Dropping my briefcase and purse onto the couch, I walk towards the kitchen, my heels clacking on the tile floor. Kicking them off, the coolness feels good against my toes. I let out a long, slow breath, feeling the stress of a 12-hour workday leave my body and my lungs.

The city lights glitter beyond the windows, and in that sprawling sea of lights, I’m reminded of how many people are out there living their lives, loving each other, and fighting for things that matter.

What am I fighting for? Endless workdays in the hopes of reaching a six-figure salary while also finding the man of my dreams?

Every day, I edge closer to believing I’m doomed to a life of solitude and going broke as everything becomes more expensive. Sure, if I keep pushing hard enough, I may crash through that glass ceiling. But nothing is guaranteed.

As I make a cup of tea, I know most 20-year-olds aren’t having thoughts like these. Some people tell me I need to chill, that I’ll meet someone someday. I’m still young and have plenty of time. Besides, I’m lucky to have had the career opportunities I’ve had at such a young age.

But I know what I want, and I want it now. My loneliness has been a daily ache in my chest, and I’m tired of it.

I think about my last date, just as boring and a total flop as the dozen before him. He was a 25-year-old finance “bro” who spent the entirety of our date mansplaining my own major to me, then got super pissed when I didn’t offer to split the check.

What can I say? Yes, I make decent money, but I want a man with old-fashioned values who won’t see my success as a reason not to treat me.

And yes, I want to work, to feel like I’m contributing something to this world. But at the end of the day, I want to come home and have my partner ask me where I want to go for dinner or take our next luxurious vacation, then devour me from head to toe like the goddess I am. Afterwards, I’ll devour him as well, making him feel just as much the man he is with everything in me.

I don’t think that’s asking too much.

After grabbing a premade salad from the fridge, I carry it to the sofa and eat on my coffee table, opening my phone to social media. It’s just a way to kill time until I shower off the day’s grime and settle under the covers with a good book.

I spend a few minutes swiping through the posts on autopilot, liking a family’s picture, sharing a landscape photo my cousin shared, and reading a sponsored post for a miracle cream that promises to stop aging in its tracks. But then a video catches my eye.

It auto-plays, showing an aerial view of a yacht cutting through the ocean. Normally, I would scroll right past, despite being a water sign and loving the beach. But the video suddenly cuts to the boat’s deck.

As the yacht slows and bobs on the water’s surface, a man who’s dressed to the nines stands tall and confident, looking out over the hull with a contemplative stare.

Dramatic yet emotional music plays in the background, and a voice begins to narrate.

“Are you tired of men who play games with your heart? Who are nothing but fluff? Are you ready for real men, with real money? Because they’re looking for you: real, mature women with nothing but a heart of gold.”

The scene shifts to multiple shots: private jets, exotic beaches, exquisite dinners on balconies along the Seine, all showing happy couples.

But then it’s back to the original man, and my jaw drops as he slowly shifts his gaze, looking directly into the camera. Oh my god. With silver hair and a neatly trimmed salt-and-pepper beard, he’s … gorgeous.

“The Silver Fox Billionaire Games feature select men over fifty and thriving but still looking for their final acquisition: a partner for life. Are you a mature woman looking for the same? If so, click the link below, and you’ll be swept away to an applicant page. May the best woman win …”

My heart thumps against my ribs. This is clearly some application for a trashy reality show. I don’t do those. Don’t watch them and have no interest in appearing in one.

And yet … here I am, clicking the link.

I have no clue what to expect, other than invasive personal questions that will take up the next hour of my life. But the application itself is surprisingly short.

Of course, there are a few terms and conditions, mostly informing me that all electronic communications are moderated, and if I am chosen as a contestant, I need to be available to meet with the bachelor at a moment’s notice, yada yada yada.

After skimming over everything, I’m asked to provide an email address, my first name, and my age. This one makes me take pause.

They’re looking for mature women, which is code for ‘middle-aged.’ I’m not even close to being middle-aged, but I am mature for my age. That should count for something.

Next, I’m asked about my education level and have to answer one simple question.

What do I want in a relationship?

Ironically, that last one is the easiest. I start typing my response.

I want a partner, a real man. Not a boy I have to build up. I want someone who has already conquered the world, yet wants to take on even more with his queen, who sits next to him on the throne. I want a relationship with a man who won’t flinch when I share my ten-year plan, who sees me as an equal but treats me like I’m his most prized possession. I will return the sentiment to the man who steals my heart.

Without overthinking, I check a little box, then press “send” on the application, suddenly having second thoughts about what I said.

It comes off as insulting, now that I think about it. Almost … jaded. I don’t want to think of myself as jaded, but maybe I am.

And yet I believe that I typed up those words because that’s how I truly feel. I am a real woman, and damn it, I want a real man.

Who am I kidding, anyway? My application will be lost in a sea of applications from other women who are older, wiser, more educated, less demanding, and undoubtedly wired to catch the eye of that gorgeous 50-something-year-old billionaire who caught my eye.

But somewhere between finishing my salad and heading to the kitchen to clean up, my phone sounds an alert. It’s an email from Sally at the Silver Fox Billionaire Games.

My breath catches as I open the email and read what it says:

Congratulations, Lola. You’re in the running! You’ll have the opportunity to meet with your eligible bachelor tomorrow at the Wharf Café, 7 PM. Please let the hostess know you’re there to meet Drake, and they’ll take care of the rest. Enjoy your evening, and best of luck!

Oh my god. Is it really that easy?

I let out a small laugh, feeling a glimmer of hope.

Let the games begin.


Chapter 2


Drake



The second I read Lola’s response to what she wants in a relationship, I knew I wanted to meet her. She’s the youngest applicant I’ve had, and originally I wanted someone closer to my age. Yet I’m more intrigued with her than any other woman I’ve spent time with.

I’ve met too many who want me just for my money. They don’t see me as a man to partner with and share “ten-year plans,” but rather someone who will line their wallets and expand their wardrobes while they rake away at my self-esteem.

I wouldn’t mind having someone younger who wants to be pampered. In fact, I enjoy pampering. But I need to feel valued and appreciated too.

As I look out over the water in the private dining room of The Wharf Café, I think about my decision to join the Silver Fox Billionaire Games. I knew I’d be putting myself out there, making myself vulnerable. But I’m following my gut with this one. And if Lola isn’t the one, well, there are plenty of other applicants.

“Mr. Stone? Lola is here to see you.”

I turn to Janet—one of the hostesses— and the moment she clears a path for my guest, I rise from my chair and adjust my tie.

When Lola enters, her eyes flick up, taking in my 6-foot 3-inch height, no doubt. At the sight of her, I am stunned and absolutely speechless.

Drawing in a deep breath, I swiftly move my gaze over her body from head to toe. She’s also tall, wearing a gorgeous dress with sparkling silver sequins, tight around her sexy curves, and stopping mid-thigh. With a modest-sized chest and ample, flared hips, she’s just my type.

Her heels match the dress, and her blond hair flows down over her shoulders in soft waves. Her eyes are as blue as the sky in fall, and … everything about her makes my heart race.

“Lola, it’s lovely to meet you. Come in.”

Janet closes the door, and Lola takes several confident strides in my direction before extending a hand. “Lovely to meet you as well, Mr. Stone.”

“Please, call me Drake.”

I take her hand in mine and pull it to my lips, giving her a soft, fleeting kiss.

“Thank you, Drake.” Her cheeks blush, and she bites her lower lip.

I pull out her chair, and she presses her dress down over her ass before sitting.

My cock fills with blood, and I tell myself to keep my thoughts G-rated. I can’t jump the gun with this girl. I will not allow my dick to make any decisions on this matter. I’m looking for my soulmate, not someone who’s fun in bed.

Even though I want and need someone fun in bed.

Fuck.

Focus, Drake.

I clear my throat and do my best to forget the heat gathering between my legs. “So, Lola. Tell me a little about yourself.”

“What would you like to know, Drake? I’m an open book.” She smiles, those stunning eyes of hers sparkling under the lights of the chandelier.

“Let’s start with what you do for a living?”

“Well, I’m somewhat new to the professional world as I graduated this year with a degree in business administration and a minor in finance.”

“According to your application, you’re twenty. You already have a college degree?” I ask, trying to hide the doubt creeping into my voice.

Lola twists her face as if humbled. “I went through early college in high school and advanced through my classes at a fast pace. I was lucky enough to be awarded an internship at a finance consulting firm—Caldwell and Grant Investments—where I now work as an assistant to one of the senior partners.”

I lean back in my seat, momentarily stunned. “Wow. I’m impressed. I’m 60 years old, and I’ve not met too many women with that sort of ambition. Much less at your age.”

Lola shrugs and pinches back a smile. “It’s a lot of spreadsheets and late nights, but I love it.”

“Interesting. You’re not looking to scale back your hours? Or maybe … quit?”

“Quit?” she asks, her brow wrinkling. “Not at all. If anything, I want to be running the company as CEO one day.”

Heat radiates through my chest and spreads downward. I’m so turned on by her drive and ambition. I want to learn more. “And what do you like to do in your free time?”

She shifts in her chair, loosening her dress and revealing the tight cleavage of her bust. “When I have free time, which isn’t very often, I like to read, and I occasionally cook. Actually, I’m a bit of a foodie. On the weekends, I like to hunt down recipes of varying cuisines and put my own spin on them.”

“I’m a bit of a foodie myself, but I enjoy the eating part. Not the cooking part.” My mouth stretches into a grin.

“I’m growing a bit tired of only cooking for myself. Sounds like we’d make a great team.”

“Hmm, sure sounds like it.” I immediately imagine her in my kitchen, her tits and ass and all those luscious curves on display for me as she preps a meal. Fuck.

“And what would you like to do, if you had more time, Lola? What are some of your dreams outside of work and cooking?” I know there’s so much more to Lola than she’s letting on.

I want to get inside her head. Maybe her heart.

Definitely that skirt and between her legs.

“That’s a good question. I want to do all the things, but with a partner. It doesn’t matter what we do, as long as we do them together.”

“I feel the same way.” Sparks ignite in my chest. I want this girl, more than I expected.

Right as I’m about to reach across the table for her hand, the waitress brings out our food, starting with calamari, Lobster Bisque, several salads, and Wagyu steaks.

“You ordered for me already?” she asks, her voice soft and submissive.

“I did. I hope that’s okay. If it’s not to your liking or you have allergies, I can send it back.”

“No,” Lola answers, touching my hand with a message of promises to come. “I love a man who automatically knows what I want.”

My cock twists inside my pants as it turns to steel. “Hmm, I guess I got lucky, then.”

“And by the way …” She leans forward and bites her lip seductively before murmuring, “there’s nothing I don’t like, except a weak man.”

I suppress the growl that’s fighting to come up my throat. “The only weakness I have is wanting to please a strong woman like yourself,” I grit out, holding her gaze.

Holding back a smile, Lola licks her lips, pulls her hand away, and glances at her food.

“I wasn’t all that hungry until I came here. Now, with all this delicious food, I’m famished. I get the feeling you could coax a lot of interesting things from me, Drake.”

“Likewise.” As my cock twitches angrily, I slowly stir the bisque, watching as Lola places her napkin in her lap and cuts her steak with neat precision. She conducts herself with the manners of a woman who was raised in a country club and spends every moment refining everything she does.

I mean, my god, she takes my breath away. I fucking want her.

Forcing myself to snap back to the task at hand, I spend the remainder of our dinner talking with Lola, probing more into her education and dating history. It sounds like she’s always been motivated to succeed, and most of her dates have been duds.

And then, she quietly asks about me. As in … what am I looking for? What do I want? Something that has been rare for me lately. Most women I’ve dated have only asked questions geared to satisfy their curiosity about what I can do for them. But I can tell that Lola genuinely wants to get to know me.

The only time I am stumped into silence is when Lola asks how I feel about the age difference. But it’s not her desire to know if it bothers me as much as the words that float from her sexy, bee-stung lips.

“As you know, I’m not the target age you were looking for. I’m younger, and I’m looking for a more … active bedroom life, if you understand what I’m saying.”

“Oh, I understand, Lola.”

“Good,” she smiles. “Because I’m active with my toys daily. And I need a real, virile man to satisfy my cravings. The other topics we’ve discussed make us a perfect match. Everything else is negotiable. So, what do you think?”

I swallow hard, her words like music to my ears as she leans back, keeping her eyes locked on mine.

Lola is confident, which I find damningly sexy. She needs someone equally confident. And virulent, which I fucking am.

I did not see this coming. I was totally prepared for something–someone–completely different. But the thing is … Lola is different. That’s what makes her so special.

I stand from my chair and move behind her. I then lean down, getting close to her ear and drawing in her sweet perfumed scent as I steal a glance at her tits underneath the front of her gown.

She twists her head slightly in my direction, a sexy little smirk playing on her face

“I think you and I need to get out of here and go somewhere private. That’s what I think.”

Without waiting for an answer, I pull her chair out and take her by the hand. When she stands, I can see her nipples poking at the front of her silver dress, and I feel a droplet leak from the tip of my shaft.

“I think that’s the wisest thing you’ve said all night, Drake. Lead the way, please.”


Chapter 3


Lola



Drake surprises me, taking me to his home that’s only two miles inland. He lives in a 200-year-old, 10-bedroom colonial-style home, nestled near a swamp and surrounded by live oaks covered in Spanish moss.

He doesn’t give me a tour, which is perfectly fine; we’ll have plenty of time for that later.

After excusing himself to freshen up, I glance around his study, impressed by the endless bookshelves, gigantic leather sofa, and desk large enough to seat a family of twelve. Not only is the man huge himself, but everything he owns is huge too.

Drake is 60: older than he looks by a long shot. But he’s everything I’ve been looking for and didn’t realize. I never could have predicted this night would go as it has. I figured we’d meet, and he either wouldn’t measure up to the video or he’d be a stuck-up, arrogant billionaire who spends his life on golf courses and Wall Street.

But Drake’s money comes from hard work. He definitely was not born with a silver spoon in his mouth. Plus, he donates half of his income to charitable organizations that benefit the less fortunate.

And he’s beyond sexy.

Drake is taller than life with salt-and-pepper hair, crow’s feet around his eyes showing wisdom and strength, and a body like a Greek god. Is there a more perfect man? I submit there is not.

I wander to the closest shelf, scanning his book collection. Seems he likes American history, science fiction, and … wow. He owns every single one of Anais Nin’s works.

I feel a heat settle between my legs, and my heart rate picks up as I imagine him thumbing through these pages. I pull Little Birds from the shelf and look at the cover.

“Have you read any of her books?”

I spin around and see him standing there, his jacket removed and tie loosened slightly. “Yes. Every single one. You?”

He smiles and nods, walking my way. “Every single one. Yet one more thing we have in common.”

“And what did you think?”

Drake gently takes the book from my grasp and flips it open, fanning the pages from front to back. “Thought-provoking. Erotic. And yet …” He slides the book back on the shelf, then plays with my hair as he looks into my eyes. “It’s nothing near as thought-provoking and erotic as you are.”

“Oh,” I whisper, feeling quite heady.

That ache between my legs grows more intense as he leans in and softly strokes my cheek.

“Would you like to be my little bird, Lola? One who flies as freely as she wishes, so long as she comes home to her silver-haired granddaddy every night?”

My nipples twist in beautiful agony at the mention of that word. God, do I have that kink?

“I think that could be arranged…” I barely manage to get the words out.

And just like that, his mouth is on mine, tongue gently probing past my lips with sensual fire.

I slide my palms up the front of his chest as his hands slide down my back, cupping my ass. He pulls me close, and I feel his cock thump against my tummy, forcing my pussy to throb with need.

Groaning, he slides the back of my dress upward, most assuredly discovering I’m wearing a pair of thongs.

“Oh fuck,” he grits out, moving his mouth to my neck where he nibbles and kisses me while drawing the tips of his fingers over the flesh of my ass.

“Drake,” I whimper, grinding against his erection.

“Yes, my little bird?”

“I want you to take my virginity. I want you to make me come.”

With a growl lodged in his throat, he looks at me with those smoky gray eyes. “Oh, baby … I’d be honored to have your virginity. And make you come so many times you’ll never want to leave.”

I already don’t want to leave, and we haven’t even consummated this relationship. But I won’t scare him away by admitting that truth. I’ll keep it tucked underneath my little bird hat for now.

Drake doesn’t ask what to do next. He simply moves and does what he wants.

Which coincides with what I want.

With rugged dominance, he tugs up my dress, lifting it over my head and leaving me standing before him naked as a little jailbird, save for my thong panties and stilettos.

“Damn, you are so beautiful, Lola. I can’t wait to taste you.”

The way he watches me with such desire brewing in those dark and stormy eyes has me shivering with anticipation. I always imagined myself as the aggressor in whatever relationship I chose to be in. But that’s because I’ve dated boys. Yes, they were grown men, but boys at heart who weren’t capable of allowing me to relax and be consumed.

And here Drake is, consuming me with a stare.

I can see how much he wants me, but when he slides his hands down my back and draws me near to kiss me once again, I can feel how much electric chemistry exists between us.

He palms the back of my thigh, bringing it up to his waist, so I lock it in place, the fabric of his shirt soft against my skin. “Let me see how wet you are for me, Lola.”

My breath hitches in my throat as he moves the crotch of my panties aside, then cups my freshly shaved mound, already dripping with need.

Oh god, how I need this man.

“Mmmm,” he groans, sliding a finger into my folds.

My clit twitches, already swelling with desire, and when he pushes a finger deep in my womb, then proceeds to massage my bundle of nerves with the meat of his palm, I nearly lose my sanity.

I start quaking and work my fingers through the hair at the nape of his neck.

He watches me with a look of urgency, but then my body falls back against the bookcase as he leans down and flicks his tongue against my left nipple.

“Oh, Drake,” I whimper.

Tingles shoot down my body as he moans, dragging his tongue back and forth between both my breasts, teasing my buds while slowly and deeply fingering my womb.

“Come for me, little bird,” he murmurs. “Show me how hot you are for your billionaire granddaddy. Show me how much you want to be my wife.”

My eyes roll back in my head as I topple over the edge. I grip his huge biceps and rock my hips back and forth, wave after wave of pleasure stealing all the air from my lungs.

“Mmm, good girl,” he says.

Drake returns to sucking my breasts. My entire body twitches violently, but it’s not just my body being overcome by what this man is doing.

I’m falling for him. Falling for the way he’s loving me right now, hoping I’ll become his wife after tonight.

How fucking wild is that?

With no warning, Drake is done, leaving me panting against the bookcase. He steps back, and my face and body are flushed with heat. That’s when I see his huge erection underneath his expensive designer pants.

While keeping all his focus on me, he unzips his pants and lets them fall to the floor, kicking them aside with his fancy brown leather shoes.

I gulp, watching his length bob up and down a couple of times before he holds it in his hands. Clear fluid beads at the tip, some of it dripping in a string.

“You see how hard I am for you, sweet one?”

I nod, panting as I tease my own breasts for him. He seems to like it, unbuttoning and removing his shirt.

God, his chest is dusted with gray hair and chiseled to perfection.

“Take off your panties and come sit down for me,” he grinds out, nodding at the couch as he loosens and removes his tie.

I peel my thongs down, stepping out of them as hastily as I can, then stroll over to the couch, feeling unsteady on my feet from all the lust coursing through me.

I sit on the cool leather, staying close to the edge, and I nearly slide back from how wet I am.

“I’m … pretty wet, Drake. I don’t want to ruin your couch.”

He stands before me, cock twitching as he cups the back of my head. “You think I care, sweetheart? Maybe I want that pussy of yours leaving a beautiful stain. Maybe I want my business associates to walk in here and sit where my little bird has left proof of our adventures.”

I gulp, feeling that urge intensify.

I love the way he’s talking to me, so honest and gritty. “Besides,” he continues, “I can always buy another couch. But I can’t recreate this moment with you. And I want it to be perfect. I want to experience everything with you, no matter how messy.”

“I want that too,” I answer, my nipples pricking with desire.

As he grips the root of his shaft, his hip twitches forward, almost uncontrollably. And I can’t help but notice how red and swollen his crown is.

“I’m glad to hear that,” he says, his voice full of testosterone and heat. “Now be a good girl and open your mouth.”


Chapter 4


Drake



Ican’t deny how much Lola turns me on. But I’d be lying if I said my heart wasn’t in imminent danger. She looks up at me with those pretty blue eyes, her blond curls resting sensually on her shoulders and her breasts sloped out, showing off hard little nipples that look like cherries.

She licks her lips before parting them, and I don’t have to move forward because she leans her whole body into it, wrapping her lips around my heat and making the tip of my shaft disappear inside the slick warmth of her mouth.

“Ahhhhhh ...” I growl and fist her hair, trying my damnedest to let her do her thing without rutting too hard or deep.

But I can’t seem to stop myself, pushing the back of her head further down and grinding deep.

Before long, her lips are halfway down my length, her face twisting as she lets out a gag.

“Oh shit, baby … I’m sorry,” I say, feeling like an inconsiderate ass.

But then she whimpers, shakes her head, and deep throats me once again.

I place my hands on my hips and let her go to town, my cock growing steelier by the second as she bobs her head back and forth, going deeper with each dive.

Her eyes flutter as she glances up at me, and I watch as her tongue slithers along the underside of my shaft.

“Baby …” I growl, feeling my balls grow painfully heavy with seed.

I think she wants it, but I won’t finish in her mouth this early in the game. She’s far too precious to ruin just yet. So I tug myself loose, softly caressing her throat and feeling it bob as she swallows her saliva.

“What’s the matter?” she asks.

I lean down and kiss her, letting my tongue flit back and forth with hers. And then I kneel on the floor in front of her. “Nothing is the matter. I just want to taste you again.”

She smiles, cheeks rosy and bright, and I lift her legs, set them over my shoulders, and bury my face between her gash.

“Oh … okay …” she whispers, opening her thighs and leaning back.

I fondle her breasts as she lifts her ass off the couch, forcing her femininity to open before me like a flower.

I tease her nipples with my fingers, then slather my tongue over her smooth, feminine lips, tasting the musky yet sweet evidence of the lust she has for this old man with a wild and dirty kink that was just discovered tonight.

I flick her bean, then trail my fingers down her soft tummy, stopping to cup her ass and hold her up to devour her the way I want.

God, she tastes delicious. My heart is thumping like mad, the desire to make love to her and make her my wife overwhelming.

“Ohhhh yeahhhhh,” she purrs, huffing out a few short breaths as I lick and suckle her swollen bundle of nerves. “Drake … you make me feel so good …”

She’s egging me on in the best of ways.

I groan against her folds, eager to feel her come once more. And knowing just how I want to make that happen.

With my erection bobbing painfully between my legs, I don’t even care about climaxing myself right now, though I get the feeling it will happen, hands-free.

I slide my middle finger into her opening, and her walls immediately clamp down around my digit.

Tugging her clitoris past my lips, I flick it feather-light with the tip of my tongue and enjoy the way her body shudders violently.

Liquid love flows from her opening as her contractions come in waves. I curl my finger upward, massaging that knot of tissue while suckling her pearl.

“Oh god … Drake … I’m coming,” she whimpers.

And with those words, my length spasms uncontrollably, and I empty my spend on the floor between my knees. My balls heave with each rope that shoots out, and all I can do is growl and huff right along with my Lola.

My heart pounds wildly in my chest as I swirl my tongue all over her folds, making sure I catch every drop of her deliciousness with my mouth.

Once her body calms and her breathing subsides, I climb up on the leather surface, pulling her into the little spoon position in front of me.

She wiggles closer, nuzzling her back to my front, and laces her fingers with mine. We lay still for a few moments, allowing our breathing and our hearts to return to a normal rhythm.

“How are you feeling?” I ask, kissing her shoulder.

“I feel good. But … I’m a little confused.”

“What are you confused about, sweetheart?”

Rolling over, Lola faces me. Her eyes search mine, and I softly brush some hair out of the way.

“I thought you were going to, you know, stamp my V-card.” She says it with a smirk, and I can’t help but smile.

“Oh, don’t worry. I will. I just want to take my time with you. Discover what makes you tick both in and out of the bedroom.”

“I think you’re on the right track,” she says, brushing her finger through my beard.

“I think so, too. And I’d like to stay the course, if you’re in this for the long haul.”

“Drake.” Her tone turns serious. “I’ve never let a man do to me the things you just did. I have no notches on my bedpost.”

“Mmm,” I murmur, giving her a soft kiss. “My good little bird, waiting for the right man. You’re going to make me fall for you, Lola.”

“Same here,” she replies with such honesty. “I’ve finally found a real man with virtue. With hopes and dreams similar to mine. And with an apparent sex drive that might match mine as well. I’m most certainly in this for the long haul.”

I cup her full ass and pull her closer to me. “I’m glad to hear that. You’re just the kind of strong, independent woman I’ve been searching for. And yet … there’s this innocence about you. An innocence I want to slowly explore before I stamp your V-card, as you so eloquently put it.”

“I’m nothing if not eloquent,” she laughs. “And for what it’s worth, I love that you want to take your time with me. I’m pretty bossy outside of the bedroom. But here … I think I like you being the boss.”

“Mmm, damn, baby. That turns me on.”

“I like turning you on.” Lola tosses her arm over my shoulder, and we lie there and kiss for several long moments, our tongues eagerly dancing with one another in a way that makes me grow hard once more.

This won’t be easy, keeping her innocence intact until I make her my wife, but I don’t want to ask for her hand just yet because I don’t want to scare her away.

I also don’t yet want to profess all the kinky things swarming through my dirty mind. It’s too much, too soon. So I’ll make sure it’s what she wants, and I’ll wait until the moment is right before sliding a fat diamond on her pretty finger.

I pull the blanket resting on the back of the sofa over us and revel in the feel of her skin against mine.

“What do you think about spending the night here?” I ask, feeling her out.

She angles her gaze up at me. “I was hoping you’d ask.”

“It’s settled then.” I pull her head to my chest. “Tomorrow, we’ll have breakfast and watch the sun come up over the marsh.”

“Careful,” she says, snuggling closer. “You’re going to make it so that I never want to leave.”

I chuckle. “If you think that scares me, baby girl, you couldn’t be more wrong.”

This time, when she looks into my eyes, I see something there. I believe it’s evidence of a deep and abiding love. But time will tell. I know what I want, and she’s lying right here in my arms.

I only hope Lola doesn’t change her mind about me.


Book 2




Book 2 Description

When Drake calls and says he wants to role-play some forbidden fantasies with me, I don't quite know how to react. Like, just how forbidden are we talking here?
Little do I know ... I'm about to find out just how much fun this man can be. Only problem is the way he acts afterwards.
And I have to wonder ... have I just tossed my heart into a meat grinder by falling way too fast for this silver-haired billionaire?



Chapter 1


Lola



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, you're here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2


Drake



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello, beautiful.”

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

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

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

“Why three cups of coffee?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean … like role-playing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like that.”

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

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

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

“Wait. Don’t you need my address?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Holy.

Fucking.

Shit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulp. “I can see why.”

“You can? Please, enlighten me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’d love that. Thank you.”

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

Fuck, is she getting wet?

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

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

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

“Did he?”

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

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

“And why were you late, Lola?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3


Lola



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He won’t.”

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

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

“Raise your arms.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmmm, perfect,” he groans.

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

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

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

Smiling, I look up at him and nod.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh god … Draaaaaake …”

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

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

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

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

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

“That was fun,” he says.

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

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

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

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

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

Why am I suddenly feeling intimidated by him?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry, baby, I have to get this.”

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

“Yes?”

A pause.

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

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

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

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

“You have to go to the office?”

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

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

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

Of our what? I want to ask.

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

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

“Do you need a ride to the airport?”

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

He has a penthouse?

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

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

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

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


Book 3




Book 3 Description

While Drake is out of town, the career I once loved is turning into a nightmare. Misogynistic boss, backstabbing coworker, and a promotion I should have locked down. It feels like things couldn’t get worse.

But then Drake returns, worshiping my body like a pro and saying "trust me" with that dark, knowing look in his eyes. I should run. Something big is about to happen.

Then I find out what.

Drake walks into the firm where I work, acting like he owns the place, and the look Karina gives him makes me see red. Suddenly, I’m not just fighting for my career. I’m fighting for my man.

This is a fight I won't lose.


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.


Book 4




Book 4 Description

After my world gets turned completely upside down, I'm trying to prove myself. But Drake and Karina, the slutty snake from hell, are making it impossible.

He's got secrets, and I'm not having it. I'm done being pushed around, so I march right up to him in a public place, ready for the confrontation.

Only he's not having my defiance. Drake decides I need a hands-on lesson, one that leaves my bare bottom burning and other forbidden parts aching.

Let's just say I learn my place, though not in the way he intended. And there’s one more big surprise waiting in the wings.


Chapter 1


Drake



As soon as I dismiss everyone from the meeting, several people stay behind to shake my hand and welcome me aboard. I know some of them are classic brown nosers, but the one person I want special time with, Lola, disappears from the boardroom so fast I can't help but wonder what's wrong.

Is she upset with me for keeping this a secret? Or could she possibly be unnerved that I'm suddenly her boss?

Unfortunately, I don't have time to address it right now because Joseph, one of the partners, wants me in his office to talk over some concerns.

Fuck.

Feeling aggravated as hell but hiding it as usual, I follow him down the hallway, passing by Lola's office. Her door is closed, so I can't even make eye contact with her to gauge what's going on, how she’s feeling.

On the other side of the hallway is Karina's office. She, on the other hand, has her door wide open and looks up at me as I walk by, flashing a solicitous smile. I give a quick nod, wondering how I'm going to handle this situation. Because it's clearly a situation that needs to be handled.

Once inside Joseph's office he closes the door and wastes no time pulling up a collection of spreadsheets, showing me what the numbers have looked like this year. The spikes and dips I’ve already become intimately familiar with.

After relaying that to him and letting him know how I plan to handle the dips and boost the peaks, he seems placated. Afterwards, we spend about 20 minutes shooting the shit and he asks me point blank where I plan to take the company over the next five years.

I tell him that I will aim for a 20% growth each year, as I strive for with all my companies. He seems content with that answer, so I excuse myself and head to my new office while I think about what to do with Karina and Lola.

Karina was extremely flirtatious with me when we were alone in Justin's old office this morning. Several years ago, I would have gotten hard as a rock. But my tastes have changed. And fuck.

I want Lola, and only Lola.

It took me by surprise, my body’s lack of response to Karina’s advances. And while her behavior didn't exactly cross a line, I haven't had a chance to assess her abilities, so I don't want to lay her off or fire her. I sure as hell don’t need a damn lawsuit on my hands.

However, I know that she is a source of contention for Lola. And my baby girl is my priority.

I crack open the laptop that was left behind and re-open the emails between her and Justin. God, these two were a filthy duo. I’m convinced Justin had his dick buried inside of Karina more than he had his face buried in spreadsheets. And speaking of burying faces … that’s one thing he didn’t indulge in with the woman. Seems like all they did was ass play.

The more of this garbage I read, the harder my dick grows. But there’s something else here that’s intriguing me.

Karina … she’s pretty, yes, and loves sex as much as the next healthy adult. But she’s also bright. The way that she communicates, hinting at what she wants without saying it outright, makes me ponder a certain position for her. Not just her, but for Lola as well. A project they can work on together. One that will allow for extraordinary growth of the firm.

More importantly, if they can work on this project without any sort of hiccups, at least on Lola’s end, I’ll know if she’s prepared to handle running this company on her own someday soon. I need to know that Lola can put work ahead of her emotions. And no, it isn’t because she’s a woman. I’ve actually seen more men lose control of their emotions when things didn’t go according to plan.

I pick up the phone and dial Karina’s extension, and she picks up right away.

“Yes, Mr. Stone?”

“Come to my office please. And bring Lola.”

“Right away, sir.”

Before they get to my office, I jot down a few ideas for this project along with instructions on what I'd like each of them to do, what their individual tasks are.

“Is this an open- or closed-door meeting?”

I'm so focused on jotting down my ideas, Karina's voice catches me off guard. I glance up and catch her standing in the doorway, alone.

“Where is Lola?”

“She's coming. She was on the phone, said she’d be right here.”

“Oh, come on in. We’ll wait for her to arrive before we get started.”

Karina sits in the chair across from my desk, and my eyes briefly flit her way. Her cleavage pushes up through the top of her blouse, and while I can admit she has a nice body, she’s got nothing on my little bird.

“Before Lola does get here, let me just say I think what you did was pretty amazing.”

“Really? How so?”

Karina gives a half smile and reaches up to tie her hair into a clip. “You saw a random company flailing and decided to swoop in for the kill.”

“That’s a rather dark spin,” I say, chuckling.

She bites her lip, her smile broadening. “Just calling it like I see it. I’ve been watching the numbers drop for a few weeks now. I think Justin was … distracted.”

Ah, an interesting confession begins.

“Do you, now? Distracted by what? Or rather whom?”

Karina tosses a look over her shoulder towards the door. “Just between you and me, I think there was something going on between him and the new girl.”

“New girl?”

Karina nods, briefly turning her attention to her fingernails painted bright red.

“Are we dropping names? Seems we could have several new employees here.”

I have no clue who's new and who's a seasoned veteran here. I didn’t take the time to familiarize myself with those basic facts. Besides, I get the distinct impression that Karina is doing her best to blow smoke up my ass.

“I hate being that person, but since you asked, and you are my new boss, I have no choice but to comply and answer your question.” Leaning forward, she drops her voice to a whisper. “It's Lola.”

I hold her gaze quietly, wondering if her endgame here is to get me in bed, or demolish Lola from any future promotions. Or both.

“Are you suggesting that a senior partner and Lola were having an affair? Because if so, that's quite a serious accusation, Karina. There are consequences for unethical behavior in the office.”

“As there should be,” she states as a matter of fact. “I've been busting my hump to prove my worth around here, but every time I turned around, there Lola was, spending time in here, asking him questions, requesting more work to do. I mean, there's nothing wrong with sucking up a little bit, but there were times I'd come by and the door would be closed, and I would hear them laughing. Other times it would be quiet, a little too quiet, and you could just … feel that something was happening. Something beyond examining spreadsheets.”

Leaning back in my seat, I steeple my fingers underneath my chin. Lola told me about Karina, but I must admit, this tale she's spinning has caught me a little off guard. Damn if she wasn't spot on about how sneaky and underhanded Karina really is.

I need to use extreme caution here. In today's climate, being a man in a position of power, I can't simply dismiss her from the company for spreading false information. Not without having a valid professional reason.

“Do you have proof? Some tangible evidence of these accusations?”

Something flickers in her eyes momentarily, and she looks away briefly before flicking her eyes back at me. “Yes. I do. And I'd be happy to show it to you. It might take me a few hours to get everything together, but I can prove everything. It’ll blow your mind.”

My blood runs ice cold for a moment. I don't want to believe my little bird could have actually been involved with that fucking asshat. Karina is fucking with me, trying to get ahead, placing blame when she really needs to look in the mirror.

“Hmm, all right. This is quite illuminating. You have me intrigued, Karina. I want to see what you've got. But here is not the time or place. Meet me downstairs at The Hanover tonight. 8:00 PM. We can discuss it then.”

“Yes, yes of course.” Karina nods eagerly.

“Until then, I have something to go over with you and Lola. If she ever gets here.”

Just then, Lola appears in the doorway. And I have to admit, the sight of her steals my breath. She flashes a deer-in-the-headlights look, her face a deep shade of crimson.

“Sorry. I was on the phone with one of our investors, but I'm here now.” Her voice is tight, her words clipped. I don't know if something happened on the phone or if she overheard what I just said.

“Good, thank you for coming, Lola. Have a seat.”

I gesture to the chair next to Karina, and she hitches her jaw, pausing momentarily before sitting.

“No problem,” she mumbles.

I pick up my notes and slide them across the desk. “I have a project I'd like for you two to work on. It's somewhat high stakes. I've got my eye on a firm downtown that’s growing like crazy, and I'd like to bring them in. I think they'd be a good fit for us.”

Lola leans over and looks at the piece of paper while Karina continues to stare at me quietly.

“I know this firm,” Lola says, her tone completely changed, now full of interest. “You're right, they're growing. You think we can bring them in?”

“That's the plan. On their own, they'll become our biggest competition. So we need a good pitch.”

“Yeah. You're definitely going to need something solid and strong to pull them away from their own independence.”

“So... what do you want from us?” Karina asks.

“I want you to work on the sales pitch of course.”

Lola's eyes widen, but Karina's gaze drops straight to the floor. I can already tell this is out of Karina's wheelhouse. If it doesn't involve stripping out of her clothes, it's going to be a challenge.

“And what? Whoever comes up with the best pitch wins?” Lola asks.

“No. I want you to work together and come up with one pitch. Then I’d like you to call them and schedule an appointment to give the presentation. Together.”

Karina stares ahead, dumbfounded, but I watch in real time as anger draws across Lola’s face. “All due respect, Mr. Stone, I work much better alone.”

“Yeah, me too,” Karina mutters.

“I'm sure you do. But this is a unique situation that requires … a meeting of two minds. I'd like for you to begin working on this immediately. First thing tomorrow morning, bring me your presentation.”

Lola scoffs, but I hold her stare with as much neutrality as I can.

And I think to myself, come on baby girl, show me what you’ve got.


Chapter 2


Lola



After leaving Drake's office, all I want is to go to my own quiet space, shut the door, and block the whole world out. But I barely get past my office door before Karina appears right on my heels. I'm still reeling from this morning and what I overheard before walking into Drake’s office. And now, he wants me to pair up with my arch nemesis?

“I don't know what you’re thinking, but I have some ideas on this pitch,” Karina says, shutting my door most of the way.

I glare her down, fighting the urge to throat punch this bitch, right here, right now. But I know I need to keep it together. I can't let my emotions get the better of me. I'm a professional to my core, and if I'm going to get ahead in the business world, I need to stay calm, cool, and collected.

“I have some ideas, too,” I tell her, forcing a smile. “I think it would be best if you let me come up with the pitch since I have more experience with this. No offense.”

She scoffs and crosses her arms in irritation. “I worked at another firm for a year before coming here. Six months ago, you were fresh out of college. I think I'm the one with more experience.”

I grit my teeth and clutch the stack of folders to my chest. “The only area you have more experience in, Karina, is flirting. In the six months I've been here, I've handled more accounts and put in more hours behind the desk, nose to the grindstone. So don't even go there with me. I barely tolerated you when Justin was here, but he's gone now.”

Yeah, I don't think I can shove my emotions down that deep.

A smirk turns up the corner of her mouth. “Justin is gone, but he's been replaced by someone far superior. And hotter for that matter. And that flirting you're referring to is going to get me ahead, in more ways than one. I can already tell.”

“How can you tell?” I snap. I don't know why I’m asking instead of telling her to fuck off.

“Because Drake has already requested a one-on-one meeting with me, tonight in fact.”

My blood turns to ice. “A meeting? What—what are you talking about?” I try to hide the panic in my voice, but I know it's there. And did he tell her to call him Drake?

“He wants to discuss some business proposals. He clearly sees potential in me. Not my fault he likes me better than you. Let me know when you're done with that sales pitch. I'll let you know if it's good enough for us both to take credit.”

She opens the door and saunters off like she owns the world, and my fingers clutch the folders, envisioning that it's her throat.

My eyes drift towards Drake's office down the hall. I tell myself I need to remain calm and not go over there and explode on him like I want. But at the same time, I feel so betrayed. Keeping the hostile takeover a secret. The way he and Karina were looking at each other this morning when he made the announcement in the boardroom, then overhearing him make a condescending remark about me not getting to his office fast enough.

He knows how I feel about Karina, and yet he still chose to put us on a joint project. And now this? Arranging for them to meet tonight? What the hell is up his sleeve? Was he just using me this whole time? Was he planning to buy Caldwell and Grant before we met, and saw me as his ticket through the door?

I find that last one hard to believe. It's not like he got any insider information from me. But something feels off, and I swear, I’m about to flip my lid.

I toss the folders down and march down the hallway, barging into Drake’s office without even knocking.

“You want to tell me what the hell is going on?” I growl in a very feminine sort of way.

Drake deadpan stares at me, a calculator in one hand and a pen in the other. But I continue to glare him down, heart racing, mind racing, and the heat of anger flushing my face.

That’s when I see him standing to my right, just out of view but perfectly visible from the corner of my eye. Mr. Cartwright, in the flesh. When I make eye contact with him, he looks horrified, his mouth half open and his brow wrinkling in confusion.

“Lola, I'm glad you could join us.” Drake stands from his desk and forces a smile. “I was just about to fill Mr. Cartwright in on the crisis with the Midwest account. I trust you have looked over the numbers and are equally horrified by what you found.”

Stupefied, because I'm not on the Midwest account, I realize Drake is attempting to cover our asses. Well, mine, since I’m the one who just made an ass of myself, barging into his office and losing my cool without considering someone else could be in here.

“Yes, the Midwest account,” I answer, feeling like a bumbling fool as I gulp down my shame. “I know you're in the process of getting caught up on everything as our newest senior partner, but I was hoping you could tell me what is going on with that account?” My voice drops a few notches, and I realize I'd give anything to put my foot in my mouth right now and turn back the hands of time. “I thought we had a better handle on things.”

“Well, unfortunately, it seems we don't, no thanks to a certain Mr. Justin Grant. He completely botched that account. If you don't mind, Lola, give me a few moments to brief Mr. Cartwright on the situation. I’ll e-mail you some figures I found from last year. See if you can come up with a pitch to bring those numbers back.”

“Absolutely, Mr. Stone. I'll get right on it. Sorry I interrupted.”

“No problem. I know you're working hard around the clock. I appreciate your efforts.”

Before leaving, I flash Mr. Cartwright an apologetic look, and he seems placated for now. But Drake is a whole ‘nother subject. I can tell he's not happy with me.

I go back to my office with my tail tucked between my legs, but anger still crawling under my skin. I’m feeling quite burned and very distrustful about everything that's transpired this morning.

I pace my office for a few moments, just trying to cool down before checking my e-mail. Surprisingly enough, Drake has sent me the numbers for the Midwest account. This was Justin and Karina’s territory, and Drake wasn't lying. It's a mess. I put my emotions aside and immediately start coming up with some ideas on how we can pull that account back up. I even type up all my ideas in a reply, and within the hour, I’m sending those ideas to Drake, hoping he'll call me into his office so we can talk about it and clear the air.

But no such luck. My heart drops into my stomach when I get an auto-reply that he's out of the office until the next business day. So, without even telling me, he left the building.

I slam my laptop shut, muttering a few curse words under my breath, thinking about this upcoming meeting he has with Karina. I don't know where they're meeting, but I intend to find out.

I pull out my phone and type up a message to him.

We need to talk.




It takes him five minutes, but he replies.

We will. Soon.




Tonight?




Tonight is not looking good. Possibly tomorrow. I have some things I'd like to discuss too.




Sickness twists in my gut.

things? …like what …?




I type out the reply, but hesitate before sending. I don't want to do this over text. I don't want to have this conversation. And I don't want to appear desperate or pick a fight. So I backspace and leave it at that. I need to find out where and when this meeting is.

The secretary up front is the only person who had access to Justin's schedule at all times. And if she had Justin’s schedule, surely she has Drake’s.

I stroll up front right in time to catch her hanging up the phone. I flash a friendly smile when she smiles back.

“Hey, girl. I see our new fearless leader is out of the office. Can you tell me what his schedule looks like? Or when he'll be back? He wanted to set up a meeting with someone from the Midwest account.”

“Of course, let's see …” She taps on the keyboard and clicks the mouse a few times. “Looks like he'll be back in the office first thing tomorrow morning. Did you need me to black out some time for your meeting?”

“I think he already did. I’ve got the client on hold, and they can’t recall the location. Can you check tonight’s schedule?”

Pulling a face, she lets out a heavy breath. “He’s blacked out the calendar from six to seven, then it looks like he’s got a meeting with an unknown client at 8:00.”

“Perfect. Does it say where?”

After clicking the mouse a few times, she answers, “Downstairs, at The Hanover. But it doesn’t say who he’s meeting with.”

Of course it doesn't. And I already know he's blacked out the time between 6:00 and 7:00 for his dinner. He's a stickler for eating at the same time every night. “I'm sure that's the Midwest account meeting. Thanks. You saved my butt. And this account.”

“Glad I could help,” she answers.

I beeline back to my office, feeling only slightly better. But also slightly worse. Is he actually taking her to dinner at The Hanover? That’s where all the filthy rich people eat.

The thought of him taking her there for a nice meal makes me sick to my stomach. I have to show up and find out for myself. Maybe it's not very mature, and maybe Karina has already sunk her claws into my man, but I'll be damned if I let her get ahead in the office and steal everything else from me that I’ve worked towards.

I spend the rest of the afternoon working on the sales pitch that Karina and I are supposed to be working on together, and I come up with something I think is damn good. Completely bypassing Karina, because I don't need her damned permission to come up with a team sales pitch, I print out my script as well as the slides and tuck them into a folder to show Drake tomorrow. I start to tuck them into my leather bag, but then I realize … I really should do this as requested and by the book.

Letting out a frustrated sigh, I carry the folder to Karina's office, where I find her gathering her things.

“I got the pitch ready if you want to take a look at it before you head to lunch.”

“Oh, I'm not going to lunch. I'm taking a half day.”

“A half day? But we're supposed to work on this project together, remember?”

She waves a hand through the air. “I'm sure whatever you've come up with is great. Just e-mail it to me so I can look it over and be prepared for the morning.”

Irritation seethes under my skin. This is exactly why I work better solo. Because every single group project I had in school was like this. Everyone expected me to do all the work because I was the smart one, and they wanted all the credit too.

I could fight her over this, but it's not worth it. Honestly, it’s better this way.

And depending on what I learn tonight, I'll make a decision about whether I’ll even stay at this company or find another place to plant my roots and grow where I'm appreciated.


Chapter 3


Drake



Today was harder than I predicted. I wanted a good, solid investment that would allow me to give my little bird all the opportunities she deserves. But now it seems like everything's going to shit.

Lola is furious with me—she made that clear with her explosive entrance into my office this morning. I don't blame her for being angry. I have been cold and distant.

Caldwell and Grant don't have any rules against dating a coworker, or even a superior, for that matter. But I came in here with the intention of getting things in order. Not spinning them into total chaos.

I'll get answers at this meeting with Karina, though. I’ve been racking my brain, trying to figure out what kind of proof she'll bring that Lola was having an affair with a senior partner. But I’ll find out soon enough. I spent all afternoon feeling sick over avoiding her, but I need to know she can trust me. That what I feel for her is more than just a fleeting thing. Once this dinner with Karina is over, I’ll know how to move forward.

The Hanover is a five-star restaurant and bar, known for its prestigious customers. It’s in the same building as Caldwell and Grant, on the ground floor. I come here often, treating clients to a meal or drinks while brainstorming business ideas or reworking possible mergers. I never bring dates here, so I automatically go into “business mode” the moment I arrive, even though I’m at least twenty minutes early.

The hostess seats me at my usual table, and I see a few faces I recognize, some business associates from the past, as well as two women dining together, one of whom I had an affair with several years ago. She does a double-take when she sees me, then flashes a knowing smile. I politely nod, hoping she doesn’t come to my table before Karina arrives. I just want to get some busy work done until I have to face the music.

I get out my tablet and check my email from Caldwell and Grant. I had the tech department set up an address just for me, requesting that they forward Justin’s email to mine. It’s mostly banal stuff, but when I catch a few attachments from Lola, I open them right away.

Mind blown, I look over her work. She spent all afternoon on the sales pitches for both the account she and Karina are supposed to work on together, as well as the Midwest account. I meant to tell her not to worry about that one yet, knowing she'd be busy, but I got caught up with Mr. Cartwright, and it slipped my mind.

But damn if she didn’t do it anyway.

I spend a good fifteen minutes reading over her ideas, and they are beyond impressive to say the least. Lola hasn’t just spat out “ideas.” She’s backed them up with figures, stats from the past, and actual, realistic ways to implement the changes.

My god, this girl deserves the junior analyst position. Hell, at this point, she knows more than most senior analysts.

“Good evening, Mr. Stone.” Karina appears, her voice soft. She’s wearing a smile and a form-fitting short dress that hugs every curve and showcases her ample cleavage.

The irony that she’s dressed like this to bring proof of Lola’s “affair” is not lost on me.

“Karina, glad you could make it.” I pull her chair out, and she sits down, tucking some hair behind her ears.

“I’ve never been here. Always wanted to try it, though. I’m famished.”

I've already eaten myself. Dinner is never past 7:00 PM. Any later than that isn't healthy. But I don't want to make her uncomfortable.

“Order whatever you like. It’s on Caldwell and Grant.”

She lets out a hefty laugh, setting her phone on the table and looking at me with a flirtatious glance. “I’d love for you to order for me. I can never decide what to eat at nice places like this.”

Normally, I wouldn’t mind such a request. If it were coming from someone with whom I have a romantic interest. But I have no such feelings for Karina.

“Oh no,” I answer. “I draw the line at ordering for women, particularly business meals. You can’t go wrong with anything on the menu. The food here is exceptional.”

Disappointment weighs her face, but she flips open the menu, accepting her defeat. I wave the waitress over, and we place our orders.

“So, you said you have some concrete evidence detailing an affair at the office.”

“Yes, I do. But before I show you that evidence, I have a few questions for you, Mr. Stone.”

“Fire away. I’m an open book.”

“As I'm sure you know, there's been a lot of talk about promoting from within for the junior analyst. Do you have any idea who's up for that position?”

“Mr. Cartwright and I discussed it briefly today. And yes, we have some ideas, though ultimately I'll make the final decision once I have an idea of where everyone's strengths lie. Why do you ask?”

“My reasons are selfish, I suppose. I'd love a chance at the promotion. Just wanted to be sure you knew, that's all.”

“Yes, Karina. I'm aware of who's expressed interest and who hasn't.”

Her mouth twists, and she takes a sip of her drink. “Just remember, some of those who have expressed an interest are not necessarily the most qualified. I'd be happy to consult with you on people's strengths and weaknesses.”

I don't respond right away. It's clear what she's trying to do. “That's nice of you to offer, but consulting with you on a position for which you’re applying would be a conflict of interest.”

“Maybe, but no one has to know.” She winks at me, and I chuckle. Not because I find it funny. I actually find this behavior revolting. I'm not used to dealing with women like this. So unbelievably bold and inconsiderate of her fellow workers. She's already got one foot out the door. Let's see if this so-called evidence she’s brought gives her the final push.

“Enough about the junior analyst position. I'd like to see the proof that you've brought about Lola and Mr. Grant.”

She lets out a sigh but picks up her phone and taps at the screen a few times. “I have a close friend who's somewhat of a hacker, ethical of course. He managed to get into Justin's email records and forwarded me some … illicit exchanges between himself and Lola. Here are some screenshots I took of just a few of those interactions.”

She passes me her phone, and I look at the first photo: a screenshot of an e-mail sent to Justin, with Lola's @ as the sender.

“Feel free to swipe through them all. You can clearly see they’re recent exchanges, too.”

I draw in a deep breath, swiping through each screenshot one at a time. And each one I read makes it harder to fight the smile tugging at my lips. Karina must notice because she leans forward on the table and lowers her voice.

“I would laugh too. If it weren't so disgusting.”

“Oh, it's disgusting all right.”

Karina leans back in her seat, wearing a smug grin. “So, are you satisfied with what I've shown you? Lola and Justin were clearly a thing. I’m sure she was sleeping with him to get ahead. I've had to hold her hand through every project assigned to her, including the one you gave us this morning. I don't know if she's sent you any of our ideas yet, but I came up with nearly every single one. She was so brain-dead all afternoon, claiming she couldn’t understand what it was you wanted and asked me to handle most of it.”

Now I know she’s full of shit.

“Really?” I ask, rubbing my chin. “Tell me, Karina. Was the Munson account your idea? Or Lola’s? I was particularly impressed with that one.”

“That was all me,” she answers. “I knew you’d like it. It’s been effective in the past.”

I can’t stop the laugh that comes up my throat. Karina’s face turns pink, a worried look twisting her lips into a nervous smile.

“What? It’s true. I know I’m young, but I have good ideas.”

“Oh, I’m sure you do. You’ve got good ideas on how to … manipulate. Digitally, emotionally, professionally … I could go on …”

The waitress sets down our food, but all I can do is watch the smile fade from Karina’s lips.

“What are you talking about?” she asks.

“There is no Munson account. Also,” I shove my plate aside and flip Karina’s phone around so she can see her own mess, “these screenshots have been altered. Aside from the fact that it’s blatantly obvious Lola’s name was copy-pasted into that field, I know for a fact that these messages were sent between you and Justin over the past few months. And I know this because I read the emails myself, just this morning when I took over as senior partner.”

Averting her gaze, Karina licks her lips and takes a sip of wine. “Would you excuse me for a moment? I need to use the ladies’ room.”

Without waiting for an answer from me, Karina stands from the table and calmly walks across the bar in the direction of the restrooms. I watch her walk off, utterly flabbergasted that she would think for one moment she could get away with something so underhanded. She's far less bright than I gave her credit for.

I glance out the window, feeling a huge wave of relief. In light of this move on her part, I can fire Karina without worrying that she’ll claim she’s been discriminated against or unjustly terminated.

Karina will be gone, and Lola can work in a stress-free environment. There's just one little hitch. I can't exactly promote Lola to the junior analyst position with so many others vying for it, especially if I plan to make her my bride in the very near future. That would stir up far too much controversy, and my employees would claim I'm showing favoritism.

It's not favoritism if I'm creating a position, though. A position I know is the perfect fit for her.

“I can’t believe you,” a voice grinds out.

I turn my attention to the side and find Lola standing beside the table, arms crossed, eyes narrow and angry. She’s changed from her work clothes into a sexy little one-piece dress that hugs her hips and makes me bone hard.

“Lola,” I stand from my seat, wanting to lean over for a hug but knowing she’d claw my eyes out before letting me near her. “What are you doing here, baby girl?”

“Don’t ‘baby girl’ me,” she says through a scoff. “You know how I feel about Karina, what a sneaky and disgusting tramp she is. And you’re having dinner with her?”

A few customers swivel their heads in our direction.

“It’s not dinner. It’s a business meeting to discuss something important.”

“It’s not dinner? What the hell do you call that?” she snaps, gesturing at the food.

I pull in a deep breath. “Lola, please, calm down before you make a scene.”

“Oh,” she laughs. “You want me to calm down? That’s cute. Just this morning you shoved your dick down my throat, secretly took over the company I work for, made googly eyes with the office slut, decided it would be a good idea to pair us up for a project, ignored me all day, then arranged a secret dinner meeting that isn’t dinner with the same office slut. And you want me to calm down?”

Her voice is practically carrying across the restaurant, luring the attention of nearly every customer. My frustration rises.

“Lola, that’s enough,” I growl in my firmest voice. My dick is getting hard at her feistiness. I don’t know why. I’ve never been turned on by behavior like this. But Lola is making my fucking balls heavy.

Her eyes flare in anger as she quietly stands her ground. Fuck, all I need is for Karina to come out of the bathroom and witness this drama, accusing me and Lola of everything that she and Justin were doing. And when my cock presses against the front of my suit pants, I know I’m damned.

I wrap an arm around her waist, tucking her body close to mine and forcing a smile as I walk her to the lobby beyond the entrance. Her feet quickly shuffle across the floor, and the moment we hit the elevators in the lobby, I growl another few choice words in her ear.

“We don’t need to air our dirty laundry like this. Go upstairs to my office and wait for me there while I wrap this up. Then I’ll explain everything.”

“You damn well better,” she snaps.

“Don’t talk to me like that,” I caution her. “I know you’re upset, but I still deserve to be treated with respect.”

Her jaw hitches, and the elevator doors open, causing her to turn on her heels and barge into the small space.

She holds my gaze until the doors shut, and as soon as they do, I see Karina come out of the bathroom and make her way back to the table.

Good. All I need to do is deal with her, send her on her way, and take care of Lola.

Problem solved.


Chapter 4


Lola



As I pace the office that now belongs to Drake, I can’t help but think about all the times I came in here for my other boss, Justin Grant—delivering files, listening as he droned on about some account he wasn’t at all familiar with, or finding Karina drooling all over him.

And now, I’m about to face the same threat with the man I thought I was falling in love with.

Hell, who am I kidding? I am falling in love.

I know I should give him the benefit of the doubt. I want to believe Drake wouldn’t betray me. But right now, my trust is wavering. Everything has happened so fast—my feelings … this job … everything. And it’s been a good half hour since he sent me up here. What the hell is he doing with that traitorous bitch?

My mind goes crazy imagining scenarios where he’s holding her hand, placating her, making promises about what he’ll do.

I find myself growling. Men always fall for women like her. Always. And those of us who actually have the brains get left behind.

The door behind me opens, and my heart lurches into my throat when I see Drake. The way he bores his gaze into me hints at his frustration. How dare he look so fucking handsome? And … oh my god. Does he have a fucking boner?

My pussy clenches and aches, and I slam my arms across my chest. “Where’s Karina? You didn’t bring her along to watch us catfight one another?”

Confusion flickers across his face, then irritation as he pushes the door closed. “Lola, don’t be ridiculous.”

“Oh, now I’m being ridiculous,” I laugh angrily. “Man, you sure know how to decompress a situation.”

I watch the vein on his forehead grow and pulse. “Before you lose your temper any further and say something you’ll regret, I'm going to ask you to take a deep breath and sit down.”

He walks around to his desk and tosses his wallet and phone down as I stand my ground, fists balled at my sides, about to pop off at his command.

“I won't sit down until you tell me what's going on. I want all my questions answered, now.”

Drake pulls in a tight breath and narrows his gaze at me. “I know, Lola. Sit down.”

“No,” I snap. “Answer my questions. How long were you planning to take over the company I work for? And why didn’t you tell me about it this morning before I sucked your dick?” Something flickers in his eyes. Something like a blend of lust and anger. My pussy aches remembering the way his fingers tangled in my hair, how he rocked his hips while moaning, the way his turgid cock twitched in my mouth. God, I hate the way my body is responding to the memory right now. And knowing he could be doing the same thing with Karina, or even thinking about it, drives me mad.

“Lola, I couldn't say anything because I didn't want to put you in the middle, to force you to keep a secret that would have been very difficult to keep. I had my reasons, and I will explain them to you when you’re not so upset, but I never intended to hurt you.”

I never intended to hurt you…

That’s what you hear when you’re being dumped. So those words hurt more than the betrayal.

“Why do you need to wait until I’m not so upset to explain yourself? Because newsflash—I won’t be so upset if you have a good explanation.”

“Because I need to know that you trust me.”

“I can’t just blindly trust, Drake. Trust is earned. And you broke it by staying silent all day and lying to me.”

“I didn’t lie,” he growls. “You’re drawing conclusions and deciding I’m guilty without giving me a chance to explain. A hostile takeover, which is what I pulled off in the last twenty-four hours, is a fragile, delicate thing that must be handled with care. Letting you know about it ahead of time would have been risky and unfair to the other partners. You being in the dark was for everyone’s good. I see what you’re capable of, and I wanted to be sure Caldwell and Grant didn’t go under and take you with them.”

I soften, feeling a twist of guilt for being so harsh with him. “Okay, then why were you downstairs with Karina? Are you … are you fucking her?”

“God no, Lola. I wanted to meet with her outside of the office to give her a chance to bury herself.”

“What?”

He comes around to the other side of the desk and sits down on the edge. “She came to me this morning, slinging accusations at you, accusing you of sleeping with Justin.”

My blood runs cold. “What the fuck.”

He holds up a hand. “I knew she was lying. I wanted to give her a chance to bury herself before firing her based on assumptions. When we were downstairs, she showed me some emails that were clearly altered to make it look like you and Justin were communicating sexually explicit shit, but I saw right through it.”

“Jesus christ. That little tramp.”

Drake pulls a face and nods.

“So where is she now?”

“Gone. I fired her. Offered her a nice little severance package in exchange for keeping her mouth shut about her affair with Justin, and she stormed off. As far as being quiet all day, I’ve been tied up with the other partners, handling all sorts of questions while eager to get you alone and explain everything.”

My body deflates when I realize how unfair I've been. “God, I’ve been awful. How can you ever forgive me?”

I bury my face in my hands, and Drake’s arms go around my body, pulling me between his legs.

“I don’t blame you for being upset. But I do wish you’d given me a chance to explain before speaking so harshly to me.”

I nod and drop my hands. And when I look into Drake’s eyes, I can see the hurt there.

“I’m sorry. I deserve to be punished.” I let out a sorrowful laugh, my words only reflecting my regret. But then I see the look on Drake’s face, and suddenly, I realize I’ve opened a Pandora’s Box of sorts.

“Hmm, yes … I should fold you over my desk and spank your bottom,” Drake grumbles, gliding his hands down my back and cupping my cheeks.

The heat of my need ripples through my belly and lands right on my bundle of nerves. I slide my hands up Drake’s chest, and he kisses my neck, dragging his tongue over my flesh.

My breath hitches in my throat when I feel his dick pulse against me. “It would teach me a lesson for sure, to never speak disrespectfully to you. I—I deserve a spanking, Granddaddy.”

He growls, then sinks his teeth into my flesh before gently pushing me away. With my nipples tight against my dress, I can’t help but notice the bulge at his crotch.

“Baby girl, you’re going to get a spanking and then some. Pull up your dress and bend over.”

Drake shoves a pile of papers away from the edge of his desk, and I know what to do. I wiggle my hips, tugging up the bottom of my dress, but before I fold myself over, Drake holds up a finger.

“Pull the top of your dress down, let me see those pretty little tits of yours.”

My body heats at his words. Biting my lip, I peel the fabric covering my chest, and my boobs fall out. My nipples are hard as pebbles, feeling like pin pricks are dancing across the surface of the sensitive flesh.

Lust dances in Drake’s worldly eyes, and his jaw tightens before he mouths a fuck. “Bend over, right here. And spread those eager legs for me.”

Feeling dizzy, I fold my body over his desk, the cold surface biting my chest and making my nipples even harder. I’m wearing lacy thong panties, and they’re already drenched.

Drake’s hands immediately smooth over my ass, palming my flesh and squeezing while he groans behind me.

“Look at this soft, supple skin. Just waiting for Granddaddy’s firm hand. Are you wet, little bird?”

I grip the sides of the desk and allow my eyes to flutter closed. “Maybe … I’m not sure.”

His fingers drag along my pussy lips through the panties, and my pussy aches for more. “My, my, you are wet. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were looking forward to being spanked. The question is … should I use a belt? Or my bare hand?”

I whimper at the thought of either. God, what is wrong with me? Why am I so horny for this man to spank me?

Gripping the elastic band of my panties, Drake peels them over my hips, stopping mid-thigh. As his hand brushes over my ass cheeks, I feel my skin pimple as the flames of lust burn through my core.

“I’ll skip the belt. I want to see the evidence of your punishment in the form of my handprint.”

With that declaration, Drake’s hand comes down on my ass, the sound of the slap and the tiny sting it leaves forcing me to yelp. But then he smooths his palm over the spot he just hit, sending tingles over my flesh.

“Are you sorry for not trusting me, baby girl?” His voice is laced with testosterone, and with the question comes another spanking, this one a little harder.

“Yes,” I whimper, toes digging into the tips of my heels. “I’m … so sorry.”

“Hmm, I’m not sure I believe you.”

Waiting for another slap, I flick my eyes over my shoulder and catch Drake unzipping his pants. Flames lick my insides, hoping, praying this is it.

That he’ll finally take my virginity.

“Maybe I’m not sorry,” I say. “Maybe you need to fuck the sorry right out of me.”

He releases a long, steady growl, then I feel his palm slide up the inside of my thigh as his other hand grips my hip. My body trembles, waiting for his next move.

“Maybe you should concern yourself with lying still and taking your punishment like a good girl.”

His fingers sink into my pussy, forcing a deep moan to rumble out of my chest. My legs begin to quake as he pumps them in and out, and I'm already on the verge of coming when he curls his fingers down to massage my G spot.

“Oh god … fuck,” I purr.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” Drake commands.

But when he slides his fingers from my walls and gently massages my clit, I can't help but arch my back and beg for the release. My hips naturally start grinding back and forth against his movements, and I'm eager for the release I need.

“Oh god, please, Granddaddy. Let me come,” I pant.

I feel his hand move over my ass before giving it another slap. I cry through a whimper, but not because of the spanking. It's because I'm so turned on I can hardly see straight.

“It's not a punishment if I let you come before I can fuck you. Tonight is about you pleasing me and showing your remorse. Which means every orgasm you have belongs to me.”

Whimpering like a puppy, I bite my lip as he swirls a wet finger over my clit. I'm trembling all over, fighting the most intense orgasm of my life, when I feel Drake's hand move away from my clit and swipe upward towards my forbidden rose. He spreads my ass cheeks wide, then slides a finger inside my dirty little hole. It burns, but damn if I’m not arching my body for more.

He pumps his finger in and out, and I’m a dripping, whimpering mess.

“Mmm, baby girl. Granddaddy is going to wreck that tight little asshole of yours.”

After rubbing his hand along my pussy, getting it coated in my juices no doubt, I hear the wet sounds of him rubbing his length, then the pressure of his cock poking at my rear end.

He nudges very gently at first, slowly stretching me as I let out a moan of ecstasy. It hurts but feels so good.

Holding my hips steady with one hand, he moves his other hand around the front of me and finds my swollen bundle of nerves. My breath hitches in my throat as he flicks it rapidly, forcing me to push against the burn.

“Ahhhh, baby girl,” he groans.

Right away, I feel a slight pop as he pushes all the way inside my bottom. And once he's all the way in, both of us let out an animalistic groan.

My body is on fire as he starts fucking me. His balls slap my labia and the ecstasy is almost too much to bear.

Drake keeps diddling my hard clit, and I'm almost powerless to stop the orgasm that's creeping up my body.

“Please, for the love of all things holy, let me come,” I beg him.

“Not yet,” he growls, continuing to pummel my ass. “I want you to tell me that you'd be capable of helping me run this company some day …”

“Fuck … I’d—I’d be capable,” I grind out, gripping the edge of the desk as tight as I can.

“Whoever I choose to help me must show control … restraint. Over her body, and over her mind. You'll come when I tell you to.”

When he slows down, my eyes roll back into my head. At this point, holding back an orgasm is sheer torture. And every command he gives only turns me on that much more. “Yes, sir. I'll … come when you tell me to. Just please … tell me soon.”

“I'm enjoying the view, baby girl. Watching your red little ring tighten and quiver around my dick. Do you know how fucking sexy your ass is?”

I answer with a huff, and he swirls his finger over my clit in delicious ways. I start to rock my hips, feeling something heavy build around my forbidden rose.

God, my asshole is about to orgasm!

Is that even possible?

“I’m going to come in your ass, baby girl,” he grunts. “And when I do, I want your tight little ring to come around my cock.”

I nod, then muster as much restraint as I can as he tightens his fingers around the flesh of my hips and fucks me hard, fast, and deep. He reams my ass so good that I feel his balls slap my pussy, his cock turning to steel inside me.

“Fuuuuuck,” he grunts. “I’m gonna come, baby …”

Suddenly, I feel his seed spurting inside of me, each hard jolt of his dick sending me over the edge.

“Aaaahhhh,” he growls. “Your ass … my god …”

My body goes tight all over, and the bliss hits me all at once. His cum-coated dick moves in and out of my tight ring, making sinful wet sounds that force me to topple over the edge.

My dirty little ring of muscles starts contracting violently, and I let out a cry of pleasure.

“Oh fuck yes! I’m coming!”

He growls a good girl, which only intensifies my orgasm, each pulse of my sphincter sending rivulets of pleasure through my body.

My first fuck, my first anal orgasm, and I owe it all to this 60-year-old billionaire who’s now my boss.

I’m fucking my boss. And nothing has ever felt better.

Drake keeps his pace steady, my legs trembling as my orgasm slows, and when he slips from my bottom, soft and wet, I immediately feel his cum dribbling from my rear. I lie still, catching my breath as my body feels like rubber.

“Mmm, look at that delicious cream pie,” he murmurs, smearing his seed all over my bottom. “Making me want to lick that pussy of yours.”

“Huh?” I mumble.

“Sit up and turn around,” he grinds out.

Feeling like my limbs are made of rubber, I manage to push up from the desk and spin to face Drake. He lifts me by the bottom and sets me on the edge of the desk before dropping to his knees and shoving my thighs open, like he’s starving to death and I’m the only food available.

I kick my feet on his shoulders, and he uses his fingers to part my pussy lips. And before I can even gasp, he buries his face in my folds and licks my clit.

My head drops back, and I release a long moan, my butt sliding along the surface of the desk. I glance down at my older lover, watching his tongue flick my swollen hood, and I fist the silver hair at the top of his head.

When his gaze flicks up at me, my nipples tighten at the way he stares at me while licking my swollen pearl.

I mouth a fuck at him as my legs quiver, and I rock my hips upward to meet each lick he gives me. But when he tugs my clit past his lips and suckles softly, then pushes several fingers deep inside my womb, I damn near lose it.

“Permission to come, Granddaddy, please,” I beg.

He groans. Keeping two fingers deep and pumping gently, he licks his lips.

“Count to ten, out loud, then come for me, baby. Squirt your delicious juices all over my fucking chin.”

I pull in a deep breath as he suckles my clit past his lips once more, then start counting aloud, each number making my body tremble in want.

Drake continues to finger fuck me as he reaches up with his other hand and rolls my nipples between his fingers.

“ … three … four … five …” Each number I speak aloud comes with an upward thrust of my hips.

Drake growls when I get to ‘nine,’ and it feels like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff. At ‘ten,’ I push with all my might, not knowing how this squirting business works. Do I need to force it out? Or does it just … happen?

As I give that little push, Drake arches his fingers inside me in such a way that they massage the most blissful part of my body. Then his tongue lightly flicks my hard little bean.

With no warning, or ability to stop it for that matter, a warm rush of fluid gushes from my womb as I come, and I can feel the hard contractions of my walls, thrumming in time with the pulse of my clit.

Drake growls into my wet folds, still licking and finger fucking away, and my hips throttle up and down in an urgent desire to fuck his fingers as much as his face.

“Oh gohhhhhd!” I cry out. “Nnnnggggnnnnn … fuck my pussy now … please …I need you.”

I fist Drake’s hair as those words spill from my lips, but he doesn’t come up for air, or respond, until my body is shuddering and I fall back on his desk.

He kicks off his pants, then climbs on top of me, his cock still rock hard as he lowers his lips to mine and kisses me in such a way that I feel owned.

I grip his shirt, fisting it in my grasp, wanting and needing more. Needing all of him.

As we tongue kiss, I manage to trap his cock between my thighs and start thrusting upward. It’s still wet from his cum, or maybe he’s seeping pre-cum at this point, who knows. But I come damn close to rutting up and forcing his dick inside of me.

Drawing back and lifting his hips, Drake pushes up, breaking the kiss. “Not now, baby girl. Not here, and not like this.”

My heart sinks in disappointment, but when he lifts me off his desk, scoops me in his arms, and carries me over to his chair where he tugs me in his lap, I feel loved. And safe.

My dress is still bunched up around my hips, and somewhere along the way, I lost my panties. I straddle his lap, noticing his cock is still pointed up, hard and ready to go.

I run my hands down the front of his shirt, resisting the urge to push up on my legs and mount his cock. His tie is still snug around his neck. I tug at it gently, and he smiles at me.

“Do you know how fucking incredible you are?” he asks, brushing some hair from my face.

“Incredible enough for a major promotion?”

“You’re goddamned right.

Drake leans forward, pressing his lips to mine and sneaking his tongue inside my mouth. He makes a throaty noise, then fists my hair at the back of my head, and we make out for several long moments.

When he breaks the kiss, I run a few fingers over his lips. “I don’t really deserve the promotion. Not after the way I acted today, convinced something was going on with you and Karina.”

He smirks, then gives me the softest little peck on the nose before standing up and setting me on the edge of his desk. He steps into his pants, shoving his hard cock to the side before tugging up the zipper. “Believe it or not, baby girl, I like that jealous side of yours. Also, I saw your proposal for the Midwest account and your pitch for the other one. You’re an asset to this company, and I’m going to give you a position that comes with a six-figure salary.”

My jaw drops as excitement pulses through me. “Six figures? Are you serious?”

He nods, slides on his shoes, then winks at me. “And that’s not all, baby doll.”

“What else is there?” I ask, standing up and tugging my dress down over my hips and ass.

His mouth lifts at the corner, and he pinches my chin before softly kissing my forehead.

“Go home, pack an overnight bag, and wait for me. You’ll find out soon enough.”

When he walks out of his office, I’m speechless. I don't know what this mysterious man that I'm dangerously in love with has planned now.

But I'm here for it.


Book 5




Book 5 Description

After the chaos of the company takeover, the dust is finally settling, but the air between me and Drake is more electric than ever. I still feel the beautiful sting from the lesson he taught me over his desk—a reminder of exactly who’s in charge. I thought I’d hate surrendering control, but with Drake, I’m addicted to it.

He says he has a surprise for me. No questions allowed, just pack a bag and trust him. I’m ready to follow my Silver Fox anywhere. Especially when I learn what he has planned.


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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