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1. Sweet Surrender



Chapter One


Selena:

“Come on, Selena. It will be fun,” Grace says as she pulls me out of the drizzling rain towards the door of the club.

It’s dark out. I look down at the clothes I’m wearing, a blue and black floral patterned dress that is shorter than I would prefer, a black leather jacket and a pair of blue wedge shoes. All borrowed from Grace, of course. I’d had no idea what to wear, seeing as I’ve never been to a sex club before, but she had reassured me that my outfit was perfect.

Lifting my eyes, the club name is written in neon lights above the door, and there is a nervous flutter inside my chest.

Surrender.

A fitting name for a sex club that caters to people who enjoy the kinkier side of life.

“Maybe I should just go home,” I say, hesitating. “I won’t fit in here.”

Grace turns to me, a small smile on her lips. Her long red hair is pulled into a ponytail that curls at the base of her neck. She wears a white button down blouse tucked into a black miniskirt and black high-heeled boots.

“It’s not like anybody is going to expect you to fuck them, Selena. Or expect you to submit to them. You’re just here as my guest to have a fun evening out.”

“I know that,” I say in a small voice. Grace always has been a whirlwind trapped in human form, sweeping up anyone who gets close enough. It’s hard to say no to her.

It still baffles me how she ended up becoming a submissive to one of the owners of this club. It’s not something I ever would have predicted of her after being best friends since high school.

“I worry about you, sweetie,” she says, facing me and taking both of my hands in hers. “You’re twenty-one. This is a time in your life when you’re supposed to be having fun and letting your hair down. But instead, you’re too busy taking care of everyone else.”

I let out a sigh and drop my chin, staring down at our feet so I don’t have to see the concern in her eyes. She’s right, of course. I’ve been taking care of my two kid siblings for the last four years, ever since our deadbeat mom decided that her life would be much more fun if she could pretend her family didn’t exist while she jetted off to all kinds of exotic vacation destinations with her new rich, younger husband.

I had been thrust into the role of a parent at the age of seventeen, and while I always try my best to take care of everyone, I never feel like I’m doing a good enough job. Anxiety has become my closest companion, and even tonight, that monster inside my own head is telling me I should just go home, where it is safe, and where I can make sure my little siblings are safe, too.

Grace gently grips my chin and lifts my face, forcing me to look into her eyes.

“You don’t even have to talk to anyone else if you don’t want to. We’ll just grab a couple of drinks, find a quiet table, and have a laugh like old times.”

“Fine,” I say, exhaling, my shoulders relaxing. I squeeze her hand in mine. “I’m just nervous. It’s all new.”

She nods in understanding, her smile wide. “I know. But this will be good for you. Trust me.”

Grace takes my hand in hers, and this time, when she pulls me towards the door of the club, I don’t resist.

There is a large man wearing all black standing in the doorway, and I expect him to stop us to ask for ID or something, considering this is a members-only club, but he doesn’t. He simply smiles and nods at Grace, then steps aside to let us in.

Of course. Grace has owner’s girlfriend privileges.

We walk through a long, brightly lit corridor until we reach another doorway, which opens out into a much larger space that has several people milling about.

The inside of the club is clean and modern with a sleek black bar against the left wall, and the seating area consists of plush looking dark gray sofas and armchairs arranged in clusters.

There is a large, circular, raised stage in the middle of the room, where I’m guessing shows or performances of some kind happen. It’s completely empty now, of course, since it is only eight o’clock in the evening and I assume these things will get going later.

“Oh look!” Grace says as she waves enthusiastically towards one corner of the room. “There’s Oliver.”

My best friend literally lights up at the sight of the man who is her boyfriend and Dom, and a warmth fills my chest. Grace is the sweetest person I’ve ever met, and she deserves every bit of the happiness he brings her.

As I glance over, I notice he’s sitting at a table with three other men. They are all older than Grace and I, including Oliver, and the second I look at the man sitting directly across from him, a strange sensation starts in the pit of my stomach and spreads through my entire body, making me feel like I’ve just been shocked by electricity.

My breath catches, and my heart beats harder as I stare at this stranger in complete and utter bewilderment, as if I’ve gone suddenly and unexpectedly crazy.

His eyes lift and lock on mine, and a small smirk twitches at the corner of his lips. I wonder if he knows what kind of effect he’s having on me from across the other side of the room.

My attention is pulled away from him, though, when I see Oliver gesturing to us out of the corner of my eye. He wants us to join them.

The man opposite Oliver stands, walking over to a nearby table that’s currently unoccupied to pick up two chairs and carry them back to where they are seated.

“Wait here,” Grace says, releasing her grip on my hand. “I’ll just head over there and tell them we’ll be sitting by ourselves tonight.”

“No,” I answer, a little more quickly than intended. She looks at me, slowly arching a brow, while an amused grin tugs at the corners of her lips. “We can sit with them if you want,” I continue. “They are your friends too, after all.”

She seems surprised by my response, and honestly, so am I. I’ve always been an introvert, preferring my own company over anyone else’s, with Grace being the only exception to that rule. It’s hard to deny the pull I’m feeling towards that table right now, though, and the sexy older man who is still watching me from across the room.

But then Grace is nodding and tugging on my hand, dragging me through the room to go sit with her Dom and his friends.

“Guys,” Grace says as we reach their table, “this is Selena. And Selena, you’ve already met Oliver, but I’d like you to meet Charlie, Alexander, and Elijah, too.”

As she says each name, she waves a hand towards each of the men, and I give a polite nod to each in turn.

“Hi, Selena,” Oliver says, rising from his chair to pull me into a hug. I tense for a moment at the unexpected touch, but quickly relax into it, wrapping my arms around him and giving him a brief squeeze. “It’s good to see you here. Grace has been wanting to bring you here for a long time now.”

My face grows hot as we both step back from the hug. “I’ve been busy,” I tell him. “But I’m happy I’m here now.”

Oliver lowers himself back into his chair, pulling Grace down into his lap with him. She giggles and slides her arms around his neck, pressing her lips to his in a kiss that quickly turns into something heated.

I’m left standing awkwardly beside the table, not knowing where to look while my best friend gets reacquainted with her boyfriend.

“Take a seat, Selena,” says a deep voice, and when I lift my gaze from the floor, I realize it is the man who had caught my attention as soon as we’d entered, who I now know is called Elijah.

He gestures to the empty seat beside him, and I drop down into it without thinking twice. He’s even more handsome up close, his dark hair peppered with some gray at the temples, giving him a distinguished look, while his intense blue eyes study my face.

He’s wearing a dark gray suit and a white shirt, but whatever tie he might have been wearing with it when he’d arrived has disappeared. The top two buttons of his shirt are open to reveal a tempting glimpse of the dark hair on his chest.

“How are you, Elijah?” Grace says, and I turn my head to find her and Oliver have stopped making out now. Although he seems to be wearing the evidence of her fiery red lipstick all over his mouth too, making me laugh softly. “I almost never see you here now.”

“I’ve been busy too,” he says, his eyes darting back to me for a moment while a small grin teases at the corner of his lips as he repeats my earlier response to Oliver.

“And tonight, he’s busy celebrating the fact that he’s gained yet another business to add to his global conglomerate this week,” Charlie says, flashing Grace a wide grin. “No rest for the wicked, huh?”

Elijah laughs and shakes his head. “I believe the saying is that the devil makes work for idle hands. That’s why I always keep myself so busy. I’m as angelic as they come.”

While everyone else around the table bursts into laughter, I watch Elijah with curiosity.

There’s an air of arrogance to him. An ego that he somehow makes appealing. He knows how attractive he is. How intelligent he is. I don’t doubt he has money, too. All the guys sitting around this table clearly do, and while he seems nice, it makes me nervous.

I’m just a nobody, working a dead-end job while taking care of my siblings and desperately trying to make ends meet. He’s a high-powered CEO with the world at his fingertips. And the fact that my body responds so strongly to him has me questioning my own sanity.

This is why I never go out anymore. Apparently, I’m not good at knowing how to act around people.

“I don’t believe you’re angelic for a moment, Elijah,” Grace says, still laughing. “But congratulations. You work damn hard and deserve all the success you get.”

“Thank you, Grace,” he says with a smile. “And it’s good to see you here, too. I’ve never seen Oliver as happy as he’s been since he met you. You’re good for him.”

Even though the room is dimly lit, I can still clearly see the way my friend’s face turns crimson. She nuzzles her face into the crook of Oliver’s neck, and he pulls her tighter against his body.

As I watch them together, I have to battle the envy that wants to take up home in my chest. It’s not that I’m not happy for them, because I truly am. But I wish I had somebody who loved me as much as they clearly love one another.

“I agree that they are good together,” I add, suddenly feeling shy as everyone around the table looks at me. “Grace is happier than I’ve ever seen her, too.”

Oliver grins at me. “Thank you, Selena. So, what do you think of our club?”

I let my eyes dance around the room for a moment, taking in the sight of couples and small groups as they gather around the place, drinking and chatting.

“I have to be honest and say it’s not at all what I was expecting,” I say, turning my attention back to Oliver.

“What were you expecting?” Elijah asks, capturing my gaze with his intense blue eyes once more.

“I don’t know,” I say, chuckling shyly and shrugging one shoulder. “Maybe more sex and whips.”

My answer causes the entire table to laugh, and I join them. Maybe getting out of the house now and then is a good thing after all. It feels good to let my hair down and laugh for a change. Even if I am resisting the urge to check my phone for messages from the babysitter every two seconds.

“Don’t worry,” Alexander says. “There is plenty of that in other parts of the club. We just like to keep the bar area free of all of that stuff so that nobody sees anything they don’t want to see.”

“But let me know if you want a tour, Selena,” Elijah says, a teasing grin on his face. “I’ll be more than happy to show you around.”

His words create flutters in my stomach that turn into something hot and achy between my legs, but I give him a smile and shake my head.

“Thank you for the offer, Elijah, but I don’t think I’m ready to see that just yet,” I say with a laugh. Especially not with a guy who's old enough to be my father, but who still manages to get every nerve ending in my body tingling with desire. “But if you could just point me in the direction of the bathroom, that would be great.”

“Of course,” he says, pointing towards a door close to us. “Just through there. Follow along the corridor, and when it forks into two, make sure to stay on the left. If you don’t want to see anything, then definitely don’t go to the right.”

Elijah winks at me, and I feel my face grow warm.

“Okay. Thanks, Elijah,” I say.

As I get to my feet, my body is so close to his that I can feel the heat coming off his body, and his cologne is like a drug, sending my senses into overload and causing the ache between my legs to intensify.

My hands shake slightly, and I try to ignore it as I give him a tight smile and make my way towards the door he’d pointed at.

Once I am out of the bar area, and in the empty corridor, I take a deep breath, trying to clear the fog that had crept into my brain and slowed my thinking when I’d sat so close to Elijah.

As I walk along the corridor, the sounds of moans grow louder with each step, and my curiosity grows. Now this is what I had been expecting at a sex club.

When I come to the fork in the pathway, I pause. I know I should just go to the bathroom and get back to the others as quickly as possible. But I also know tonight might be my only chance to explore a place like this. I doubt I will be coming back, as everything here is such a far cry from my normal life, so a quick peek won’t hurt.

Perhaps I hadn’t been completely honest with Elijah just now. I am curious about the more dirty parts of the club, but I’m just too shy to experience it with someone else.

After pulling my shoulders back and gathering as much courage as I can, I turn to the right, following the sensual sounds that live in that direction.


Chapter Two


Elijah:

I can’t focus on whatever the others are all talking about as my eyes keep drifting to the door where Selena disappeared. She’s taking longer than I would have thought, and I have a feeling I know why.

I don’t think the curious little beauty headed straight to the bathroom. I think she took the right turn to find out what sights might be on offer to her.

“Don’t tell me you’ve finally found someone who’s caught your eye, Elijah,” Alexander says, and when I turn back to look at him, he’s got a smug expression on his face. One that I consider removing with my fist.

“Oh, stop it,” I say, shaking my head. “My divorce only finalized a few months ago. I’m not looking for anything, and you know it.”

Alex shrugs his shoulder. “First, the divorce has only just been finalized, but we all know the marriage was never actually a real one.” I huff and narrow my eyes at him in warning, but he ignores me. “Second, who said you have to be looking for a whole damn relationship? Why not just one night of fun?”

Before I can respond, Grace leans over and slaps Alex on his shoulder. Hard.

“Hey!” she screeches. “That’s my best friend you’re talking about! Watch your mouth, Alex.”

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry!” Alexander says, raising both hands in surrender. “I didn’t mean that. It’s just that, even if it’s not with Selena, Elijah should consider having some fun now and then. He’s not a fucking monk.”

“Not all of us are obsessed with sticking our dick in the nearest wet hole, Alex,” I say with a smirk. “I’m perfectly happy as I am.”

Except I know that’s not the truth. At least the part about being happy.

Lara, my ex-wife, had been the most devoted submissive I’d ever had when we first met. I hadn’t been able to believe I could be so lucky, both in business and in my relationship. It seemed too good to be true, so I had got her to church and put a ring on her finger after only four months of dating. She had been my entire world.

But we’d only been married for six months before I found out she'd been in a relationship with another man the whole time I’d known her. Lara only wanted me for my money, and everything I’d given her had swiftly been passed along to her lover. He had been living a luxury lifestyle on my money, but even worse than that, Lara’s betrayal had ripped my fucking heart to shreds.

I will not let any other woman close enough to hurt me like that again.

Or, at least, that was what I’d believed until tonight. But Selena, with her innocent beauty, wide doe eyes and tempting body, has managed to pull at my interest like nothing else has for a long time.

There’s no denying that I want her. The fact that I’ve been rock hard ever since she walked into the club is a testament to that. But I’m a Dom, and for me, BDSM has never been purely about sex. I want all the adoration and devotion for one another that I thought I’d found with Lara, and that Oliver has found with Grace.

Selena’s body would not be enough to satisfy me, no matter how many times I took her. I’d want her heart and soul, too. But I don’t know if I can let anybody close enough to find that again. Especially not someone who has no experience with BDSM.

Although, something tells me Selena will be difficult to resist.

A quick glance at my watch tells me she has been gone for over fifteen minutes now, and my own curiosity is getting the better of me. Did she begin exploring in other places? And if so, what does she think of it all?

Everyone else around the table is lost in their own conversations once more, so I stand and go look for Selena.

As suspected, she has gone down the corridor I’d told her not to go down. Along the length of the hall are several rooms, each one with clear glass walls where anyone can observe what is going on inside. Loud moans fill the space, and it’s obvious a few of the rooms are occupied by couples enjoying themselves.

Selena is staring through one of the large windows, and I have the perfect profile view of her. Luckily for me, her long brown hair is scraped back into a high ponytail, so I can see the expression on her face without any obstructions. She’s watching intently with her lips parted slightly and a pretty flush to her cheeks. The rapid rise and fall of her perky breasts lets me know she is breathing hard, and it’s easy to tell that she’s aroused by whatever she is watching.

I walk up to her until I’m standing right behind her, but she hasn’t noticed my presence yet. There are only two other people in the long corridor, a couple who are observing at a different window while the man is rubbing between the woman’s thighs. The other woman is squirming and obviously close to orgasm, but when the man’s eyes meet mine, I give a brisk tilt of my head, and he grabs the woman’s hand to lead her away.

Now that Selena and I are alone in the hallway, I focus on the scene playing out in front of us. A woman is tied to a wooden cross in the corner of the room, her arms and legs outstretched and bound by rope. She’s naked, her body glistening with perspiration as the fully clothed man standing in front of her is holding a vibrating wand against her clit while the fingers of his other hand are slamming in and out of her pussy.

The helpless woman lets out a loud scream of pleasure, the sound hoarse as her body bucks and shudders. The movements cause her to pull against the ropes restraining her, but they do not give. And when her climax fades, the man does not stop his ministrations, quickly pushing his submissive towards another crescendo.

My cock is so hard it’s throbbing, and not just because of the show the couple is putting on. No, it’s because of her. Selena. It’s like every fiber of my being is drawn to her, and it takes all the self-control I possess not to just claim her right here in the middle of the fucking corridor where anyone can see if they happen to walk past.

“I had a feeling you wouldn’t be able to resist coming down here,” I say finally, hearing the gruffness in my voice as I battle with the lust coursing through me.

She cries out, a sweet sound of surprise, as she jumps around to face me. Selena’s cheeks turn an even deeper shade of crimson, and I can’t help but grin down at her.

“I... I’m sorry,” she stammers after a long moment of silence between us. “I shouldn’t be here.”

She takes a step back, and then another, as if she’s about to bolt away, but I place my hand on her hip and gently pull her closer to me. It’s still not enough. There is a primal desire that makes me want to pull her against my body completely to close any distance between us, but I’m worried about frightening the young woman.

“It’s okay, Selena,” I reassure her. “You are an adult and can go anywhere you want in this club. But do you want to know a secret?”

Selena lifts her gaze, and I feel like I could lose myself in those beautiful green eyes as they sparkle up at me. She gives an almost imperceptible nod of her head, and I can see she is holding her breath as she waits for me to speak again.

I dip my head, bringing my lips close to her ear, and her scent fills my senses. It’s a mixture of strawberries and vanilla, and it makes my mouth water with the need to taste her skin.

“I enjoy coming here to watch too,” I tell her, hoping to ease some of her embarrassment.

“You do?” she asks in a small voice.

“Yes,” I tell her, knowing I should take a step back from her before I lose all control, but I can’t. As I begin speaking again, my lips brush against her earlobe, and I’m close enough that I can feel the shiver that ripples through her body.

“These rooms are especially for people who get aroused by putting on a show for other people. And for the people who get aroused by watching. So there is definitely nothing wrong with getting turned on by what you see.”

A small gasp escapes her, and I have to clench my hands into fists at my side to stop myself from touching her any more than I already am. I want to hear her gasp like that again. Louder. And then I want to hear her scream my name.

“I think you are turned on by it, aren’t you, Selena?”

She turns her head to the side, unable to even look at me. For a moment, I have to wonder just how much experience she has with men. Judging by her shyness, I would guess she hasn’t experienced much. And when I think about all the things I could show her, my dick gets uncomfortably hard as it tries to burst through my pants.

“You know, Selena,” I whisper against her earlobe, “Oliver told the rest of us to stay away from you tonight before you arrived, because you are not at all submissive. But I think he’s wrong about that.”

She quickly shakes her head, but the tiny whimper that falls from her pretty lips doesn’t go unnoticed. Not at all.

I chuckle quietly. “Really? Not even a little bit curious about what it would be like to let someone else take control for a while, Selena?”

Selena nibbles nervously on her lower lip, turning her head to look at the couple inside the room. The woman has had multiple orgasms in the time we’ve been talking, and she is practically glowing as her Dom pushes her ever higher with his touches.

The look on Selena’s face almost makes me moan. There is a longing for the same kind of treatment, and whatever resistance might have been lingering inside me breaks at the sight of it.

I want her. And I’m powerless to resist her.

“I knew it. I can see it written all over your face as you watch them, Selena. How would you feel about letting me give you a small taste of how it really feels to let go with a Dom?”

She brings her eyes back up to meet mine, and they are wide with shock at my blunt suggestion.

Her breath is coming quicker now, her chest heaving. The movement causes her breasts to strain against the neckline of her dress, and my gaze drops down to take in the sight. She is fucking breath-taking.

“I... ummm, uh... now?” she asks, stumbling over her words.

I nod my head. “This is the perfect place for a quick taste. Just enough for you to understand what you’re curious about. A small lesson in giving control over to someone else. How does that sound, Selena?”

For the longest time, she just stares up at me, and my heart pounds as I wonder if I’ve pushed too far. But then she nods her head slightly, and that’s all the encouragement I need.

I wrap an arm around her waist and turn us around, backing her up against the nearest wall. She is shivering as I pin her against it with my body, but the way she moans lets me know it’s not because of fear. I can tell she wants this as much as I do, and I vow to show her how good submission can feel.

I’ll make her crave it, and I’ll make her crave me.

Dipping my head, I brush my lips against hers. It’s a light caress, almost a whisper of a kiss, but it still makes my blood burn with an overwhelming craving for her.

“I need to tell you something important before we begin, baby,” I tell her in a soft voice. “Just because I’m in control, doesn’t mean you don’t have the power to stop things at any time. If you need to stop, just tell me, and I will listen. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Elijah,” she whispers, her voice cracking on the words.

“Good girl,” I murmur against her lips. And if I’d still had any doubts about her submissive nature, the way she moans at my praise wipes them away instantly.

I gently take hold of her wrists and guide them up over her head, forcing her to stretch and arch for me. The movement presses her breasts more firmly against my chest, and I can’t help but groan. I grip both of her wrists in one of my hands, while I trail my other hand down to cup her cheek. Her skin is hot, almost searing my skin, and I can’t wait to find out how hot she feels between her thighs.

For a brief moment, she struggles half-heartedly against my hold on her. I feel my lips curl up into a smile as I tighten my grip. It’s not that she wants to be free. She wants to make sure she can’t get free. And when she realizes she can’t, she goes limp and whimpers loudly.

“That’s it, Selena,” I whisper, my lips almost touching hers again. “Just let go. Tell me to stop if you need to, but there is no use fighting this. You’re mine to do with as I please right now. Isn’t that right?”

She nods her head, and the only movements coming from her now are her attempts to press her body even tighter against my own somehow. I know she must be able to feel how fucking hard I am for her, and the way she’s reacting to it makes me feel almost feral.

“Words, Selena,” I order as I try to keep myself under control. “You’re going to have to use your words.”

“Yes, Elijah,” she whimpers again. “I’m yours right now.”

“That’s better, baby,” I growl as the hand which had been cupping her cheek slides lower down her body.

I caress the side of her neck before gliding my fingertips over the swell of cleavage peeking out from the top of her dress. Her bare skin is just as soft and warm as I’d known it would be, and I can’t hold back any longer.

“Are you ready to begin, Selena?” I ask.

“Yes, Elijah, please.”

And all my resolve shatters at the sound of those breathy words.


Chapter Three


Selena:

“Now, there are going to be some rules, Selena,” Elijah growls softly, and his lips are still so close to mine that the heat of his breath teases against my mouth.

I squirm, feeling the strength of his grip as he keeps my wrists tethered against the wall above my head, but there’s nowhere for me to go, and that’s exactly the way I want it right now.

“Oh?” I gasp, wanting to hear the rules for the game he is about to play with me, wanting to know what to expect and how far he will push. “What rules are those?”

“No matter what I do, you have to keep looking into my eyes,” he replies with a wolfish grin. “If you can do that, I promise to make you come harder than you’ve ever come before. But if you look away, I will stop touching you until you beg for more. Is that understood?”

I swallow hard. Elijah is going to touch me, and he wants to make me come. My mind is spinning as I try to process what’s happening. I haven’t had a boyfriend since high school, and all we’d done was hold hands between classes. I haven’t even had my first kiss yet, despite being twenty-one, given how my entire focus has been on taking care of my siblings for the last four years.

And now, here I am, pinned against the wall of a sex club by a rich, sexy, powerful older man.

“Do you understand?” Elijah prompts, his voice a husky growl that sends a rush of heat to my core.

“Y-yes.” I stammer my agreement, my eyes widening at his promise. But I do not want him to stop, so I keep my gaze locked with his.

His blue eyes are smoldering with a fire that seems to burn just for me, and it’s an incredible feeling knowing that such a powerful and confident man wants me.

My heart is pounding as I wait with anticipation. Will he touch my breasts now? Kiss me? Slide his hand inside my panties?

But when Elijah doesn’t do anything more than watch me for a long, silent moment, my breathing turns shallow and ragged. His dark hair falls into his face, but it does not take away from his breathtaking appearance.

His sharp jaw is covered with just the right amount of stubble that I have a sudden urge to run my hands over it, if only my hands weren’t bound over my head.

Finally, his grip tightens on my wrists again, and his free hand glides over my body once more.

I feel as if he is a wild animal, touching and teasing his prey before he takes the ultimate prize, but it only serves to arouse me further.

He moves slowly and purposefully, his fingers exploring my curves. The feel of his palm over the soft fabric of my dress, brushing against my breasts, makes my nipples pebble and strain against my clothes, but it’s not enough.

He drags his hand lower, until his thumb and index finger are just above my sex, but he does not move any lower. My entire body is thrumming with an unquenchable hunger for the man touching me, and my arousal is almost at bursting point.

Yet Elijah looks so calm. He’s hard, and I can feel the bulge of his erection pressing against my thigh as he keeps his body close to mine, but he is still so controlled.

My frustration rises, but I do as he says and keep looking into his eyes, not daring to disobey him in case he stops what he’s doing entirely.

“Please,” I whimper.

“What do you want?” Elijah asks. He is so close to me that his lips are brushing against mine as he speaks. “Use your words.”

“Please, touch me,” I plead with him, feeling my entire face flush. I have never spoken like this with anyone, but something about him brings my passion to the forefront. I’m almost mindless with need now.

“That’s right, Selena,” he groans, rewarding me with a kiss to my cheek as his hand moves lower. He brushes the pads of his fingertips against me through my panties. My dress is rucked up around my hips so that there is only the thin layer of cotton and lace separating our skin.

Despite the gentleness of his touch, it feels like lightning has struck. The sensation is so strong and overwhelming that I gasp aloud and shudder with the intensity of it.

“That’s my good girl,” Elijah groans again, and I can hear the roughness in his voice that gives away how affected by this he really is.

And then, finally, Elijah tugs my panties aside. His fingers slide against the slickness between my thighs, and his eyes flare as he realizes how ready I am for him.

He begins to stroke his fingertips gently back and forth across my pussy lips, teasing and torturing me in the most delicious way.

“So wet for me. You want my fingers inside you, don’t you, baby? Tell me.”

“Please, Elijah,” I gasp as his finger circles my opening.

I keep my eyes on his face, just as he ordered, and his gaze never wavers from mine. His finger teases, tormenting my sensitive flesh until I think I might go insane with my need. I push my hips towards him as much as I can with the way his body has me pinned against the wall, silently begging for him to touch me deeper. But he ignores it, continuing to touch and tease, never dipping his fingers into me as I need.

“You will come when I say you can tonight, Selena,” he says. “I control your pleasure. Is that understood?”

“Y-yes.” I’m barely able to get the word out, my chest heaving and my body burning up from the intensity of our game.

Elijah presses the heel of his hand against my mound, the pressure increasing until my clit begins to throb from the contact. “So good. I love seeing you like this, Selena. And I love the sounds of your moans.”

I’m barely even aware of the noises I’m making, drowned out as they are by the sounds of the couples having sex in the nearby rooms and my own pounding heartbeat.

But as his finger glides between my folds, I cannot help but moan even louder. “Please.”

“You’re going to come for me, aren’t you? You want that, baby, I can tell,” Elijah croons as he circles my opening with his fingers.

“I want that,” I moan. “So much.”

I need that, need to find some relief from this all-consuming desperation for his touch. I’ve never needed anything so badly in all my life, never thought such intense need existed, but he’s proving me wrong.

His lips are still only a hair’s breadth from my own as he watches me, and I have no doubt that I am close to reaching a breaking point. My body feels tight and achy with my need, and I can no longer control myself or what comes out of my mouth.

I’ve been reduced to a bundle of raw, desperate nerves, and Elijah has become my world. I would do anything, agree to anything to get my relief right now.

Elijah slowly eases a finger into my aching sex, his eyes still on mine. It feels incredible, and my pussy tightens around him immediately, desperate to keep him there. He starts to thrust gently in and out, never looking away from my eyes.

“Such a tight, perfect little pussy,” he growls. “And so wet for me, too.”

My clit feels so swollen that I know I will only need the tiniest bit of extra stimulation for it to make me fall apart in Elijah’s arms, and as if sensing this, his thumb glides over the sensitive bud.

I can’t hold back my cry of pleasure, my eyelids fluttering shut as I teeter dangerously close to the edge. But the sudden withdrawal of Elijah’s hand forces me back from the precipice, my eyes snapping open to stare into his.

“Keep your eyes open for me, Selena,” he says. “I told you that was the rule, and I expect you to obey.”

There is a commanding tone in his voice as he stares down at me. His hand has moved to his lips now, and he slowly slides his finger into his mouth. “You taste fucking divine, baby. You’re even sweeter than I’d hoped for.”

His words, and the sight of him tasting me from his glistening fingers, makes my pussy clench around air, desperate to feel those digits inside me again.

“Please don’t stop, Elijah,” I beg, frantic for the release I’d been so close to. “I want to come.”

“Oh, and I want to make you come, baby,” he says, his lips curling up into a smile wicked enough to make panties melt. “So you need to be a good girl and keep your eyes on me. I’m sure you wouldn’t want to deny me the pleasure of hearing you scream as you come for me just because you couldn’t obey.”

His words and the heated promise behind them are almost too much to bear. My head feels foggy as I stare back into Elijah’s eyes and his hand resumes its position between my thighs.

I bite down on my lower lip as I feel his fingers slide deep inside me, filling and stretching my sex to the point where it is almost uncomfortable. His thumb teases my clit, bringing me to the brink once again.

I have never felt anything so incredible in my life, and it takes everything within me not to close my eyes and sink fully into the sensations coursing through me. The way Elijah watches me as he makes my body sing for him is intoxicating.

“Look into my eyes as you come for me,” Elijah commands, his voice soft and firm all at once as his fingers begin to fuck my aching sex. “That’s it, my sweet, sweet Selena. That’s right. I’m going to make you come.”

My inner walls are fluttering as he expertly manipulates my clit with his thumb, and my moans of pleasure grow louder and more insistent.

“Come for me, baby,” he growls. “Now.”

The tidal wave of ecstasy breaks, and my entire body stiffens as a powerful climax rolls over me, making me scream as he’d promised I would. My inner walls are pulsing wildly, and I’m powerless to stop myself from falling over the edge into the sweet bliss that he’d offered.

Elijah continues to fuck me with his fingers as he works me through the waves of pleasure that crash over me, keeping my gaze locked on his. His lips curve up into a satisfied smile, and there is no mistaking the heated pride I can see in his expression as he looks at me.

When he is sure that my climax has subsided, he removes his hand from between my legs, bringing his glistening fingers up to his mouth again. He wraps his lips around one, slowly licking my juices from his skin, and my mouth drops open in awe at his sheer eroticism.

I feel my body turn hot and flushed as I watch him taste me, my skin tingling when my need to kiss him intensifies. But when Elijah reaches down to tug my panties back into place, my stomach drops with disappointment.

He brings his other hand up above my head now, gripping one of my wrists in each of his hands as he towers over me, looking into my eyes.

“Now what do you say, Selena?” he asks. “What does a good girl say after she has been gifted with an orgasm?”

“Thank you, Elijah,” I answer quickly, my voice trembling and breathless from the little aftershocks of pleasure still rippling through my body.

“That’s a good girl,” he says with a grin, bringing his head down towards me and capturing my lips in a gentle kiss. “We should probably get back to the others now, though.”

Disappointment flares up again, but I swallow it down. “But... I didn’t... ummm...”

My words fade away as my cheeks turn a deeper shade of red. But the words I want to say, the fact that Elijah hasn’t had his release as well, is suddenly overwhelmingly important to me.

He is watching me again with that wicked look on his face.

“But what?” he asks, the playful edge to his voice telling me that he knows exactly what it is I’m struggling to say. “Spit it out, baby.”

“But I want you to come too.” My words rush out before I can second-guess myself. “You didn’t come as well. You shouldn’t be left... dissatisfied. Please, I want to take care of you, too.”

His grin widens and a shiver of delight courses through my body in response. “Who said I’m dissatisfied?” he asks with a wink. “I got exactly what I wanted, baby. But I’m guessing we don’t have long before the others come looking to find out where we are.”

“Oh...”

I hadn’t thought of that, and now I’m suddenly grateful nobody has already come to find us. That would have been embarrassing.

“So I think you should go and clean up in the bathroom while I go and make some excuse to cover for us. Okay?”

He kisses me again, and this time, there is nothing gentle about the way his tongue parts my lips, exploring my mouth in an unhurried, yet domineering, manner.

By the time he pulls away from me, my knees are trembling and I feel almost faint with my longing for him. “Okay,” I whisper.

Elijah releases his hold on my wrists, and I slide back down until my heels are back on solid ground.

He brushes the pad of his thumb across my lower lip. “Next time you come to the club, I’ll give you another taste of surrender. But, for now, we’re going to have to behave ourselves again.”

Elijah walks away, leaving me leaning against the wall, breathing hard and unable to believe what’s just happened. But I know this is a one-off, even if I don’t have the courage to tell him that I won’t be coming back to the club again.

I know he’ll quickly find someone else, though. He’s too perfect not to have women falling all over him.

As I walk back the way I’d come earlier, taking the turn to the restrooms, I feel an ache in my chest as I realize he will soon replace me, while all I will have is my memories of him and the way his touch made me feel.


Chapter Four


Selena:

“See, I was right, wasn’t I?” Grace asks, keeping her eyes on the road ahead as she drives me home from Club Surrender. “You had fun, right?”

Images of Elijah flash through my mind. Of the way he touched me and made me come harder than I’d ever come before, and of the way he hadn’t stopped staring at me like he wanted to drag me off and do it all over again for the rest of the evening.

The ache between my thighs flares up once more as I try to stop that dirty little picture show in my head.

“Yeah,” I reply, trying to sound as casual as I can. “It was much more fun than I expected.”

“That’s good,” she says, and I know there is a triumphant little grin on Grace’s face without having to turn and look at her. “And Elijah seemed quite smitten with you.”

My face grows hot, and I turn my head to look out the window, grateful that the dark night will hide my blush from my best friend.

“I bet he’s like that with all the women at the club,” I say with a laugh, hoping the sound doesn’t come out too bitter.

“Are you kidding?” Grace asks, her voice rising to a screech. “I’ve never seen Elijah with anyone else at the club. “When I first met him, he was in the middle of a divorce, and that’s been finalized for a few months, but he still hasn’t been interested in anyone. But it was damn obvious to all of us he couldn’t keep his eyes off you tonight, Selena.”

“Oh...”

“Yeah. ‘Oh,’” Grace teases, making me smile despite my discomfort with the conversation. “He was looking at you like you’re his favorite piece of candy, and he wants to devour you. So, are you going to come back and see him again?”

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” I mumble.

“What? Why not?” she asks, turning to look at me briefly before she returns her gaze to the road. “Elijah might be a bit older than you, but he’s a great guy. And his ex-wife is a bitch who ripped his heart right out of his chest. He didn’t deserve that at all.”

Well, now things suddenly start to make more sense. Tonight was probably just a rebound thing. No other reason makes any sense in my mind, considering all the differences between us.

“I’m sure he didn’t,” I reply. “But I’ve got my little brother and sister at home depending on me. I can’t just keep going out and leaving them. Besides, I don’t have the money to go out regularly. The cost of a babysitter and drinks and new clothes would all add up really quickly.”

Grace lets out a sigh. “I really wish you didn’t have to worry about all of those things. It’s so wrong of your mom to just leave you with her kids the way she has. Does she even send you any money for them?”

“No,” I answer quietly.

She huffs, and I brace myself for the torrent of criticisms against my mother that I’m sure are about to come. But to my surprise, Grace holds herself back.

“Is there anywhere else you can go to get support? Maybe...”

I quickly interrupt her before she can continue. “You know there isn’t, Grace,” I answer a little more harshly than I intend. “We have no other family, and I can’t go to anybody else in case mom gets reported for not taking care of her kids. If they get taken away from me, I’ll lose what’s left of my family. And that’s not going to happen if I can help it.”

“I know you’re right,” she says, sounding almost as defeated as I feel. “It’s just hard to hear it. It isn’t fair you have to deal with this, Selena. How would you feel about letting Oliver and I help you sometimes whenever money is too tight? He’s told me plenty of times that he wishes he could help you more, so I know he wouldn’t mind, and he’s not exactly strapped for cash.”

Shame bubbles up inside me. I’m a fucking adult, and I shouldn’t have to rely on other people to help me take care of my siblings. I want to stand on my own two feet.

“I’m not a charity case, you know,” I snap.

“I’m sorry,” Grace says, reaching over the center console of her car to place her hand gently on top of mine where it rests in my lap. “I was just trying to help. But I won’t push. Just know we’re here to help if you ever need it, okay?”

I nod my head, and let out a quiet sigh. “At least I’ve got a good landlord,” I tell her, trying to think of at least one good thing to help soothe her worries. “He’s always patient when I can’t pay on time, so it could be much worse, I guess.”

Grace looks at me out of the corner of her eye before turning her attention back to the road, and I have a feeling my plan didn’t work as well as I’d hoped it would. We pull up outside my house, and after taking my seatbelt off, I reach over and pull Grace into a hug.

“Thank you for tonight, Grace,” I murmur against her neck.

She hugs me tightly. “You don’t need to thank me, sweetie. But it was so good to see you happy for a change. Don’t expect me to stop pestering you to come out with me again sometimes.”

When I pull back, she’s grinning at me, and I can’t help but laugh. “Fine, you can pester me all you want. But that doesn’t mean I’ll be saying yes.”

“We’ll see,” she says, the grin on her face turning smug. “We both know you can’t resist me.”

When I get out of her car, we’re both laughing, and I wave her goodbye and wish her a safe journey home.

As I’m walking towards my front door, it swings open. Melissa, the nineteen-year-old girl who lives with her mom next door, is standing there.

“Is everything okay?” I ask, panic filling me as she greets me before I can even get inside.

“Oh yeah,” she says, smiling at me. “Both kids were angels all evening, and they’re asleep now. But my boyfriend is on his way to my house, so I was looking out for you because I want to get back home quickly to see him.”

I nod my head and smile, a feeling of envy creeping up inside me at how carefree Melissa’s life seems to be.

“Okay, well, have a great evening,” I say as she rushes past me.

She pauses for a second, turning back to face me. “If you ever need anyone to help you babysit again, just let me know. A bit of extra money is always useful.”

I chuckle, but inwardly I’m cringing as I think about the pittance I paid her for tonight.

“Thanks, Melissa. I’ll keep it in mind for the future,” I tell her, even though I already know it will be unlikely.

I wave her off and head inside, enjoying the quiet of our small home after all the noise and chatter from the club.

I creep upstairs, not wanting to wake the kids as I check in on them. Noah’s bedroom is first, and I enter as quietly as I can, grateful for the thick carpet that muffles the sounds of my steps.

My little brother is eight, and his bedroom is decorated to reflect his love of video games and superheroes. I glance at his bed, where the shape of his sleeping form is just visible. When I get closer, I can see he’s snuggled up with the superhero teddy bear I bought him for his birthday last month, his favorite blanket covering him and his eyes shut as he dreams of who-knows-what.

My heart fills with affection for him, and I smile softly as I watch him for a moment. He looks so peaceful, and somehow, seeing him like this makes everything seem worth it.

I pick up the small device sitting on his bedside table, holding it against the sensor stuck to Noah’s upper arm for a few seconds until it vibrates in my hand. The screen fills with a chart, and I breathe a sigh of relief as I find out his blood sugar levels had remained pretty steady throughout the evening.

God knows what I would ever do if his diabetes made him really sick while I wasn’t here to take care of him. That’s a recurring nightmare of mine, and not something I want to experience outside of sleep.

I place the device back down, then I bend and place a soft kiss on his forehead before tiptoeing out of the room, leaving him in peace.

The next room in the small corridor belongs to my six-year-old sister, Ivy. The door is open slightly, and I peek in to find her sleeping, the fairy lights attached to the headboard of her bed casting a warm glow over her room. She’s laid on her back, spread out like a starfish in the middle of the bed while there are several teddies scattered around her.

I smile fondly, then step into her bedroom. She doesn’t wake as I bend to kiss her, and I pull her blanket over her and place her favorite teddy next to her so she will know where it is when she wakes up.

As I watch over her for a moment, a sadness washes over me. I know Ivy doesn’t really have any memories of living with our mom, seeing as she left when my sister was only two. And I could probably count on one hand how many times mom has come to visit since then. I’m the only mother Ivy has ever known, and she deserves better than that. She deserves a mom who knows what she’s doing and who has her shit together.

But I do love Ivy and Noah so damn much, and I try my best, and I pray every single day that’s enough for them.

I turn slowly and leave Ivy to sleep, closing the door behind me before heading towards my own room.

As I flop down onto my bed, too exhausted to change out of the dress I’d borrowed from Grace, my mind fills with images of Elijah again, and I recall every moment of the way he touched me. My body trembles in anticipation, and a part of me is already trying to figure out ways I could go visit him at the club again.

I squeeze my thighs together as heat gathers between them, my body needing another release, craving it. But as my hand inches its way under the skirt of my dress, I force myself to stop.

There’s no way I can go back to see Elijah. The lust coursing through me will cool soon enough, and it will all just be a fun memory. And I’m better off with just the memories, because he is the exact kind of distraction I don’t need.

I want to be the best possible parent I can be to my siblings, and I refuse to forget about them just because a man comes into my life. I fucking refuse to be anything like my mother.

If that means I have to give up on finding love for myself until they are older, so be it. I know I’m doing the right thing for my family, and it will all be worth it.

I roll over onto my side and close my eyes, willing myself to fall asleep quickly even as Elijah’s smiling face fills my mind.


Chapter Five


Elijah:

God, I hate Monday morning traffic. It was only supposed to take twenty minutes to drive to Impact Media Relations, the PR company that I purchased just last week, but it ended up taking almost double that, thanks to the fucking gridlock on the road.

By the time I pull into my spot in the parking lot for my first day of whipping this place into shape, my mood is already foul. But that only worsens when my phone starts ringing and Sarah’s name appears on the screen. If my PA is calling me at this time on a Monday morning, I’m guessing it’s not good news.

I get comfortable in the driver’s seat and pick up my phone.

“Hey, Sarah, what’s up?” I say, trying to keep my voice light. Whatever’s going on, I doubt it’s her fault. She’s been my PA, and my rock, for the last five years.

“Elijah,” she says, her voice sounding weaker than usual. “I’m so sorry to have to do this to you today of all days, but I’m sick and I can’t come in.”

Fuck. That’s the one thing I didn’t want to hear from her today. “What’s wrong?” I ask. “I hope it’s nothing serious?”

“Well, I actually had to have emergency surgery early Saturday morning. I started getting bad abdominal pain on Friday evening and my husband took me to the ER to get it checked out. Turned out it was my appendix, and I ended up having it taken out.”

“Oh shit,” I mutter. “I’m sorry, Sarah. I’m happy it’s been taken care of already, though. Are you back at home yet, or are you still in the hospital?”

“I’m at the hospital still,” she replies, “but hopefully not for much longer. The doctor says I will need to take about six weeks to recover from the surgery, so I’m afraid I might not be back at work for a while. I’m so sorry to let you down, Elijah.”

I clamp my lips shut to hold back the string of curse words I want to throw at this very unfortunate turn of events. There is no need for Sarah to hear them, though. I don’t want her thinking I’m mad at her, after all. But this is a really shitty time for something like this to happen. Sarah is the most organized person I’ve ever met, and she always keeps me on track with everything I have to do, even often pointing out things I’ve missed. And the next few weeks are going to be stressful enough as it is while I integrate myself into the new company.

“Don’t worry,” I say, even as my mind starts trying to come up with a plan to get through this. “I want you to make sure you rest, Sarah. Take the next eight weeks off with full pay, and we’ll talk nearer the time to make sure you’re actually well enough to return. If you need longer, you’ll take it.”

“Oh no, I can’t...” she begins, before I cut her off.

“Of course you can, Sarah. I’m telling you to take care of yourself for a while. And I know Steve will agree with me.”

She laughs as I bring up her husband. “Well, that’s true enough.”

I only just hear her words as someone catches my eye. A young woman is rushing towards the front entrance of the building, and I’d know her anywhere, despite the fact that I can only see one side of her face.

She’s been on my mind ever since I met her Friday night, and over the weekend, she was the object of more than one jerk off fantasy.

Selena.

My dick gets instantly hard at the sight of her, and I wonder for a moment if she works at Impact. Now that would be a stroke of good luck on what is turning out to be an otherwise bad morning.

As she reaches the entrance, she almost bumps into a man wearing a suit and tie as he leaves. He glances around and smiles as he sees me sitting in my car, but I’m only vaguely aware of him as my eyes keep flitting towards Selena.

Once she’s out of sight, the sound of Sarah’s voice in my ear brings me back to reality.

“Are you still there, Elijah?”

“I’m sorry, Sarah, I need to go,” I tell her, already unbuckling my seatbelt and climbing out of the car. “Just send me an email if there’s anything you need. I’ll speak to you soon, okay?”

“Of course. Have a good day. Goodbye,” she says as I end the call and drop the phone into my suit pocket.

The man approaches me. He has to be a little younger than I am, maybe in his late thirties, wearing an ill-fitting suit that was probably perfect for him maybe twenty pounds ago.

“Mr. Marshall?” he asks as he reaches me.

I nod my head. “That’s right. And you are...?”

“Michael,” he answers quickly. “I’m the general manager here.”

“Nice to meet you, Michael,” I say, before quickly getting to business. “Do you know that woman you nearly bumped into just now? I believe her name is Selena.”

His face crumples into a confused expression, and he looks back at the entrance of the building for a second before turning back to look at me.

“Ummm, sure. I know her. That’s Selena Anderson, and she works the reception here.”

I can’t help grinning widely at the news, and I’m suddenly no longer annoyed about losing my PA for a couple of months.

“Perfect. I’m going to need you to go find Selena and then bring her up to my office. I have some business I need to discuss with her.”

The wrinkles in his forehead deepen as he frowns. “Selena? Are you sure? She doesn’t exactly...”

His words trail off as I stare him down. “I’m not sure I asked for your opinion, Michael. I need her to help me with something, and I need you to go get her.”

“Yes, Sir,” he answers quickly, his face flushed. “Of course. Would you like me to show you up to your office first?”

“No, that won’t be necessary. I’m up on the top floor, right?”

Michael nods his head. “Yes, Sir. That’s correct.”

“Then I’m sure I can find my own way. You run along and find Selena.”

I start walking towards the entrance, while Michael rushes behind me. Even though I can’t see him, just his mere presence is enough to irritate me, and I hope I won’t have to spend too much time with him. I already know I won’t be able to tolerate it.

It doesn’t take long before we reach the main lobby of the building, and Michael points me to the lift. He’s about to take the stairs, and I watch as he rushes off before pressing the button and heading up to the top floor.

It doesn’t take long for the elevator doors to open up and I’m greeted by the sight of a short corridor with a desk off to one side, and behind it is a door with my name on it. Well, that was easy enough.

I walk into my office and look around the almost empty space, suddenly realizing there is nothing in here to make it look like me. It’s sterile and dull, and I hate it on sight. I make a note to find a local decorator and have them come out and give it some life.

The room only possesses a large mahogany desk and a single leather office chair, a set of empty shelves against one wall, and a brown leather sofa in the corner. Other than that, the space is bare.

The only redeeming feature is the huge floor-to-ceiling window that gives me the perfect view of the city. I walk over to it and smile to myself, already looking forward to enjoying this view every morning when I get in to work.

There is another door off to one side of my office, and when I open it up, I’m not surprised to find a small private bathroom.

As I wander back into my main office space, my mind fills with thoughts of Selena, and the things I could do with her on the sofa in the corner. I imagine her tied up with her legs spread, her naked body on full display for me, and my cock hardens once again.

Or maybe I could keep her under my desk while I work, having her suck my dick while I deal with mundane tasks.

I let out a sigh. While those are fun fantasies, it doesn’t change the fact that I’m still not ready for a relationship after my divorce. The thought of going through anything like that ever again is not a pleasant one, and it’s probably for the best I stay as far away from women as I can right now.

A knock at the already-open door announces Michael’s arrival, and when I see Selena standing next to him, I already know I will lose my battle to stay away from her. I have to touch her and make her come, just one more time.

She looks as fucking perfect as she did in my memories of Friday night, dressed in a white shirt and dark blue pencil skirt that hugs her curves perfectly. Her dark hair is twisted into a simple braid that hangs down over her shoulder, and when our eyes lock, she gives me a nervous smile.

“Hello,” I say to her.

Her eyes flick to Michael briefly before meeting my gaze again. “Good morning, Sir.”

Fuck. I like it when she calls me Sir in her soft, breathless voice. If she keeps doing that, there is no way I will be able to resist her.

Michael clears his throat. “Will that be all?” he asks.

I nod my head, not even bothering to look at the other man as I keep my eyes on Selena. He turns on his heels and rushes out of the room. I wait until I hear the elevator begin to descend before speaking again.

“Selena, please come in and shut the door behind you.”

She obeys me immediately, and I notice the way her hand trembles as she reaches for the door knob. It makes me wonder what she’s so nervous about. Surely she knows she doesn’t need to be afraid of me.

She steps inside the room and turns to face me, her head tilted down towards the ground as she waits for me to speak.

I want to rush over to her and take her into my arms, but then I worry I’ll get too carried away with her to even talk about my business proposal, so instead, I take a seat in my office chair and gesture to the sofa as it’s the only other seat in the room for now.

“I can’t believe we’ve bumped into each other again like this, Selena. I thought I would have to wait until your next visit to Surrender to see you.”

As she lowers herself onto the sofa, I notice for the first time just how pale she looks. And when her emerald eyes meet mine, I can see them glistening with unshed tears.

“Selena,” I ask, quickly rising from my chair again to go to her. I crouch down, placing my hand over hers. “Are you okay? You look really pale.”

“Am I about to lose my job, Elijah?” she blurts out as a single tear slides down her cheek. Selena blinks rapidly and quickly wipes the tear away. But I see it, and for some reason, it tears at my heart.

“What?” I ask, confused by her reaction to seeing me.

“Is that why you called me to your office? Are you going to fire me?”

Damn it. I hadn’t realized she would jump to that conclusion, although I don’t really blame her. The first day of a new CEO in charge and she gets called straight to his office, only to find out the man in question is the same man who had her pinned up against the wall in a sex club a couple of nights ago.

That has to be a mind fuck.

“Selena, look at me,” I say, as I gently grip her chin in my hand and lift her head, forcing her to meet my gaze. “I’m not firing you. Not at all, and that’s a promise. Now breathe for me.”

I watch her as she takes a couple of shaky breaths, and a little color returns to her cheeks. Although not enough to soothe my worries.

“That’s it,” I say, keeping my voice slow and soothing. “Good girl. Just keep breathing for me.”

We remain silent for a minute or two as Selena calms down, taking deep breaths. She is no longer trembling, and a little of the panic fades from her eyes, so I let go of her hand and sit down next to her on the sofa.

“Oh god,” she says in a small voice. “I... I’m so sorry, Elijah. I just panicked.”

“You have nothing to be sorry for, Selena. I apologize for scaring you. I know it must be worrying when the new CEO calls you to his office on his very first day. But I promise it’s nothing bad. I have a business proposition for you, but it can wait until you are feeling calmer.”

Selena’s eyes grow wide. “No, I’d like to know now, if that’s okay? Please, Elijah?”

I let out a breath and nod. Even though I haven’t known her long, I already have a feeling that I’d give Selena anything she asks for. The idea of refusing her anything causes an ache in my chest that catches me by surprise, even though she is only asking for something so small.

“Okay. So I was sitting outside the building in my car this morning, talking on the phone, when I saw you get out of your car and come inside. That’s how I realized you work here, Selena. But my PA has called in sick for the next two months after needing emergency surgery at the weekend. She’s fine, but it leaves me without a PA. Seeing as you are the only person I know here, I wanted to offer you the position until Sarah is back at work. I need someone I can trust, and if Grace and Oliver trust you, then so do I.”

“Oh,” she says, in the breathy way that always seems to drive me wild. “Now I’m even more ashamed for over-reacting when I came in. I really am so sorry, Elijah.”

“Stop apologizing, Selena,” I tell her firmly, lowering my voice to a growl. A small whimper falls from her lips, and I grin, pleased at the knowledge my commanding tone has such an effect on her. “If you do it again, I will have to punish you.”

Her lips part as she gasps, and for a brief moment, I consider leaning forward to kiss her. But the middle of business negotiations probably isn’t the best time for that.

“Now, back to business,” I say, standing and moving to sit on the edge of my desk. “If you say yes to taking over as my PA for the next two months, I will double your salary for the added responsibilities you will have. I’ll train you on the job, and I’ll expect you to be with me almost all the time, doing whatever I ask you to do. How does that sound, Selena?”

Selena’s face lights up, and I’m not sure if it’s because of the pay rise or the fact that we’ll be spending a lot more time together.

“It sounds perfect,” she gushes. “Thank you so much. You have no idea how much I appreciate it.”

“You’re welcome, Selena,” I say, tilting my head as I study her face. I had hoped she would stop looking so pale once the panic had worn off, but she still doesn’t look well.

“When was the last time you had something to eat, Selena?” I ask. “You really are looking very pale today.”

She opens her mouth to answer, then pauses as she stares off into space.

“If you have to think about it this long, Selena, then it’s obviously been far too long.” I can feel the way my face scrunches together into a frown at the idea she hasn’t been taking good enough care of herself.

“I... ummm... it’s just that I...”

Her words trail off, and I shake my head at her. “This isn’t good enough, Selena. I expect you to take good care of yourself. I’m going to go find something for you to eat, and then it will be time for your punishment. Hopefully, a sore ass for a few days will be the perfect reminder that I expect you to be a good girl and look after yourself for me.”

Before she can say anything, I stand from my desk and stalk out of the room, determined to take care of her if she won’t do it herself.


Chapter Six


Selena:

Elijah watches me closely as I finish every bite of the sandwich he’d somehow been able to find for me, and my hands tremble the entire time.

There is a knot deep in the pit of my stomach, though, stopping me from really enjoying the food even though I am famished. Did he really mean it about giving me a spanking for not taking care of myself?

I hadn’t meant to skip any meals, but I’d woken up late this morning after tossing and turning for hours last night while thinking about Elijah, so there hadn’t been time for breakfast. And last night, I’d been so busy rushing my younger siblings back and forth between different activities that I’d completely forgotten to eat dinner. I’d made mac and cheese for them once we got home, and meant to make something else for myself once they were asleep, but it hadn’t happened.

My eyes meet Elijah’s, and the familiar flutter returns between my thighs.

Why the hell does he make me feel this way? Especially when I know he’s about to punish me.

But every time I imagine myself across his lap, receiving a spanking, I can’t decide if I want to do something about the tingles it creates at my core, or burst into tears.

Okay, so it turns me on to think of being spanked by a powerful older man, sure. But it’s the reasoning behind it that makes me want to cry. He wants to teach me to take care of myself, something which I have been bad at ever since mom ran away and left me to be a substitute parent for my siblings. The fact he cares this much about my well-being already is something that makes my stomach clench even tighter with the desire to get to know him better.

I stand up from the sofa and place my empty plate on the desk, sliding it towards him.

“I’m sorry, Elijah,” I say, looking into his blue eyes. “I promise I will take better care of myself in the future.”

His face softens for a moment, but he stands and walks towards me, taking my hands in his.

“Yes, you will, Selena. And I will make sure it happens. Even if it means teaching you that skipping meals will come with consequences.”

“Elijah, I promise it wasn’t intentional. I didn’t even realize that I had skipped dinner last night. I just forgot, and this morning I overslept, so I didn’t have time for breakfast.”

His hands are still wrapped around mine, and he begins to pull me gently towards him. “That is all fine, Selena. But that doesn’t change the fact that you are obviously struggling to look after yourself, and that isn’t good enough.”

We come to a stop next to the leather sofa, and I feel the back of my legs press against the edge. I let out a breath, realizing how close I am to being across Elijah’s knees. I should be terrified right now. And a small part of me is.

But another part, one that is bigger and stronger, is looking forward to what’s about to happen.

I need this.

Elijah sits down on the couch, looking up at me as he speaks. “Take off your skirt, Selena, then come lay across my lap.”

His voice is stern, leaving no room for argument, but he makes it sound so simple. My hands begin to tremble again as I reach behind my back to unzip my skirt. When I shimmy the fabric down my thighs, it drops to the floor in a heap and I kick it away from my feet, leaving me standing there in my shirt, underwear and stockings.

Elijah’s eyes roam my body, and my pussy begins to ache from his scrutiny. His tongue flicks out over his lower lip as he studies me, and I see his cock growing within his pants, sending my nerves into a flutter of anticipation.

He pats his lap, and I let out a breath, steeling myself for what I’m about to do. I lower myself down onto my stomach over Elijah’s lap, resting my head on my crossed arms on the sofa next to us.

“Good girl,” he says, making my skin tingle and the tension inside me tighten. “I’m going to spank you ten times, and after each one, I want you to count for me. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Elijah,” I reply, my voice quivering as I wait for my spanking to begin.

I feel Elijah’s hands as he tugs at the waistband of my panties, slowly pulling them down until the fabric is around my ankles and then falls to the floor. My eyelids flutter shut, and my body trembles as I wait for the first slap, which comes seconds later.

My eyes snap open. It stings, and I can still feel the echo of Elijah’s hand as it slams down against my skin, but the ache is dull. And then it’s replaced by the pleasurable heat at my core, which spreads up into my lower abdomen and back down between my thighs.

“One, Sir.”

His hand comes down against my bare skin again, and this time the slap is harder. It sends a ripple of pain and pleasure through me, making me squirm. I have to fight not to let my body melt down over Elijah’s knees, not to press my thighs together in an effort to quell the ache within my core.

“Two, Sir.”

Another smack of Elijah’s palm against my skin, this one even harder than the previous two. My teeth sink down into my lip, and I have to concentrate on counting instead of losing myself to the throb between my thighs.

“Three, Sir.”

Elijah spanks me twice in quick succession, and it makes me squeal and gasp for air. “Four, five, Sir,” I manage to blurt out.

He stops, and I feel his fingers trace over my tender skin, causing goosebumps to raise over my arms and legs.

“This is going to help you remember that you are to eat three meals a day. Otherwise, your next punishment will be much less enjoyable than a spanking.”

I nod my head. “Yes, Sir, I understand.”

I’m rewarded with three more swats, each of them harder than the last, but I grit my teeth and push down the moan that builds in my chest. My inner thighs are soaked and my breathing is labored by the time he finishes.

“Six, seven, eight, Sir,” I gasp out, barely able to control the trembling within my body. I can feel a cool breeze as he blows on my skin, soothing the pain of my punishment.

“And I can tell how much you are enjoying it, baby,” he growls, his fingers grazing against my thighs, pushing them apart and pressing up against my slick heat.

After only a second of blissful contact, Elijah removes his fingers from my folds, and I whimper, disappointed to lose the feeling of him so close to my core.

He leans forward, whispering his words into my ear as his breath ghosts against my skin, “But if you are a very good girl for the final swats, I might just take care of this aching little pussy for you when I’m done punishing your ass.”

My inner muscles clench and I gasp for breath at Elijah’s promise, his words filling me with a sense of excitement and anticipation.

His fingers caress my ass cheeks, then his palm smacks down again and I whimper in frustration, but somehow manage to stutter out the correct words, “Nine, Sir.”

“Just one more,” he says, “And then I think you’ll deserve your reward, won’t you, Selena?”

I nod my head, then remember myself and say, “Yes, Sir.”

When his palm comes down harder than ever against my skin, my whole body flinches from the shock, but somehow I manage to keep control and don’t lose count. “Ten, Sir.”

I stay frozen in place for a second or two as Elijah’s hands stroke across the tender skin of my ass. But I’m rewarded with the sound of his voice, praising me.

“Good girl,” he moans, and my pussy clenches in response. “Such a good girl for me.”

He pulls me up by the waist, settling me into his lap so I am straddling him on the sofa, my aching center pressing up against his erection. I wrap my arms around his neck, pressing my lips up against his as I fight the urge to grind myself against the hardness I feel between his legs.

But Elijah is in control and I am completely at his mercy as his arms wrap around me, lifting me from his lap and pressing me back down against the soft cushions.

“That’s it, baby,” he whispers in my ear, his voice so deep that it makes my head spin. “You took your spanking like such a good girl, now lay back and I’ll give you your reward.”

I have no idea what is going on inside my head or what’s come over me, but I am more turned on than I have ever been in my entire life, and there is nothing in the world I want more right now than to feel Elijah inside me.

When I feel Elijah’s tongue trace up the inside of my thigh, I cry out in surprise, my core throbbing at the thought of what he’s doing. Part of me wonders if I should try to stop him. He is my boss, and we are in his office, after all. What if somebody walks in and catches us? But my body is screaming with the need to feel his mouth on my pussy, and I don’t have the strength to deny myself that. He made me come so hard the other night with just his fingers that I’m desperate to find out how good he can make me feel with his mouth, too.

The moan I make when his mouth closes around my clit is loud enough to fill the office, and I gasp, “Oh, god. Please, Elijah.”

“Shh, baby. Don’t worry,” he whispers against my skin. “I promise I’m going to make you come so hard. I’ve been dying to taste you properly since Friday night, and I can’t wait any longer.”

My back arches and my hands fist in his hair when his lips return to my core. I feel the soft fluttering of his tongue, teasing me as I writhe on the couch, and his hands stroke over my tender ass cheeks as he works to drive me to the edge.

He presses two fingers at my entrance and I scream in pleasure when he pushes them deep inside my slick pussy, filling and stretching me with the digits. Elijah sucks on my clit as he curls his fingers within me and I feel a sudden wave of pressure building in my lower abdomen. My pussy clenches tight around him, and I thrust my hips upwards, pushing myself harder against his lips. Then the world seems to shatter around me when the climax hits, taking my breath away.

I feel him laugh softly as he licks and sucks at my juices, slowly easing me through my release. The feel of him working so hard to extend the waves of pleasure washing over me is too much and my hands push at the top of his head as the throb inside me becomes too much.

“Too sensitive,” I whimper.

His mouth moves away from my folds and I feel him kiss and nibble at my thighs, his stubble rubbing against my skin and sending little aftershocks through my pussy.

“Fuck, Selena, you taste amazing,” he groans as he continues to press his lips to every inch of skin he can reach, his fingers gently stroking up my thighs and across the tender flesh of my ass. “And you always look so pretty when you come for me.”

He kisses his way up my body, and when Elijah’s mouth reaches mine, his hands cup my face, and he presses his lips down over my own, pushing his tongue against the seam and deepening the kiss. My eyes fall closed as I enjoy the taste of myself on his lips and the way his mouth caresses me.

Unable to stop myself, I run my hands over the muscles of Elijah’s chest and push his jacket from his shoulders. My fingers trace the buttons on his shirt, but he growls at me and grabs my hands in one of his, holding them up over my head as his teeth graze over the pulse at the base of my throat.

“I want to make you feel good, Sir,” I gasp out when I feel him grinding against me, his erection pressing against my soaked entrance through his pants.

“Oh, you do,” he replies. “And this isn’t nearly over, baby.”

Oh god. Does that mean he plans to fuck me? For a brief moment, I ask myself if this is really what I want my first time to be like - rushed in his office, hoping nobody walks in on us. But then I realize nothing else matters, so long as I am with Elijah.

My fingers entwine with his and I wrap my legs around his waist to pull his body tight against me, pushing my breasts up against his chest.

But the mood is swiftly broken by the shrill sound of Elijah’s phone ringing, reminding us that we are in his office during working hours. He lets out a groan that makes me think he’s feeling just as frustrated by the interruption as I am, and he presses a gentle kiss to my lips before climbing off me.


Chapter Seven


Elijah:

I clench my teeth together while pasting a polite smile on my face. One thing I hate most about working in PR is some of the clientele. And that includes the man in front of me - an A-list actor called Damian Alexander, who seems to think he’s god’s gift to the whole fucking world.

Usually, I let my team deal with the clients, but this is my first day at Impact Media Relations and I am determined to talk to him myself, to make sure he doesn’t go to any other company. While I may not like him much, a smaller PR firm like this would really benefit from his custom. The phone call that had pulled me away from claiming Selena in the way I would have liked in my office earlier was a contact of mine letting me know Damian had recently dropped the PR firm he had been using, and I had made sure to get in quick to grab his attention.

Ever since then, my time has been taken up with endless meetings within my new company, and virtual meetings with staff at some of the other companies I own. I’ve been so busy that I haven’t had a chance to get my hands on Selena again yet, and it’s already making me antsy. Especially the way she’s been shifting in her seat non-stop since her spanking. I know she is still feeling the effect of it, which just makes me crave her even fucking more.

“I think that sounds like an excellent marketing strategy,” Damian says in response to the outline of my plan for him, smiling at me with a mouth full of over-sized veneers. “Don’t you agree, Selena?”

My new PA turns red at the attention, but nods her head quickly. “I do. Mr. Marshall is an expert in his field, and I have no doubt he’ll be able to take good care of all your PR needs.”

A smile spreads across my face as I listen to her. She’s been thrown in at the deep end, and she’s thriving under the pressure. I’m proud of her, and already grateful that she was here to help me out in my time of need. She’s been by my side through every meeting, making meticulous notes, and making sure I keep on track with my busy schedule. I haven’t even begun training her yet, and I’m wondering if I will even need to. She’s an expert at anticipating my needs in the office, and I can’t help but wonder if the same would be true in the bedroom.

But, so help me god, if Damian keeps looking at her the way he is right now, with an over-confident smirk on his lips, and his eyes lingering a good few inches below her face at the swell of cleavage in her shirt, I swear I will grab him by the throat and throw him out of my office. It’s getting harder to stay level-headed the longer he stares at her, and I’m close to saying I’m not prepared to work with him.

But he would be a good client to have on the books, so I take a deep breath and unclench my fists.

“Here is a copy of the contract,” I tell him, passing a few sheets of paper across the desk. “Please feel free to browse through it at your leisure and get back to us. I think we are both aware that I am the best person to deal with all your media relations, and as we have already agreed on a price, I’m not sure there is much else to discuss.”

My tone is cool, clipped, and as much as I want his custom, I can’t bring myself to be overly-friendly with him. I don’t kiss anyone’s ass when it comes to business.

He grabs a pen from my desk and signs on the dotted line without even taking a moment to look at any points of the contract. “Indeed,” he says. “I’ve heard great things about you, and everything you did to build Marshall Media Relations. I imagine this new business venture of yours will be just as successful, and I would love to be a part of it.”

I smile cordially at him, while wondering what kind of idiot would sign a business contract without reading it, and reach my hand across the desk towards him. He takes it and gives me the limpest, and sweatiest, handshake I’ve ever had the misfortune to receive. Luckily, he’s not looking at me when my face crumples into a look of disgust, but judging by the small giggle that emerges from Selena, I think she sees it.

“Now, I think we should celebrate, Elijah!” Damian says, smiling widely. “I’m holding a big party at my home Friday night, and lots of my team will be there too. It will be a great chance for us to get to know each other better while we celebrate, and for you to meet some of the other people I work with. And you should bring your assistant along too. What do you say?”

His eyes have drifted back over to Selena, but at least he is looking at her face this time, so thank heaven for small mercies.

“We’ll be there,” I tell my new client, and Selena gasps beside me, even though she doesn’t say anything.

“Great,” he says, grinning widely at Selena. “I’ll get my assistant to send you the details before then, but I’ll be looking forward to seeing you again.”

I stand from my desk, walking over to the door of my office and opening it wide for him. It’s the politest way I can think of to get him out as quickly as possible. “If you’ll excuse us, Damian, we have another meeting to attend in a few minutes. We’ll see you on Friday night.”

“Of course. I’ll see you both then,” he says, before leaving, and I feel like I can finally breathe properly again.

It’s stupid of me to feel so damn possessive over Selena when I don’t even know what the fuck is happening between us, but I can’t help myself. Every time another man looks at her, whether it’s one of my employees at Impact, or one of our clients, like Damian, I want to rip their damn eyes out.

I want her to be mine. And mine only.

“I don’t know if I can go to the party on Friday,” Selena tells me, dragging me out of my thoughts. “I, ummm, have things I need to do.”

“Well, I would really appreciate it if you could move some things around so that you can come,” I tell her. “Of course, as it’s work, I will pay you extra, Selena. And if you really can’t make it, I’ll understand. But it’s important to keep the big clients happy, and judging by the way he was staring at you all through that meeting, I think having you there will make him very happy.”

I can’t resist making that comment. A part of me wants to see if she gets giddy from all the attention of an actor, and who could blame her if she does, but a surprising amount of relief rushes through me when Selena laughs and rolls her eyes.

“I doubt he’d even notice. He’s probably such a womanizer that he acts like that with every woman he meets. I think he just gets off on all the adoration he probably gets from fans.”

A wide grin spreads across my face. “You’re very good at reading people, Selena, and I agree with you about him. So, what do you think? Will you be able to make time to accompany me?”

I can’t deny that I really want her to be there, for reasons that have nothing at all to do with work. The thought of spending an entire evening with her, keeping her close and dancing the night away, makes my heart soar in a way I don’t want to examine too closely at the moment.

She goes quiet for a moment, gnawing on her bottom lip in that way I always find adorable, and she stares off into space as she thinks it over.

“I will try, Elijah,” she says. “I think I might know a way to make it work.”

“Perfect,” I say. “I’ll send a car to pick you up on the night, and please make sure you wear something nice. Oh, and definitely make sure you save the first dance for me. And all the rest of them.”

I wink at her, and she turns a bright shade of red as she giggles. “Seeing as you are my boss, of course I will. Like you said, I have to do whatever you tell me, right?”

A small groan escapes me, and I have to wonder if she understands the double meaning of her words, and the effect they have on me. If I had my way right now, Selena would be on her knees in front of me, waiting for my next command, and my dick twitches at just the thought of it.

Hmmm, there are a few minutes before our next meeting is scheduled. I’m sure I can make her come in that time. My need to touch her and hear her moan for me is like a fucking drug, and it’s all I can ever think about anymore.

I walk towards her, backing her up against the desk until she’s practically sitting on the edge of the wooden surface. Her beautiful green eyes are locked on my face, and she suddenly seems more breathless than she did a moment ago. I wrap one arm around her waist as I trap her against the desk with my body. I know she must be able to feel how hard I am for her, but I can’t bring myself to care. Selena deserves to know how fucking badly I want her.

“Oh, but I think you enjoy doing what I want, and not just because I’m your boss. Am I right about that, Selena?”

She lets out a whimper and her tongue flicks out, wetting her lower lip, before her teeth bite down on that plump pillow of flesh. She is the picture of innocence, but she is so much more, and she will never cease to turn me on with the smallest movements of her body.

My hand lifts, my fingers cupping her cheek for a moment, before running back into her hair. I grab a handful of it, forcing her to tip her face up so I can look down at her properly. Her chest is heaving and I can feel her warm breath against my skin.

“So, are you going to admit that you enjoy being under my command?” I ask her, leaning closer so my mouth brushes her ear as I speak. “Is your little pussy soaked and throbbing from the way I am making you feel right now, baby?”

A soft moan falls from her lips, and I smile when her hands reach out to clutch at my suit jacket. Her hips roll towards me as I grind my hard dick against her. “Yes, Sir,” she gasps.

I push my mouth down over hers in a brutal kiss, not holding anything back this time, and I moan into her mouth when her lips part easily, allowing my tongue to sweep in. God, I want this woman. I don’t think I’ve ever felt a craving as strong as I feel for her right now.

The way she responds to me so willingly just turns me on even fucking more, and I know I could have her on this desk, screaming my name, in just a matter of minutes. It would be so damn easy for me to take her like that. The thought of bending her over the edge of it and plunging my dick into her from behind makes me groan as I continue to ravage her mouth, but I know I can’t.

At least, not yet. The first time I fuck her, I will want to take my time and savor every moment of it.

“Good girl,” I growl against her lips. “Very soon, I will be taking you to Surrender, to my private room there. And then I will show you just how fucking good it feels to be at my mercy.”

Her breath catches in her throat at my words and her eyes widen with a combination of curiosity and desire. My lips curve into a satisfied smirk at how eager she seems to be, even if she has no idea what she’s signing up for yet.

My mouth moves to the pulse at her throat and my lips fasten against it as my teeth nip and graze against the flesh, making her shudder against me.

The knock at my office door makes me curse, and I reluctantly pull myself away from Selena.

“Soon, baby,” I promise, with every fiber of my being. “Very fucking soon. But right now, we’ve got work to do.”


Chapter Eight


Selena:

It’s not until ten in the evening, when Noah and Ivy are sound asleep, that I get a chance to call Grace. She answers on the second ring, sounding as happy as always.

“Hey, Selena!” she says. “How are things?”

“They are... weird. Really weird. But not in a bad way. At least I don’t think so.” I know I’m rambling, but there are so many thoughts swirling through my mind at the moment that it’s hard not to.

She laughs, and I can’t help but smile as the happy sound fills my ears. “Then you need to fill me in about all the good weird things that have been happening, Selena!”

I let out a sigh. “So, when I went to work today, I got to meet the new CEO of the company.”

I pause, unsure how she will react when I tell her the news. Not that it should really matter to Grace. After all, for all she knows, Elijah is just a guy I met at a club on Friday night. She doesn’t know about the time he pinned me against the wall of the club and made me come with his expert touch. Or the time he pulled me over his knee in his office to give me a spanking, right before he showed me heaven with his tongue.

To Grace, Elijah and I are just casual acquaintances.

“What’s he like?” she asks when the silence draws on for too long.

“It’s Elijah,” I say quickly before I lose my confidence.

“No!” she squeals. “Elijah Marshall is your new boss?”

“Yeah,” I say with a chuckle, trying to sound casual. “What are the chances, huh?”

“It’s a small world, apparently. So, have you seen him around much at work today?”

“Umm, well, that’s the thing,” I say in a small voice. “His PA called in sick for a couple of weeks, and so he pulled me in to cover her position until she returns.”

“Holy shit!” she squeals, her voice getting louder with each new revelation. “Not that it surprises me. After the way he was staring at you all night on Friday. I bet he was happy to have an excuse to keep you close.”

“It’s not like that,” I mumble.

“I mean, it’s not that you’d be a bad PA, Selena. In fact, I think you’d be great at it. But he was smitten with you when he met you.”

I stay quiet, because what am I supposed to say to something like that? It seems crazy in my mind that a man as sexy and successful as Elijah would be interested in me. A part of me still believes it’s some kind of rebound thing after his divorce.

“Wait,” Grace says after a long moment of silence. “He hasn’t tried anything with you, has he?”

I bite my lip and feel my face start burning, and I’m grateful my best friend can’t see me over the phone. How do I answer that? It feels like speaking about it will pop the bubble that’s been surrounding me since I met Elijah on Friday, and that maybe it will stop being real. But I could never lie to Grace.

“Nothing that I haven’t wanted,” I reply at last.

“Oh my god! Did anything happen Friday night? Everyone noticed you two disappeared together for a while, but I figured you would have told me about it on the way home if he had made a move.”

I take a deep breath before making my confession, trying to gather the courage to say the words.

“Well, when I went to the bathroom, I got curious by all the sounds that were coming from the other direction, and I ended up going to explore. And Elijah caught me watching a couple through one of the observation windows.”

There is a tingle between my thighs as my mind replays that scene, and I know the blush on my cheeks is no longer from embarrassment. I can still feel Elijah’s strong grip around my wrists as he’d held me against the wall, and I find myself craving that again.

My best friend gasps and lets out a little squeal. “And then what happened?”

“We just made out a little,” I tell her, which isn’t exactly a lie. She might be my best friend, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to tell her everything yet.

The earth-shattering orgasm he gave me that night can be my little secret for now.

“What was that like? Is he a good kisser?”

I groan at the question and feel myself starting to get lost in my own thoughts about Elijah. “I... umm, I think so. I don’t really have anything to compare it to, Grace.”

She laughs. “Okay, fair point. So then I guess the most important question is, did you enjoy it?”

I feel myself grinning like a fool, but I don’t even care anymore. “Yeah,” I tell her. “A lot more than I expected.”

“Wow! That’s awesome!” She laughs again. “I can’t believe my innocent little Selena has been sneaking around and having so much fun at a sex club! What about today? Has anything happened at the office?”

“Well, this part is a little confusing for me,” I admit. “Yesterday, just after he offered me the position as PA, he found out I’d accidentally skipped a couple of meals, and he gave me a spanking.”

My words get quieter and quieter as I tell her about it, so that the final few words are barely more than a whisper, but Grace doesn’t miss a thing.

“Oh wow!” she shrieks. “That means he definitely likes you. I’m pretty sure spanking is a love language for most Doms. Did you enjoy it?”

“That’s what’s confusing,” I reply. “I think I did. Is that weird?”

Grace giggles down the phone. “Of course not, sweetie. I always love it when Oliver pulls me over his knee for a spanking. But on a more serious note, it’s really sweet he wants to take care of you like that. It’s nice for me to know you’ve got someone else looking out for you, too.”

“Yeah,” I say, feeling the wide smile on my face.

It is a really nice feeling.

“But anyway,” I say quickly, wanting to pull attention away from the growing feeling of warmth inside my chest, “Elijah managed to get a new big client today. An actor who invited Elijah and I to a party on Friday night to celebrate. It’s just a work thing though. Not a date.”

I say the last three words slowly, emphasizing each syllable, but that doesn’t stop Grace from screeching down the phone. “You’re going to go, right?”

“I was hoping to,” I tell her. “But I might need your help, if that’s okay?”

“Of course! I’ll take care of the kiddos for you. I didn’t have anything else planned, anyway. And what about a dress? Do you have something to wear?”

“No,” I answer sadly. “And it’s going to be a showbiz party, so I would need to wear something really nice.”

“Don’t worry, sweetie. I have a few lovely dresses that I think would look perfect on you. I’ll come over early and you can try them on to see which one you like best.”

Once again, I thank my lucky stars for having a friend like Grace, and for the fact we wear the same size clothes.

“Thank you so much,” I gush. “I don’t know what I’d do without you. And I’ll find a way to pay you back. I promise.”

“The only way I want you to pay me back is by going out and having a really good time with Elijah. And then coming home and giving me all the juicy details!”

We both giggle. “Okay. You’ve got a deal,” I tell her.

“Great! But I have to go, Selena. Oliver needs my help with something. I’ll speak to you soon, okay?”

“Yeah, sure. Thanks again for your help, Grace.”

We hang up, and I close my eyes for a long moment, relaxing on the couch while I try to find the energy to drag myself to bed. When I’ve found it, I let out a long sigh and push myself up, slowly walking up the stairs.

After peeking in to check on my siblings, and finding them both sleeping deeply, I go to my room and change into the little cotton shorts and vest top I wear to bed. I quickly brush my teeth, and when I lie down in bed, I find my mind replaying everything that’s happened the last few days.

Elijah Marshall. My new boss. I never would have expected any of it to happen. And yet here I am, practically counting down the hours until the moment I get to see him again.

I warn myself not to get too excited, or to get my hopes up too much. He is a rich and successful CEO, while I’m a nobody in comparison. But my body has no plans at all to calm down.

The ache between my thighs has been with me all day, and now I’m finally alone, I can take care of it. My eyes flicker to my bedside drawer, where I know my vibrator is tucked away, but I decide against using it this time.

Instead, I allow my hands to slide down my stomach and under the waistband of my shorts. I picture Elijah and his smoldering looks and gorgeous smile as my fingers brush over the small bundle of nerves and find myself letting out a small gasp at the pleasure it sends shooting through me.

I rub circles over that sensitive nub of flesh and close my eyes, imagining Elijah here with me, touching me in all the ways he wants. I’ve never thought of myself as very sexual, but I feel like the past few days with Elijah has awakened something within me, and now all I can think about is the pleasure he’s shown me so far and the pleasure I hope he’ll give me in the future.

I feel my breathing becoming faster and shallower as I rub harder at that perfect little spot that has me gasping and moaning softly.

The ache deep in my stomach intensifies as my pleasure continues to grow. But rather than giving in to temptation too soon, I dip two fingers into my dripping core, feeling the tight muscles flexing around the digits as I slowly pump them in and out.

I wish it was Elijah doing this to me. His hands on me are like heaven and I wonder if his big cock would feel anywhere near as good.

My back arches from the bed and I have to bite hard on my lower lip to stop a long, low moan of desire escaping me as I continue to play with my pussy. I have no idea how he’s done it, but I find myself completely enthralled with Elijah, and all I want is more and more.

With my thumb on my clit and two fingers inside myself, I move faster, feeling the tension building. I push my hips up, taking my fingers deeper, and letting out a small gasp as my thumb grazes against the sensitive bundle of nerves. My mind floods with images of Elijah’s smile and my fingers thrust harder into me as I start to get closer to release.

“Oh my god,” I moan to myself, the sound escaping before I have a chance to stop it. I press my lips together as the pleasure keeps on building and I know it won’t be long. My body shudders as I move even faster and I feel myself hurtling towards release.

And when I come, my pussy clenching around my fingers as my orgasm crashes over me in waves of ecstasy, it’s with his name on my lips.

Elijah Marshall is going to be the death of me. But right now, I find that I really don’t mind the idea.


Chapter Nine


Elijah:

The week has fucking dragged by. If I’d thought keeping Selena close as my PA was a good thing, I’m starting to question my sanity about it now. I haven’t been able to get my hands on her again properly since I spanked her and ate her sweet little pussy on Monday, and I feel like I’ve had a constant case of blue balls ever since.

Not that I haven’t tried taking care of things myself once I get home to the privacy of my own place in the evenings. I have. Way too many times than I feel comfortable admitting to. But I suspect I won’t be fully satisfied until I finally claim Selena’s tight little pussy and feel it wrapped around my dick like a glove.

“Waiting for that pretty little PA of yours?” says a familiar voice from right behind me.

I turn to find Damian Alexander standing there, one eyebrow cocked and a smirk playing about his lips. He’s wearing a casual jeans and t-shirt, and for a moment, I wonder if I’m overdressed for the party in my suit. But as more couples arrive in a long line of fancy cars to Damian’s LA mansion, I figure it will be just fine.

I’m stood on the elegant marble porch, looking out for my driver who will be picking her up and bringing her to the party. There is a familiar feeling of excitement deep in the pit of my stomach whenever a new car arrives, and it’s the kind of excitement that has nothing to do with the way my dick hardens whenever I think about her.

Those happy flutters are not something I want to think about, though, seeing as my ex-wife has made me want to stay away from serious relationships, so I push the thoughts aside and focus on Damian.

“I am,” I say, with a brisk nod. “And she does have a name. She’s Selena.”

“Yes. I do remember that much,” he says.

“Is there anything else I can do for you, Damian?” I ask. I want to get him to fuck off so I can keep watch for Selena’s arrival.

“Not really,” he answers cryptically. “Unless, of course, you are into sharing your pretty PA.”

My whole body tenses with a feeling that’s more than just irritation. The way he talks about her sends a surge of anger and possessiveness through my entire being.

“No, I’m not,” I say through gritted teeth. “And I’m telling you now that if you can’t treat my employee with more respect than that, I will terminate our contract and you’ll have to take your business elsewhere. You will not touch her or flirt with her in any kind of way. Is that understood?”

“Sure, sure,” Damian says, grinning widely and holding his hands in the air. “I’ll be a perfect gentleman. Although I think you are being less than professional with your PA whenever you’re alone with her. Am I right, Elijah?”

“You have no idea what you’re talking about.”

I can’t exactly explain to this guy that Selena’s not just my assistant. In truth, I’m still working out what she means to me myself, but the idea of having any other man around her is enough to have my fists curling in rage.

I force myself to take a deep breath and get myself under control.

“Don’t worry,” he says with a laugh. “If I had to work with Selena, I’d have trouble keeping my hands off her, too.”

Just as I’m considering punching him right in the fucking mouth, he points towards the driveway and speaks again. “And here she is. I’ll leave you two to have fun.”

I turn quickly, just in time to see Selena emerging from one of my cars. She’s wearing a long, emerald green dress that has a plunging neckline and a long slit up one leg, showing enough thigh that most of the men lingering at the front of the mansion are looking at her. Long, dark curls are scraped up on top of her head in a hairstyle that wouldn’t look out of place in a bridal magazine, and my gaze lingers for a moment on her long and slender neck. Her skin is like porcelain. Perfect to be marked by my bites and kisses.

Selena looks stunning, and my mouth starts to water just at the sight of her. There is an ache in my chest that is becoming almost painful with my longing to have her in my arms.

As I stare at her, Selena’s eyes light up with delight and a smile forms on those perfectly painted lips of hers. I’m so distracted by her that I barely register Damian walking away.

I rush down the short marble staircase at the front of Damian’s home to greet her, and her smile widens as I get closer.

“Wow,” I say, as soon as I’m in earshot. “You look beautiful.”

A pretty blush stains her cheeks, which somehow only manages to make her look even more like a masterpiece. I offer her my hand to help her out of the car, and when she takes it, there’s a rush of electricity flowing from her soft fingers and into mine that makes me shiver with delight.

“Thank you,” she says. “You look very handsome, too.” Her eyes move appreciatively over my form, and I know she means it. 

When she stands in front of me, the scent of her perfume invades my senses, and I almost want to groan. Instead, I try my hardest to keep control of myself, and lead her towards the front door. Selena gently places her hand in the crook of my arm, and even through that small touch, I can feel her trembling.

“Nervous?” I ask her.

She gives a small nod of her head. “Yeah,” she says softly. “I’m feeling more than a little out of my league tonight.”

“Well, you don’t look it,” I tell her. “You’re so stunning that you don’t look out of place amongst all these actresses and models. In fact, you look like you belong here.”

I glance down to see her face has turned a bright shade of crimson, but she’s smiling, and an adorable giggle escapes her.

“Do they teach you how to lie like that in business school?” she asks, looking up at me with big green eyes. The shade of her dress seems to bring out the color of her eyes, making them sparkle in a way that’s fucking mesmerizing.

“There’s an entire semester dedicated to the topic,” I say, grinning down at her. “But I never use it when I’m with you. I wouldn’t ever lie to you about anything, Selena.”

Despite all the other people bustling around us, it feels like we are alone as we stare into each other’s eyes. Her lips open and close a few times, as if she’s trying to find something to say, but all it does is bring my attention to those soft pillows of flesh and makes me want to kiss her.

Before I do something completely crazy and kiss her in full view of Damian’s LA mansion full of people, I tear my gaze from hers and guide her up the marble staircase that leads into the enormous, airy hall where the party is already in full swing.

I give my name to the host who is checking a list of invitees at the door. He smiles warmly and leads us deeper into the building. The whole place has a feel of Hollywood glamor. Marble arches lead into cavernous halls, where a series of rooms open out from a central hall, all of them filled with people dancing to loud music and drinking.

The guy shows us to one of the larger rooms, which is clearly the VIP section, with plush seating and expensive artwork on the walls. Selena’s eyes widen in wonder as we follow the host, but when a beautiful woman approaches us with a tray of champagne glasses, Selena pulls her hand free from my arm and takes one of the offered glasses.

I take one too and lead Selena to a quiet corner of the room. We stand side-by-side and survey the place. There is a long table of hors d’oeuvres along one wall and another with a wide range of canapés on another. And there is a separate table filled with expensive bottles of champagne. Damian certainly has the most extensive party-planning skills, even though his events are a bit extravagant for my own tastes.

Right now, I’d prefer to be all alone with Selena.

“Are you okay?” I ask her.

Selena takes a long sip from her champagne, her throat moving in an elegant line as she swallows. It makes me imagine her doing that whilst she’s on her knees before me, her throat working as she tries to swallow every inch of me. My cock swells at the thought of it and I have to tear my eyes away from her so that I can concentrate.

“Yes. I think so,” she says, a bit breathlessly. “It’s a lot to take in.”

She looks at me again with those beautiful eyes, and the longing I have for her surges within me. She’s so fucking beautiful I can hardly think straight when she’s looking at me like that.

“I can imagine,” I say, trying to reassure her. “And Damian is a little over-the-top in everything he does.”

I grin at her, and she giggles in response.

“It’s a nice place, though,” she says politely, glancing around.

Even though we are tucked away in one corner, one quick glance around the room tells me that several guys are looking in her direction. Including some very recognizable faces from movie theater screens. My primal urge is to hide her away from all those eyes and keep her to myself.

Unable to stop myself, I turn to face Selena, positioning myself between her and all the prying eyes. In this position, she’s trapped in the corner, but she doesn’t make any move to escape.

“I’ve been wanting to talk to you, Selena,” I say.

She nods her head, and her tongue darts out to moisten her lips. She’s so fucking pretty. I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of her.

“What do you want to talk about?” she asks in a breathless whisper.

“About us,” I say, reaching out to brush my fingertips gently across her cheek. “I know I’ve been quite forward with you, but I can’t seem to resist myself. And I wanted to make sure I’m not making you feel uncomfortable with my attention.”

She lets out a small, sweet sigh that sounds so fucking cute it takes all of my control to not kiss her right now. “I don’t feel uncomfortable at all with you, Elijah.”

Her admission sends a bolt of electricity through me and I take another step forward, so I’m pressed against her, my cock brushing against her belly through our clothing. Her eyes widen a bit, and she presses her lips together in a thin line, as if she’s holding in a moan.

“Good. Because I don’t want you to be uncomfortable, Selena. I want you to feel safe with me. I want you to enjoy spending time with me as much as I enjoy spending time with you. I want to keep kissing you and touching you, and doing all sorts of dirty things to that hot little body of yours. If that’s something you want too, I need to know now.”

I don’t move an inch, waiting with bated breath for her answer.

Her lips part as she releases her bottom lip from where she’d been biting down on it, and she nods her head.

“Yes. I want it too, Elijah.”

Those words send me into a tailspin, and I take her by the waist, pulling her closer until she’s flush against my body and her mouth is only inches from mine.

“And does it make you feel uncomfortable to know I want to take you somewhere quiet, peel off that skin-tight dress of yours, and do all kinds of things that will have you screaming my name?”

This time, she fails to hold back her moan, and the sound of it goes straight to my dick, making my already aching cock harder than ever. I have no fucking clue how I’m going to wait until I get her alone.

“No, Elijah,” she answers breathlessly.

Her eyes flutter closed, and she tilts her head back as if offering me her lips for the taking. The thought that she’s inviting me to kiss her, that she wants it too, sends me into a spin. I bring one hand to her throat, gently running my fingers along it as I move in even closer, so she’s sandwiched between me and the wall behind her.

I bring my other hand up, too, brushing the pads of my fingertips against her full lips and reveling in the small sigh of delight that escapes from them. She really does want me. I’m not just imagining it, and the realization is a fucking powerful one.

I dip my head, pressing my lips against hers as I kiss her deeply. She brings her arms up to rest against my chest, her fingers curling around my shirt as she clings on, like she’s worried I’m going to take off without a trace.

She moans again, a little louder this time, as I trace the outline of her mouth with my tongue. Her lips are so damn soft against my own, and the taste of her mouth is fucking addictive.

But it’s not enough. I need more.

“Let’s get out of here,” I say, taking a step back away from her.

“But we’ve only just got here,” she gasps.

“I don’t care, baby,” I growl, taking one last gentle taste of her lips before I grab her hand and start pulling her out of Damian’s place. “I need to be alone with you. Now.”


Chapter Ten


Selena:

Elijah keeps a tight grip on my hand as he pulls me out of Damian’s home, towards the long line of expensive cars parked along the side of the driveway. He finds the one that had brought me here and gives the driver, who I believe is called Gary, a wad of bills big enough to make my eyes bulge.

“Get yourself a cab and go home,” Elijah commands. “We have somewhere else we need to be.”

Gary nods his head and pushes the cash into his pants pocket. “Of course, Mr. Marshall. Enjoy your evening.”

Elijah opens the passenger side door for me and waits for me to slide into the seat before slamming it shut behind me again. Then he jogs around to the driver’s side and gets in.

Within seconds, he’s put the car into drive and Damian’s mansion is quickly growing smaller in the rear-view mirror.

I can’t believe this is happening. My entire body is tingling with anticipation, and the excitement building up inside me is so overwhelming that I am finding it hard to catch my breath.

Elijah’s focus is on the road ahead, and for the moment, all I can do is look at his gorgeous face. His jaw is set in a firm line, and I wonder what he’s thinking. Does he want to fuck me? Will he still want me when he realizes that I’m so inexperienced?

My body tenses when the reality of what I’m getting myself into hits me.

This isn’t some guy I’m going out with. He’s my boss and a man that has a very different world experience than I do. He’s probably done things sexually that I’ve never even dreamed of before, and I know there is no way I can satisfy him.

“Selena,” he says suddenly, his voice gruff. “I want you to pull up your dress and spread your legs for me.”

“I... but...”

Even as I stammer nervously, I’m doing as I’m told. I slowly tug up the hem of my dress, revealing more and more of my skin and displaying the black lace panties I’m wearing beneath. I part my legs as wide as they can go, my heart beating furiously in my chest.

I might not know how to please him yet. But I do know how to obey. And maybe for a dominant man like Elijah, that will be enough.

“Good girl,” he groans, as he reaches across the center console to place a hand on my bare thigh. The heat from his skin seeps into mine, and it makes me want to moan.

Elijah slides his hand higher up my leg until his fingertips are teasing against the lace covering my pussy. I gasp sharply when he applies gentle pressure, and when his fingertip presses against my clit, my head lolls back and a moan escapes my mouth.

“Your panties are soaked,” he groans. “You’re such a good girl for me. So wet and ready to take my cock.”

“Oh god, Elijah,” I say, gasping at the pleasure his words send surging through me.

“Is it good for you, baby? Tell me you like it. Tell me you like me touching you. I want to hear how fucking sexy your voice sounds.”

He moves his hand again, dragging the tip of one finger over the lace, tracing my folds and sending waves of bliss through my entire body. My breathing has sped up and my pulse is pounding in my ears.

I close my eyes, feeling completely overwhelmed by how amazing it is. I don’t want to talk. I can barely form a sentence in my mind. I want to enjoy the sensation of Elijah’s touch as he makes me come all over the front seat of his fancy car.

“Say it,” he orders. “Tell me you want this as much as I do, Selena.”

I swallow thickly and try my best to steady my breathing before I reply.

“It feels so good,” I whisper, completely dizzy from all the pleasure I’m feeling. “It feels better than anything else I’ve ever experienced.”

“What do you want right now, baby? Do you want me to keep touching you like this?” He flicks my clit again, and my body jolts, almost sending me off the seat.

“Oh yes! Please. Don’t stop, Elijah,” I cry out, no longer caring about hiding my longing for him.

He slides my panties to the side, and his fingertip touches my wet flesh for the first time tonight.

I feel my body start to clench up. It’s too much. It feels too good to be real, and my brain can barely make sense of it all. I grip onto the sides of my chair and dig my fingernails in to ground myself.

I don’t want this feeling to ever end.

I let my eyes drift open, just as Elijah pushes his finger deep inside of me. My walls immediately clamp around it, squeezing it so tight it takes his breath away. I start to roll my hips, grinding down against the intruding digit.

“That’s a good girl,” he grunts, somehow managing to pay attention to driving while fucking me with the fingers of his free hand. “I’m going to take you somewhere quiet so I can enjoy you fully. But I can’t wait until then to hear you come for me. I need you to come for me right fucking now, Selena.”

I keep pushing down against his finger, feeling the pressure start to build in my belly as he rubs his thumb against my clit at the same time. The dual assault is overwhelming and I throw my head back, closing my eyes once more and feeling every ounce of my focus zeroing in on my pussy.

The climax hits me like a tsunami, my entire body quaking as Elijah fucks me with his finger and I ride the waves of pleasure crashing down over me. It takes all my effort not to scream as it consumes me.

Elijah grins and groans loudly when I come back to earth.

“Fuck it,” he grunts, turning the steering wheel sharply to take us down a dark road leading to a secluded wooded area. “I can’t wait anymore, baby. I need to be inside you. Get in the back of the car,” he commands once he’s parked.

Before he’s barely finished the last sentence, he’s pulling his fingers out of my pussy, opening his door, and climbing out of the car. I rush to follow him, but my hands are trembling so much I fumble with the door handle. Elijah has made it all the way around to my door and opens it for me, grabbing my wrist and pulling me out.

Then he slams the door closed behind me and pushes me back against it. I gasp sharply when he crashes his lips into mine and kisses me fiercely, his mouth moving roughly as he devours me. I kiss him back eagerly, parting my lips for his probing tongue and tangling my hands in his thick hair to pull him closer.

I’m dizzy when he pulls back, panting against his mouth for a moment. But then he’s opening the rear door of the car, pulling me onto the back seat with him before pulling it shut and locking it. As soon as he’s satisfied we’re safe, he tugs me onto his lap.

I straddle his muscular thighs, letting out a moan as I feel his erection pressing against my core. He kisses me again and pulls my dress up to bunch around my hips as his fingers dance along the back of my thighs, his fingertips ghosting against my wet flesh.

“Can you feel how fucking hard you’ve made me, Selena?” he demands, as he pulls me closer, making me grind against the hard bulge in his pants.

I nod my head, whimpering when I feel my arousal grow and my inner walls clench again. I don’t think I’ve ever been this turned on before in my life.

I’ve never wanted anything as much as I want this right now.

I grind against his erection and I hear him groan against my skin as he kisses and nibbles at my neck.

His grip on my thighs tightens as his fingers dig into my flesh, and the combination of pleasure and pain sends another shiver of arousal through me. I roll my hips, rocking against his length, my body practically screaming out for him. I want him so much it hurts, and the desperation to have him is all-consuming.

“Fuck, I need to be inside you now, Selena. I’ve waited for a week, and I just can’t wait anymore.”

Elijah’s voice is ragged, and he sounds just as desperate as I feel. When he brings his hands behind me, pulling down the zip on the back of my dress, I’m already pulling the top half down, baring my breasts to him.

As soon as the dress is out of his way, Elijah leans in and closes his lips around my nipple. I cry out in pleasure as he flicks the sensitive peak with his tongue before he bites down gently, and my head rolls back as the ecstasy surges through me.

He pulls away for just long enough to tug my dress up over my head, then his mouth is back on my breast, sucking and nibbling at each sensitive bud in turn. His hands cup my ass, and he grips the cheeks tight as he moves his hips beneath me, thrusting up against me in a way that drives me absolutely crazy.

He feels so good against my aching clit that I know I could easily come again, but I don’t want to do it without feeling Elijah inside me.

I reach down, unfastening his pants as quickly as my trembling hands will allow. Once they are open, he takes over, sliding his pants and boxer shorts down and freeing his thick length.

I gasp as I see it for the first time, and unable to resist, I reach out and gently wrap my fingers around him. His flesh is hot and hard, and I run my thumb along the underside of his cock, reveling in the feel of it against my palm.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Elijah groans. “Are you trying to make me come already, baby? I need to be inside your pussy.”

I swallow thickly and pull my hand back as if it’s been burned. But he doesn’t seem to notice as he tugs my panties to the side once more. The smooth head of his cock is pressing against my entrance, and I cry out when he lowers me slowly onto his length.

When the head is in, he stops for a second, gripping my hair in one hand to pull my lips towards his, kissing me hungrily as he slowly eases himself deeper inside me.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, Selena,” he groans against my lips, sounding pained. “You feel so damn good, baby. I already know you’re going to make me come so hard, and I can’t wait to feel you squeezing my dick even tighter when you come for me again.”

“Elijah,” I moan, struggling to catch my breath. He’s so thick, and I can feel every inch of him stretching my walls, and he’s not even halfway inside me yet. “It’s... it’s too much,” I stammer quietly.

“Oh, baby,” he murmurs as he slides his arms around my waist. “It’s okay. I’ll take care of you and make it feel good.”

Elijah lifts me slightly and turns us around before lowering me back down onto the cool leather seat. He’s kneeling between my thighs, his cock still partly inside me, looking down at me while his gaze roams slowly over every inch of my body.

Under his gaze, I feel beautiful for the very first time in my life, and I have to swallow down the lump that’s suddenly formed in my throat.

“Let’s get you even wetter, baby,” he says as he brushes his thumb against my clit.

My pussy clamps down against his cock, and my body tenses from the overwhelming pleasure.

He doesn’t even seem to notice as he bends forward, sucking and nibbling my breasts, teasing my nipples with his teeth as his fingers toy with my clit, drawing the most delicious circles on it and bringing my orgasm ever closer.

My breathing quickens again as he pushes my legs apart a little further before pushing inside me again, and I moan when he starts to slide back and forth, each stroke becoming smoother until the pleasure is too intense for me to focus on anything else.

It no longer hurts, and as my body relaxes a little, Elijah can slide deeper and I feel him rubbing against a sensitive spot deep inside me. His movements become faster and his breath hitches each time his hips slam into mine, and the sounds of our heavy breathing and soft moans fill the car.

The pressure deep in the pit of my stomach is building fast now, and I’m gasping as it feels like I’m going to explode any minute now.

“Don’t stop,” I pant desperately, digging my fingernails into Elijah’s back through his clothes, holding on tight for dear life as my world is turned upside down.

“You feel so damn good, Selena,” he grunts. “So fucking wet and tight.”

His thumb speeds up, swirling and stroking my clit in the perfect way to make me lose my mind, and when he slams into me particularly hard, my walls clench tight, my orgasm finally bursting out of me as Elijah thrusts into me one final time before he comes with a roar.

My head is spinning as my breathing slowly returns to normal and my body stops convulsing with the force of my pleasure.

“Fuck,” Elijah pants, looking down at me with his gorgeous, ice-blue eyes.

I’m still holding onto him and I feel like I don’t ever want to let go. His eyes flutter shut when my fingertips caress the back of his neck and a sigh of contentment passes his lips.

It feels so good to hold him. To know that he’s happy because of something I did.

“I want you to come to Surrender with me some time this weekend,” he says, shattering the spell as panic grips me. “I’d love to have you there with me as my submissive. So I can kiss you and touch you anytime I want.”

Despite the way my body reacts to his words, there is no way I can go out again this weekend. Not when I have to take care of Ivy and Noah.

“I... I’m sorry, Elijah,” I stutter. “I would love to go with you, but my mom is out of town all weekend and I need to take care of my younger siblings for her.”

My face flushes as I lie to him, but I don’t know what else to do. Mom has always told me to keep it to myself that she is not around more. She tells me Ivy and Noah will be taken into care if anybody else finds out.

While I hate lying to him, especially straight after such an intimate moment, I can’t risk having my family ripped apart.

Not even for Elijah Marshall.

He smiles and presses a kiss to the tip of my nose, then slowly slides his cock out of me. I gasp at the sudden feeling of emptiness, but before I can process it, Elijah is lifting me into his lap once more and cradling me in his arms.

“No problem, baby,” he whispers. “There will be plenty more time for that in the future.”

My heart flutters at the mention of a future with Elijah, even though I have no idea how that is supposed to work when my home life is so complicated.

But for now, it doesn’t matter. I rest my head on his shoulder, taking deep breaths as I try to imprint every little detail about this perfect moment into my brain.

Maybe this can’t last forever, but I intend to enjoy all the beautiful moments we are able to share together.

I close my eyes and relax against Elijah, and he wraps his arms tighter around me. The world might not be perfect, but when Elijah Marshall holds me like this, everything is perfect in my world.


Chapter Eleven


Elijah:

I stand by the large window in my office, sipping my coffee as I look down at all the people rushing past on the street far below. It’s a busy day, and I should be getting started on my mile long to-do list, but it’s hard to concentrate when all I can think about is Selena.

I haven’t seen her since Friday night, although we did text a few times over the weekend, and I’m feeling more excited than I would care to admit about seeing her again this morning.

As much as I have tried to stop myself from falling for her, I feel like I am failing miserably. Each time my phone buzzed with a message over the weekend, my heart would either soar if it was from Selena, or it would drop if it was from anyone else. I feel like a teenager around my first crush, and it’s unsettling for a man of my age.

But I’ve also accepted that I can’t fight these feelings. I don’t want to. Selena makes me happy, and fuck knows that after everything my ex-wife put me through, I deserve a little bit of happiness.

So, from today, I’m going to focus on making her mine.

It might not be as straightforward as I would like, given the age difference between us, but I’ll figure something out. Selena’s not like any woman I’ve ever dated. She’s shy and reserved, yet her body reacts so passionately to my touch, making her absolutely irresistible.

The image of her coming as I fucked her on Friday night has been on replay in my brain all weekend. It was so damn perfect, and I want to experience it again. And again.

While I’ve always had a pretty high libido, Selena has pushed it into overdrive, keeping my mind on all the ways I could claim her as my own. I feel like I’m going to go crazy if I don’t get to touch her again soon.

The knock on my open office door pulls me out of my thoughts, and I turn to find Selena standing in the doorway. Today she’s wearing a floral, sleeveless blouse tucked into a short black skirt, and she’s practically bouncing on the balls of her feet as she fidgets awkwardly.

I can’t resist walking over to her, closing my office door, and pushing her back against it, taking her mouth in a hungry kiss. I let one of my hands roam to the hem of her skirt, teasing along the silky smooth skin of her thigh with the back of my fingers.

“I missed you over the weekend, Selena,” I growl. “I want you to know how fucking happy I was to get those messages from you, even though you were busy.”

She opens her mouth to speak, but instead, she gasps when my fingers inch closer to her pussy.

I slide my hand inside her panties, and when I run a finger between her slick folds, I let out a groan as my dick grows impossibly hard. She’s so damn wet, and she rocks her hips to encourage me to explore her further.

But as much as I’d love to get her off, or throw her down on my desk so I can take her hard, I know I don’t have time for that. So I slide my hand out of her panties, watching Selena as her eyes lose that glazed look and clarity returns.

“I... ummm... good morning, Sir,” she stammers, with a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

I can’t help but chuckle at how adorable she is. “Good morning, Selena. Did you have a good weekend?”

Her body is still pinned against the door, as I can’t bring myself to move away from her yet, and she is squirming slightly against me. “It was good,” she answers, her voice still sounding breathless from our kiss. “How was yours?”

I reach up and brush my fingertips against her cheek and her eyelids flutter closed, her long eyelashes brushing her cheekbones. “It was pretty good. Although it would have been a lot better if I’d been able to take you to Surrender with me.”

“Did you go to the club?” she asks as her eyes open wide once more, before capturing her lower lip between her teeth. My eyes follow the movement, tempted to take over that role and nibble on it for her, but I resist and nod my head.

“I did,” I reply. “On both Saturday and Sunday night. It was pretty busy there.”

Something flashes in her eyes, and I feel her whole body get tense. A grin spreads across my face as pride surges in my chest. Oh. She is jealous. And while I don’t want her ever doubting that she is the focus of my attention, even when we are apart, I enjoy knowing that she likes me enough to feel a little envy when I visit the club without her.

I dip my head, brushing my lips against her earlobe and feeling the way it causes her petite body to shiver.

“Don’t worry, baby,” I reassure her. “It was just work. I spent most of my time in the office doing admin tasks. And when I wasn’t in my office, I was just watching a couple of public scenes, wishing I could be in their place with you.”

Selena’s breath catches and her cheeks turn a delicate pink. She looks so innocent and vulnerable that my cock jerks, wanting nothing more than to be back inside her. But I have a meeting that will be starting any minute, so it will have to wait.

“Anyway,” I say, clearing my throat and taking a step back to give us both some space. “Did you make sure you found time to eat over the weekend?”

Her face flushes again, and I wonder if her thoughts are drifting back to this time last week, when I was spanking her for going too long between meals. It sure as hell is on my mind.

“I did,” she says. “You’ll be pleased to know I had pancakes and some fruit for breakfast this morning.”

I grin down at her. “Good girl. I am pleased to hear that.”

As expected, my praise causes a small whimper to slip from her lips, and she shifts her gaze to the floor. While she might try to hide the way I affect her, she’s not very good at it, and I feel another rush of pride.

“But I do have a video call starting in a few minutes,” I tell her while glancing at my watch. “It’s a meeting with some of the management team at Marshall Media Relations and it’s scheduled to last for about an hour.”

“Okay,” she replies, looking up at me once more. “I assume you will need me to make notes about the meeting, Elijah?”

Just as I’m about to answer in the affirmative, another idea crosses my mind. A much better one.

I grin at Selena as I reach behind her and lock my office door. “Actually, I don’t think that will be necessary this time. I can have one of their secretaries send me their notes.”

I step towards her, letting my gaze drift from her face, slowly down her neck to her heaving breasts and beyond to the hem of her short skirt. I let out a groan, the temptation of the image she presents causing my dick to strain against the zip of my pants.

“You are going to put on a little show for me while I am in my meeting,” I tell her, my voice low and commanding. Her eyes widen, but I continue speaking without giving her a chance to protest. “You’re going to take all of your clothes off, then go and lie down on the couch. You’re going to touch yourself while I deal with my business. But you are not allowed to come, Selena. I want to take care of that once I am off the video call. If you lose control and come without permission, you will be punished. Is that understood?”

Her face is a deep shade of crimson now, but she’s breathing hard, and I have a feeling the idea of putting on a show for me excites her.

“But... but what if the other people hear me making noises?” she asks.

“Then you’ll have to stay quiet, baby. I’m sure you can do that, right?”

Selena nods her head quickly, and I grin at her before lowering my lips to her throat.

“You’re such a good girl, baby,” I murmur. “And good girls deserve rewards. But you will have to wait just a little longer for yours. Now hurry and get undressed, Selena. I need to make sure you’re settled and ready to begin before the meeting starts.”

I step back once more and watch as she begins unbuttoning her blouse, then shrugs it off her shoulders to reveal a white lace bra and the luscious, pale skin of her cleavage. After a moment, that scrap of lace has been removed too, giving me the perfect view of the way her dusky pink nipples have pebbled into two stiff peaks.

I have to hold back a groan. She’s so fucking beautiful.

She unzips the skirt and lets it drop to the ground, pooling at her ankles, then hooks her thumbs into her panties and tugs them down as well, revealing her freshly shaved pussy to me.

Fuck, she is going to be the death of me.

“Lay on the couch, baby. Make sure I’ll have a good view of you from my desk.”

She nods again and I watch her walk across the room to the brown leather couch. My eyes stay glued to her perfect ass as she slowly lowers herself on to her back then spreads her legs wide. She looks like an offering on an altar, ready for me to feast on, and it is so damn tempting that my resolve waivers.

But then I remind myself how much I will enjoy watching her edging herself for me, and my decision is reinforced.

“Now don’t worry, Selena, the camera for the video call will be pointed directly at me, so nobody else in the meeting will even know you are here,” I tell her as I move towards her and crouch down beside the couch. “But you were probably right to bring up the problem of them hearing you. I don’t want that. Your moans and whimpers are for my ears only. Is that understood?”

The sensible part of my brain is telling me I need to back off and stop being so damn possessive, but I can’t. Selena is mine, and while she may not realize that fully yet, she will soon enough.

“Yes, Sir,” she answers quickly, a small whimper escaping with the words. “I’ll try my best to be quiet.”

I nod my head, then tug at my tie, loosening it enough that I can pull it off over my head. When I begin lowering it down over her head, Selena lets out a soft gasp, but the sound is soon cut off once I place the knot between her lips and tighten it enough to hold the makeshift gag in place.

It won’t be enough to cut off the sounds completely, but hopefully it will be a reminder to her that I expect her to be quiet.

“Good girl, you’re all ready now. So don’t forget, you are not allowed to come. If you do, I will be forced to punish you once the meeting is over, and I don’t want that. Make me proud, baby.”

I stand and wink at her before walking over to my desk, opening the top button of my shirt so the lack of tie doesn’t look so suspicious. Just as I’m getting seated, my computer screen alerts me to the incoming video call.

After one last wicked grin over at the naked woman on my couch, I put on my professional face and answer the call.


Chapter Twelve


Selena:

My hands are shaking when I slide one of them between my thighs, watching Elijah as he begins speaking to several people on the video call. I can hear their voices, but I have no idea who they are, and the idea of doing something so naughty at a time where complete strangers might be able to hear me adds to my excitement.

When my fingertips brush against my folds, I emit a small gasp, but the tie in my mouth muffles most of the sound. I’m embarrassingly wet, and I have no doubt Elijah must be able to see the way my skin glistens whenever his eyes slide over towards me for a moment.

The thought makes me shiver, and I feel my inner muscles clench. It’s crazy how easily I get turned on by this man. I would have been mortified by the thought of doing something so dirty just a couple of weeks ago, but now it feels completely normal to be pleasuring myself in his office while he watches.

I use one hand to pinch my nipple, while my other dips between my folds to spread more of my slick wetness over my clit, then I begin circling the sensitive bud, letting myself imagine that it is Elijah touching me instead.

It’s almost impossible to believe that when I’d first entered his office this morning, I’d intended to tell him that I couldn’t be his PA anymore, or even see him again. My situation at home with my siblings makes things far too complicated for me to even consider having a relationship right now.

But then he’d greeted me by pushing me back against the door and kissing me in a way that made my knees weak, and all my resolve had crumbled.

The voices on the video call fade into the background of my consciousness as I keep my eyes focused on Elijah. He’s finding it harder and harder to look away from me now, and that gives me the confidence to keep myself on display for him.

His gaze flicks down to where I’m playing with myself and when I spread my thighs a little more and dip a finger inside my pussy, his tongue darts out to wet his lips, before his eyes darken. Just the hunger on his face is enough to make me want to moan, but I’m not so far gone yet that I can’t control the needy little noises I want to make.

Elijah asks the other men a brief question, something about a press conference that had been held at the end of last week, but it’s hard to stay focused on his words as my desire builds.

I slide my finger in and out of my wet hole; the digits gliding back and forth against my clit to create the most amazing pleasure-filled friction, and my eyes are still glued to my gorgeous boss. He’s wearing another expensive suit today; this time it’s a gray three-piece, with a white shirt that looks so damn good with his deep tan.

God, he looks so freaking good that I want to do bad things to him. Or have him do bad things to me, because I know it would be amazing. Maybe even more amazing than it had been on Friday night, seeing as I wouldn’t have the first-time nerves.

I rest my head back against the arm of the couch and allow my eyes to flutter closed. It’s enough just to hear his voice occasionally in the background while I picture his face in my mind, imagining him hovering over me as he touches me and brings me close to orgasm.

My finger speeds up, thrusting into my needy pussy at a more frantic pace, while little whimpers escape from around the tie in my mouth.

Elijah is quiet on the video call now, and I can almost feel his eyes on me.

I know it’s wrong. He told me I shouldn’t come, but the pleasure building inside me is too good to ignore, so I just continue touching myself, dipping my fingers between my folds over and over again. I’m so damn close, but when I hear Elijah clearing his throat loudly, my eyes fly open and my movements stop.

He arches a brow, looking at me with disapproval for a brief moment, before turning back to his computer screen.

“How are things coming along in the negotiations with Clark? Has he signed the contract yet?” he asks, and I hear a woman’s voice reply, although I can’t hear the individual words.

I flick my eyes over to the clock on the wall, and let the gag do all the work of suppressing the frustrated groan that emerges from me. Only ten minutes have passed, and he said the meeting was scheduled to last for an hour. I have no idea how I’m supposed to hold back for so long. I think it’s going to drive me crazy.

It’s clear Elijah was serious about punishing me if I did make myself come without permission, so I slow the movement of my hand, making sure it’s just enough to keep my body thrumming with arousal, without bringing myself too close to orgasm.

It feels like the most torturous thing in the world.

The minutes tick by in what seems like hours as the voices on the other end of the video call continue to talk. Every time my gaze goes back to the clock, only a few moments have passed. This is probably the longest hour of my life, and I just want it to end, because my pussy is aching and my nipples are so sensitive that I can almost imagine Elijah’s hands are all over me, creating the most delicious sensations with his touch.

My clit is swollen and begging for release, but I hold myself back. I’m writhing on the couch, my naked body glistening with sweat as I try to keep control of myself.

But it’s too much. I don’t think I can keep going, and the clock is only ticking down to my certain doom.

I squeeze my thighs together and bite down on the gag. My teeth scrape against the drool-soaked material, and I feel like I might pass out. I need to come so badly it’s making me dizzy. I’ve never edged myself for so long, and it’s turning my mind to mush.

Finally, I look back over at Elijah and see him making a few quick notes on the pad of paper on his desk before looking back over at me and grinning wickedly. He seems to be completely unaffected by watching me struggle, but there is a glint in his eyes that makes it clear he’s enjoying himself immensely.

When the voices from the call speak again, his eyes turn back towards his computer, but his hand quickly goes down to his lap. Although his desk is blocking my view, I can imagine his hand on his cock as he strokes himself through his pants.

It drives me wild that I have that kind of effect on him, and I slide two fingers back into my pussy, the digits blurring as I pump them rapidly in and out of me, my palm hitting my clit at just the right angle each time.

The pleasure is blinding. All-encompassing. The voices fade out into a muffled background noise and the only thing that matters to me is the feeling between my legs, as I let go and surrender to the waves of ecstasy crashing through my body.

As my muscles clench around my fingers, I know I’m being far too loud, but the pleasure is so intense I just can’t bring myself to care anymore. The only thing I want to do is scream as I reach the peak of my pleasure.

After several seconds, my orgasm begins to fade away, and I let out a shuddering sigh before flopping back onto the couch and feeling like all my energy is gone. I just lie there for a few moments, letting my eyes close again.

“I’m sorry about all the noise,” Elijah says. “There appears to be something going on outside my office. I just need to go and check what’s happening.”

As soon as I hear his words, my heart drops, and I know I’m in trouble.

He stands up from his chair and stalks over to me, grabbing the loose end of the tie and tugging it roughly to pull me up into a seated position on the couch. When he leans down, his nose almost touching mine, there is a devilish grin on his face.

“You broke two rules, baby,” he says with a shake of his head, his voice little more than a low hiss. “You came without permission, and you let my colleagues hear the moans that are supposed to be for me alone. That will be a double punishment once I’m done with this meeting.”

I try desperately to apologize, but the gag stops my words from being recognizable.

“And the really sad thing is that we are almost done. You only had to wait for a few more minutes before the meeting ended, and I could fuck your needy little pussy to give you the orgasm you needed. But now I’m going to have to show you what happens to naughty girls who can’t follow the rules.”

When he releases his hold on the tie and walks back to his desk, I slump back onto the couch, tears welling in my eyes. I’m not scared of the punishment. I trust Elijah too much already to think he would ever harm me. Instead, I’m mad at myself for disappointing him.

I sit quietly and wait for him to finish the meeting, my stomach churning as I await my fate.


Chapter Thirteen


Elijah:

It only takes a few more minutes for me to wrap up the video call, then I close my laptop and turn my attention back to Selena. She’s sitting on the couch in the exact position I’d left her in, and even from my desk, I can see a slight tremor moving through her.

I hold in a sigh. The last thing I want to do is actually punish Selena. While some Doms might enjoy correcting their sub’s behavior, it’s not something I’ve ever liked.

But I had been very clear about the rules I set for the game we were playing today, and Selena had broken them knowingly. It would be unfair to her if I didn’t follow through on my threat of a punishment. She is new to the world of submission, and she deserves a Dom who keeps his word while guiding her with a firm hand.

I rise from my chair and walk over to Selena, standing over her as she glances up at me with those pretty emerald eyes of hers. She whimpers around the knot of my tie, which is still in place as a gag, and I reach out gently to loosen it and pull it off.

“I’m so sorry, Elijah,” she says as soon as she has finished wiping away the drool that had been leaking from the corners of her mouth. “I didn’t mean to come. It was an accident. I just lost control, and it felt so good that I couldn’t stop myself.”

She’s glancing down at the floor as the words fall from her lips, and I gently gather her hair in my hand and use my hold on her to pull her head up. I don’t speak until her eyes meet mine once more.

“I am not mad at you, Selena,” I begin. “I need you to understand that, baby. But you did break a rule, and while you are in my care, it is my duty to make sure you follow the rules. Which includes punishing you when you disobey. What is about to happen is simply to make you understand that I expect you to be a good girl and do as I tell you in the future. Is that understood?”

She nods her head, but when I arch a brow at her, she clears her throat before finding her voice. “Yes, Sir. I understand.”

“Good girl. Now stand for me.”

Selena rises to her feet, her naked body still trembling even though I have tried my best to reassure her. I place my hands on her shoulders and turn her around, taking a moment to appreciate her naked form while my cock aches with need.

Once her back is facing me, I release her shoulders and let my hands drop down to her wrists, then I pull her hands behind her, keeping them together at the small of her back with one hand, while my other hand begins wrapping my tie around them.

She gasps softly, and a grin spreads across my lips. I have a feeling a part of her is going to enjoy this punishment, even if another part of her will struggle to admit it.

I lean down, brushing my lips against her earlobe as I speak. “I will not hurt you, baby. And if things get too much for you, I will stop. But I am going to enjoy using you for my pleasure alone.”

Those words force a moan from her lips, and I grin in smug satisfaction. Oh yes, I definitely think she is going to enjoy it at least a little bit.

When her hands are securely tied, I release my hold on her. “Turn to face me, then get down on your knees, Selena.”

While she gets into position, I’m already freeing my dick from my pants, pushing my boxers down to give myself room to work. I’m not gentle with her. As soon as her knees hit the floor, I have a hand in her hair to guide the head of my cock past her parted lips and into her hot little mouth.

It’s like fucking heaven. My dick is surrounded by soft wet warmth and the sight of her on her knees while my fingers are fisted in her hair makes my blood feel like it is boiling. She begins sucking eagerly while I pump my hips slowly, feeding her more and more of my hard meat with each little thrust.

“Because you couldn’t wait for your orgasm, you don’t get to feel how hard I can make you come with my dick. Instead, you are going to focus on pleasing me with that pretty little mouth of yours until my own needs are satisfied.”

I tighten my hold on her hair and she lets out a soft whimper. It makes my cock throb as her mouth vibrates around it, and it takes all of my willpower to not start fucking her throat roughly.

As good as that might feel, I want to enjoy myself for as long as possible, and the sensation of Selena’s lips wrapped around my shaft is too amazing for me to end the pleasure so soon.

I loosen my grip on her hair slightly so she can slide her lips up and down the length of my cock, and the way she sucks me, as if she’s hungry for more, drives me wild.

“That’s it, baby,” I groan. “Suck my dick like a good girl. Show me how much you crave to please me after being a bad girl this morning.”

My hips begin to pick up pace as I feel myself nearing the edge, and I take a step forward, using the new angle to be able to push even further into the warm confines of her throat. She starts gagging and struggling, trying to pull away from me while tugging frantically at the tie that binds her wrists together.

I slide my cock out of her mouth, and as soon as she’s taken a big gulp of air, Selena bursts into tears.

Oh fuck. The sight of her on her knees crying rips at my heart, and I sit on the floor beside her, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her into my lap.

“It’s okay, baby,” I murmur in a soft voice, stroking my fingers gently through her hair. After a moment, I remember that her wrists are still bound, so I reach behind her and free her hands as quickly as I can. Her arms wrap around my neck instantly while she hides her face in the crook of my neck.

“I’m so sorry, Sir,” she wails between sobs. “I really wanted to please you. I promise I did. But then I got scared, and now I’ve messed up twice today.”

I wrap my arms around her tightly, holding her against me until her sobs grow quieter. Guilt washes over me. I must have been too rough with her and frightened her. Shit. What have I done? I need to fix this.

“Talk to me, Selena,” I say gently after kissing the top of her head. “Tell me what scared you. Give me a chance to make it better.”

She nuzzles her face against my chest, and for a moment, I think that she’s going to ignore my question. But after a long pause, she looks up at me with tears in her eyes.

“You... you went too deep and I couldn’t handle it. I felt like... like I was going to throw up and I was scared that I’d ruin everything and make you think I’m a bad sub and that I’m too inexperienced to handle all of this, and...”

I stop her frantic rambling with a kiss, gently placing my lips against hers until she stills against me, her eyes closing and her body relaxing.

“Shhhh,” I murmur when we finally pull apart. “It’s okay, baby. I’m so sorry that I hurt you and made you uncomfortable. You don’t need to apologize for anything, sweet girl.”

“I don’t want you to think I’m a bad girl, though,” she says in a soft voice. “I want to be good.”

I cup her face in my hands, gently brushing her cheek with my thumb while forcing her to look into my eyes. “You are not a bad girl at all, Selena. I can see how much you are trying to please me, and it makes me happy. But I have to ask. When you say you are inexperienced, do you mean as a submissive? Or do you mean you don’t have much experience with sex?”

As soon as the words are out of my mouth, her face turns a bright shade of red, her skin growing hot against my palms.

“I... I haven’t... ummm...”

Selena stumbles over her words and my stomach drops.

“Were you a virgin before you met me?” I ask, my voice coming out as little more than a whisper.

She closes her eyes, but she nods her head, confirming my fears.

“Shit.”

I rest my forehead against hers and let out a deep sigh. What am I going to do now? I feel so awful, and it’s almost too much. Not only did I take her virginity in a rush while in the back of a car, but now I’ve pushed her too hard while using her mouth as well.

Guilt is clawing at my chest, and I can hardly breathe. I wish I’d known sooner so that I could have done things better for her. So that she didn’t end up hurt and scared like this.

It just never occurred to me that she might be a virgin. Not at twenty-one. She’s so damn beautiful that I thought the guys would have been lining up for her attention.

“I’m sorry,” she says. “I should have told you before now. I was just embarrassed.”

I place my hands on her waist, my grip tightening until I realize that I’m being a little rough and I need to relax. “There is absolutely no need to be scared with me, Selena. And you do not need to be embarrassed, either. You are amazing. So beautiful and strong, and it was my absolute pleasure to be your first. Even if it wasn’t as good for you as it should have been, and I have so much more that I can give you. That is, if you would allow me the chance.”

She sniffles and blinks back more tears as a little smile crosses her lips. “I think I might like that.”

“Yeah?” I grin as I wrap my arms around her and hug her against me, pulling her closer and kissing her forehead. “Good girl.”

After a few moments in silence, she glances up at me through her thick eyelashes, a blush still staining her cheeks. “I just want you to know that I enjoyed every moment of my first time with you, Elijah.”

I squeeze her tightly in my arms. “And I want you to know that it’s the sweetest thing I’ve ever been told, and I promise you, baby, I’ll show you that it can get so much better.”

When I lean down to kiss her lips, it’s a soft and sweet touch of our mouths, the kiss slow and sensual while we take our time enjoying each other. Selena wraps her arms around my neck and parts her lips to allow me entry into her mouth.

As my tongue meets hers, a deep groan rumbles through my chest and she sighs into the kiss. When we finally part for air, there is a dreamy smile on her face, and I make a promise to myself to go slowly with her from now on.

For now, I push away the logical part of my brain that’s telling me to keep my distance so I don’t end up getting hurt again the way my ex-wife hurt me. For now, all I want to do is hold Selena in my arms and forget about everything else.


Chapter Fourteen


Selena:

“Let’s go out for lunch today, Selena,” Elijah says to me as we leave the boardroom after our second meeting of the day. “Just you and me.”

“Oh,” I say, surprised by the offer. While I’ve been working for Elijah as his PA for a little over a month now, we’ve maintained the same pattern throughout that time - with us being all over each other every moment we can at work, but without ever seeing each other outside of the office.

He’s asked me a few times to go to the club with him on the weekends, but I always manage to find some excuse. I have other commitments and, if I’m being honest with myself, I still worry that if I push my siblings aside at the weekend to spend time with a man, then I will be acting just like our mother. And that’s the last thing I want.

“So is that a yes?” he asks as we enter the elevator to ride up to his office on the top floor.

As soon as the doors slide shut and we are alone, he backs me up against the metallic wall and dips his head to brush his lips against the side of my neck. A small gasp escapes me, and I can’t help but melt under his attention.

“Okay,” I say, the word coming out as a small whimper. “That sounds nice.”

“Nice?” he says with a chuckle, before nipping at my neck hard enough with his teeth that I’m almost certain it will leave a mark. The little jolt of pain sends a shiver down my spine to create a tingling sensation at my core. “Well, I was hoping you’d think it’s much more than nice.”

I laugh softly and wrap my arms around him. “I’m sure it will be, Sir. Time with you is always amazing.”

Elijah pulls back, grinning widely down at me. “Good girl. I’m glad you said that. Otherwise, I would have had to spank your sexy little ass before taking you out to eat.”

“Couldn’t you do that, anyway?” I ask sweetly, grinning up at him while batting my lashes.

While I’d gone into this thing with Elijah with absolutely no experience with men, he’d been a patient teacher and I’ve grown to be completely comfortable with him. Comfortable enough that I am no longer afraid to let him know how much I crave his touch, no matter how rough it might be at times.

His eyes darken, and he presses closer to me, letting me feel the hard bulge in his pants against my stomach. “Don’t tempt me, baby.”

He dips his head and kisses me hard, claiming my mouth in a rough kiss that has me moaning softly as my legs grow weak. But before we can do any more than that, the elevator doors slide open again and he pulls back. The way he’s staring at me makes me want to moan, though, and it takes me a moment to gather my senses enough to start walking towards his office.

“I have a couple of quick emails to send,” Elijah tells me, “and then we can head out to eat.”

As I wait for him to finish, I type up some of the notes from the meetings this morning, sitting on the couch in his office with a laptop on my thighs. Even though there is a desk just outside his office I could use, I don’t think I’ve sat at it even once. I prefer to be close to Elijah, and he’s never suggested that I should be anywhere else.

After about fifteen minutes, he gets up and walks to me, holding a hand out. “You all ready, sweet girl?”

I smile at him and take his hand, closing my laptop and letting him help me up. He leads me from the office, down to the front doors of the building and then to his car.

I slide into the front passenger seat of his car, and while I know nothing about car brands, I know this has to be expensive with all the sleek lines and gadgets on the dashboard. He gets into the driver’s seat and turns to look at me with a grin on his face.

“I’ve already booked a reservation at my favorite restaurant downtown,” he says. “I think you’re going to love it, Selena.”

“Oh, I thought this was a spur-of-the-moment plan?” I say, returning his grin. “But I guess not.”

He laughs and shakes his head. “I’ve been trying to get you to go out with me somewhere for the last month, baby. So I don’t know why this is a surprise for you. If you can’t meet me outside of work, I will just have to make the best use of the time we do have together.”

Guilt washes over me, and while Elijah turns his attention to driving, I sit and stare silently out of the window. It’s not that I don’t want to go anywhere else with Elijah, because I do. But I also feel like I’d be letting my little brother and sister down too. I need to be there to take care of them, not running around town with some guy.

Even if I suspect I’m falling for that guy in a pretty big way.

Elijah places his hand on my thigh. “Are you okay, Selena?”

“Oh yeah, of course.” I say, snapping out of my thoughts as I smile over at him. “Just lost in my own world for a bit. But I’m fine.”

The smile he gives me is reassuring, and he squeezes my thigh before moving his hand to shift the gearstick. His touch leaves my leg tingling and warm, and I try my hardest to put all other thoughts aside while focusing on the fact that I am in an amazing car, about to eat lunch with an amazing man.

My stomach rumbles with hunger as he drives, and by the time we arrive at the restaurant, I am practically starving. We walk through the doors and I stop to admire the restaurant while Elijah talks to a tall man in a smart black suit.

There is a giant chandelier hanging from the high ceiling and I wonder if it’s real, because the way the crystals shimmer under the light is incredible. Everything is in soft creams and deep golds, and when I look across at Elijah, he’s watching me with a little smile on his lips.

This whole place is unlike anything I could ever have imagined, and I know I don’t belong here. I bet it would take me forever to pay off the amount of money a meal would cost here.

He thanks the other man before stepping closer and offering his arm out to me. “Come on, baby. Let’s eat. I don’t like the way your tummy is rumbling.”

“I... ummm... maybe we should go somewhere else, Elijah?” I say. “I didn’t realize this place would be so nice and I’m not dressed up enough for it.”

He shakes his head. “Don’t be silly, Selena. This place is great, and the food is even better. Come on. It’s my treat, baby. I want to spoil you for a change.”

Reluctantly, I take his arm, and he walks me over to a table in the corner of the room. There’s already a bottle of wine and two glasses of water set on the table and a man is pulling out my chair for me as we approach. I give the waiter a shy smile as he sits me down in my chair and Elijah sits in front of me.

Once he’s taken a drink from his water, Elijah pours some wine into a glass for me and I take the glass gratefully, sipping it before setting it on the table again. The waiter sets two menus down for us and walks away, while I stare at the tablecloth in front of me.

“Hey,” Elijah says softly, reaching over and placing a hand on my forearm. “There is no reason to look so nervous, Selena.”

I smile and force myself to relax back against the chair. “I’m sorry. It’s just... I don’t really go out for fancy meals like this.”

“And that’s my fault. I should have brought you here before now. But I will make sure to bring you back more regularly if you like it.”

He flashes me a crooked grin, the one that always seems to cause a flutter deep in the pit of my stomach, and I giggle. “You really don’t need to spoil me like this. I am happy enough with our normal routine.”

The grin turns wicked as he takes a drink from his own wine glass. “Well, our normal routine is usually pretty damn great. But I figured that I need to eat more than your sweet little pussy for lunch from time to time. I need to keep my strength up now that I’ve got a hot little PA I want to fuck all the time.”

He winks, and I feel my cheeks grow hot as he says such filthy things while we are sitting in the middle of a fancy restaurant.

But then his face grows serious, and he reaches across the table to take my hand in his. “But I am serious about wanting more than what we’ve had over the last month, baby. I don’t just want an office fling, and I don’t want you thinking that’s all I see you as.”

My heart starts racing in my chest, and I give his hand a gentle squeeze. “I don’t think that’s what this is, Sir.”

He smiles widely and releases my hand before leaning back in his chair. “I’m glad to hear that. Because the truth is, Selena, that I like you. A lot. And trust me when I say I’ve tried to keep my heart out of this, but it doesn’t seem to be working.”

He smiles at me across the table, looking almost bashful at his admission.

It takes me a moment to process his words, but once I do, I realize I’m staring at him with my mouth open in shock. He’s serious about this. Really serious.

Is he trying to tell me he’s fallen in love with me?

A million thoughts race through my mind in only a few seconds. If I’m being really honest with myself, I know I’m falling for him, too. I felt something from the very first moment as our eyes met across his club. And that feeling has only grown more and more with every kiss and touch we’ve shared since then.

But I can’t let Ivy and Noah down. My siblings have suffered too much disappointment in their short lives already, and I can’t leave them for a man. Yet I can’t see any way to have a real relationship with someone while trying to keep it a secret that my mom isn’t in the picture and I’ve been left alone as the sole parental figure in the family.

Elijah squeezes my hand, bringing me back into the present moment. When I look into his blue eyes, I can see the concern there, which stabs at my heart. I am falling for him. I don’t want to hide that from myself anymore, and it hurts me to think I might break his heart one day.

Maybe it would be better if I just ended things now, the way I’d intended to at the beginning. Surely it would be easier and less painful to do it now, rather than waiting for our feelings to grow even more before saying goodbye?

Because the one thing I know for sure is that my little siblings have to be my priority over everything else.

But the idea of being without Elijah too makes me feel sick to my stomach, so instead I squeeze his hand and offer him a shy smile.

“I really like you too, Elijah,” I tell him in a small voice, and his face lights up with a radiant smile.

It’s not a lie. Far from it, in fact. But I have no idea how either of us is going to get out of this without our hearts getting broken.

He brings my hand to his lips and presses a gentle kiss to my fingers.

“Good girl,” he says in a gruff voice. “Now let’s order, and then maybe we’ll have time for my favorite dessert when we get back to the office.”


Chapter Fifteen


Elijah:

It’s Friday night and Surrender is as busy as ever, with all of our patrons looking to unwind and relax after the long week they’ve just had. Loud music is playing, and the dance floor is crowded, with several couples making out before they no doubt move to other, more private parts of the club for the real fun.

A pang of jealousy shoots through my chest as I watch the couples from my table in the corner where I sit alone. I want Selena here with me, where I can touch her and kiss her and show off to everyone here that she’s mine.

I let out a sigh and take a sip of my bourbon, wincing a little as the amber liquid burns a trail down my throat. But it’s what I need tonight. The past week I’ve taken Selena out for lunch every day at work, and it’s been amazing to act like an actual couple, but somehow it doesn’t feel real. Not when she refuses to see me outside of office hours.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see someone approach, and when I turn my head, I realize it is Summer. She’s a regular at the club, and a submissive. Tonight she’s wearing her long blonde hair down so that it cascades down her back, and a short leather mini skirt that leaves her tanned thighs exposed. Her red corset top pushes her breasts up into an impressive cleavage that I have a feeling a lot of men here have noticed tonight.

Summer is an attractive woman. Yet I feel nothing when I look at her.

As she reaches me, she smiles timidly and lowers herself to her knees beside my chair.

“Hi, Sir,” she says in a husky voice. “I couldn’t help noticing you were sitting over here all alone and I thought you might like some company.”

I frown at her. Given the fact that I’ve never played with Summer, she doesn’t understand how much I dislike it when a sub kneels for a Dom without permission. Besides, there is only one woman I want kneeling at my feet tonight, and she’s not even at the fucking club.

Summer doesn’t seem to notice my disapproval, though, and instead shuffles a little closer and wraps her arms around my leg while resting her head on my thigh.

“That’s very nice of you, Summer. But I’m not interested.”

“Oh,” she says, looking up at me with a frown of her own on her face. “Did I do something wrong, Sir?”

“No,” I answer shortly, “but I’m not here for play tonight. And you’ve been coming here long enough to know that I don’t play, anyway. Now, run along like a good girl and find another Dom who would like your time and attention.”

Summer pulls back, releasing her hold on my leg, but she stays on her knees. If she wants to try my patience, she’s going the right way about it. For a moment, she stares off into the distance, nibbling on her lower lip, then she snaps her attention back to me.

“But I thought maybe you were open to playing now, Sir. A little while ago, I was walking down by the voyeur rooms, hoping to watch a good show, and I saw you with a pretty little brunette pinned against the wall. She seemed to be enjoying your attention so much that I was hoping to get some of it for myself.”

She smiles seductively up at me, and I have no doubt the curl of those lush red lips would have the desired effect on most other men. But my blood is boiling as I think about her watching me with Selena from the shadows. I hope like hell she didn’t happen to walk in while Selena was coming for me, because those moans of pleasure were supposed to be for my ears only.

I lean down, resting my forearm on my thigh as I bring my scowling face close to hers.

“What happened that night is none of your business, Summer. Now run along and find someone else to play with before I take your name off the membership list permanently. No means no in this club, even if it comes from a Dom.”

Her eyes widen and her mouth opens slightly before she lowers her gaze. “Sorry, Sir,” she murmurs, and she rises from the floor to hurry across the room, leaving me alone again.

I sigh and relax back into my chair once more, going back to watching the crowd. But I’m not alone for long before Charlie joins me. We’ve been friends since college and been through a lot together over the years. And now we are co-owners of Surrender, after discovering we both had a taste for BDSM.

He drops into a seat opposite me.

“Hey, man,” I say, smiling for the first time tonight. “How’s things?”

I haven’t seen him for a couple of weeks, our busy schedules keeping us from being at the club at the same time, and I always enjoy catching up with him.

“Things are good. Work has been kicking my ass, but Madison is coming home for a visit in a couple of weeks’ time, which I’m looking forward to.”

“I can imagine you are. You must miss her when she’s away. How is she getting on at college?”

Charlie beams a smile across the table. “She’s loving it. But you know, I still feel like I’m getting used to being without her every day. It’s not much fun being alone in that big old house all the time. It’ll be nice to have her around for a while.”

I smile and nod, feeling bad for my friend yet again. Even though it’s been six years since his wife, Olivia, passed away from cancer, I know he still misses her. I don’t blame him. They were high school sweethearts who were supposed to stay together forever, and they had Madison when they were just out of college themselves.

But fate can be a cruel mistress, and Olivia was taken away from him all too soon. Now, he will play occasionally with submissives at the club, but his heart is closed off to the idea of anything resembling a relationship.

“And how are things between you and Selena?” he asks, pulling me out of my thoughts. “I saw Summer approach you, and she didn’t seem happy when you sent her away.”

I chuckle and shrug. “I told her I wasn’t interested. She should have taken that as an answer the first time, so I didn’t have to say it more harshly the second time.”

Charlie laughs with me, keeping me locked in his sharp gaze. “And Selena?” he prompts, when I attempt to ignore that part of his question.

My smile wavers. “It’s going well. I just... I don’t know.” A heavy sigh escapes me. “She refuses to let me see her outside of work, or at the club, so I’m not sure if we are actually a thing or not. But I like her. More than I ever intended to.”

“Have you talked to her about it?” he asks.

“I’ve tried. And she says she really likes me too. But whenever I try to get her to see me outside office hours, she won’t.”

Charlie’s face crumples into a frown. “Has she given you a reason for it?”

I shrug. “It seems to be a different excuse every time. I do know she helps her mom a lot with looking after her younger siblings. Sometimes I feel like I should just tell her to say no to her mom because she deserves to live her own life, but I don’t want to interfere with her family.”

“Family is important,” he says, nodding his head as a sad look appears on his face. But it’s only there for a second before he fixes his gaze back on me. “But I can see why it frustrates you. What is it that worries you about this? That she doesn’t like you as much as you like her?”

I think it over for a long moment, running a finger around the rim of my glass as I try to work out how I really feel.

Charlie’s suggestion doesn’t feel right, though. I’m almost certain she’s as smitten with me as I am with her. I can see it in her eyes, and feel it in the way she responds to my touch. She wouldn’t be like that with me if she wasn’t feeling at least a fraction of what I feel.

But then the truth hits me like a freight train to the chest, and I exhale heavily.

“I guess I’m just worried she’s got something that she’s hiding from me,” I tell Charlie eventually.

When I lift my gaze up from my glass to look at him, I can tell he’s not really surprised. He knows me well enough by now that I don’t doubt he knows all my worst fears. Even the ones I have trouble articulating.

“You’re worried she’s hiding another lover, just like your ex-wife did?” he asks.

“A part of me worries it could be something like that, although I don’t think it’s that specifically. I’ve only known her just over a month, and most of that time has been amazing. But it feels like she has some big secret she can’t share with me, and I’m worried that might create enough of a wall between us to stop this turning into anything real.”

“And are you willing to risk it turning into something real? Do you want something serious with her?”

“I think I already want that, but I don’t know what I can do if she refuses to be open about whatever is keeping us from seeing each other outside of work.”

Charlie lets out a deep sigh. “Maybe she just needs some reassurance that she’s yours and you’re not going anywhere? Maybe in time she will feel safe enough to open up to you.”

An uneasy feeling roils about in the pit of my stomach as I consider it. Maybe that would help her to feel safer, but what if the secret is something like my ex-wife’s? I’m not sure I’d be able to survive that kind of heartbreak twice in only a couple of years. And if she does just want me for my money the way Lara did, then I’m not sure I want to know.

As if he can hear my tumultuous thoughts, Charlie leans forward and asks the most important question. “Is Selena worth the heartache to find out if she is the one who can finally make you happy?”

I let out a long breath and nod my head. “Yeah, she is. She’s special. I know she is.”

Charlie grins at me. “Then you are going to have to be the one to show her how serious you are so that she understands you are not going anywhere. No matter what her little secret might be.”

“When you put it like that, it all seems so simple,” I say, laughing softly.

If Selena needs to know that she’s mine, I’m all too happy to oblige. And I’m not short on ideas for how to make her feel that way either.

I grin and take another sip of my drink, looking forward to seeing Selena on Monday morning.


Chapter Sixteen


Selena:

When I walk into the office on Monday morning, it’s empty. That’s strange, considering Elijah usually gets here before I do. Worry pools in the pit of my stomach as I wonder if maybe something happened to him on the way to work, and I move over to the large window to look down at the people below, even though I’m too high up to make out any faces.

But I’m only left to dwell on my concerns for a couple of minutes before the office door swings open behind me and Elijah steps through, wearing the wickedest grin on his handsome face.

“Selena. There you are.” His deep, velvety voice is tinged with something dark, feral, but it turns the fear in my stomach to a feeling that’s hot and needy instead.

He turns to close and lock the office door behind him, letting me know he isn’t going to waste any time getting reacquainted with my body after our two days apart. As he gets closer, the strong smell of his woody, spicy cologne hits my nostrils, making my stomach twist with excitement.

When he reaches me, I throw my arms around his neck and move up onto tiptoes to kiss him. But before I can, he pulls away from my arms and wraps his big hands around my wrists instead. He backs me up against the window, pinning my hands above my head.

“While I usually love having an office on the top floor, I’m suddenly sad about it this morning,” he says, although the solid bulge in his pants makes me think he can’t be too sad about it. “If we were on a lower floor, all the people walking past would be able to see me taking you hard, and they’d all know you are mine.”

My heart skips a beat and my pussy floods with moisture as my clit begins to throb. The idea of anyone seeing us sends a rush of excitement through me, but the way he growls “mine” makes it clear that’s his top priority.

I part my lips to answer him, to let him know I am already his, but before I can form the words, he claims my mouth with his own. It’s not a tender kiss like I was expecting, though. It’s hot and fast, hungry, like he’s trying to consume every last drop of me. His teeth sink into my lower lip as his free hand wraps in my hair, tugging gently. The sharp sting on my lip only makes me moan more for him, and his tongue invades my mouth to tangle with mine.

As we kiss, his grip around my wrists loosens, and he grabs the fabric of my skirt in one of his fists to yank it up around my hips, revealing the tiny blue thong I put on this morning with him in mind.

I hear a feral growl before he pulls away from my lips, and I let out a groan of disappointment that the kiss is over. But that doesn’t last long because I feel his hot, wet tongue trace along my jaw and down my neck, leaving a trail of wet heat as he nips and bites at me, causing me to cry out for more.

His teeth sink into my throat and his mouth clamps over the flesh, sucking it in as he claims me. I arch my back to press into him, the sharp, sweet pleasure-pain from his mouth making me so fucking wet I feel myself gushing between my thighs. It’s obvious he’s trying to leave marks on my skin, and the thought of it is driving me wild.

I moan his name as my hips buck and grind against his solid erection. I can feel him grow harder through his pants with each movement of my hips, and I ache to feel him inside me.

He tugs at the skin on my neck before releasing it from between his teeth, then he’s licking at the tender spot while his hands are pulling my shirt open roughly. I’m certain I hear a couple of buttons being ripped away, and for a moment, I’m wondering what I’m supposed to wear for the rest of the day, but then he’s got my shirt fully open and his mouth is sealed around one hardened nipple through the lace of my bra.

His hot tongue strokes at my nipple before his teeth scrape along it. A delicious shiver rolls down my spine at the contact, making my clit throb all the more for attention. His other hand finds the other nipple, and he begins rolling it between his fingers as he continues to kiss and nip at one sensitive bud through the lacy fabric.

I reach my arms out and sink my fingers into his soft, dark hair as I tug on his locks, trying to pull him back up for more of those dizzying kisses. He allows himself to be pulled from my nipple and for a moment, his tongue tangles with mine, and he grinds himself against me, letting me know exactly how hard he is for me.

“You’re mine, Selena,” he growls. “And one day, you’re going to be wearing my collar around this pretty little throat.”

“Yes, Sir,” I hear myself moaning, even as one of his hands glides up my body to wrap gently around my neck. He doesn’t squeeze like I expect him to, but simply places his hand where a collar would be, letting me feel the way he owns me, even without that strip of leather around my throat.

I should be surprised by this feeling that I belong to him already, but I’m not. There is a part of me that’s known it ever since I met him at Surrender. But to hear him say it makes my stomach flip. And his touch, god, it sends jolts of pure lust straight through me, like bolts of lightning hitting me.

“Good girl. Now take off your panties and bra. I want my girl completely naked.” 

As I kick off my shoes and begin pulling off my bra and panties, he rewards me with another hungry kiss. But he doesn’t let his mouth linger on mine for too long. He moves away to watch as I strip off the last of my clothes, leaving them in a crumpled pile on the floor.

His dark gaze rakes over my naked body as his hand cups my breast. He teases my nipple for a long moment before releasing me again and pulling something out of the pocket of his pants. It’s a black strip of silk, which I soon realize is a blindfold as he turns me around to face the window and places it over my eyes, securing it firmly at the back of my head.

Once it’s in place, I hear him unbuckling his belt and then pulling the zip of his pants down, followed by the familiar rustle of a condom wrapper and a quiet pause as he no doubt slides it onto his hard length.

Then his hands are on me, guiding me into the position he wants me in. With one hand between my shoulder blades, he pushes me forward until my cheek and my breasts are pressed up against the cold glass of the window. His other hand grips my hip, tugging my ass roughly back against him, forcing me to arch my spine to give him what he needs.

I feel the heat of his body against my back as he leans over me, his lips brushing against my ear and sending his warm breath to tease against the lobe as he speaks.

“With that blindfold on, Selena, I want you to focus on how it feels to have me inside you, claiming you as my girl. I want you to think of nothing but me, fucking you, making you come apart around me, because you know you belong to me.”

“I understand, Sir,” I whisper, my entire body trembling with my need for him.

His lips brush against my ear once more before he straightens up and begins running the tip of his thick erection up and down my slick slit. He spreads my wetness around, teasing at my opening, making my hips rock back against him, silently begging for more.

When I do this, he lets out a quiet groan of satisfaction and rewards me with an inch of him. As my body opens for him, he slips in and out of me with shallow strokes, but it’s still enough to have me whimpering and pleading for more.

“Please, Sir, please...”

“You want all of me?” he growls in a low voice, the vibration of his chest reverberating through me as he holds himself at my opening.

“Yes, Sir. I want all of you. I need it. Please.”

“Such a good girl for me,” he groans as he pushes the rest of the way inside me with a swift, sharp stroke that makes me gasp as I’m filled so perfectly.

My muscles begin clamping around him as he holds himself buried to the hilt inside me. He holds himself there for the longest time, moaning as my tight inner walls quiver around his hard cock. I want to rock back against him and take what I need, but he swiftly brings a hand back to that spot between my shoulder blades, holding me in place as he savors the feel of my wet heat wrapped tightly around him.

“Who do you belong to?” he asks, his voice little more than a feral growl.

“You, Sir. I belong to you.” I cry the words out as he pulls his hips back, making my body ache for him all the more.

Then he slams himself back inside me with such force, it knocks the air from my lungs in a long, breathy moan. He’s not gentle. He’s rough and forceful as he pounds into me with hard, sharp strokes that drive me wild. He doesn’t touch my clit, but I feel it begin to throb all the same as he fills me completely, making me cry out with every rough, deep thrust of his hard, thick cock.

As the sounds of his skin slapping against my ass echoes around the room, his hands wrap into my hair again and he begins to tug it, using the strands as reins while he uses my pussy as hard as he wants.

With the blindfold on, all I’m aware of is the feeling of his thick length gliding in and out of me as his hands control the way my body moves. It’s hot and messy as my wetness coats me and trickles down the inside of my thighs, and the way he growls my name makes it all the more exciting.

His hot breath against the nape of my neck sends a shiver down my spine, making me clench around his shaft as he pounds into me again and again, bringing me so close to the edge that I feel the telltale tingle building up in the pit of my stomach, and I begin to moan and whimper his name.

“You’re mine, Selena,” he grunts breathlessly between thrusts. “All mine. I want the whole world to fucking know it, and they will soon enough.”

“Yours. Always, Sir,” I cry, so close to coming apart that it almost hurts.

I need him to touch me. I need him to reach a hand between my thighs and touch my clit until I shatter. I don’t care about anything but my impending climax and the feel of Elijah claiming my body with a ferocity he’s never shown before. The pressure keeps building inside me, and I don’t know how much longer I can take it without the release I crave.

“Please, Elijah,” I beg. “I’m so close. Please make me come.”

He grunts again before bringing his hot mouth to my shoulder, sinking his teeth into my soft flesh as his hand snakes between my thighs. He rubs my throbbing clit with quick, light strokes of his fingertips as he continues pounding into me.

The sudden, much needed stimulation on that sensitive bundle of nerves makes me scream in pleasure, my entire body feeling like a lightning strike has just hit me. I scream out his name and arch my spine more to grind myself against his fingers while he slams into me relentlessly from behind.

Elijah follows quickly behind me, his thick erection pulsing deep within my inner walls as my body milks him with a force so hard his moans of pleasure sound like strangled cries. He keeps rocking his hips as the waves of my release subside and his orgasm rolls over him in long, delicious shudders.

After he’s come down from the high of his own climax, he pulls out of me slowly and releases my hair, so he can untie the blindfold. As soon as I open my eyes, he turns me around and leans in to give me a long, tender kiss. I sink into his strong arms and he holds me tightly for several moments while we recover from that intense moment together.

Maybe I should tell him about my home life, I think to myself. If he does genuinely want me to be his, then we shouldn’t have any secrets.

Fear bubbles up inside me at the thought of telling him and opening myself up to the risk of losing my siblings. But if I trust him to keep my body and heart safe, surely I can trust him to keep my family safe, too?


Chapter Seventeen


Selena:

“What’s wrong?” Grace asks as I open the front door for her and she rushes in.

As soon as she’s inside, I throw myself into her arms and let out the sob that I’d been holding in for the last few hours. She simply holds me, stroking my hair gently and murmuring soft, reassuring words to me until I have calmed down enough to talk.

“Are Ivy and Noah in bed already?” she asks as we walk into the living room, my hand clinging to hers like a lifeline. “Or do you want me to do it before you tell me about whatever’s going on?”

I sniffle and shake my head. “They are already asleep. But thank you.”

“Okay, so what’s going on?” she asks. We settle on the couch and she looks at me with a worried expression on her face. “I swear, if Elijah has done a single fucking thing to hurt you, I will destroy him. Or at least get Oliver to do it for me.”

Her words cause a little giggle to rise up inside me, despite the fears that have been clawing at my inside since I spoke to my landlord a couple of hours ago.

“It’s not that,” I said. “I just... I went to visit the landlord this afternoon to pay him back some of the rent that I still owe him. I got kind of behind over the last few months and he always seemed so patient. And now I got the pay rise at work, I figured I could start paying him back and it would all be okay.”

I know I’m blabbering, and I pause to take a deep breath. Just the thought of saying the next words makes my eyes well up again, and I clamp my lips together as I try to keep myself under control.

Grace places her hand on my arm. “Tell me, Selena. What happened?”

The look on her face tells me she’s already worked out what happened, and she’s trying to help me find the strength to say it aloud. But I still take a few moments to find my words before I’m able to speak.

“He told me that he’s not going to renew our agreement at the end of this month. He thinks he can get more money for this place now, so he wants to lease it to someone new - someone who he knows will definitely be able to pay the higher amount every month. I thought he was being so patient with me, but I blew it. He’s fed up with me letting him down all the time.”

Grace stares at me for a few long moments while I continue to sob.

“I can’t even really be mad at him. He’s got his own bills to pay. I just don’t know where we’re all going to live.”

Grace tugs me into her arms, holding me tight while she rubs my back and I cry on her shoulder. When my tears start to subside, I sit back up and take the tissue she offers me.

“Thank you,” I mumble, as I wipe my eyes and blow my nose. “Sorry.”

“You never need to apologize to me. Not ever. Got it?”

I nod my head and offer her a small smile.

“Look, I’m pretty sure that if you just tell the landlord that you’ve got a new position at work now, with better pay, he’ll change his mind and let you stay here.”

“I already tried that,” I tell her with a sigh. “It didn’t work. Besides, the position is only going to be available for another month, then Elijah’s regular PA will be back and my wages will go back to normal.”

Grace nods her head and looks towards the corner of the room as she thinks, a determined expression appearing on her face.

“Okay, so we need to find you someplace new to live. And we need to find it by the end of the month. I’m sure we can do that if we work together.”

I cover my face with my hands and fight back the tears once more. “But I don’t have the money for the deposit on a new place. Or the moving fees. The cost of Noah’s insulin has gone up, which took more than I expected out of the extra money I got from my pay rise, and I used the rest on paying off some of my rent. How am I supposed to be able to get a new place when I can’t afford a deposit or anything? It’s impossible.”

Grace looks at me again, and I can already tell by the nervous expression she’s wearing that I’m not going to like what she’s about to say.

“Maybe it’s time to call your Mom and remind her about her responsibilities as a parent. You shouldn’t have to be worrying about making sure the three of you have a roof over your heads. Especially when Noah and Ivy are so young. She should be taking care of them, at least, if not all of you.”

A strangled noise comes out of my throat.

I’m so used to putting up my walls whenever Grace mentions my family, and my past, that it’s second nature to me, but the desperation of the situation leaves me no time to hold anything back.

“I tried that as soon as I left the landlord’s place,” I say, my stomach churning. “But her phone was switched off. I keep trying, and I’ve sent texts and even an email, but she hasn’t got back to me yet. Maybe she will soon, though?”

Grace and I look at each other, and it’s all too obvious neither of us really believes that.

“Maybe,” she says slowly. “But maybe we should think of a back-up plan just in case.”

I sigh and nod. I’m not sure why I’d expected Grace to give me some reassurance that Mom would come through for me this time and help me out. My best friend hates my Mom, and while I probably should feel the same way, I can’t bring myself to do it. She’s my Mom, and there has always been a part of me that believed she would come back if we needed her. Or if she wanted us all to be a family again.

That’s why I’m so adamant that I can’t let anyone take my siblings away from me. I’ve been holding out the hope that things can maybe go back to the way they were before Mom got remarried and went away.

But with each unanswered phone call today, I’ve had to question that dream a little more.

“Okay,” I say in a small voice. “Any ideas for a back-up plan?”

Grace pauses for a second and then she turns to look me in the eye again.

“I know you won’t want to hear this,” she says slowly, and I instantly know what she’s about to say, “but you could always borrow the money you need to move into a new place from Oliver and I.”

“I can’t,” I say instantly. “It would be hundreds of dollars, Grace. I can’t ask that of you.”

“Well, you’re not asking, are you? I’m offering. You already know that Oliver makes a lot of money, and he’s always asking if there’s any way he can help you out. Honestly, a few hundred dollars is nothing for him, and I know he’d help you in a heartbeat if he knew you were in this situation. Please let us help.”

I stare down at my hands in my lap, my fingers knotting themselves together as my mind goes round and round. Grace has told me so many times that Oliver would be willing to help, but it still feels wrong. He’s a good guy, but I’ve never spent a huge amount of time with him. I just know Grace is head over heels in love with him and that he makes her happy, which instantly makes him the best person in my book. But it still doesn’t make me comfortable about asking to borrow money from him.

“I can’t,” I say, sighing loudly. But then another idea pops into my head. “Maybe I can ask Elijah for an advance on my wages. It would help with the deposit at least, and then I can work out the rest later.”

Grace nods, looking thoughtful for a moment. “How are things between the two of you? It’s obvious to Oliver and I that he’s smitten with you, and he’s certainly in a position to help you financially. Have you thought about asking him directly? If things are good between the two of you, maybe he’d even give you the money just because it’s you that’s asking.”

I stare at my best friend and blink a few times before shaking my head. “I can’t do that either. I mean, things are good between us. Very good, actually.”

My mind drifts momentarily back to this morning, when he’d fucked me as soon as I’d walked into the office. Even in my distressed state, it creates a faint tingle between my thighs.

“Oh, that’s amazing!” Grace squeals. “Tell me more.”

“Today, he told me that I belong to him, and that he wants to collar me soon,” I say, feeling my face grow hot. “But that means I really can’t ask him for money right now. It would be the wrong time. I don’t want him finding out how bad my financial situation is. He’s literally the richest man I know, and I don’t want him thinking I’m pathetic. If he finds out about this, he might change his mind about wanting me.”

“Don’t be silly, Selena. I know you’re scared to talk to him about all of this because you feel like you need to be so strong and in control all the time. But it’s his job as your Dom to take care of you, to make sure your needs are met and your wants are catered to. You’re just afraid because you haven’t been taken care of like that before.”

I wince at her words, instantly recognizing the truth in them, even though it hurts.

Grace takes my hands and squeezes them gently. “Look, just go to him and explain why you need an advance on your wages. I’m almost one hundred percent certain that once he knows what’s going on in your life that he’ll want to help you more.”

I let out a long sigh, my mind frantically racing to find any other option, but failing miserably. If I’m going to get out of this without having Noah and Ivy being taken away from me, I have to trust someone to help me. And I trust Elijah. I trust him to make sure that my siblings stay with me where they belong.

I just hope that my trust is justified.

“I don’t know that I have any other option,” I say, shrugging my shoulders. “Even if I can just get the advance, that would help a lot. Any extra help would just be a bonus.”

“Yes, that’s the right attitude. Just go to him with this and see what he says, okay?” Grace asks me. “Please, just give him a chance. For all of your sake’s.”

“I will. I’m sorry that you have to deal with all my problems.” I let out another long sigh, shaking my head as I look down at the floor. I can feel tears pricking behind my eyes once again, and I’m not sure how much more I can take for today.

“You know I would do anything for you, Selena. And you should know that you deserve good things too, and that it’s okay to want them for yourself.”

My chest tightens. “I know, I know,” I mutter, even though something about her words makes me want to cry even harder. “I’ll call him in a minute and let you know what he says later.”

“Okay. Please let me know. And no matter what happens, you’re going to be fine. You’ve got a lot of people looking out for you. Don’t forget that.”

After I’ve given Grace another long hug and seen her out, I go upstairs to check on Ivy and Noah before collapsing in a heap on my bed. My head feels heavy with fatigue and I close my eyes, letting myself rest for a moment while I try to find the energy to call Elijah. I know he’s the person who’s most likely to help me get through all of this, and even though I feel guilty about going to him with my problems, I know I don’t really have a choice right now.

After taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, I pick up my phone and call Elijah’s number.


Chapter Eighteen


Elijah:

I sit staring at my laptop screen, trying to focus on the numbers in front of me, but it’s impossible to concentrate when all I can think about is Selena.

This morning had been amazing. It had felt so good to tell Selena about my intentions to claim her as my submissive, and to make it clear I want her to be all mine. And her reaction to it had made it even better. She didn’t show the slightest hint of hesitation in declaring herself as mine.

And yet, I can’t shake the feeling that something is going on. Something she is keeping from me. I know I should just ask her, but after what happened with my ex-wife, there is a part of me afraid to find out. Which is crazy. When it comes to business, I have no problem communicating exactly what I want and need. And even in the kink side of a relationship, I can do the same. Apparently, the only time I struggle with clear communication is when it feels like my heart is on the line.

I sigh and lean back in my chair and pick up my glass of bourbon, taking a sip and hoping it might settle my nerves. I’ve been on edge the last few days, feeling like something bad is about to happen, and I can’t seem to shake it, no matter what I do. Even claiming Selena as Charlie had suggested hasn’t helped.

The only thing left to do is to actually talk to Selena to find out if she is keeping anything from me. But even if she is, that doesn’t mean she will own up to it, and maybe I’ll still be left wondering.

I shake my head, trying to push those kinds of thoughts out of my mind. What the fuck is wrong with me? Selena isn’t anything like my ex-wife. Lara was a manipulative bitch from the moment we met, telling me everything I wanted to hear so she could get to my money and live the life of luxury on the side with the man she actually loved. While Selena is smart and funny and possibly the kindest woman I’ve ever met.

Besides, she hasn’t even asked me for anything, and if she wanted to use me for my money, wouldn’t she have done that by now?

I switch my laptop off, giving up on working for the night. It’s late anyway, and I should probably try to get some sleep. I take the final sip of my bourbon and stand up from the desk in my home office. I glance around the room and make my way over to the window, looking out at the lights of the city in the distance. I wonder where Selena is right now. Is she asleep already? I’ve been considering giving her a key to my place, even though she is unlikely to use it, and the urge to call her and ask her to come over so I can go to sleep with her in my arms is strong.

At that moment, my phone starts vibrating on my desk, and I turn to see Selena’s name light up the screen. A wide smile spreads across my face as I quickly reach for it.

“Hey, baby,” I say when I answer. “I was just thinking about you.”

“You were?” she asks in a quiet voice, and I can’t help but smile. How could she ever doubt it?

“Yes. I was thinking about how much I’d love you to come over, so I can hold you as I sleep once I’ve finished making you come multiple times.”

Selena lets out a shaky breath. “That sounds amazing, Elijah. It really does. But I can’t.”

Even though I knew she was going to say that, it still causes an ache in my chest. There’s a part of me telling me I should just be happy with our arrangement as it is. I get to have amazing sex with a beautiful woman almost every day, and she’s so wonderfully submissive that I can’t stop thinking about collaring her and taking her to the club to show her off proudly.

But there’s another part of me that isn’t sure how much longer I can go on like this. What we have right now feels... empty. That’s the word I’ve been shying away from whenever I think of my relationship with Selena, but now it’s in my mind, it hits me square in the fucking chest how real that word feels.

I don’t just want the fun of fucking her on my desk Monday to Friday nine to five. I want more. So much more.

“I wish you could,” I say softly. “But I understand, Selena.”

I hear her sniffle, and a deep feeling of dread starts to grow inside me. Something’s wrong. I can just feel it.

“Are you okay, baby?”

I hear a hitch in her breath. “No. I mean, I guess I am.”

I walk over to my desk, sitting back down in my chair and leaning back in it as my heart pounds in my chest. “Talk to me. Please, Selena.”

“I... I was just wondering if you could help me out with a little situation I’ve got going on, Elijah. Oh god, I really hate to ask this, but I really need some money and I didn’t know who else to turn to.”

She stops talking, and the sound of her soft, unsteady breaths coming from the phone is the only sound in the room. I don’t say a word for a moment as I process what she’s saying, my mind racing. This is it. I should have known better than to think she was with me because she likes me. Selena just wanted my money. She’s no better than Lara.

When I don’t speak for a long moment, she tries to fill the silence. “It’s just that Noah and...”

As soon as I hear the name, all hell breaks loose in my mind. “Noah?” I spit out. “Is that his name? Fuck, I can’t believe I fell for this again.”

I curl forwards and cover my face with the hand that isn’t holding the phone, trying to fight back the tears that want to come out. Fuck if I’m going to show her how much she’s hurt me.

“What?” she asks, sounding confused. “Fell for what again, Elijah? I don’t understand.”

“We’re done,” I say quickly, forcing the words out through gritted teeth, hoping that it might hurt less if I just get it over and done with. “You can collect your things from the office tomorrow morning, and then you can find yourself another job, too.”

All I can think about is the need to push her away and get this over with. It was only going to happen sooner or later, so better sooner. That’s what I tell myself, anyway. I’m not going to give her a penny. Not if it’s just going to go straight into the pockets of whoever Noah is.

“But Elijah...” she says, her voice breaking on a sob. My heart clenches, and I have to steel myself against the need to comfort her.

“I don’t want to hear it, Selena. I’m done.”

“Please just give me a chance to explain,” she says between ragged breaths, and it breaks me to hear her like this. I just can’t handle the thought that she would use me, though. “I swear this isn’t whatever you think it is. I just really need help, Elijah. Please.”

I squeeze my eyes tightly shut, as if that might help me cut out the sound of her pleas.

“Pick up your things from the office tomorrow morning,” I repeat in a voice that sounds cold even to my own ears, “then I never want to see you again. I won’t be there in the morning, so make sure you’re gone by lunchtime.”

“Please, Elijah...” she says, sobbing so hard now that it’s difficult to make out her words. “Please. I need you...”

I can’t take any more, so I end the call and set my phone on the desk in front of me. Then, I bury my face in my hands, the tears I’d been trying to hold back finally coming.

Why does this always fucking happen to me? I was a fool to believe that I would find happiness. Happiness just doesn’t happen to men like me. I don’t deserve it. I can’t have it.

The worst part is that I thought I’d finally found the person I wanted to share my life with. Not only because of the incredible chemistry between the two of us, but because of who Selena is on the inside. And now, I feel like that’s been stolen from me. She isn’t the person I thought she was at all. She’s just like the rest.

There is a pain in the center of my chest that makes it difficult to catch my breath, and I hold a fist there to push it out, to stop it from consuming me. The pain of rejection, that someone who I thought I could trust, someone I had fallen for, would betray me like this. It’s the same pain I’d felt when Lara left me. The pain I promised myself I would never feel again.

I wipe my tears away and stand up, grabbing my car keys and walking towards the front door. Fuck this. I’m not going to sit around and wallow in self-pity. I’ll go drown my sorrows with my friends at the club. Maybe then I won’t have to feel this pain for a little while.


Chapter Nineteen


Elijah:

“It’s not like you to be here on a Monday night,” Charlie says, as I sit alone at my usual table in the corner of the club.

He’s the only one who has been brave enough to ignore my scowls as he approaches, and I wish he had just left me alone. Instead, he slides into the seat opposite mine, watching me with concern in his eyes. Fuck, the last thing I want is anybody’s pity, and he doesn’t even know what’s happened yet.

“It’s a rough day,” is all I can say as I huddle over my drink. I can’t even bring myself to take a sip of it, no matter how much I might crave the oblivion I know it could bring me.

“Something to do with Selena?” he asks, and I shrug my shoulders.

I don’t want to fucking talk about it. If I do, I might end up crying in front of one of my friends, and that’s not what I want right now. I already feel stupid as it is, and I don’t want another thing on my list of reasons for feeling pathetic at the moment.

“Oh, come on, Elijah,” he says. “I’m pretty sure only a pretty young woman could have you looking as miserable as you are right now.”

I lift my gaze, fixing him with a stare that would have any of my subordinates in the office running away in tears, but he doesn’t back down. Charlie crosses his arms across his chest and stares back at me, lifting a brow as if challenging me.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I tell him, hissing the words through gritted teeth.

He watches me a moment longer and nods his head. “Fair enough. So the next question is, do you want to be left alone, or would you like some company while you drown your sorrows?”

I look down at my glass once more before pushing it away, sliding it across the table towards Charlie.

“You can have it if you want,” I say. “Even that isn’t working for me tonight.”

“Shit, it must be bad,” he says, before picking up the glass and gulping the amber liquid down in one go. He winces at the sharpness before setting the empty glass on the table once more and giving me a tight-lipped smile.

“How about we get out of here? Maybe go grab a burger or something. When was the last time you ate?”

I shake my head, my stomach churning into even tighter knots at the mere mention of food.

“No thanks. If I eat, I might throw up.”

Charlie lets out a sigh, but he nods his head and doesn’t push it. We fall into a comfortable silence while my gaze roams around the club. My eyes fall onto a couple sitting nearby. The man, with short blonde hair and a broad physique, is sitting on one of the couches lining the wall, wearing dark gray dress slacks and a white shirt. His submissive is kneeling at his feet, wearing nothing but sheer black lingerie that leaves very little to the imagination. The thick black collar around her neck has a leash attached to the metal ring, and the man is holding the other end of it.

Something about the sight of them together rips my heart into even smaller shreds. The way she has her head resting on his thigh, while staring up at him with such complete adoration on her face, has tears pricking at the corners of my eyes.

It was everything I had dreamed of with Selena. But now that dream had disappeared, leaving nothing but a gaping hole in its place.

“Uh oh,” Charlie says, pulling my attention away from the couple. “Here comes Grace, and she doesn’t look happy.”

My brow creases as I glance in the direction he’s looking and see Grace storming across the club towards our table. She’s dressed in a pair of black skinny jeans and a purple sweater that clings tightly to her curvy frame. But it’s the look on her face that captures my attention most. She looks absolutely livid as she storms across the club with determination written across every inch of her features.

And she’s got me fixed firmly in her sights.

Shit. For a while, I kind of forgot about the fact that she’s Selena’s best friend. I guess Selena must have already told Grace that I’d ended things with her, and while she looks seriously pissed, I’m sure she’ll understand things better once she’s heard my side of the story.

I really don’t want to have to lose my friendship with Oliver because of a falling out with his girlfriend.

When she reaches us, she slams her fists down on the table and leans forward, her nose almost touching mine.

“I always thought you were a good guy, Elijah,” she spits out at me. “But now I can see you’re just a massive piece of shit. How could you do that to Selena?”

I stand, using my height advantage to tower over her, but she still doesn’t back down. Instead, she takes a step closer, our chests almost touching, as she places her hands on her hips and stares up at me through narrowed eyes.

Damn, she’s a little firecracker. No wonder Oliver is so crazy about her.

“Look, Grace, I don’t know what she told you, but she must have missed out some important details. I’m not interested in being with someone who is just going to use me for my money. And I’m especially not interested in handing my money over to her and her boyfriend.”

The anger in Grace’s eyes slowly melts away, and she blinks up at me in confusion. “What boyfriend? What are you talking about? You were supposed to be her boyfriend, you fucking dumbass.”

Charlie lets out a low whistle from his spot, sitting down on the other side of the table, and I glare at him. He holds his hands up in front of himself as if he’s innocent even while he’s obviously trying not to laugh at Grace’s insults.

I turn back to Grace, my brows knitting together as I try to understand what’s happening here. “Noah is her boyfriend, right? That’s why she asked me to help her out with money, isn’t it? To help support them.”

Grace’s eyes grow wide, and she takes a step back as she stares up at me. Then she lets out a bitter sounding laugh as she shakes her head. “You are even more stupid than I thought you were, Elijah. I understand your ex-wife did a number on you, but come on. Did you even listen to anything Selena said?”

My head is spinning. What is going on here? What am I missing?

“She just said something about needing money and mentioned some guy called Noah. That was enough for me. I’m not going to let anyone make a fool of me the way Lara did,” I tell her firmly.

Grace takes another step forward, tilting her head back to look up at me and keeping her eyes locked on mine. “Noah is her little brother, Elijah.”

My jaw drops open. Her little brother?

“Shit,” I murmur under my breath.

“Exactly. You are a complete dumbass. Do you think she would ever treat you like your ex did? Did you stop for a moment and listen to Selena at all before ending things with her? You were her entire world.”

Grace takes another step closer, reaching out to poke at my chest with her finger. I grab her wrist, holding it firmly so she can’t do it again while I try to process what she’s saying.

“And it’s not like she was asking you for money she hadn’t earned anyway,” she continues. “She was just trying to ask for an advance on her wages, and now I feel like shit for encouraging her to do that. I thought for sure that once you heard about what she’s going through that you’d be willing to help her with anything, but instead, you dumped her and fired her, you piece of shit.”

All I can do for a long moment is blink at her while my brain tries to catch up. “She never told me she just wanted an advance,” I say, feeling as stupid as Grace keeps telling me I am tonight. “Why didn’t she say that?”

“I don’t know,” Grace huffs. “Maybe because she was nervous about asking you for anything. But still, you could have asked some questions instead of just jumping straight to the worst possible conclusion!”

Shit. How could I have messed up so fucking badly? Guilt is filling my chest, squeezing my lungs and making it hard to breathe. I should have just listened to her.

I shake my head, trying to clear my thoughts. “She’s been so secretive the whole time we’ve been together, never letting me see her outside of work. I was certain she was hiding something from me. Something bad.”

“Want to know what she’s hiding?” Grace asks, finally pulling her wrist from my grasp so she can cross her arms over her chest again.

All I can do is nod my head. The pain in my chest is subsiding, turning into a numbness that is making everything around me seem fuzzy.

“Her mom abandoned her and her little siblings four years ago, when Selena was just seventeen. She’s been looking after Noah and Ivy on her own ever since, struggling to make ends meet and trying to work while taking care of them. She’s always been too scared to let anybody know what’s been going on because she’s scared of her siblings being taken away from her if the authorities find out. But you...” Grace takes a step closer and places her hands on my chest, giving a hard shove that I’m too shocked to stop. “She was going to open up to you tonight and tell you everything. All about her family, and about how her landlord has just given her a month to leave her home. She just needed an advance so she could have some money for a deposit on a new place, but instead, you fucking fired her and left her with nothing.”

Grace pushes me again, and I stumble backwards.

“Grace,” Charlie warns as he gets up from his chair and positions himself between us.

“Where is Selena now?” I ask.

“She’s at home,” Grace spits out. “But don’t worry about her. She’s finally accepted some help from Oliver and I, and we’re going to lend her the money she needs. We’ll take care of her even when you can’t.”

My mind is racing, trying to come up with a plan even through the brain fog. Fuck. I can’t believe I messed up this badly. I really am the piece of shit Grace claims I am.

Somehow, I have to make this better. If I’d known about any of this, I would have helped Selena in a fucking heartbeat. All she wanted was to support her family, so her and her siblings wouldn’t end up on the streets, and I’d just made the whole situation so much worse for her.

“I’m going to take care of her,” I say, straightening up and meeting Grace’s eyes. “I didn’t know any of this, but now I do, I’m going to give her whatever she needs.”

“What she needed was for you not to make her feel completely and utterly worthless, Elijah. But you couldn’t even do that, could you?” Grace glares at me before she lets out a long sigh and drops her hands back to her sides.

I close the gap between us and grip her by her shoulders, ducking down to meet her eyes. “I know. You’re right. I messed up. I really am a complete fucking dumbass. But now, I’m going to go and try to make it better. If Selena will let me.”

Grace lifts her gaze and watches me for a long moment. Finally, she lets out a deep sigh and nods.

“Good. I think that’s the least you could do after the way you hurt her tonight.” She shakes herself from my grasp and walks away, not sparing another look back as she leaves me standing with Charlie.

“Wow,” Charlie says after a long moment of silence. “I always thought you were too smart to mess up this badly, Elijah.”

I turn and glare at him, even though I know he’s fucking right.

“What are you going to do?” he asks.

“I’m going to head to the office to get her address from the computer system, then I’m going to go beg for her forgiveness,” I say with a sigh, hoping she will listen to me. Although I know I don’t deserve it after I refused to listen to her earlier tonight.

“Good luck,” he says, placing a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

I nod and rush out of Surrender, determined to make things better.


Chapter Twenty


Selena:

As I lie on top of my bed, I can’t shake the numb feeling that’s taken hold of me after sobbing violently for the last hour. I’m only grateful that neither of my siblings heard me and came to see what was wrong, because it would have given them a shock to see me so completely broken.

I still can’t wrap my head around everything that’s happened today. First losing the house we grew up in and now losing both Elijah and my job. This morning, after the way Elijah had told me that I belonged to him now, I’d been so damn happy. But in the blink of an eye, everything has been taken away. Even my own Mom doesn’t seem interested in helping me out of this mess if her silence is anything to go by.

Tears well up in my eyes and I try to fight them back, knowing that if I give in to them again, I might not be able to stop crying until morning.

The only good thing in all of this has been Grace. I’d called her straight after I’d got off the phone from Elijah, and she promised to help me find a new place and get settled in it. She even promised that I wouldn’t have to worry about paying her and Oliver back, so at least I won’t have a bunch of debt hanging over my head in the future. As much as I hate having to accept their help, there isn’t any other option. I need to keep Noah and Ivy safe. That’s my number one priority right now.

The tears finally slip from my eyes as I try to stifle my sobs into my pillow.

How did I end up like this? Why was I not enough for Elijah? I knew that the differences in our financial situations might end up causing some trouble between us, but it hurts to know that he was willing to throw everything away just because I found myself in a bad situation.

It hurts. And it’s so fucking unfair.

A loud banging sound fills the air, and it takes me a moment to realize it’s someone knocking on the front door.

“Damn it,” I mutter to myself, drawn between feeling concerned about who could be knocking on my door this late at night and worrying that the loud noise might wake up my siblings.

I rush down the stairs and pause to look through the peephole. My breath catches in my throat as I see Elijah standing just outside.

Oh no. What the hell is he doing here? Is he going to shout at me some more?

He knocks loudly again, forcing me into action. The last thing I need is Noah or Ivy coming downstairs to find out what is causing all this commotion, so I open the door and step to the side. I’m still fully dressed in my office clothes after my hellish day, and I cross my arms over my chest and keep my head lowered. Looking into his eyes feels like it would break me even more right now, so it’s best if I keep my gaze focused firmly on my feet.

“Can we talk?” Elijah asks. His voice is husky and strained, like he’s had a rough night too.

“What is there to talk about?” I ask, keeping my tone as even as possible. The last thing I want him to see right now is just how upset I really am. “I got your message loud and clear earlier. I’m just not the sort of person you want to be with, am I?”

Elijah steps inside my home, and a brief flash of shame washes over me. While I do my best to keep it clean and tidy, I know all the furniture is old and my place must be a whole lot smaller than the castle he probably lives in. But I don’t have the energy to hold on to that shame for long. He doesn’t want me, so what does it even matter what he thinks of the house? It’s not like I’ll be here for much longer, anyway.

“That’s not true, Selena,” he says, reaching out to take hold of my shoulders in his large hands. But I take a step backwards before he can touch me. Instead, I step to the side and close my front door. I don’t want any of the neighbors being disturbed if we start shouting at each other.

“It sure sounded that way when I called you,” I say, surprised at how bitter my voice sounds.

“Look, I didn’t understand what you’re going through, but I just spoke to Grace and she told me...”

“What?” I say, snapping my head up to look at him through narrowed eyes. “What did she tell you?”

If Grace told him everything, I will be furious. It should be my decision who finds out about the situation with my family, and right now, I don’t trust Elijah enough for him to have that kind of information. He’s already let me down enough today, and panic rises up inside me as I think about how it would feel to have my family ripped apart.

I don’t want Noah and Ivy growing up thinking they had been abandoned by me, too.

“She told me everything, Selena.” His voice is so low I almost miss his words. “Why didn’t you tell me that you’re taking care of Noah and Ivy all on your own?”

“Why does it even matter to you?” I ask, taking another step backwards and pulling myself away from him. “It’s not like it’s any of your business, anyway. You’ve already decided I’m just some broke bitch who’s only with you for your money.”

He flinches at my words, and even though I know it’s wrong, I feel some small satisfaction knowing that I have the power to hurt him after the way he hurt me tonight.

“Because this changes things. If I had known, I would have done everything I could to help you,” he says, trying to close the distance between us as I move back again. “I had no idea that you do so much for them, or that all your money goes on raising them and giving them the things they need.”

I take a deep breath and look up, staring straight at the man I’d thought was perfect. “Well, I was scared that if anybody found out Mom wasn’t around anymore that they would be taken away from me and put into foster care. I didn’t want that. But I decided to tell you tonight, and you just didn’t want to listen.”

Elijah’s shoulders slump, and for the first time since I opened the door to him, I see how defeated he looks.

“I should have listened to you, Selena. You’re right about that. But I was scared. The way you’ve been so secretive about your life outside of work had me worried that you were keeping something from me. And then tonight, I jumped to the worst possible conclusions without giving you a chance to explain. I’m so damn sorry, Selena.”

Elijah reaches out for me again, and this time I let him place his hands on my upper arms and pull me close to him. My arms remain firmly folded over my chest, providing a small barrier as I let myself relax against him for a moment. The scent of his cologne washes over me, giving me a sense of coming home, but then my mind fills with his words from earlier, and anger rises up inside me once more.

I brace my hands on his chest and push him backwards, and to my relief, he steps back and releases his hold on me. His face drops, and I watch a single tear as it travels down his cheek.

“Please forgive me, Selena,” he says, his voice cracking. “I’ll take care of you and your siblings, and I’ll make sure you never have to worry about anything ever again.”

“I can’t right now, Elijah,” I say, stepping past him to go and open the door. I don’t know where all this bravery is coming from, but it’s the only thing that is stopping me from crying and crumbling. “I need some time to think this all through. I’m still hurting too much to be able to figure out what I want.”

“At least say you’ll take your job back, Selena,” he says in a strained voice. “Then I’ll know you have some money for your family.”

I shake my head quickly. “I just don’t think I can be around you right now, Elijah. Even at work. I already told you I need some time.”

He straightens up and pulls his shoulders back, but his proud stance can’t hide the hurt in his eyes. I can’t bring myself to care, though. Not after the way he made me feel tonight.

“Take all the time you need, baby,” he says, and I wince as he calls me by the pet name I’d once always loved hearing from him. “But I promise I will take care of you and make up for what I did today. I’m not going to let you down again.”

Elijah turns and opens the front door before walking out, leaving me standing in the doorway as I watch him get into his car. He doesn’t start the engine straight away, and even in the darkness of the night, I’m almost certain I can see him looking in my direction.

I let out another sob and quickly shut the door, locking it firmly. The need to run to him and throw myself into his arms is too intense, but I can’t do that. Not after everything that’s happened. My heart has been broken, and I’m not sure how to begin to fix it.


Chapter Twenty-One


Selena:

It’s just the stress, I tell myself, for probably the millionth time in the last couple of days.

It has to be. There can be no other explanation. After all, I lost my home, my job, and my boyfriend all in the space of one day. Life has been shitty to me and it’s bound to take its toll on my body.

It’s been a week since that day when my world literally fell apart around me, and I’m still searching for a new job and home. I have no interest in looking for a new boyfriend, though. It had obviously been a mistake to even try to get involved with Elijah, and my poor heart is still suffering the consequences.

But the late period has to be due to all the stress. Every morning, I wake up hoping to see Mother Nature’s arrival, but so far, nothing. I’m not even sure how late I am, as I’ve never really felt much of a need to track my cycle. All I know is that I haven’t had one since I met Elijah.

But that’s crazy. We used protection every time, so how could I possibly be pregnant?

My breath catches in my throat as a memory comes back to me with all the force of a punch to my gut.

My first time with him, in the car after Damian’s party, we had been in such a frantic rush that we hadn’t used a condom. Elijah had come inside me and the memory of the feeling is so damn powerful, even though it had just been once.

Oh shit. It could actually be possible that I’m pregnant with his child.

I can feel myself starting to freak out, and I close my eyes, taking slow, deep breaths. There’s no point in getting so worked up right now, as I could just be jumping the gun.

Two days ago, I’d bought a pregnancy test before promptly hiding it in the back of the cupboard under the bathroom sink and trying to forget about it. Even then, I’d known it was a possibility, but I just hadn’t been ready to face it.

But now I know what I need to do.

I need to take that test and find out for sure whether I’m pregnant.

I cover my face with my trembling hands and take a few steady breaths. Ivy and Noah are still asleep, considering the fact I woke up at four a.m. and have been tossing and turning ever since. I still have some time before they are likely to wake, so I should take the test now. Then I’ll have some time to process the results before I have to deal with the rush of getting the kids ready for school.

Oh god, what if I soon have a newborn baby to care for too? How will I possibly cope?

No, I need to stop this train of thought right now. I haven’t taken a test yet, so I have no reason to start freaking out and panicking. It still could be the stress I’ve been feeling lately.

After letting out another long sigh, I pull my hands from my face and stand up, making my way to the bathroom. The floorboards creak as I move across the room and I hope that nobody will wake up. The last thing I want to do is explain what I’m doing at five in the morning.

I find the pregnancy test in its hiding spot in the back of the cupboard and open it, staring at the instructions for a long moment before finally forcing myself to pee on the damn stick. My hands are trembling so badly it makes the whole operation even more tricky than it otherwise would be, but eventually, I get the cap back on the end.

I place the test on the counter next to the sink and wash my hands thoroughly. I don’t want to even look at the stick until the recommended waiting time has passed, so instead of pacing nervously, I climb into the shower and scrub every inch of my skin with my coconut scented body wash.

The whole time, there is a knot in the pit of my stomach, making me feel like I might throw up, and I have to tell myself it’s just the anxiety and not morning sickness making me feel that way.

Oh god, what am I going to do if it’s positive?

But I can’t face that question yet. So I do the only thing I can do and focus on each step of getting ready for the day. Once I’m out of the shower and dried off, I slip into some clean underwear and a loose-fitting dress; then it’s finally time to take a look at that damn pregnancy test.

I’m scared.

It takes me a good minute before I finally work up the nerve to reach out and grab hold of the stick, and even once it’s in my hand, I’m hesitant to look down at the results window. My heart is pounding so loudly, it’s the only sound filling my ears.

Come on, Selena, just look already.

I lower my gaze slowly and my mouth drops open.

I’m pregnant.

The whole world seems to slow down as my heart shatters all over again, and I sit down hard on the edge of the bath. Tears fill my eyes, and I wrap my arms around my waist as a sob slips from my throat.

“What the hell am I going to do now?” I ask myself as tears fall down my face. I place a hand on my stomach and try to imagine what it’ll be like having a baby inside me.

I sit there for what feels like the longest time, rubbing my hand in a slow circle over my belly. All kinds of images play out in my mind, of my body growing bigger as my baby grows, and of holding my baby in my arms. In some of those images, Elijah is there, and in others, he’s not. But every time I think of my baby, my heart swells a little more, and I come to realize there is no question about what I’m going to do. I’m going to keep my baby and give him or her all the love they deserve.

But this is Elijah’s baby, too.

He deserves to know about this. He can decide if he wants to be part of the kid’s life, and I know I could never ask him for a single cent towards anything for the baby, but it wouldn’t be right to hide this from him.

I force myself to my feet and clean my face before heading into the bedroom to grab my phone. Elijah hasn’t texted me yet this morning, which isn’t surprising given the early hour, although he has texted me every day since our break up. I haven’t been brave enough to reply though. It would be all too easy to forget about the pain he caused and fall under his spell once more.

Because the truth is, I miss him so much it physically hurts. I’ve barely been able to eat or sleep since he ended things with me, and the only thing that’s been keeping me together is the daily routine of having to take care of my siblings, while spending the hours they are at school searching for a new job and available houses. If it wasn’t for that, I have no doubt I would have crumbled and begged him for another chance.

I love him. I knew I needed him from the moment I met him, when I’ve been scared to need anybody since my mom left. And then he let me down too.

I sit on the edge of my bed, taking a few deep breaths while looking down at my phone. But there’s no better time than the present, and besides, he’s probably still asleep right now. So I start typing.

SELENA: I need to talk to you, Elijah. Is there a good time to come and see you at the office today?

I set my phone down on the bed beside me before falling backwards, looking up at the ceiling. There had been a part of me that considered giving him the news over text so I wouldn’t have to see him, but that wouldn’t be fair to Elijah.

It is going to be as much of a shock for him as it was for me, and he deserves to hear about it in person.

It’s less than a minute before my phone buzzes beside me, and I quickly snatch it up, my fingers trembling as I check the notification. It turns out Elijah is awake too, and my fingers fumble over the screen as I open his message.

ELIJAH: I need to talk to you too, baby. But it’s better if you come by my house once your brother and sister are at school. I can’t wait to see you. xxx

A few seconds later, another text arrives with his address, and I put my phone back down again. My heart is hammering in my chest and my palms are clammy, and once again, I am hit with that feeling of nausea.

Why would he want me to go to his house? I’ve never been there before, and it would be just as easy for me to meet him at the office. But maybe he’s not going to work today for some reason?

Oh well, I won’t know why until I get there, so there is no point getting worked up about that, too. God knows I have enough stress in my life at the moment without inventing things to get anxious about.

I pick up my phone again and fire back a quick reply.

SELENA: Okay, I’ll see you at about nine.

I hear Ivy calling for me, and I know it’s time to get my day started. As I get up off my bed, I think about what I’m going to make them for breakfast. Just the thought of food is enough to make my stomach clench, and for a moment, I think I might throw up, but the feeling settles after a few deep breaths and I head towards Ivy’s bedroom.

The morning routine will be the perfect thing to keep my mind off my nerves about seeing Elijah again. Right now, I don’t even want to think about how he might react to the news. I just have to hope he doesn’t think I baby trapped him as a way to get to his money.


Chapter Twenty-Two


Elijah:

I pace nervously as I wait for Selena to show up. Fuck, it’s not like me to be this damn nervous, and I don’t like how it feels at all. My heart is hammering against my rib cage so hard I’m worried the damn thing is going to burst right out.

What if she decides not to come?

I ponder that for a moment, then shake my head. If she doesn’t come, then I’ll go to her place and drag her over here myself. She’ll see how fucking serious I am about setting things right with her if it’s the last thing I do.

I check my watch again, and then my phone, for what has to be the hundredth time, and curse loudly when I realize there is still no sign of her. I turn in circles in the middle of my kitchen and look down at my hands, noticing how damn shaky I am, and mumble more curses at myself. I am never this goddam nervous. What the hell is going on with me?

It doesn’t help that I know how fucking stupid I’d been the other week, breaking up with Selena for no reason at all, apparently. I hadn’t stopped kicking myself for that ever since Grace chewed me out over it at the club that night. Fuck, how could I have messed up so badly? I’ve always prided myself on being the kind of man that knows exactly what to say, and can read people with ease. And yet with Selena, I let my emotions get the best of me, and as much as I hate to admit it to myself, I might have ruined things completely with her.

No, I’m not going to let that happen, I tell myself firmly. She’s mine, and I’m not going to let her get away.

A timid knock pulls me out of my thoughts, and I rush towards the front door, letting out a sigh of relief when I see Selena standing on my doorstep. But the happiness soon dissipates when I look at her.

The dress she’s wearing hangs loose on her body, and if I’m not mistaken, she’s lost some weight since I last saw her. The skin under her eyes is dark, as if she’s slept as little as I have since things ended so badly between us, and the sparkle in her green eyes that had drawn me to her the first night we met has now disappeared completely. Although I guess that’s no surprise, given everything she’s been through lately.

A heavy feeling fills my chest as I realize I’m the cause of all her pain, and I become even more determined to put things right.

“Hi, Selena,” I say, offering her a warm smile while resisting the urge to pull her into my arms. “Are you okay? You look pale. Am I going to have to put you over my knee for not taking good enough care of yourself again?”

I chuckle softly at my own joke, thinking back to the time in my office when I had done just that. Selena glances up at me with a smirk tugging at the corners of her lips, but shakes her head.

“I just haven’t been feeling great this morning. So if we could do this quickly, I’d really appreciate it.”

I step to the side to let her in, and the urge to grab hold of her grows even stronger when I see how she hesitates before entering my house. Her gaze sweeps over everything from the spotless wooden floor to the dark walls covered in framed prints. Her eyes come to a stop when she spots my favorite print hanging just above the fireplace in my living room and the ghost of a smile plays on her lips as she walks closer to get a better look.

It’s a photo of my mom with me, when I was only a few months old, and she’s staring down at me with a look of complete and utter love on her face.

“Is that you?” she asks.

“Yes,” I say as I move to stand behind her, placing a gentle hand on her lower back. She’s stiff for a second, but then she relaxes at my touch. I want to press my lips against her skin so fucking badly, but I don’t dare to move yet, just in case I make her uncomfortable again.

She stares up at me with her beautiful emerald eyes, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to stop myself from bending down to capture her mouth in a searing kiss. Now is not the right time.

But hopefully it will be soon.

“What did you need to talk to me about?” I ask.

Her whole body stiffens again, and she drops her gaze from mine. A shiver runs down my spine, and my heart speeds up its already rapid pace. Damn, if this keeps up, I’m going to have a fucking heart attack before we can work things out.

“Can you go first?” she says quietly after a long moment. “I’ve been anxious all morning about why you asked me to come here instead of just meeting up at the office.”

“Sure, no problem,” I say, my voice low. I want to say so much to her, but I have no fucking idea how to even start, and the words won’t come to my mind. “There’s something I want to show you, baby. And it’s here. Which is why you had to come here instead of the office. Come with me.”

I tentatively reach out to take her hand, and for a moment, I think she is going to pull away. But she doesn’t, and my heart does a little flip. I lead her towards the stairs.

“It’s not something I can bring down here,” I tell her, hoping she doesn’t think I’m just trying to get her into bed or something.

“Okay,” she says and gives my hand a small squeeze.

The moment seems to last a lifetime as we walk slowly upstairs, and I swear my heart has never beat so fast in all my life. There’s something about her touch that has always felt like magic to me. And it seems that hasn’t changed at all, even with her absence over the last week.

I lead her to the first door at the top of the stairs and open it for her, stepping back to let her go in and explore at her own pace. She walks into the bedroom and slowly spins in the center, taking in every detail.

“What is this?” she asks in a quiet voice.

I smile and follow her into the room, hoping that I look more confident than I feel right now.

“This is your little sister’s new bedroom,” I tell her, glancing around the room as if seeing it for the first time through Selena’s eyes.

The walls are painted a soft lavender color, and the bed in the corner has lots of soft pillows and a canopy the same color as the walls. There is a wardrobe, and a large wooden box that I hope will soon be filled with toys, as soon as I have the go ahead from Selena to take them all out shopping.

Selena looks up at me, blinking rapidly. “Ivy’s bedroom? But... why? I don’t understand.”

I place my hands on her shoulders and squeeze gently, stooping over slightly so I can look into her eyes. “Because I want to show you how serious I am about looking after you and your siblings. It’s an easy thing to say, but I needed you to see this. To know that I mean every damn word of what I said about making things up to you.”

She shrugs out of my hold and steps back, turning slowly once more. The confused look on her face turns into one of shock and she walks over to the bed to touch the purple blanket folded neatly over the end, shaking her head.

“Elijah,” she whispers. “I never asked you to do this.”

I follow her and touch her hand gently. “I know you didn’t. I did all of this because I wanted to. This is what I want, Selena. For us to be a family.”

Selena sniffles, and I can see tears welling in her eyes, but when I try to pull her into my arms, she moves away again.

“It’s so pretty,” she says, and I allow the spark of hope to take up home in my chest.

“It’s not finished yet. But I didn’t know what kind of things Ivy likes, so I thought maybe she’d like to help me pick out more things for her room.”

Selena nods her head slowly, still looking completely dazed.

“Would you like to see Noah’s room?” I ask. “I didn’t forget about him, obviously.”

A small smile appears on her lips, and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve seen for a long time. If I have my way, I’m going to spend the rest of my life making sure she doesn’t stop smiling.

And I always get my way.

“Yes, please,” she whispers.

I take her hand again and lead her to the next room, which is decorated much the same as Ivy’s, but with pale blue walls and no canopy over the bed.

“Again, it’s just a blank canvas,” I tell her. “I’ll add more when Noah can pick some things out.”

She turns slowly on the spot again, taking it all in. She looks like a ghost in this room, so pale, and like she could blow away at any moment. Anxiety gnaws away at my insides as I wonder what she is thinking.

“Do you like it?” I ask hesitantly.

“I do,” she whispers. “But this is too much. I can’t just move in with you, with Ivy and Noah in toe.”

“Yes, you can,” I insist, stepping closer to her. I refuse to let her go now. Yes, I know I hurt her, but I’m not going to be doing that again. “Please, Selena. I love you, and I’ve been miserable without you. The only thing that got me through it was working on redecorating these rooms, so I could show you how serious I am about us.”

Her eyes grow wide as she looks up at me. “You love me?”

I take her hands in both of mine, pulling her gently closer to me. “Yes, Selena. I’m fucking crazy about you. I have been since the very first moment I saw you in Surrender. You might not believe me when I say this, but I have never felt this way about anybody before. Not even my ex-wife. I can’t let you leave me, Selena. It would destroy me. And I know it was my fault, and I messed everything up so fucking badly, but I promise you that if you give me another chance, I will spend every moment for the rest of my damn life proving to you how much I love you.”

Selena stares up at me, her eyes still wide for a moment longer before her face crumples and she begins to sob. I can’t hold back anymore, and I pull her into my arms, bringing her head to rest against my chest while I stroke my fingers through her hair.

It feels so fucking good to hold her again that I don’t ever want to let her go. I press kisses against the top of her head as she cries against me, and I don’t say another word until her breathing returns to normal and the crying stops.

“Are you ready to see the final room?” I ask in a soft voice, not wanting to ruin the moment, but needing her to see everything.

Selena pulls back slightly, lifting her eyes to my face. “There’s another room? But I don’t have any more siblings. Oh, wait, is it a room for me?”

Disappointment flashes across her face for a brief second before she shakes it away, and I can’t help but laugh. “The only bedroom you’ll be sleeping in is mine, baby. Ours. But yes, there is one more bedroom I need you to see.”

I take her hand and drag her out of Noah’s room to the one next door. This is the one I’m most nervous about showing her, and I hesitate before opening the door.

She doesn’t even enter the room this time, and just stands in the doorway with her mouth hanging wide open. “What the...” is all she can say, and I start to wonder if maybe I went too far with this room.

I place a hand on the small of her back and guide her in, letting her get a proper look around at everything I have in here for her. This was the most difficult room of all to plan, but I think I got it about right.

Selena slowly spins around, and she can’t keep the look of amazement from her face. Once she’s spun all around once, she moves towards the small crib in one corner, picking up the teddy bear that had been placed inside it.

“It’s for a baby,” she says, and even though I don’t mean to laugh, the way she states the obvious forces a chuckle from my lips.

“Yes, it is, Selena. Because while I want you and your siblings to move in here with me so that we can be a family together, I also want us to have babies of our own. Lots of babies. In fact, I can’t wait to see you with a big round tummy, feeling my baby moving around inside you.”

The little color that had painted her cheeks disappears completely from her face, and she stares up at me like she’s completely lost for words. But I know Selena, and I can see that her brain is working overtime.

I take another step closer and brush some hair out of her face, my heart swelling as I imagine the day when her stomach will be so swollen I’ll be able to feel our baby move around in there. Fuck, I can’t wait for that to happen.

I move so I am right up close to her, and take a deep breath in before continuing. I just hope I haven’t overdone it now. “Selena, you’ve become my entire world in just the short time we’ve been together, and I don’t think I can bear to be away from you for even a moment. Will you move in with me?”

There is silence for so long that I can’t be certain if I’ve fucked everything up completely or not until Selena turns and buries her head into my chest.

I let out the breath I didn’t even know I was holding and wrap my arms around her.

When she pulls back just enough to look up at me, her eyes are glistening with more unshed tears.

“I think now would be a really good time for me to tell you my news,” she says, and I feel my heart begin to stutter in my chest.


Chapter Twenty-Three


Selena:

My brain is still struggling to keep up with events. Elijah not only decorated bedrooms for my siblings but also put together a nursery for our future baby? The baby he doesn’t even know I’m carrying inside me yet?

I can’t believe it, but I don’t know what to do. Everything he’s said since I arrived has made me want to melt and give in to the feelings I have for him. And, more importantly, his actions have shown that he means every word of what he said.

He’s genuinely sorry for what he did, and I can see it in the worry etched onto his face as he watches me and waits for me to deliver my news.

I love him so damn much, and the last week without him has been miserable. But moving from being broken up to living together as a family seems like such a huge jump. I don’t know what to do.

I only know I don’t want to be without him anymore.

“What is it, Selena?” he says, brushing his fingertips against my cheek. “I’m starting to get really worried here.”

Just that one small touch is enough to make me want him so much I can’t think of anything else, and my body relaxes against him. This man is my world, and I can’t imagine ever wanting anyone else again.

“I’m pregnant,” I blurt out before my courage can disappear again. I expect him to be shocked, and he does seem stunned at first.

But his surprised expression doesn’t last very long, and the next thing I know, he is pulling me into his arms, and his mouth crashes down on mine in a desperate, hungry kiss.

His tongue probes at my lips, demanding entry, and I moan against him as I part my lips so he can devour my mouth completely. This kiss is like a promise, a seal on everything we’ve been saying to each other over the last few minutes. It is so perfect that tears spill down my cheeks and Elijah kisses those away, too.

“We’re having a baby, Selena,” he murmurs, his face so close to mine that his lips brush against mine with each word he says.

“We’re having a baby,” I say in wonder. “And you’re happy about that?”

His fingers press against my chin to tilt my head back and he gives me another quick kiss before replying. “I’m not just happy about it, baby. I’m ecstatic. You are giving me everything I ever wanted, and I’m not going to stop showing you just how grateful I am every day.”

His arms wrap around me tightly, and I lose myself in his touch and in the feelings coursing through me. I have never been so happy in my life, and I am ready to believe this is going to work out and everything will be okay now.

“I love you, Elijah,” I whisper into his chest.

I don’t expect him to hear my quiet words, but he pulls back enough to look at my face, and the intensity of his expression shocks me for a moment.

“I love you too, baby,” he murmurs before capturing my mouth once more with his.

With his arms wrapped around my waist, he lifts me easily off the floor and carries me through to his bedroom. I know I should be looking around at the room, seeing as it’s going to be my bedroom too from now on, but Elijah demands my whole attention as he lays me down gently on the bed.

The way he is looking at me, I know I would never be able to look away from him, even if I tried. His gaze is hungry and intense, and my skin feels hot under his gaze.

“Fuck, baby,” he whispers. “You are so beautiful. I’ve missed you so fucking much. I’m never going to let you go. I’m in this forever now, Selena.”

He lowers himself down over me, his mouth finding mine once more in another bruising kiss that sends me into a tailspin of emotion. He loves me. He wants me and my siblings, and the baby we have growing in my belly. This is really going to happen, and the reality that everything is going to be okay and my little family is going to be safe with him finally sinks in.

My hands tangle into his hair as he kisses me, and my body writhes under him with need and desire. I want to forget all the time we spent apart. I need him, and I need to show him exactly how I feel about him, too.

Elijah seems to feel the same, because his mouth breaks from mine only long enough to pull his t-shirt over his head before he is kissing me again, pressing his tongue deep into my mouth, owning me in that kiss in a way I’ve missed so fucking much.

I groan against his lips and my legs part of their own volition, wrapping around his waist. But he untangles himself from my limbs again and pulls back before he begins tugging at my dress. I sit up on the bed and allow him to pull it off over my head, leaving me in only my bra and panties, and suddenly I feel like the sexiest woman in the world with the way Elijah is looking at me.

He lets out a low growl and leans forward, pressing soft, hot kisses against the swell of my breasts over the top of my bra. His hands move around behind me, and I arch my back so that he can easily release me from the confines of the lacy material.

“God, you are so perfect,” he whispers against my skin, and his breath is warm as it ghosts across my skin, pebbling my nipples in an instant. He doesn’t waste any time taking advantage of that fact, and I throw my head back and moan loudly as his mouth moves up my body to capture my nipple and suck on it hard, sending sparks of need shooting through my whole body.

“I need you, Elijah,” I moan as he licks and sucks on my nipples, but his only answer is another growl that vibrates through his body. His hand moves down my side, finding my panties and quickly pushing them down my legs, baring my whole body to his gaze.

He pushes me down again and parts my thighs with his hands, kneeling on the bed and positioning himself between my legs so that my thighs rest on the outside of his legs, leaving me spread open completely. His mouth moves from my breasts and trails hot, open-mouthed kisses down over my belly. His fingers are digging into the soft flesh of my hips as his tongue traces patterns across my skin.

I gasp when his tongue suddenly moves to my core and licks a slow trail over me. He doesn’t seem to be in a rush as he laps up my juices and pushes his tongue inside my hole. My legs start trembling with need while he explores me slowly. My breathing grows rapid as he draws closer to my clit and I am already teetering on the edge by the time his lips find their final target.

I let out a long moan when Elijah finally closes his lips over my clit, and I reach for his head, my fingers tangling into his hair to keep him where he is while his tongue moves in a deliciously slow dance against that bundle of nerves.

My orgasm builds inside me quickly as his fingers join his mouth in their quest to push me over the edge. He teases my folds for a few moments, rubbing his finger through them, before he slowly pushes it into my entrance, burying it inside me. I buck up off the bed and grind myself against his face and his finger.

“You’re mine,” he groans against my slick flesh. “You’ll always be mine.”

“Yes!” I whimper, only able to form that one word while I unravel under his attention.

He starts to pump his finger in and out of me in time with his tongue as it flicks across my sensitive bud, and it’s enough to push me over the edge and straight into ecstasy.

The whole world spins away, and it feels like I am floating, unable to think about anything other than how amazing my body is feeling while I ride out the wave of pleasure Elijah has caused in me.

He doesn’t let me come down slowly, either. The minute he feels my body stop quivering and I am just basking in the afterglow, his lips are against mine again, kissing me and forcing me to taste my own juices on his tongue. I wrap my arms around him, clinging tightly to him while kissing him back with a desperation I’ve never felt before.

“Please, Elijah,” I moan against his lips. “I need you. Need you inside me. Please.”

His hands find the button on his pants, but it takes him a moment to unfasten it while his lips remain firmly attached to mine.

Finally, he kicks his pants away and positions himself above me once more, his thick length pressing against my core, begging entry into my body.

“Fuck, I need you too, baby,” he groans, sounding almost pained. “The last week has been the worst torture of my life. I’m not letting you out of my sight ever again.”

With that, he presses into me and buries himself deep inside me, all the way in one powerful thrust. He doesn’t move once he’s inside, just presses his forehead against mine while we both pant, adjusting to the feel of each other again.

“I love you so much, Elijah,” I murmur. “I don’t ever want to be away from you again.”

He captures my lips in a heated kiss and then begins to move, setting a rhythm that leaves us both a quivering, moaning mess. He grips my thighs and angles me so that his length rubs over my clit with each stroke and my back arches up off the bed as I chase another climax.

“Good,” he grunts, as he plunges deep inside me once more. “Because you’re all fucking mine.”

“Yes,” I cry out as he thrusts inside me harder. I feel like he is consuming my very being, like I am a part of him, and I can feel myself getting close again, even though it’s only been moments since my last release.

“I want you to come for me, baby,” he groans into my ear before tugging on the lobe with his teeth. “Remind me how good it feels when you flood my cock with your pleasure.”

He reaches between our bodies to rub his fingertips against my clit and I go tumbling over the edge again. The whole world seems to fade away, to be replaced by a brilliant, blinding light that has me crying out his name as I convulse under him.

I can feel myself clamp around his length as he thrusts a few more times, and then he stills deep inside me, filling me with his warmth as his orgasm rips through his body, too.

Afterwards, he holds me tight, pressing soft, gentle kisses all over my face, neck, and chest, until we are both able to catch our breaths once more.

He strokes a lock of hair away from my face, his fingers lingering against my skin, and a huge smile lights up his face as his gaze locks on mine. “God, baby, you don’t know how good it feels to have you back in my arms where you belong.”

My heart swells with joy at the love in his voice, and I find myself grinning at him as I reach for him, pressing a gentle kiss to his lips. “It feels so good to be here, too.”

He moves us so we are laying down again, with me cradled in his arms and my head on his chest, listening to his strong heartbeat. “You have no idea how worried I was that you’d never forgive me, Selena.”

I let out a contented sigh as I nuzzle closer into him. “You were a bit of an idiot, you know,” I say with a giggle, “but I was just as much an idiot, so I guess we are even.”

“We really did seem to make a mess of things between us, didn’t we,” he murmurs, but it doesn’t seem to be a question so I don’t reply, just snuggle into him a bit more and let him stroke my hair. “But that’s not going to happen ever again, is it, baby? We’re not going to spend any time apart, from now on, because we love each other too much for that. And we are going to get married. I want you to be my wife, and I want to be there with you for everything. Every doctor’s appointment and every second of the pregnancy. I’m not going to miss out on anything ever again, not if I can help it.”

I look up at him again, and his eyes are shining with the intensity of his feelings.

I bite down on my lip as my own emotions threaten to overwhelm me and nod my head, tears forming in the corners of my eyes.

“Of course I’ll marry you,” I say with a breathless laugh. “I can’t think of anything better than having you with me every single day for the rest of our lives.”

I press a soft kiss against his chest.

“Good,” he says, tightening his grip on me and then burying his face in my hair to kiss my head. “You and our little family are the only things in the world I could ever need, and I’ll never stop proving how much I love you all, every day.”

His words make my heart feel like it is ready to explode from joy and happiness, and I don’t know where the next chapter of our story is going to take us, but I can’t wait to find out, as long as it’s with him by my side.


Epilogue


Selena:

“Hey, baby, it’s time to wake up.”

The sound of Elijah’s voice reaches me through the fog of sleep, and I slowly open my eyes, finding myself sprawled on the couch.

“What time is it?” I mutter, in the way that only someone who napped so well they don’t even know what year it is could do.

He chuckles and leans in to brush his lips against my cheek. “You fell asleep while I was reading the kids their bedtime story. So we crept away quietly and let you rest while I put them to bed.”

A sleepy smile tugs at the corners of my lips. It’s been a year since I moved in here with my siblings, and Elijah has been so amazing with them. He treats them as if they are his own kids, and has showered them with so much love and attention that I can’t help falling in love with him a little more each day. And it would be an understatement to say that they adored him in return.

He’d even got his attorney involved as soon as we’d got married, getting my Mom to give up parental rights so we could adopt them as our own. And while I’d love to say that it didn’t hurt how quickly she signed the paperwork, that doesn’t even come close to the truth. But now Elijah has brought us all together as a real family, and I’ve never been happier.

“Even little Maisie?” I ask, thinking about how difficult she can be to get to sleep. At only three months old, she’s a handful, but she’s so damn cute that I would already happily give her the entire world if she asked for it.

“Yes,” he says, grinning at me as he wraps an arm around my waist and pulls me close. “Although I have to admit, my reasons were entirely selfish. I was hoping that if you got some rest, you’d have some energy stored up for our little bit of quiet time before Maisie wakes up for her midnight feed.”

I can’t help but giggle as I wrap my arms around his neck, pressing a kiss to the tip of his nose. “And they say romance is dead.”

He laughs and stands with me in his arms, forcing me to wrap my legs around his waist as I cling to him.

“Who cares about romance,” he says, grinning wolfishly at me. “I’m just interested in knocking you up all over again.”

His words cause a groan to slip from my lips even as they create a heat deep in my belly. Ever since I gave birth to Maisie, he’s been talking about wanting to get me pregnant again, and it seems he’s decided tonight’s the night.

“Already?” I say, wriggling in his arms so I can grind against him a little, seeking the friction that will help soothe the ache between my thighs.

He just laughs again, his hands gripping my ass cheeks so he can pull me tighter against his thick erection. Even through our layers of clothing, the feel of his arousal sends a thrill of need through me.

“What can I say?” he asks with a shrug as he carries me out of the living room, up the stairs, and into our bedroom, closing the door with his foot before depositing me in the center of the bed. “I’m eager to see you growing with my baby all over again.”

He drops his hands to his t-shirt and pulls it off over his head, dropping it to the floor behind him, then he makes quick work of pulling off the rest of his clothes, and then my clothes, too, leaving us both completely naked.

I groan when he moves up my body, trailing a series of hot, wet kisses over my skin until he captures my nipple between his lips. He grazes it with his teeth, sending sparks of heat to my core, before he soothes it with his tongue. I groan again as he continues this over both nipples, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

He then kisses his way up my body and captures my lips in a heated, passionate kiss as his body presses against mine and his erection rubs against my entrance, making us both moan loudly into each other’s mouths.

“You’re mine, Selena,” he growls against my lips. “And it’s time for me to claim your body with my seed again. But first, I need to make sure you don’t scream so loud that you wake the kids up.”

He reaches over to his bedside table to unlock and open the drawer, while I open my mouth to protest. But before I can say anything, the soft silicone ball of a gag is slipped between my teeth and I bite down gently on it while he secures the strap at the back of my head.

“Mmmm, that’s better,” he says, grinning down at me.

I squirm on my back, already feeling the saliva pooling at the corners of my lips, ready to leak out at any moment. There is something that’s both so hot and so humiliating about the way he turns me into a drooling mess whenever he desires, and the heat between my thighs grows more intense.

He sits back on his heels at the end of the bed, watching me for a moment before speaking again.

“Get into position and put your pretty little pussy on display for me, baby,” he growls in that firm voice of his that still always drives me wild. “It’s time for me to breed you again, and I can’t wait much longer.”

A moan escapes me, although the sound is muffled by the gag, and I quickly move around to get on my hands and knees. I spread my legs as wide as I can, letting him see the way my flesh glistens with my need for him, and I hear another growl from behind me.

“So fucking pretty,” he groans. “Put your head down on the pillow and lift your ass higher in the air, baby. Let me get a really good look at you.”

I do as he commands, feeling completely exposed to him, my hole quivering and desperate to be filled with him, but he takes his time.

“So fucking perfect, Selena. You’re a vision, baby, and I can’t believe how fucking lucky I am to get to take you every night, however I like,” he says as his hand finally reaches between my thighs, parting me for him, and his fingertip runs along my slit. “So wet and ready for me, baby.”

His finger trails along my slit for a moment, making me quiver with need, but he stops short of pushing inside, choosing instead to brush against my clit with his thumb and then teasing it with feather-light strokes.

I whimper and wriggle, desperate for more of his touch. I am already on edge and the anticipation of what he is going to do with me is driving me insane with need. The gag makes it impossible for me to beg him, though, no matter how much I might want to.

Finally, the feel of his fingers against my sex disappears and is quickly replaced with the engorged head of his cock. He positions himself at my entrance and rubs himself against my core, letting the tip dip into me for a second, teasing me, before he withdraws once more.

He continues like that, dipping the head of his length into me just enough for me to feel him part my flesh before he withdraws again, each time leaving me desperate and aching for more. I feel like I am on the edge of falling into insanity, but all I can do is let out a whimper around the gag, unable to mutter any words to tell him how I am feeling.

Finally, he gives me what I need, and he presses deep inside me, stretching my flesh to its limits. It’s an intoxicating combination of pleasure and pain, and I find myself clenching around his thickness.

“Fuck, that feels good,” he groans, stilling inside me. “Do it again, baby. I love the way your body tries to suck my dick as deep as possible.”

I squeeze him again and then once more, and he grips my hips firmly in response, letting out a loud grunt as he begins to move within me, each thrust making it harder and harder for me to keep up with him. I lose control and he fucks me with an animalistic need, and all I can do is grip the pillow below me, biting down on the gag in my mouth to prevent the sounds I am making from traveling beyond our bedroom door.

Before long, I feel the familiar coiling of pressure deep inside me, and he begins to move faster as his thrusts get rougher.

“That’s right, baby. You’re mine and I’m going to fill your beautiful pussy with my cum over and over again, until my seed takes hold,” he growls in that low voice that sends heat flooding through every inch of me.

The promise in his tone sends a fresh wave of pleasure through me as I let the sensations consume my whole body. I can feel myself tipping over the edge and my whole body convulses under his forceful thrusts, sending me spiraling into another dimension, the waves of ecstasy crashing over me again and again.

I feel him grip my hips so hard I know there will be finger shaped bruises on my flesh the next morning. But the slight edge of pain just heightens my pleasure and makes me clench around his length again as his movements become more erratic and his thrusts lose the rhythm they’d built up.

“Yes,” he shouts out as he releases deep inside me, flooding me with his warmth.

After he finishes, he collapses on top of me for a moment, but rolls to the side after a few seconds, pulling me into his arms as we catch our breaths. He unclips the gag and drops it onto the bed beside us as I reach up and begin to stroke his chest.

“Fuck, baby, you always feel so fucking amazing,” he whispers as he leans over me to capture my lips in a gentle, loving kiss.

I can’t help smiling, a wave of contentment and happiness washing over me as I look at him, my love for him making me feel like I could fly.

“I love you, Elijah,” I say in a whisper.

His answering smile is so wide that his cheeks almost split as he beams down at me. “I love you, too, baby.”

He kisses me once more before pulling back and looking deep into my eyes, and I see the love and happiness and contentment reflected in his gaze, just like it’s in mine.

I let out a happy sigh, nuzzling my face against his chest for a moment, as he strokes a lock of hair out of my face and then gently taps the tip of my nose with his finger. “It’s going to be another girl, you know,” he says confidently.

“Oh yeah?” I say, grinning at him and pressing another gentle kiss against his lips. “What if it’s a boy? I’m sure Noah would love to have a little baby brother.”

He chuckles and kisses the tip of my nose before leaning in for another kiss against my lips, one that lasts a few seconds before he pulls back just far enough to speak again.

“Whether our next baby is a boy or a girl, I will be the happiest man alive, Selena.” He smiles and I know I will never get sick of seeing the happiness shining in his eyes. “As long as I get to spend my life with you, nothing else will ever matter.”

His words send another wave of joy and happiness through my heart, and I let myself be lost in the moment of being with the man I love while our children sleep just a few feet away. It’s the perfect beginning to a perfect life, and I couldn’t imagine ever being any happier.


2. Forbidden Surrender



Chapter One


Charlie:

My head is pounding in time with the heavy bass of the music being played throughout my club, Surrender. I’m the co-owner of the club, alongside three of my closest friends. It’s a place we all set up so that people who enjoy kinky things as much as we do can have a safe place to hang out and meet like-minded people.

But I shouldn’t have come tonight. Not with this headache. I pinch the bridge of my nose, and close my eyes tightly shut, as if doing that might drown out the noise. It’s a fairly quiet night, with only a few small groups of people on the dance floor or lurking in dark corners, so at least I don’t have to deal with the noise and bustle of a busy night on top of the music.

Why had I come tonight? It’s not even like I’m usually here on a Monday night anyway, and it’s the first day my daughter is home from college for a two-week break, so I should have stayed at home. But as soon as Madison told me she’d made plans to hang out with the neighbors’ kids this evening, I’d found myself with an urge to come to the club.

The truth is, I’ve been feeling restless lately, or perhaps I should say more restless than usual, and I don’t know how to fix it. For a while, I had tried to soothe these feelings with a few random encounters with submissives at the club, but that hadn’t worked, and so I’ve given up on that.

I need something - but I can’t seem to find what that something is.

“Hey, Charlie,” says a voice from beside me, and I open my eyes just in time to see Elijah sliding into the seat next to mine.

He’s dressed up in a suit, as usual, and has the looped end of a leash in one hand. On the other end of that leash is Selena, the woman Elijah met and fell in love with a few months ago. She lowers to her knees at his feet and wraps an arm causally around his shin while leaning against him, resting her head on his thigh. Her stomach seems to be growing more and more every time I see her, and it makes me wonder how far along she is now.

“No, baby,” Elijah says firmly, giving a tug on the leash. “As much as I love having you at my feet, right now you should be comfortable up here in my lap. So get up here.”

Selena giggles and climbs up into his lap, settling with her ass on his thighs, leaning her head against his shoulder. She’s sat facing towards me, and her green eyes capture mine as soon as she’s comfortably seated.

“Hey, Charlie,” she says, her face crinkling with a look of concern. “You don’t look so good. Are you okay?”

I chuckle and shrug, my eyes dropping to the spot where Elijah’s hand is gliding slowly over her baby bump. The sight takes me back to when Olivia had been pregnant with Madison, and I’d felt like the happiest man alive whenever I’d touched her stomach and felt the tiniest little kicks coming from within.

Letting out a sigh, I give my head a quick shake to get rid of those images. As much as I miss Olivia, no amount of reminiscing will bring her back.

“Where else have I got to be?” I ask, and even I can hear the defeated tone of my voice.

“Isn’t Madison home now?” Elijah asks. “Or did I get my dates mixed up?”

“Yeah, she got home earlier today,” I tell him. “But she had plans with friends tonight, so I thought I’d drop by here. I might not have many other opportunities while she’s home.”

I don’t mention the desire to claim a submissive of my own that has been eating me up so much over the last few months that it feels like a constant burning under my skin. Just out of reach and impossible to get rid of, it’s been making my mood worse and worse. I just hope Madison’s presence will be enough to distract me enough from it over the coming weeks.

At twenty-one, my daughter is old enough to take care of herself, but luckily for me, she still enjoys the company of her old dad whenever she comes home from college, so I should be plenty busy until she heads back to college. I’ve even taken some time off work so I can spend even more time with her.

“Oh, who’s that?” Selena asks, pointing towards the main entrance of the club.

Elijah and I both look that way and my jaw drops as I spot the girl standing there with her head swiveling from one side to the other as she tries to take it all in. She must be new, as I’ve definitely never seen her here before, and judging by the look on Elijah’s face, neither has he.

Whoever she is, she’s fucking breath-taking, and all of a sudden, the ache in my head dulls and my entire focus is on her. She’s much younger than my forty-four years, and if I had to guess, I’d put her somewhere in her early twenties. Her long, blonde hair is hanging loose, framing a heart-shaped face that holds a curious expression as she glances around the room.

The young woman is wearing a short, tight-fitting black dress that hugs her body so tightly I can see every one of her mouth-watering curves. Damn, her legs seem to go on for days, and my mind is instantly filled with images of having them wrapped around my neck while I feast for hours between her thighs.

Fuck, I’m rock hard, my body reacting to the sight of her in a way it hasn’t reacted to anybody in a very long time.

I clear my throat before rising to my feet. “I’m gonna go and introduce myself. Someone should make her feel welcome if she’s new.”

Elijah chuckles, but I ignore him, my gaze still locked on the new young woman as I start walking over to her. As I get closer, her roaming eyes land on me, widening slightly when she realizes I’m approaching her. Her lips part and I imagine leaning down to suck on that plump lower lip, just so I could feel her warm breath against my skin as she gasps.

I force the thought away and hold out my hand towards her. “Hi, beautiful. I’m Charlie. You’re new here, right?”

She hesitates for a brief second, her face turning an adorable shade of pink, before placing her hand in mine, and I instantly clamp my fingers around her smaller hand and give it a gentle squeeze. “Yes,” she says. “I’m Amelia.”

Her voice is soft, almost breathless, and I like it. It makes me wonder if it will be that soft when she moans and comes for me, and just like that, the ache is back in full force.

“Pleased to meet you, Amelia,” I say, still holding onto her hand. “Why don’t we find somewhere quiet to talk?”

Without waiting for a response, I begin pulling her over to the nearest corner, which is currently unoccupied. Once there, I guide her back into the corner and place one hand on her hip, while placing the other on the wall beside her head, so that my body blocks her view of the rest of the club.

She may not know it yet, but Amelia is going to be mine tonight, and I don’t want anyone else trying to get their hands on her. I want to take her to my private room in the back and make her forget anyone else even exists, because when I’m finished with her, the only thing she’ll know is my name as I make her scream it again and again.

But she’s young, and if she’s new to this club, she might be new to BDSM too. It would be better to take my time with this one and show her the delights of surrendering to a man like me, one step at a time. I have a feeling she will be worth the wait.

“So, tell me about yourself, Amelia. Are you into the BDSM scene at all?” I ask, letting my fingertips slowly dance up her side and enjoying the way she trembles under my touch. The heat of her body is seeping through the material of her tight dress, searing my fingertips, and it’s almost too much. I can’t wait to get my hands on her bare skin, and every single time she shudders in response to my touch, the feeling just intensifies.

“I... umm... I don’t know. I’ve read a few books, but that’s all,” she stutters, and I wonder whether she’s nervous because she’s new to this or nervous because of the way I’m touching her. “I don’t even know why I came tonight, except I had a feeling it might help me figure some things out about myself, you know?”

I nod my head. “I’m hoping like hell you’re here because you have some submissive fantasies you want to explore,” I say, surprised when my voice comes out like a growl. “And not because you think you might be dominant yourself.”

One corner of her lips tugs up into a smirk, and she meets my gaze directly with blue eyes so pale they look like little drops of ice. “Are you saying you think dominant women are a bad thing?”

I can’t help but laugh at her sassy attitude, and damn if my cock doesn’t get even harder in my pants. “No, sweet thing. There’s not a single thing wrong with dominant women, so long as they have other men in their sights.” I lean closer, my lips brushing against her earlobe as I growl the next part. “But I’d much prefer that you be all mine to control tonight.”

I’m close enough that I can hear the small moan that falls from her lips, and a satisfied grin spreads across my face. Oh, there is no doubt in my mind now that she’s here tonight looking for a man just like me. A man who likes to take control of a woman and make her scream with pleasure over and over again.

She tilts her head, as if giving me the go ahead to lean in closer still, and I close my lips around her earlobe, sucking on it just enough to hear the little whimpers that escape her. Her eyes close and her breathing comes harder. I place my hand on her hip, slowly running it around the curve of her body to press into the small of her back, urging her body closer to mine.

My erection presses into her stomach and I feel her tremble slightly, but I don’t move back. She feels so perfect in my arms, so close, I don’t want to ever move from this spot again. I only want to keep feeling the heat of her body pressed against mine.

The feel of her against me is the only thing that’s soothed the painful ache that’s been eating me up from the inside in months. Maybe even for years.

“So, sweet thing, are you going to let me make your fantasies come true tonight?” I whisper in her ear.

“But you don’t even know what my fantasies are,” she says, pulling back enough that I can see the way she’s grinning back at me even as a flush of color spreads across her cheeks.

“Then tell me,” I say, my hand sliding down her back to cup her ass cheeks.

She gasps, and when her lips part, I take the opportunity to dip my head and capture her mouth with mine. Her lips are so soft, and she opens immediately, allowing my tongue access to explore her mouth.

Fuck, she tastes amazing, like chocolate and honey and something uniquely Amelia that makes me want more.

Our tongues swirl around one another as my hands grip her hips and my cock throbs. My heart thunders against my chest, and my whole body feels like it’s on fire.

But Amelia pulls away all too soon, placing her hands on my chest and pushing gently against me until we break apart. My head spins slightly from the way our bodies were pressed together so intimately for so long, but when the world rights itself, Amelia is staring at me with those ice-blue eyes of hers.

Her hands are still against my chest, but she isn’t pushing anymore. She’s gripping tightly onto my shirt, almost as if she’s clinging to me to make sure I don’t go too far. Not that I would ever do that. I’m not going anywhere without this beautiful woman tonight.

“I’ve never... I mean... I’ve never done this before. So I don’t really know what to expect. Or what I want. Does that make any sense?” Amelia says, the words rushing out in a flurry.

I take hold of her chin in my hand, tipping her face up so she meets my gaze. Her eyes widen a little, but she doesn’t break the eye contact, and it makes my heart thud harder in my chest. I may only have just met this young woman, but I feel a connection with her that I can’t explain. It’s like the instant I saw her, a spark ignited inside of me, and it’s still burning as I stare down at her.

“Yes, sweet thing, it does,” I say gently, lowering my mouth to hers so that I can brush another light kiss across her lips. “It sounds like you need someone who can take control and show you how good it can feel to submit. And trust me, Amelia, I’m the perfect guy for that.”

She whimpers softly and nods her head, her eyes drifting lower to my lips as if she hoping I will kiss her again. My cock throbs even harder within the confines of my pants, and I grab her hand, dragging her across the main floor of the club so that I can explore this sweet little thing in the privacy of my own room here.


Chapter Two


Amelia:

I can’t believe I’m doing this.

I must be crazy for letting the first guy I speak to at a damn sex club drag me away to his private room. But I can’t help myself. As soon as I laid eyes on Charlie, seeing the determined look on his face as he stalked towards me through the club, something inside me had felt drawn to him.

Like I would follow him anywhere, so long as he was willing to keep looking at me like that. Like I’m the most desirable woman in the world.

And so I do. Even as my brain tells me that it’s not smart to follow a stranger off into the private areas of the sex club, I allow him to guide me into a room and shut the door. The instant that door shuts, he is on me again, pressing his lips to my neck, his hands holding me to his hard, muscular body, his erection pressing into my stomach.

His touch lights me up all over, sending shock-waves through my system until my skin tingles everywhere we touch, and it’s like every part of me comes alive with each gentle caress of his hand.

When he steps back, we are both breathing heavily. Our gazes are locked together as he watches me with a heated expression that I can’t quite decipher, but his eyes are aflame with desire for me. And it turns me on more than I would have ever imagined possible.

I examine Charlie properly for the first time, now we are no longer in the dimly lit main room of the club. He’s a lot older than I am. Maybe a couple of decades older, if I had to guess. But somehow, that just makes him even sexier. His hair is dark brown and cut short, and I find myself wondering what it would feel like to run my fingers through it. His eyes, which are still focused entirely on me as if he’s about to devour me, are hazel, and they seem to glow like little sparks of fire whenever they lock on me.

His short-sleeved shirt shows off tanned forearms, and the material is stretched, like it’s struggling to contain his broad shoulders and thick muscles. But the thing that gets my attention most, the thing that makes me feel hot and needy, is his crotch, where the bulge in his pants is even more obvious than before.

I have to work hard not to stare at him there, so I pull my gaze back up to his face, where one corner of his lips is twisted up into a smirk.

“Like what you see, sweet thing?” he asks, and the only response I can muster is a loud gulp and a nod of my head.

Coming here with Charlie was definitely a bad idea. Not because I think he might hurt me, but because I suspect he’s going to do all kinds of wicked things to me that will leave me wanting so much more.

More of him.

More of his touch.

More of his kisses.

Because he was so damn right earlier when he guessed that I came here looking to submit to someone. For all twenty-one years of my life so far, everything has felt chaotic and unsafe, being passed from one foster family to another after my parents gave me up as a baby. Nowhere felt safe.

Now, all I crave is to surrender and feel the safety of another person being in control, taking care of me in a way nobody else ever has done before.

And I have a feeling Charlie is the type of man who could give me all of that.

He moves further into the room and lowers himself into an armchair, his eyes never leaving mine for even a second. When he clicks his fingers and points to the spot on the floor in front of him, my body moves instinctually to him, without needing to give it a second thought.

I stand in front of him, feeling a tremor moving through my body. Nerves and excitement flood my system as I wonder what is going to come next. Charlie leans forward, running one finger lightly against my thigh, and I fight to stop myself from closing my eyes to better savor the sensation.

His touch is electric.

“Now, there is one simple rule tonight, Amelia,” he says, his voice suddenly firmer than it had been a moment before. The commanding tone sends a rush of heat through my body and my cheeks flush.

“The rule is you do as I say, when I say it. I expect total obedience from you tonight, and in return, I will give you the kind of pleasure you’ve only ever dreamed of. Does that sound like a good deal?”

My body is buzzing all over from the feel of Charlie’s hand on my leg, but my mind is whirling at his words. It sounds perfect to me, so I nod my head eagerly.

He grins and arches a brow. “I believe the response you are looking for is ‘yes, Sir’,” he says, looking up at me as I remain standing in front of him.

“Yes, Sir,” I say immediately, and a feeling of warmth spreads through my body at his pleased smile.

“Good. Now, first of all, take off your clothes, Amelia. Slowly. I want to watch.”

His words light me up again, and the blush deepens. He leans back in the chair as I move my hands slowly to my body and pull my dress over my head. My hands are trembling as nerves take over. The desire to please him with my actions is overwhelming, but I have no experience with men and have no idea how to go about pleasing someone in a situation like this.

My heart hammers against my ribs as my dress drops to the ground in front of me. Charlie’s gaze sweeps over me, lingering on the curves of my hips, the swell of my breasts and the patch of fabric hiding my core. The intensity of his gaze makes me shiver slightly, but I force myself to keep going.

I reach back, my fingers finding the clasp of my lace bra, and I pull it undone, letting it slide slowly off my arms until I can drop it onto the floor alongside the dress.

Charlie sucks in a sharp breath and I look up to see him staring intently at me. My nipples are hard in the cool air of the room, and Charlie’s eyes are fixed on my breasts while he palms his hard cock through his pants. “Gorgeous,” he mumbles. “Keep going.”

My hands slide lower, tugging down the waistband of my panties so I can step out of them. I have to look away from him now as I stand totally exposed. Vulnerable.

When he remains silent for several long seconds, I can’t resist glancing at him again to see if he’s watching. And he is. His eyes are fixated on me, devouring my body, and he licks his lips as if I’m a feast set out just for him.

His hungry eyes on my body send another wave of warmth rushing through my system. He makes me feel desirable in a way nobody ever has. It’s heady and intoxicating, and I love the feeling it gives me.

“Now come and kneel down in front of me, Amelia,” he commands, and I move towards him instantly, my hands trembling as I drop to the floor in front of his chair.

I look up at him from beneath my lashes. His cock is straining against the front of his pants, and he lifts one hand to stroke my cheek gently, the sensation causing me to suck in a breath as I lean into his touch.

“Are you going to let me take control, Amelia?”

I nod my head quickly, unable to speak as he brushes his thumb across my lips.

“Good. Then spread your thighs for me, sweet thing. I want to see you. Every damn inch of you.”

His thumb slips between my lips to press into my tongue. He’s so close to me now, and I want so desperately to reach out and touch him, to pull him towards me and see if he feels as good as he looks, but I keep my hands still at my sides, gripping my own legs as I open myself up to him.

A groan tears from his throat, and it almost sounds like he is in pain. But he’s still staring at me as his free hand moves to the front of his pants and he starts to stroke his hard length through the fabric.

“You’re fucking gorgeous, Amelia, and I can see from here that you’re already so damn wet for me,” he growls.

My eyes drift lower, watching as his hand rubs up and down the length of his erection.

He leans forward suddenly, capturing my mouth with his own. His lips are rough and insistent as they move against my mouth, urging me to part for him so his tongue can slide inside, swirling around mine, and it causes my insides to clench with desire for more of him.

His mouth tastes amazing, like a rich, smoky bourbon that warms me as it slides across my tongue. The sensation makes my head spin and my hands reach out to grab hold of his arms. The hard muscles are tensed under my grip, but he doesn’t stop me from touching him, so I dig my fingers into him more.

He’s so solid beneath my fingers, but he doesn’t feel cold and unyielding. He’s warm. Inviting. Safe. I feel my insides flutter with a desire to press my body against his. But he pulls back suddenly and the heat of him disappears to leave me feeling empty and wanting.

Charlie sits back, and the fire in his eyes seems to burn even hotter than it had moments before. He shakes his head as if trying to clear away some thoughts, then slides a foot forward until the leather toe of his shoe is pressed ever so gently against my core.

The touch is enough to force a gasp from my lips, and without realizing I’m doing it, I begin squirming, eager for some friction against my aching clit.

“Good girl,” he groans, pressing a little more firmly as I writhe against the toe of his shoe. “You need to come for me so badly, don’t you, Amelia?”

My cheeks burn at the suggestion, but he’s not wrong. I can already feel a fire starting deep within me that only Charlie’s touch could ever extinguish. He has awoken something inside of me that I’m desperate for him to see, but also desperate to hide.

He applies more pressure with the toe of his shoe and I rock myself against it, my hips moving in a shameless way while I whimper quietly. “Answer me, sweet thing. Do you need to come for me?”

“Y... yes,” I gasp out, nodding my head. “I do, Sir. So badly.”

A pleased smile twists his lips as he moves his foot away. He’s teasing me now, and it makes the need in my stomach feel even more urgent. I have to clench my teeth to keep myself from begging him for more, from giving into the ache in my body, but it doesn’t make any difference.

The throbbing between my legs doesn’t abate as my hips rock forward, searching for friction that isn’t there.

Charlie leans forward in his chair, his face so close to mine that I can feel his heated breath on my lips. At the same time, he reaches out, slowly circling a fingertip around one pebbled nipple, sending tingles of desire coursing through my bloodstream.

“You’re not going to come tonight unless I allow it, Amelia. You are going to have to earn that orgasm you need so badly. Understand?” he says, and my heart starts racing at his words.

“Yes, Sir,” I moan. “Please... please tell me what I need to do.”

He grins, as if pleased with my response. “I want to you to lay back on the floor in front of me and spread your legs wide while you touch yourself. If you put on a good enough show for me, I will let you come. If not, you will leave this room tonight with an ache between your thighs like you’ve never known before.”

He grins, and it’s a wicked twist of his lips that has my core throbbing with anticipation for what’s coming. He pushes me back with a hand to the middle of my chest. I don’t put up any resistance. My body is limp with desire as I slide backwards across the floor until I am spread out before him, my legs open as I reach down between them and drag one fingertip lightly against my swollen clit.

“Good girl, Amelia. That’s it,” Charlie groans as I start rubbing small circles on the aching bud of my sex.

The praise causes heat to flood my body and the pressure on my clit to grow more insistent. His eyes are focused on my hand as I slide one finger lower to trace against my folds. I can feel my slickness there as I press a finger into my entrance, then I remove it so he can see the way my body drips for him.

“Oh, sweet thing,” Charlie growls, “you really are soaking wet for me.”

My finger circles my clit again and my breath is coming in shallow pants. I want to come so badly that I’m worried I’ll go crazy, and any shyness I might have been feeling about touching myself in front of a complete stranger disappears as I surrender to the need coursing through my veins.

I’m so damn close, and my body trembles as the pleasure builds inside me, until I feel like I’m going to burst.

Just as I’m about to come, Charlie reaches out, his large hand gripping my wrist and pulling my hand away from my dripping sex.

“Not yet, sweet thing,” he grunts, his hazel eyes glistening as he looks down at me. “I didn’t give you permission yet, did I?”


Chapter Three


Charlie:

My dick is straining against my pants as I watch Amelia, naked and spread out on her back, with her glistening pussy on full display for me. A frustrated groan rips from somewhere deep inside her when I stop her from coming, and she fixes me with a wicked stare that only makes me grin wider. I feel like she’s a wild one, this sweet young woman. But I know I can be the one to tame her.

It’s taking every fucking shred of self-control I possess not to lie down on top of her and sink myself balls deep inside her willing body. But it’s her first time submitting, so I want to take things slowly with her.

But it wouldn’t hurt just to touch her. To feel her coming undone around my fingers while I give her exactly what she needs.

“I need to come so badly,” she moans, trying to tug her wrist out of my grip, but I don’t release my hold on her.

Instead, I tighten my grip and pull her up from the floor, wrapping my free arm around her waist as soon as she is on her feet and dragging her into my lap. She straddles my thighs, and I have to grit my teeth when I feel the heat of her pussy against my erection through my clothing. My dick throbs again, as if it knows exactly where it wants to be - inside that wet heat it can feel - but I keep it in my pants.

For now, at least.

“I know you do, Amelia,” I say, flashing her a wicked grin. “But I already told you that you’re not allowed to come without my permission tonight, and I’m in the mood to tease you.”

Her mouth hangs open for a second, before she purses her pretty pink lips together in the sexiest pout I think I’ve ever seen.

“But I don’t want to be teased,” she grumbles, squirming against me in an attempt to get friction between her thighs, but I can tell it’s not making a difference to her desire.

It’s just turning me on even more, though, as her hot little pussy grinds against the length of my hard-on. She’s so close to me, so vulnerable and desperate for what I can give her. The way her lips pout as she sulks and squirms in my lap is adorable, but it only makes me want to tease her more.

“Are you sure about that, sweet thing?” I ask in the softest voice I can manage when all I can think about is pushing my pants down and sliding myself inside her as deep as I can go. “Are you sure you’re not actually craving my touch?”

I slide a hand down between us, brushing my fingers gently against her swollen clit, and whatever she was about to say turns into a long, low moan that makes my dick twitch again.

I run a fingertip through her folds, feeling the wetness of her slick juices as they coat my skin. Amelia rocks against me, trying to get what she needs, but she’s not going to get any release unless I decide to give it to her.

She has no idea just how much control I have over her pleasure tonight, and I intend to make the most of it. I’m going to turn her into a dripping puddle of need in my lap, willing to do whatever I want.

She’s going to learn what it’s like to surrender control to me, and I think she might love it just as much as I’m going to.

I press one finger into her slowly, relishing the tight squeeze of her walls as she clenches around my digit. She groans, pressing herself into my touch as my thumb grazes over her clit.

“See, Amelia. This feels good, doesn’t it?” I say, while I lean closer and gently graze my teeth against the side of her neck. A shiver moves through her, and she lets out a guttural moan that seems to be an answer in the affirmative. I want her so fucking bad I can hardly stand it.

My lips move lower to nip at the curve of her breast as I slip another finger inside of her, pumping in and out while her head rolls back. She wraps her arms around me, tangling her fingers in my hair to hold me against her luscious tit, and I can’t resist taking a nipple into my mouth. I suck on the hardened bud, flicking it with my tongue and enjoying the way it makes her ride my fingers even harder.

Amelia’s wetness is dripping down over my hand, coating my skin while she moves her hips in time with the thrust of my fingers. But she’s still so fucking tight. And the thought of what she would feel like wrapped around my aching cock has me biting back a groan.

“Charlie...” she whines, and the needy tone to her voice almost makes me want to give in. To let her come all over my fingers and lap up every drop. But that’s not what tonight is about. And if I’m going to claim her completely, I want to do it my way.

So, instead of giving her exactly what she wants, I slow my movements down, easing my fingers out of her as she squirms against me, chasing my touch.

“Please, please, please,” she pants out. “I need to come. Please, Sir.”

I press one finger against her bottom lip, and she obediently opens for me. When I press down on her tongue, she moans, her tongue curling around the digit and tasting her own arousal while she grinds against me. I watch with satisfaction as her eyelashes flutter in pleasure, and she sucks on my finger, taking it even further into her mouth as her tongue works over my skin.

Fuck me, but she’s the hottest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. And now she’s writhing against me with her thighs spread wide, desperate for a release that only I can give. And as much as I’d love to tease her some more, I’m not sure I can wait much longer to hear her scream my name.

I ease my finger from her lips with a wet popping noise.

“What are you begging me for, Amelia? Hmmm? Tell me exactly what you need, sweet thing. Because I think I might now be in the mood to give it to you.”

She squirms harder; the hot flesh of her pussy pressed against me. “I want you to touch me again, Sir. Please... make me come,” she moans, and her eyes flutter shut.

I reach up to grab a fistful of her hair, using it to tilt her head to the side so I can kiss and lick along the column of her neck. Each touch of my lips on her delicate skin seems to force a little whimper from her lips, urging me on to suckle and bite at her pale flesh in ways that I know will leave a mark for all to see tomorrow.

“Maybe I will,” I murmur against her throat as I bring my other hand down between us again, sliding my fingers back into her soaking pussy while she continues to grind against me, seeking release.

Her hips move with more urgency and her chest heaves with ragged breaths. She’s so wet for me. Her slick juices coat my palm while she writhes against my touch. I can tell she’s so close, just by the way her walls flutter around my fingers, so I begin thrusting my fingers faster, fucking her with them as hard as I can manage.

“Oh God,” she moans. “I’m so close. Please, Sir. Please let me come. Please give permission.”

I grin. “Yes,” I growl. “Come for me, Amelia, right now.”

As the first shudder of her orgasm moves through her, I bite down harder into the side of her neck. Not enough to draw blood, but hard enough that she’ll be left with a hell of a bruise. The primal need to mark her as mine is too strong to ignore, and while I keep fucking her with my fingers, helping her to ride out her climax, I suck and nip at the delicate skin until it is an angry shade of red.

Her chest heaves as her climax ends, her body trembling as she clings to me, her fingernails digging into the bare skin of my arms. I continue to slowly circle her clit with my thumb as I feel her come down from the high of her release, enjoying the way her walls flutter around my fingers as she cuddles against me, whimpering softly.

I wrap my free arm around her, holding her close to me and ignoring the insistent throbbing of my dick while I take care of her.

“You were such a good girl for me, Amelia. I’m so proud of you, sweet thing,” I whisper against the top of her head while she lays against me, boneless and satiated.

She lifts her head, offering me a tired smile that makes my heart melt. “Thank you, Sir,” she whispers, and she shifts in my lap so her head can rest on my shoulder once more, snuggling against me.

She’s so soft and sweet and cuddly that I find myself completely caught up in this woman, despite only having just met her.

Fuck. Is it too soon for my heart to know she’s the one? And is it too soon to move on after losing Olivia?

As I hold Amelia against my chest, neither of those questions matters to me.

She will be mine, and I won’t ever let her go.


Chapter Four


Amelia:

I fidget nervously as I stand on Madison’s doorstep, waiting for her to open the door. Madison and I met at college three years ago, and it had been a shock to find out that our hometowns were only about twenty minutes apart. So when we both came home for our break this time, Madison decided to invite me to her neighbor’s costume party and introduce me to some of her other friends.

Even though the costume party is only next door to Madison’s home, and there are already several college-aged kids milling about on the lawn in their own weird and wonderful outfits nearby, I still feel a little out of place.

Although I’ll be the first to admit I was a little lazy, choosing to dress up as a sexy kitten so that all I’d need would be tight black clothes and a kitten-ear headband. I’d had it all picked out until Charlie had messed up my plans last night by leaving my neck covered in bruises. But it was easy enough to replace the black t-shirt with a tight-fitting turtle-neck sweater, and luckily for me, it looks like it is going to be a cool evening, so at least I won’t get overheated.

I knock on the door again, a little louder this time, before checking the number on the door and double checking the address on my phone. Yes, this is definitely the right place. Madison told me to meet her at her house first so we could head to the party together, but nobody seems to be home.

The door suddenly opens, surprising me enough that my phone slips from my fingers and clatters to the ground.

“Damn it,” I mumble, bending down to pick it up.

I’m so busy checking it for scratches that I barely even notice the pair of large men’s leather shoes right in front of me. Not until Madison’s father, who I assume the shoes belong to, begins tapping his foot.

When I glance up, I find Charlie standing there, looking down at me with a smirk teasing across his lips. Shock runs through me, making me forget that I should probably stand up now. Instead, I remain crouching at his feet, staring up at him with my mouth agape.

“You must be Madison’s friend,” he says, leaning his shoulder against the door frame. “She told me everything about you, sweet thing, except for your name. But you should probably get up now, otherwise my neighbors will be talking about us.”

Charlie winks at me and takes a step back, making space for me to walk past him into the house. It takes me a few more seconds to gather my wits enough to get to my feet, and as I walk through the doorway, my heart races at the way he stares at me. His gaze moves over the tight fabric of my clothing, lingering on my ass before meeting my eyes again.

He closes the front door and I look around, taking in the high ceilings and spacious open plan living area of the first floor, my jaw dropping. This place is beautiful, and I can tell Charlie’s job is obviously a good one, since his house suggests he has plenty of money.

I feel a sudden heat against my back, and before I can jump away in surprise, Charlie is wrapping one arm around my waist to pull me back against him.

“I know I told you to come and find me again soon, kitten,” he whispers against my earlobe, “but I meant at the club. I didn’t realize you would be turning up on my doorstep, although I have to say it’s a very pleasant surprise indeed.”

A shiver moves through me when he calls me kitten, and I can’t decide if I should protest or not.

“So, you’re Madison’s father?” I ask in a shaky voice.

“That’s right,” he says, and I feel a chuckle vibrate through his broad chest. “She’s still up in the bathroom at the moment, getting herself ready for the party. Knowing her, we should have awhile to ourselves.”

He turns me to face him, then backs me slowly up against the wall. I can barely catch my breath, and all I can hear is the blood rushing through my ears and my heart thumping hard against my chest. He presses one of his muscular thighs between my legs and the hard bulge in his pants pushes against my lower stomach as he leans into me.

My breath catches in my throat, and I fight the urge to press my aching core harder against his thigh.

How could this have happened? How could I have ended up submitting to my best friend’s father last night? Madison and I have grown so close over the last three years while sharing a dorm room together, and I know it’s wrong to want Charlie as much as I do.

But how am I supposed to resist him when he’s right here, pressed up against me and reminding me exactly how good his touch feels?

He’s so close, his hips pinning me to the wall while he reaches up and tugs the collar of my sweater downwards, revealing the colorful marks on my throat. A smug grin tugs at the corners of his lips, and a small whimper escapes me.

There’s no mistaking the look of pride on his face as he sees the way he marked me, and now it suddenly feels impossible to stop myself from grinding against his thigh. This man makes me feel wicked things, and I crave more of what he has to give.

“I don’t know why you’re hiding these, kitten,” he says, chuckling to himself. “They look perfect on you.”

“I... I didn’t want Madison, or anyone else, asking too many questions about it at the party,” I tell him. “And that’s probably a good thing, considering who you are. It would be really awkward telling Madison that her father gave me a bunch of hickeys last night.”

He laughs and tilts his head downwards, resting his forehead against mine. “Perhaps you have a point, Amelia. But one day, you will wear my marks with pride. I promise you that.”

Before I can ask what he means, his fingertips brush over my throat, forcing a small gasp from my lips.

“Do you think we should be doing this?” I ask, even as he bends down slightly to press gentle kisses over the bruises he’d left behind last night.

Each little brush of his lips against my skin sends shocks of pleasure through me, making it harder and harder to try to resist him.

“Why wouldn’t we?” he asks, kissing his way up my neck until his lips are teasing against the corners of my mouth.

A low moan escapes me, and when I try to squirm out of his hold on me, Charlie simply presses his body more firmly against mine, keeping me in place.

“Because... Madison,” I say simply, as if that should explain everything.

He pulls his head back just enough to look down into my eyes, and a sad expression moves swiftly across his face before disappearing as quickly as it appeared.

“Has Madison ever told you about what happened to her mother?” he asks in a soft voice. “To my wife?”

I blink softly up at him as my mind takes a moment to connect all the dots.

“Oh my god,” I breathe. “I’m so sorry.”

And I mean it. Madison had told me early on in our first year of living together that her Mom had died of cancer a couple of years before she’d started college. And while she always seemed upbeat and handled it well, I knew some days were tough for her still. Especially the holidays.

It’s strange to discover that Madison’s Mom, whose birthday we celebrate in our dorm room every year even after her passing, was once married to the man who swept me off my feet last night.

Charlie shakes his head and offers me a small smile. “Losing her so young taught me a lot of things, kitten. I think the most important one right now is that finding this kind of connection with anyone is not only rare, but it is fleeting. It can be taken away at any time. And I’m not willing to miss out on this chance with you. It may take Madison a little time to be okay with us being together, but I will make sure it happens.”

I blink up at him in surprise. I can feel the intensity of his words as he says them, and while they shock me a little, they make my heart melt for this man even more.

I feel like I should probably say something meaningful in return, but my head is swimming, and I’m completely caught up in his eyes. Those beautiful, bright hazel eyes of his are staring intently down at me in a way that has my whole body heating up for him.

It’s Charlie that breaks the spell between us as he leans forward and finally closes the last bit of distance between us, claiming my mouth in a heated kiss that makes my whole body go limp against him.

His kisses are intoxicating, making me forget all about the party next door or the fact that his daughter - my best friend - is upstairs and could catch us at any moment. And when his hand cups the back of my head and the other hand grips my hip, tugging me firmly against him, it takes everything I have to fight off a moan.

A door slamming upstairs surprises us both, and he reluctantly takes a step back, breaking the kiss and leaving me gasping for breath. I stare up at Charlie with my lips parted, my face hot and my body practically on fire.

“I’ll be down in a minute,” Madison calls out, before I hear the sound of another door closing upstairs.

Charlie is on me again in a heartbeat, kissing me even deeper this time while he grabs a handful of my ass and gives it a squeeze through my tight black leggings. His body feels so perfect against mine, his strong grip on me sending heat directly to my core, and all I want is for him to continue to ravish my body until we both come apart in each other’s arms.

And even though my head is still swimming when he eventually breaks the kiss, my senses slowly come back to me, and I remember that Madison will be joining us at any moment now.

“When you go to the party tonight,” Charlie whispers as he dips his head and brushes his lips against my earlobe, “I don’t want any of those college boys laying a finger on what’s mine. Is that understood?”

His words force a shiver to run down my spine, and a hot rush of excitement surges through me.

“Y... yes, Sir,” I stutter, and Charlie grins down at me.

“Good girl,” he says, and the praise warms my chest. “You’re my little kitten now, and nobody will be touching you except me.”

Unable to resist, I let out a quiet meow before a playful grin lifts the corners of my lips. Charlie groans softly, and when he pushes his hips against me, I’m surprised to feel his thick, hard length pressing against my stomach.

But as soon as Madison’s footsteps are audible on the stairs, Charlie backs off me, straightening out his clothes. Not before giving my ass one final squeeze, though, and winking at me as Madison joins us in the hallway.

She is dressed as a sexy fairy, wearing a silver body suit with a tutu and fairy wings to match. Her long black hair is down for a change, and she has added blue streaks to the tips, which really complement the glitter she has brushed all over her skin. For a moment, I feel ashamed for picking such a low-effort costume, but then it’s not like I could have picked anything that showed too much skin with the marks covering my neck.

She smiles at Charlie, then her eyes fall to me. “Oh, hey Amelia. Sorry to keep you waiting. You look so cute! Are you ready to go?”

“Yeah,” I say, suddenly feeling awkward around the two of them together. “Let’s go.”

I rush towards the front door, linking arms with Madison on the way out.

“Hey, you two,” Charlie calls out, and we both turn to see him standing and watching us, his hands in his pockets. “Make sure you are both good girls tonight.”

When he says that, his eyes are locked firmly on mine, and I know it’s his way of reminding me that I belong to him, and nobody else. I bite my lip and nod.

“Ugh, you’re so embarrassing, Dad,” Madison says, laughing. “We’ll see you later. Don’t wait up!”

And with that, she drags me out of her house, when suddenly, all I really want to do is stay there with Charlie.


Chapter Five


Amelia:

“I can’t wait to introduce you to Jack and Jessica,” Madison says, her voice bubbling with excitement while she pulls me towards her neighbors’ house. “They’re twins, and I’ve been friends with them ever since I was a toddler. I think you’ll love them. It’s their costume party tonight!”

I stumble and almost trip over my own feet as I struggle to keep up with her, while my mind is still trying to process what the hell is going on.

Charlie is Madison’s father? This is insane.

I want to say something about it to Madison, but what could I even say? That I already met her dad, and I can’t get him out of my mind? Surely she’d end up hating me forever if I did that. Especially after all the times I’d listened to her while she talked about her Mom and what it was like to lose her.

My heart sinks at the thought. What would she say if she found out that I had spent the night at a sex club with him?

And now... he’s acting like he owns me? It feels a little possessive, but at the same time, it causes a thrill of excitement to run through me. It’s strange, but it makes me feel like I actually mean something to him. Like there might be some sort of connection between us. And after twenty-one years of not feeling wanted, I can’t deny that I like the way he makes me feel.

“Hello! Earth to Amelia!” Madison says with a giggle, pulling me out of my thoughts.

“Sorry,” I say, laughing as I force myself to relax. “I just got caught up in my thoughts.”

“So I can see,” she says, grinning at me.

I feel my cheeks growing hot, and I lower my eyes to the floor, afraid she might somehow be able to see straight through me and figure out what I’m hiding.

“It’s okay,” Madison continues. “All my friends always have a crush on my Dad when they first meet him, so you’re not the first. But don’t worry. You’ll soon get over it when you realize he’s just some boring old guy working in finance.”

Somehow I doubt that I’ll ever find him boring. And instead of her words having the intended effect, I just tuck away the information about his job in a little corner of my brain. I also make a mental note to better hide my feelings about him from Madison. At least until I know him better and have worked out how I actually do feel about him. Even if it makes me sick to my stomach to think about hiding something so important from my best friend.

I force a laugh and shake my head. “Anyway, where are your friends? I’m excited to meet them.”

My attempt to change the conversation works and Madison turns around to point to a group of people gathered on the back patio around a pool.

“That’s them,” she says. “Jack is dressed as a werewolf, and Jessica is dressed as a witch. They decided to stay in town and go to the local college, so they wouldn’t have to leave home yet. I think they’re crazy. Living in a dorm is part of the whole college experience, right?”

I chuckle and nod. “Although I guess it’s up to them what they want to do, right?”

“Of course, but if I had stayed in town and stayed with my Dad, then I wouldn’t have met you.” Madison smiles and puts her arm around my shoulder. “And what a travesty that would have been.”

Guilt claws at my chest, and I suddenly feel like a really shitty friend to Madison. Here she is telling me that me moving into our shared room is one of the best things that ever happened to her, while I was out fooling around with her Dad last night.

It makes me feel like the worst friend ever, but I can’t bring myself to regret what happened. The way he made me feel last night... it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. He makes my entire body feel like it’s on fire, and when he touches me, I just want him to claim me as his over and over again.

Madison seems to notice the conflicted expression on my face and smiles warmly at me. “Hey, don’t worry. I didn’t mean to upset you, Amelia.”

“Oh, you didn’t. I’m just not used to hearing that sort of thing. I don’t have many close friends.”

That’s true enough. When I was growing up, being shipped from one foster family to another, I’d never been in one place long enough to figure out how to make friends. It wasn’t until I’d settled down at college, studying economics so that maybe one day I’d be qualified for a job where every waking moment wouldn’t feel like a struggle, that I met Madison and she took me under her wing. And while I have a few friends that I’ve inherited through her, I rarely have time to hang out with them, seeing as I spend any spare moment working at the coffee shop near campus.

No wonder I always feel so damn awkward around people. If Madison hadn’t taken a liking to me and introduced me to some people, I probably still wouldn’t have any friends.

Yet here I am betraying her by falling for her father.

We walk over to the pool, to the group of people standing there. As soon as they see Madison, they all whoop and reach out for hugs while I stand nervously on the sidelines.

Once she’s finished saying hi to everyone, she steps back and gestures to me. “Everyone, I’d like you all to meet Amelia. She’s my roommate at college and she’s become my best friend.”

There is a chorus of hellos, and a girl wearing a short black witch’s dress with a pointed hat comes up to hug me. “It’s nice to meet you, Amelia. Madison has told us so much about you. I’m Jessica, and this is my twin brother, Jack.”

“Hey,” says the young man who looks a lot like Jessica, only he’s wearing a ripped pair of jeans with a fake fur chest. And his dark hair is a lot shorter than his sister’s. “Welcome! Have a beer or some food. Make yourself at home. There is more booze and snacks in the kitchen, too.”

I thank him and follow Madison into the kitchen. “Want a beer?” she asks me, giving me a knowing grin.

I laugh and shake my head. “You know I never drink. I’ll just have some juice, please.”

She heads to the fridge and fills a glass with orange juice for me before grabbing herself a beer.

For some reason, I hate the way alcohol makes me feel like I’m not in control of myself, so I always avoid it. Which is ironic, as I’d gone to a BDSM club just last night so I could give away control of myself to someone else.

To Charlie.

“And who are you?” says a voice from behind me. “I’m sure I would have remembered seeing a hot little kitty like you before.”

I quickly turn around to find a guy standing behind me, holding a bottle of beer in his hand and grinning down at me in a way that I really don’t appreciate. His eyes are running all over me, and he’s looking at me like I’m a piece of meat, despite the fact that I’m showing the least amount of bare skin possible.

“Um,” I say awkwardly, “I’m Amelia. A friend of Madison’s.”

He leans against the countertop and smirks. “Nice to meet you, Amelia. I’m Jason, but everyone calls me JJ.”

I glance over at Madison for some kind of rescue, but she is busy chatting to another couple, who I can only assume are also friends of hers.

“Well, it’s great to meet you, JJ, but I should go and...”

I take a step to move closer to Madison, but he instantly blocks my path. “Awww, come on, kitten. We haven’t even started getting to know each other yet.”

The use of the nickname kitten makes my whole body tense up. I’d liked it when Charlie used it - liked it a lot, in fact - but when JJ uses it, I have to fight the urge to outwardly cringe at him. I take a quick sip of my juice, hoping it will hide the way my nose wrinkles with disgust.

“My name is Amelia,” I tell him in as firm a voice as I can muster. “Not kitten. So please don’t call me that.”

JJ smirks down at me, leaning even further into my personal space and making me take a step back, bumping into the kitchen counter. The smell of alcohol on his breath is overpowering as he continues to close the space between us, and when he lifts a hand, reaching out to tuck my hair behind my ear, my insides clench with anxiety.

“Why so shy, kitten? I thought all the girls at college were supposed to be wild. Do I make you nervous? Maybe I’ll have to help you loosen up...”

I feel the panic rise in me at his words, and consider pushing him away, but before I can do anything, Madison suddenly appears by my side and wraps an arm protectively around me.

“Oh, hey JJ,” she says, in a fake tone of surprise that makes me think she saw everything. “Didn’t expect you to be here this early.”

“Oh, you know me, Maddie,” JJ says, looking at my friend with an obvious hint of irritation on his face. “Wherever there’s beer, that’s where you’ll find me.”

Madison laughs and rolls her eyes. “Yeah, I know. Now, if you’ll excuse us, I have some more people I need to introduce Amelia to.”

JJ’s lips thin into a narrow line, but he nods his head and steps out of the way without protest, making space for me and Madison to slip past. We head out to the backyard again, but instead of taking me towards anyone else, she leads me to a couple of empty seats in a quiet corner.

“Thank you so much,” I say as soon as we are out of JJ’s earshot. “That guy gives me the creeps.”

Madison shrugs, but gives me a sympathetic look. “He’s okay, for the most part. But once he’s had a few drinks, he can get a little out of hand. But do you wanna hear something funny about him?”

“Sure,” I say, chuckling and leaning towards her a little more.

“He told me last year that he thinks he’s a Dom,” she says with a laugh. “Ever since then, he keeps trying to boss women around for no reason, and it’s not going well for him.”

I laugh along with her, while my mind begins making comparisons between JJ and Charlie. The two men are worlds apart.

Charlie is a real Dom, and a good one at that. It’s so obvious in the way that he takes charge of me, and the way I find myself submitting to him so easily. In my mind, there is no doubt that I am safe with him.

But I had not felt safe at all with JJ.

“That’s crazy,” I say. “Why would any woman want him to tell her what to do?”

“Right? I’m guessing he probably doesn’t know what the hell he’s doing,” Madison says.

She leans back in her chair and takes a sip of her own beer while watching the groups of people as they laugh and talk with one another.

The conversation about JJ has got me wondering if she knows her Dad hangs out in a BDSM club. But it’s not like I can ask, otherwise she’ll know that I was there too, and that’s not a conversation I’m ready to have either.

I let out a sigh and try to relax. This is a party and is supposed to be fun, after all. And so I sit and enjoy the drinks and snacks with Madison and, after a while, get to know some of her other friends. I even manage to forget temporarily about the fact that the only place I want to be right now is in the house next door with a man who I really shouldn’t want as much as I do.


Chapter Six


Charlie:

I pace the living room floor, looking at my watch every few minutes. The music is still blaring from next door, so it sounds as if the party is in full swing. But knowing Amelia is over there, looking gorgeous as hell in her kitten costume, with a bunch of college-age boys, is driving me crazy. Her clothing might not be showing much bare skin, but it is skin tight, clinging to her sexy curves in a way that shows anybody who looks in her direction that she’s got a delicious body underneath it.

I fucking wish I had insisted on changing her top into one that would show off all the marks on her neck. At least then all the fuckers next door would know she belongs to somebody already.

I’m forty-four, a full twenty-three years older than her, assuming she’s the same age as Madison. I don’t know whether to be concerned that she’ll find someone her own age or be confident in the fact that none of those boys could compare to a man like me.

I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her ever since she unexpectedly turned up on my doorstep earlier this evening. Fuck, even that isn’t strictly the truth. Amelia has been on my mind ever since I first saw her walk into Surrender last night.

And then finding out that she’s Madison’s best friend had been... unexpected, to say the least.

Ever since they left for the party, there has been a small voice in the back of my head telling me I should back off from Amelia for the sake of their friendship, and for the sake of my relationship with my daughter. But every time I think of going through with it, I get a pain in my chest that feels like it’s a gaping wound, and I know that I could never just leave it like this. Not without seeing where this might lead us. I just want her so damn much, and I’m going to make damn sure that no one gets in between us.

I’ll take care of Madison too and make sure that she’s alright with this, and I’m sure once she realizes Amelia makes me happy, she’ll understand.

I finally feel alive for the first time in years - since Olivia died - and I can’t give that up. I’ll do everything in my power to make sure this works, for the sake of us all.

As I pace back and forth in front of the fireplace, the clock on the mantle tells me it’s nearing two am. God, I haven’t been like this with Madison for years, so why the hell am I so fucking worked up when it’s Amelia out there at a party?

All I want is for her to come home. To me.

There are voices outside, and I rush over to the window to look out.

Madison and Amelia are standing on the front lawn, their heads together as they laugh, and my daughter is clearly tipsy. Amelia doesn’t seem to be, though. Either she didn’t drink or she handles her liquor better than Madison does. Madison waves and shouts goodnight to her friends as they start walking across the grass to our front yard.

Thank god for that. I was starting to go crazy waiting for Amelia to come home.

Before they get too far, though, they are stopped by some guy dressed in a cheap and tacky vampire costume. My entire body instantly tenses, and I’m on alert, watching his every move. He puts a hand on Amelia’s shoulder, and I have to fight the urge to run out and yank the fucker’s arm right out of its socket.

I can’t hear what’s being said, but I can clearly see the frown on Amelia’s face. She doesn’t want his attention, and it shows.

When the guy wraps his arms around Amelia’s waist and pulls her close to his body, I see red. That’s it. He’s going to fucking pay for touching my girl, even if he is just a stupid kid.

I rush out the front door, leaving it open in my need to get to Amelia, but I stop in my tracks when I see the guy rolling around on the ground, holding his junk. Holy shit.

“Did you see that, Dad?” Madison says with a giggle, speaking much more loudly than she needs to, given that I’m standing right next to her. “Amelia gave him a knee to the balls!”

My daughter stumbles, clearly too inebriated to stand upright without support, and I reach out to grab her arm. But my attention is on Amelia, my heart still pounding in my chest with rage at what I just witnessed. I need to hold her in my arms and make sure that she is okay.

But I can’t when there are so many people around.

My eyes roam over every inch of her body, checking for any signs that she’s hurt, and when my gaze moves up to her face, I can clearly see her cheeks glowing a bright shade of red, even in the darkness of the night.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice coming out a bit harsher than I’d intended.

“Yes,” she answers in a small voice, but she’s interrupted by a loud groan coming from the ground at our feet.

“Hold on to Madison for a second,” I tell her. “I need to deal with this douche.”

Her eyes grow wide for a second, but she does as she’s told, sliding an arm around Madison’s waist while my daughter leans against her. Then I lean down and grab the front of the vampire’s shirt, using it to pull him up to his feet.

I study his face for a moment, trying to work out who it is. He seems familiar, and I’m sure I’ve seen him hanging around next door with the twins. But he obviously isn’t good enough friends with Madison to have earned an invitation to my house, because I haven’t got a clue what his name is.

“Hey!” he says. “Get your hands off me, you piece of shit.”

His words are slurred, and even with my grip on his shirt, he’s swaying on his feet.

“I’m not the piece of shit,” I growl through gritted teeth, bringing my face close to his. I’m instantly hit with the noxious fumes on his breath and I have to fight the urge to flinch away from the stink of it. “You are for daring to put your hands on the wrong fucking woman.”

“What the fuck, man? We were just having some fun.” He gives me an arrogant sneer. “Just because you’re too fucking old to party, that doesn’t mean the rest of us are.”

I feel the heat building inside my chest, and before I know it, my fist is flying through the air and connecting with his face, the loud smack as bone hits bone. The force of my punch is strong enough to send him flying backwards, his feet tripping over themselves as he hits the grass and lays there, motionless and staring up at the sky, looking dazed as hell.

“Don’t!” Amelia cries out. “Please, Charlie.”

When I turn to look at her, she’s staring at me with a pleading look in her eyes. Meanwhile, Madison is cheering, doing her best to jump up and down in her drunken state.

“Wooo! Go, Dad!” she shouts at the top of her voice.

Amelia rolls her eyes and fixes me with a stare that tells me she won’t be happy if I do anything else to the little punk who tried to touch her. With a sigh, I nod my head. I think I’ve made my point, anyway.

I bend down and grab the guy’s collar, lifting his head off the ground so that his face is close to mine. “Touch either of these young women again, and a bruised cheek will be the last of your fucking worries. Do you understand?”

The thought of him going near Amelia has me feeling a kind of rage I’ve never felt before. My chest is aching, and I want nothing more than to hit the guy again. But I don’t want to disappoint Amelia, so I let him fall back to the ground and walk away.

Every cell in my body wants to reach out to Amelia and take her into my arms to check that she is okay. But we have too many eyes on us now. I just need to make sure Madison gets inside without killing herself on the stairs. Then, when she is safe in bed and I can relax, I will find Amelia and finally give in to the temptation to touch her.

I pull Madison away from Amelia and hold on to my daughter while we all walk into the house.

“Come on, Maddie,” I say in a gentle voice, the rage dissipating now that we are inside the safety of my home. “Let’s get you to bed.”

“Yeah, okay,” she slurs.

Damn, she must be drunk if she isn’t putting up a fight. My daughter is the most independent and stubborn person I know. She gets that from me.

I turn my attention back to Amelia, fixing her with a heated stare. “Go sit down in the living room and stay there. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

She gives a nod of her head, and confident in her desire to obey me, I start walking up the stairs. It only takes a few minutes to get Madison to her bedroom, tucked in with a bucket next to her bed - just in case - and I can’t get back to Amelia quick enough.

She is sitting on one of the big couches with her hands folded on her lap, and I take a moment just to take in her appearance. Her long, blonde hair cascades over her shoulders, and I remember running my fingers through the silken strands just a few hours earlier. She looks even more stunning than when I first met her at the club - her face free of makeup and glowing, those pretty blue eyes staring up at me from beneath dark eyelashes, her cheeks flushed. She looks so innocent. So fucking beautiful that she makes my heart ache.

“Are you really okay?” I ask, moving to take the seat beside her and finally placing an arm around her to pull her close. “What did that jerk do to you?”

“I’m fine, Charlie,” she says. “Honestly. And he was just drunk and had taken a liking to me, but I could handle it.” She shrugs so nonchalantly that a swell of pride rises up in my chest.

“After all,” she continues, “you can’t be bullied by as many older foster brothers as I have without learning a thing or two about defending yourself.”

She laughs softly, but I don’t miss the sad look that flits briefly across her face.

I let out a long breath as I feel my heart breaking into two for this sweet young woman who didn’t deserve any of that. Madison had never told me Amelia had been in foster care, and the thought of her being passed around from family to family makes me want to fucking weep for the childhood she lost.

Needing to have her closer, I scoop her up into my arms and pull her into my lap. I’m not concerned about being caught. Madison had been sound asleep before I’d even left her room, and judging by how much she’d had to drink, I suspect she will be passed out until about midday tomorrow. I’ve got all the time in the world to comfort my girl.

“Well, now you’ve got me to take care of you, Amelia,” I tell her. “And if anybody ever tries hurting you again, I’ll fucking kill them.”

She tucks her smaller body into mine, resting her head on my shoulder, and I can feel her trembling slightly as she takes shaky breaths.

“I mean it, kitten. You won’t ever have to worry about anything anymore. And you’ll never have to wonder if you’re wanted. Because you have a home here with me, and I’ll make sure I spend the rest of my days showing you how badly I need you.”

Amelia nods her head and presses her body closer to mine, wrapping her arms around my neck as if she’s scared I might leave, too. I hold her even more tightly, hoping my words are enough to assure her of the truth.

“Do you understand me, kitten? You’re mine. You’ll always be mine. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Yes,” she breathes. “I’m yours.”

The sound of those words leaving her sweet mouth is enough to have my dick standing to attention, straining against the confines of my pants. She has no fucking idea just what effect those words have on me. 

She moves to straddle me, her body pressed against me so I can feel her every curve through our clothing, and her face is level with mine as she places both hands on my cheeks.

She leans forward, inch by agonizingly slow inch, and my eyes fix on those perfectly full, red lips of hers, which I’m desperate to feel against my own again. And then they finally connect with mine, and her tongue sweeps out and slides along my lips until I can’t stop the growl of need from leaving my throat.

“You are mine too, aren’t you, Charlie?”

“Oh fuck, kitten,” I murmur against her lips as my hands roam along her thigh, fingers curling to dig into the muscles of her leg. “You’re damn right. I belong to you, just as much as you belong to me.”

And then she pulls back slightly, looking into my eyes as if she’s searching for the truth in my words, but the separation is brief. I watch with my heart pounding in my chest as she leans down towards me once more. Only this time her lips connect with my neck and she kisses along my throat, stopping at the spot where the top two buttons of my shirt are open to reveal a few tufts of chest hair.

I tilt my head back to give her better access and a deep rumble vibrates in my throat as I let my fingers drift further up her thighs, wishing like hell I could feel her bare skin against my palm. I let my eyes slip closed and lose myself to the feeling of her soft lips exploring my neck, until finally, her hot breath blows against the shell of my ear, and she whispers the words I’ve been aching to hear.

“I need you, Sir. So badly. I’ve never felt this way about anybody before.”

God, my girl needs me. That knowledge makes my chest swell with pride, and I can feel myself grinning. I open my mouth to tell her what those words mean to me, but she cuts me off with her next whispered words.

“I want you but... but I don’t know what to do. Please teach me to please you, Sir.”

I reach up and tangle my fingers in her hair, tugging her head back gently so I can look into her beautiful blue eyes. Her face is a bright crimson, and her eyes are sparkling with unshed tears.

“Are you saying that you’re a virgin, kitten?” I ask as softly as I can. Just the thought of it makes my dick twitch, pressing more firmly against her pussy as she straddles my lap, as if it’s trying to change that right this second.

Amelia sniffles and nods her head. “I’m sorry. I wish I was more experienced. Then I’d know what to do to make you happy, but I...”

My mouth is on hers before she can say anything else. I swallow the rest of her sentence as my lips move with hers, my tongue licking out to sweep against her own as our kiss grows more frantic and my body is screaming with need.

When she gasps into my mouth, I break our kiss so that she can breathe again and take a moment to compose myself. She’s looking up at me with wide eyes, but her expression is so trusting that my chest swells. I take one of her hands from where it rests on my shoulders and press it down onto my dick, the hard outline of it easily felt through my pants. Her lips part with another soft gasp, and I smile.

“Do you feel that?” I ask.

Her head gives a single nod as her fingers close around the hard length of my cock. I’m pretty sure I hear her let out a breathy moan.

“That’s what you do to me,” I tell her in a gruff voice. “It doesn’t matter what experience you do or don’t have, because your body alone is more than enough to drive me to the edge of my self control, kitten. The things I want to do with you would make most people blush.”

I see a shiver of anticipation ripple through her, and the feel of her trembling against me is making my cock even harder, straining painfully against the confines of my pants.

“And do you know the best thing, kitten?” I ask, not even waiting for her to respond before answering the question myself. “I will be the first man to ever be inside you, and I will absolutely be the last. Because you were made for me, Amelia.”

Unable to wait anymore, I lift her up off my lap and throw her over my shoulder as I stand, carrying her up the stairs to my bedroom so I can show her how damn happy I am that she waited for me to be her first.


Chapter Seven


Amelia:

I let out a squeal as I suddenly find myself hanging upside down over Charlie’s shoulder, and the way he places a possessive hand on my ass as he rushes up the stairs makes me wiggle with anticipation.

I can’t believe this is happening. Charlie is going to take my virginity. Tonight.

And the part of me that believes I shouldn’t be doing this with my best friend’s father is surprisingly quiet. Especially after he told me all the things I needed to hear about being wanted by him. My heart had melted instantly, and even though I barely know this man, I trust that he means it.

He takes me to his bedroom, and once the door is closed behind us, he lowers me back down onto my feet. My breath is coming out in a shaky pant, and I find myself unable to take my eyes off his face.

Charlie is looking at me with a fiery intensity, as if I’m the only woman on this planet for him, and it sends a wave of heat rolling through me, all the way to the tips of my toes.

He reaches up and takes off the kitten ears I’m still wearing, holding them in one hand while he begins tugging off my sweater with the other. In my eagerness to be claimed, I grab the hem of my top and help him, pulling it off over my head before letting it drop to the floor. My leggings are next to go, and once I’m standing in front of him wearing only my black lace bra and panties, Charlie gently puts the kitten ear hand band back into place atop my head.

“Is that really necessary?” I ask with a nervous giggle, and Charlie grins down at me.

“Of course it is,” he says, placing his hands on my hips and pulling me closer to him. “You look so fucking cute with the kitten ears, and I’m going to do my damn best to make you purr, Amelia.”

He dips his head, nipping gently at the side of my neck with his teeth, and I melt against him, tilting my head back to give him better access. My hands explore the solid planes of his back, which flex beneath my touch.

He feels so solid, and strong, and safe, and my entire body feels like it is vibrating with need for him. Especially between my legs, where I feel a warm wetness building, and my panties are already damp with arousal.

Charlie continues his journey downwards, pressing a series of light, fluttering kisses across the tops of my breasts until his tongue licks out, lapping across my cleavage. His hot breath dances over the damp skin, causing goosebumps to break out across my whole body.

He stands up and his lips capture my mouth in a slow kiss that leaves me feeling as if my knees will collapse beneath me. I reach down between us, needing to feel his cock beneath my palms. He is hard and long, straining against the material of his pants, and he lets out a groan of pleasure against my mouth as my fingers brush over his length.

“If you keep doing that, kitten,” he growls, “I’m not going to be able to go as slow as I’d like for your first time.”

A whimper escapes me. The pure desire in his words and voice is driving me wild, making me need him so damn badly that I might explode if I don’t feel him inside me soon.

“Who said I wanted to go slow?” I whisper against his lips, giving him a gentle squeeze until I feel him twitching against my hand.

Charlie’s response is another deep growl, and he steps forward, forcing me back, his strong arms holding onto me until I feel the bed against the backs of my legs.

“Oh, trust me, kitten, I don’t want to go slow either. But I also don’t want to hurt you. So I’m going to go slow and gentle this time no matter how much it kills me, and then next time, there will be absolutely no holding back.”

With a shiver, I lie back on the bed.

I trust him completely. I’m not worried at all. My heart feels like it’s about to burst out of my chest, but it’s because I feel so alive. He has this effect on me that makes my every nerve ending feel as if it’s on fire with a desperation to feel his touch against my skin.

And when Charlie kneels before me on the bed and begins trailing a series of soft kisses from the bottom of my belly button to the top of my panties, I find myself writhing and trying to angle myself up in order to press more of my body into his touch.

My heart is pounding like mad when Charlie slips a finger into the band of my panties and pulls them down in one quick motion. As the anticipation builds, my breathing gets heavier and my entire body starts shaking with a need I can barely contain.

“Before I do anything else, Amelia,” he says between kisses as his lips travel even lower down my body. “I need to taste this pussy and see if it’s as sweet as you are.”

His breath teases against my wet lower lips and I groan in frustration. He is so close to where I want his mouth, I could almost cry, and the need is only growing more urgent by the second. I wiggle my hips a little, and Charlie chuckles at my impatience.

“Please don’t tease me, Sir,” I groan, the frustration building more and more as I wait to feel the pleasure I know he can give me. “I need to come, Sir. Please.”

I know I’m begging, but I don’t care. Right now, I’d do anything to feel his mouth on me.

Charlie turns his head and nips at my inner thigh, hard enough to force a pained yelp from my lips. But somehow, it only makes me wetter for him. He’s doing it again - leaving more marks to show that I’m his - and the realization makes my stomach flutter with lust.

“While I’m eating your pretty little pussy, Amelia,” he says in that commanding tone I already love, “I want you to take your bra off and let me watch you play with your breasts for me. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” I answer quickly, while arching my back and reaching behind to unclip the bra. Once it’s off, I drop it onto the bed beside me and look down the length of my body to find him already looking back up at me.

Charlie’s eyes are burning into mine as he dips his head and presses a soft kiss to the top of my pussy, then another, and then a third before his tongue finally makes an appearance, licking against the little nub of my clit and swirling around the bud with expert strokes.

“Oh god, that’s good, Sir,” I moan.

“Am I the first man to ever taste your pussy, too, kitten?” he grunts, before his mouth covers my mound completely, and I’m left crying out in pleasure as he licks and sucks on me. His hands are gripping my legs hard enough to leave bruises as he pulls me open and feasts like a starved man between my thighs.

I can barely focus on his words, or any thoughts, for that matter. I’m a mess of emotions and need, and my head feels fuzzy. But I still manage a weak, breathless yes to answer his question, while my fingers cup my breasts. My eyes close and I let my head drop back onto the pillow as I moan his name.

I need Charlie in every single way that I can have him. I don’t want him to stop, ever. And even as the thought goes through my mind, he stops what he’s doing and I open my eyes to find him kneeling up, wiping his face on the back of his arm and looking down at me with his brow creased in an expression I can’t quite figure out.

“Please don’t stop, Sir,” I moan. “I was so close.”

He shakes his head, and there’s a look on his face like he can’t believe I’m real. It sends a flurry of nerves through me as he stares down at me for a long moment without saying anything. But then his lips curl up into a wicked grin, and I squirm in anticipation.

“You are such a hot little kitten, always so needy for me. But don’t worry. You will be coming soon, Amelia. Once my cock is deep inside you, claiming your pretty little virgin pussy as mine.”

Charlie stands beside the bed and begins undressing, and I prop myself up on my elbow, wanting to be able to see all of him. He is a big guy, with muscles rippling across the body that would have guys half his age feeling jealous. But it’s not only his body that makes my heart flutter. The look on his face, like I’m the best thing he’s ever seen, as I drink in my fill of him, only makes him all the more attractive.

Finally, he drops the last item of his clothing onto the floor and my eyes move down to the heavy-looking cock jutting out proudly from the thatch of dark hair at its base. The tip is swollen and pink, already dripping with precum. A shudder ripples through me when he takes it into his hand, his fist wrapping around his hard length and slowly pumping from base to tip, smearing the milky white fluid down his shaft.

My mouth feels suddenly dry, and my palms are starting to feel clammy. I feel like I’m dreaming, because there should be no way that the gorgeous man standing naked before me wants me. And yet the proof of his desire is right there in his hand.

My breathing comes out in short, sharp bursts.

This is happening. Really, truly happening. I’m about to give my virginity to Charlie. And it feels so, so right.

I can feel his eyes on me, and I look up at him with what I’m sure is an expression of awe on my face. Charlie gives me a reassuring smile before climbing back onto the bed, lowering himself gently on top of me. I can feel the length of his erection against my slit, and the sensation is like nothing I’ve ever felt before.

Unable to help myself, I begin writhing beneath him, trying to grind myself against him in an effort to find the relief I need.

“Tell me what you need, Amelia,” he says. “I want to hear you say with your words what you want me to do to you.”

The words tumble out of me without the slightest hint of hesitation. “I want you to fuck me, Charlie. Please.”

A low growl rumbles through his chest, and he pulls his hips back just enough to line up the head of his cock with my dripping entrance.

“You’ve got a filthy little mouth, kitten,” he groans. “I like that about you. And soon enough, I’ll be finding out what other filthy things your mouth can do. But right now, it’s your tight little pussy I need.”

The anticipation of feeling him fill me has me shaking all over as Charlie pushes his cock slowly, inch by inch, into me, stretching me around him and forcing me open. There is a burning, stretching sensation as I try to take all of his thick, long shaft. But despite the pain, my arousal is only building, making it so wet between my thighs that he glides more easily inside.

And once he’s fully inside me, there’s this delicious throb that makes my body tremble. The pressure of having his hard length pressing into the most intimate part of my body has my legs wrapping around his waist, and my hands gripping at his shoulders as I cling onto him.

“Fuck, Amelia,” he moans. “You’re even tighter than I thought you would be. If I’m not careful, it won’t be long before I’m filling you up with my seed.”

A gasp escapes me as his words bring me back to my senses. “Shouldn’t we use protection? I’m not on birth control, Sir.”

Charlie lets out a laugh. “Good,” he rumbles, pulling out until the tip is the only thing inside me before thrusting all the way back in and making me cry out with the sensation. “Because you are mine, kitten, and it will be obvious to everyone when you’re pregnant with my baby. And you will be wearing my ring on your finger as well.”

Charlie thrusts again, and I arch my back as a cry is ripped from me. The pleasure of his cock moving in and out of my dripping wetness is quickly building into something more intense than anything I’ve ever felt before.

There is a small, sensible part of my brain telling me I should insist on using protection, but it’s growing more and more quiet with each thrust of his hips.

“Don’t you want my cum inside you, kitten? Don’t you want to feel my seed dripping out of you, to know that your sweet little pussy was so tight I filled you right up?”

He thrusts again, and a groan leaves him as I clamp my inner walls around his hardness, holding him there, as if I can’t bear the thought of him ever leaving me empty again.

“Yes, Sir, I want your cum. I need it, Sir.”

And I do. The thought of him filling me with his seed and being pregnant with his baby has me feeling so damn aroused that it makes me dizzy and breathless.

Charlie lets out a guttural growl of pleasure before capturing my mouth in a kiss that feels so good. My entire body trembles and quakes, my pleasure building rapidly until I know I’m not going to be able to hold back the wave that is threatening to crash down and take me with it.

I break the kiss and cry out, “Charlie, Sir, please!”

And he seems to understand.

He speeds up the pace of his hips, and his lips descend to my neck, sucking and nibbling the sensitive flesh that is still covered in his marks from last night.

“Oh fuck,” he moans into the crook of my neck. “I need you to come for me, kitten. Now.”

Charlie shifts the angle of his hips as his hands grip my waist hard. His teeth sink into my shoulder just as I shatter beneath him. My pussy is gripping and releasing his hard cock as wave after wave of pleasure hits me. He isn’t far behind me, groaning out his own pleasure as he pumps me full of his seed. My pussy is so tight it milks every single drop of his essence from his pulsating cock.

Finally, once Charlie’s hips come to a stop, I wrap my arms around his neck and hold him close as we both pant against one another, catching our breaths.

I feel so full in every way possible. Emotionally, physically, I can’t imagine how I lived without Charlie in my life. He has come in like a bull in a china shop, shattering my whole world and re-shaping it to make it his.

I’m helpless to stop it... but I’m not sure I want to.


Chapter Eight


Charlie:

With great reluctance, I pull out of Amelia and roll off her, not wanting to crush her any more than I already have. But the little whimper she lets out at the loss of me makes me think maybe she needs more.

And she’ll definitely be getting more. Very soon, if I have anything to do with it.

I wrap my arms around her and pull her closer, enjoying the way her smaller body tucks in perfectly against my much larger one.

“Was that okay, kitten?” I ask, gently running my fingers through her hair.

A small giggle escapes her. “It was more than okay, Charlie. Thank you for making my first time so amazing.”

She tilts her head towards mine and kisses me softly, and unable to resist myself, I nip gently at her plump lower lip, tugging it between my teeth. I should probably do something about my need to keep biting her soon, otherwise she’s going to end up constantly walking around covered with my marks on her skin.

But maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad thing. I’d love everyone to see her and know she is mine.

I growl in pleasure at the thought of that, and she looks up at me, a sweet little smile on her face, making her eyes sparkle. She’s so damn perfect.

“Tell me more about yourself, kitten,” I say, while still holding her close against me. It’s not close enough, though. The only time I’ll ever feel she’s close enough is when I’m nine inches deep inside her.

“What do you want to know?” she asks, tracing a fingertip against my bare chest in a way that makes my skin feel like it’s burning for more of her touch.

“Everything,” I say quickly. “But start off by telling me about your family. Why were you in foster care, Amelia?”

My heart is already aching over whatever she’s about to tell me, but if I know what she’s been through, I’ll know how to give her what she needs.

And I never want her to need anything, ever again. She is mine now, and I will look after her for the rest of our lives. I’m going to be her husband and the father of her babies, and she’ll have everything she could ever want.

“Well, ummm...” Amelia begins in a small voice. “My parents passed away when I was seven. They were in a car accident while I was at school, and I didn’t have any other family to take care of me. So I ended up in foster care.”

There are tears in her eyes and she won’t meet my gaze, and I can’t imagine what it must have been like for her to lose her parents when she was that young. It had been hard enough losing Olivia, and I’d been thirty-eight when it had happened.

I swallow down the lump of emotion that’s making my throat feel tight and continue running my fingers through her hair, trying to offer her as much comfort as possible.

“It wasn’t so bad, though,” Amelia says, forcing a small smile. “I did have to move around quite a lot, but I got to see a lot of different places.”

I nod my head, wanting to offer words of reassurance even though I haven’t got a clue what to say.

“What about now?” I ask instead. “Are you still in contact with any of the families you lived with?”

“There was this one couple,” she tells me, the light returning to her eyes a little. “They were the last family to take care of me, and I was only there for a few months before I turned eighteen and moved away to college. But they were sweet to me, and they still invite me to visit sometimes. I’m actually staying there now for a couple of weeks now until it’s time to head back to college. They’re an older couple, both retired, and they’ve stopped fostering now, so they say they like having me around.”

I smile and kiss her lips gently. “I’m not surprised,” I say softly. “I like having you around, too. So much so that I’m planning on keeping you around forever.”

“Really?”

“Really, kitten. I know it’s early, but you’re the one I want.” I let my eyes flick to her neck where I see a purple hickey. “You’re mine now,” I say firmly.

She bites her lower lip as a shy smile spreads across her face.

“Yes, Sir, I am yours. I will always be yours.”

I feel my cock starting to stir already and it makes me smile. Amelia definitely has a way of making me feel like I have a whole lot of energy left in me for a man who’s so much older than she is.

“Good girl,” I say, pressing my lips to the top of her head as my hands run down the curve of her hip, feeling her smooth skin under my palms.

She sighs happily at my words, and it’s enough to make me need more of her. My little kitten has got me completely under her spell, and I’m loving every moment of it.

“So, does that mean you have people waiting for you to get home tonight, kitten? If so, you’d better let them know, because I don’t have any plans to let you leave my bed yet.”

Amelia’s cheeks turn a pretty shade of pink, and her body wriggles against mine when she squirms in a way that is just so adorable.

“No, Sir,” she answers quietly. “Madison had asked me to stay over tonight, so they aren’t expecting me back until tomorrow.”

“Good,” I growl softly. “And what are you studying at college?” I ask, desperate to know everything there is to know about her. And also trying to distract myself from her sexy wiggling, otherwise I’ll end up ravaging her all over again.

“Economics. And Madison told me you work in finance, so maybe one day you’ll be able to put in a good word with your boss and get me a job.”

She giggles and looks up at me with a hopeful expression on her face, and I can’t help but laugh.

“Kitten, I am the boss. And I’d be more than happy to give you a job once you graduate. But don’t be surprised if you spend more time bent over my desk than you do actually getting any work done.”

A little whimper escapes her, and I feel my cock twitch, coming to life again. How could it not, when I’m holding the sexiest woman in the world in my arms, naked?

“Or maybe I could get you a job at my other business, kitten. No doubt you’d find that fun, too.”

I grin, feeling her squirm even more as I tease her. But her mouth curves into a surprised little O shape when I mention a second business.

“Oh, Madison didn’t mention you doing anything else. What is it?”

I laugh and tilt my head closer to hers, lowering my voice as I share my secret. “That’s because I haven’t told Madison about it. I am also a co-owner of Surrender. I could see you dressed in a sexy outfit while you serve drinks. Although I’d have to kill any of the patrons who ever even looked at you, so maybe hiring you wouldn’t be a smart business move.”

Amelia giggles, and the happy sound sends a warmth through my chest. “Yeah, who would visit if they knew one of the owners regularly goes on a killing spree?”

“Exactly. So you’d better come work at my office where I can keep a close eye on you and maybe even keep you tied to my desk every day.”

A shudder runs through her body and it has me feeling all sorts of need. The things this woman does to me should be illegal. I’ve never been this excited, and this turned on by a woman in my entire life, but it just goes to show that when it comes to matters of the heart and matters of the bedroom, there really are no rules.

I am in love with her, I’m sure of that. And now that I’ve claimed her as my own, I am not letting her go, ever. I’ve only known her for about twenty-four hours, but I know already that I want to make her my wife, that I want to fill her with my baby, that I want her to have my name and my ring on her finger so everyone knows she belongs to me.

Sometimes the heart just knows what it wants.

Amelia’s head nuzzles against my neck and a little mewl escapes her lips. I can feel the hard points of her nipples rubbing against my chest and she is starting to gently grind herself against me in a way that makes it pretty obvious she’s still in need of my cock.

I run a hand down the curve of her ass, giving it a light squeeze that makes her whimper and press harder against my growing erection.

“I think my kitten is still needy for more,” I say, my voice coming out hoarse as my own wicked desires take over my body. “She’s practically humping me. She’s so desperate to come again.”

I slap my hand against her ass lightly and she makes a small squeal that has my cock pulsing with need.

“Oh yes, Sir. I want your cock. I need it,” she moans, her hand trailing down my chest, her soft fingertips running along my abs.

This woman knows exactly how to rile me up, and the thought of filling her once more with my cock has my dick so hard it’s like a fucking rock.

Amelia’s hand closes around my shaft, making me groan at her soft touch. And as her hand moves up and down, gently working me, her eyes lift to meet mine.

“How do you want me this time, Sir?” she asks sweetly, and I swear it takes everything in me not to lose myself right then.

But before I can answer, Amelia yawns loudly, blushing as she apologizes. “Oh, sorry, Sir,” she says. “That was rude of me.”

I let out a deep laugh as my hand rubs gently along her hip. “No need to apologize, kitten. As for how I want you this time, turn around and back up against me. Wriggle that sexy little ass against my cock.”

A shy little grin spreads across her lips; and I love it. It’s so sweet and innocent, even if she’s beyond innocent now. I can’t wait to show her some more of my wicked side, and to show her all the things she didn’t know she wanted.

She moves in my arms until she’s curled up with her back against my chest, and I slide a hand around her, cupping a breast while I use my other hand to line myself up against her. I feel her breath hitch as my hard tip presses against her still very wet and very eager hole.

I have never met a woman who’s this needy and this damn cute. It’s enough to have me questioning if she’s a little too good to be true.

I push my cock forward into her slick folds and Amelia lets out a sigh that I could listen to forever. I slide in deep until my entire length is filling her up and a contented moan leaves me. Her inner walls are so hot and wet as they grip me tight, and I swear I would spend the rest of my life inside her if I could. I move my hand down from her breasts, gently cupping her belly as I whisper in her ear.

“Do you know how beautiful you are, kitten? How sexy and perfect you are for me? You’ve got me all wrapped around your finger and I never want you to let go. You are mine, Amelia.”

She wriggles her hips, grinding herself down on my cock, and I feel myself sinking into the sensation, wanting to give myself over completely to the pleasure of making love to Amelia. But it’s late, and my girl is tired.

I tighten my hold around her waist, making it more difficult for her to wriggle against me.

“It’s time to sleep, Amelia,” I say, keeping my voice firm because I have a feeling she won’t like me stopping things right now.

“But, Sir,” she whines. “I thought you were going to make me come.”

I chuckle and bring to my lips to her ear from behind. “You are tired, kitten, and you need to get some sleep. It’s very late. But if you don’t argue with me, I’ll let you go to sleep with my cock still inside you as a reward.”

She lets out a moan that has my cock pulsing within the tight grip of her heat, and I can’t decide if being inside her without fucking her senseless is going to be a reward or the worst torture for both of us.

But then Amelia’s body goes soft as she relaxes in my arms. “I like having you inside me, Sir. I want to sleep like this.”

I feel my chest swell and my heart is pounding so loud, I can’t believe Amelia hasn’t commented on it yet. It feels like it’s growing and it’s full of her, and I can’t get enough of it.

I hold her tightly as I kiss the side of her head and murmur words of adoration until I feel her body grow heavy with sleep. Only then do I allow my own eyes to close as I keep my cock buried all the way to the hilt inside her and we fall into a blissful slumber in each other’s arms.


Chapter Nine


Amelia:

When I wake, it takes me a few moments to work out where I am, especially when I feel someone turning over behind me in the bed. But then it all falls into place.

Charlie.

He’d taken my virginity after the party last night and I’d fallen asleep in his bed.

My entire body tingles as I replay every moment of the night before through my head. He had been so damn possessive of me that it had left me feeling completely adored and treasured, and it’s an experience I’ll never forget.

Especially if he means it about keeping me as his forever. Hopefully that means I’ll get to feel him deep inside me all over again. Many, many times.

Much to my disappointment, we are no longer joined together as we had been last night as we’d fallen asleep. No doubt we had both been moving around during the night, and he must have slipped out of me, and I’m missing the feel of him already.

I lift my head and look at the clock on Charlie’s bedside table and see it’s already past nine.

Damn it. I should probably make my way to Madison’s room now. We’d agreed I would stay the night, and I don’t want her waking up and realizing I’m not with her. If that happens, she might come looking for me, and that’s not at all something I want.

For the briefest of moments, I consider waking Charlie to let him know what I’m doing, but I quickly push that idea to the side. He’s a hard-working man with two businesses, while being a single father to Madison. If anyone deserves to sleep in on a Saturday morning, it’s Charlie.

So I creep out of his bed, pulling on my discarded clothes from yesterday as quietly as I can and picking up my kitten ear headband from where it had somehow been dropped on the floor. Then I leave his bedroom, shutting the door silently behind me, before making my way up the hallway to Madison’s room. It takes me a couple of tries before I find the right room, but once I do find it, Madison is still fast asleep, curled up on her side under the duvet.

I quietly creep over to the other side of the large bed and get under the covers. Hopefully when she wakes, she’ll have no idea I wasn’t with her all night.

I must be more tired than I’d realized, because I fall back to sleep for a bit longer, until I feel someone shaking me gently and wake to see Madison sitting up in bed beside me. She looks a little disheveled, but not as bad as I’d thought she would, considering how much she’d had to drink at the party last night.

“Morning, sweetie,” she says, stretching her arms above her head as she yawns.

“Hey, how are you feeling?”

“Better than I thought I would,” she answers with a sleepy laugh. “But then I rarely get hangovers. I’m lucky like that.”

Madison flops back onto the bed and shuffles a little closer until our shoulders are touching.

“Did I dream it last night, or did you actually knee JJ in the balls?” she asks, sounding amused.

I laugh and cover my heated face with my hands. “I did. He kept saying he wanted me to go home with him and wouldn’t leave me alone. So I figured that would help him to get the message.”

“Oh my goodness,” she says, laughing. “I can’t believe you did that. You’re usually so sweet. But I’m so impressed. You really put him in his place.” Madison pauses for a moment before continuing. “And did Dad really come out and punch him as well?”

“Yeah,” I say quietly, unsure how to react now that the conversation is back to Charlie. Guilt is swirling around in the pit of my stomach for keeping something so important from my best friend, but I’m scared I might lose her if she finds out I’m fucking her father now.

“Good,” she says, while she remains oblivious to the heavy feelings I’m carrying inside. “My dad might be a bit of a nerd, but his heart is in the right place. I’m happy he was there to protect you.”

I nod my head in response, not sure what else I’m supposed to say. I can hardly tell her that I don’t think Charlie is a nerd at all, and that he’s the sexiest and sweetest man I’ve ever met. So it’s best to keep quiet.

The sound of Madison’s tummy rumbling loudly fills the air, and we both start laughing.

“Perhaps we should go get something to eat,” she says. “I’m starving.”

“Really? I never would have guessed,” I say in a sarcastic tone as I nudge her with my elbow.

She swats my arm playfully before we both get out of bed. We take turns in the bathroom to get cleaned up, and then get changed into new clothes. I’d brought another turtle-neck sweater to wear and a cute little black skirt with thick black tights. Then, once we’re ready, we head downstairs.

Charlie is sitting at a table in the kitchen, sipping coffee while scrolling through his phone. He’s dressed casually in jeans and a pale blue t-shirt, but it does nothing to hide all the hard muscles of his body. A flutter appears instantly in the pit of my stomach, and I have to bite hard on my lower lip to stop any of the little noises I want to make from escaping.

“Hey, Dad,” Madison says as she walks over to him and wraps an arm around his shoulder, kissing his cheek before stealing a slice of toast from the plate in front of him.

“When I last checked, you were old enough to make your own food, Madison,” he says, sounding much grumpier than usual.

I stand awkwardly in the kitchen doorway until Madison beckons me over.

As soon as Charlie hears my name, he stops looking at his phone and turns towards me with a surprised expression on his face. But in an instant, a frown creases his forehead, and he narrows his eyes.

My heart starts fluttering in my chest, and not in a good way. Have I done something wrong? Or is this all just an act in front of Madison so she doesn’t think there is anything going on between us?

“Oh, Amelia,” he says. “Sorry, it took me a moment to recognize you without your kitten ears.”

Madison laughs and nudges Charlie gently. “Stop being such a goofball, Dad.”

His expression softens slightly when he turns his attention back to his daughter. “I can’t stop it,” he says with a shrug. “It just happens so naturally I don’t even realize I’m doing it. Anyway, what do you girls have planned for today?”

“Nothing, really,” Madison replies.

“Well then, why don’t you let me take you out for something proper to eat? It’s almost lunchtime now, and I’m sure you’re both starving. Then maybe we could go shopping? My treat.”

Madison squeals and jumps up from her chair. “That sounds amazing. You’ll come with us, won’t you, Amelia? It will be so much fun.”

I glance back and forth between the pair of them, unsure how to answer, until Charlie stands and walks over to me. He doesn’t touch me, but just being close to him again makes the heat pool between my thighs.

“You should come with us, Amelia,” he says. “I insist.”

Those final words are spoken in that commanding tone that never fails to have an instant effect on my body. I find myself nodding my agreement even before I realize I’ve made the decision.

“Yay! This is going to be so much fun,” Madison exclaims, bouncing up and down. “Let me just go and grab my purse from upstairs and we can get going. I’m so hungry right now I could eat a horse.”

She rushes out of the room, and as soon as we hear her footsteps on the stairs, Charlie rushes forward and pins me back against the wall with his powerful body.

“I woke up this morning, and you were gone, kitten,” he says, his voice coming out as a low growl.

The intensity of his eyes holds me captive as I stare up at him, unable to do anything more than mutter a feeble response.

“I... I’m sorry, Sir. I just... it’s just that I didn’t want to wake you.”

He reaches his hands up to cup my face, but when he opens his mouth to speak, the sound of Madison bounding down the stairs forces him to step away from me.

A second later, she appears in the kitchen, looking as flustered as I suddenly feel.

“I can’t find my phone,” she complains. “I think I might have left it next door last night, so I’m gonna go check. Will you be okay here for a few minutes while I go over there, Amelia? Or do you want to come with me?”

“She can stay here,” Charlie answers quickly on my behalf, and I nod my agreement.

“I’ll be fine here. It’s not like you’ll be gone long.”

“Okay. Be right back.”

I let out a relieved sigh as she heads out of the house, closing the door behind her. The need for even a few moments alone with Charlie is overwhelming right now.

He pulls me close and lowers his head until our foreheads are touching. “I didn’t like waking up without you, Amelia. You should have still been there in my arms.”

“But I didn’t want Madison to wonder why I was missing, and I didn’t want to wake you.”

I wrap my arms around his shoulders and tilt my head to press my lips to his, but before I can, he pulls back.

“I can understand that. But from now on, I am putting a new rule into place. When we are together, you will not leave me without telling me where you are going. Even if I’m asleep. I don’t want you disappearing on me like that again. I was worried.”

My heart melts, and I suddenly feel disappointed in myself for not telling him I was leaving. At the time, it had felt like the right thing to do, but it obviously hadn’t been. Not for Charlie.

“I will do that from now on, Sir,” I tell him. “I promise I will.”

“Good girl. But I think I need to give you a little something to help you remember that promise,” he says, flashing me a grin so wicked that it creates a tingle between my thighs.

He grabs my arm and quickly turns me around, pushing my torso up against the wall with one hand, while his other hand is quickly moving under my skirt to pull down my tights and panties.

“I think a sore ass will help drive the lesson home, don’t you agree?” he says, his lips brushing against my earlobe.

His hand comes down hard on my bare ass check, and I let out a surprised yelp as pain radiates out over my flesh. And even though I shouldn’t like being spanked, the heat on my skin is quickly combining with the ache between my thighs to create a level of excitement I had never expected.

“I’m starting to think you just like leaving your marks all over me,” I say in a breathless voice while I try to hide just how much I like it, too. The way he bruises my skin with the evidence of his adoration every time we are together is something I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of.

Charlie laughs and gives me another firm smack, before his fingers are quickly moving down to tease the entrance of my pussy. “Perhaps I do,” he says in a voice filled with heat. “Perhaps I want you constantly marked as mine, so you never forget who you belong to.”

His words have me gasping with need. His fingers are pushing inside my tight heat, filling me perfectly, and all I want is more. I start rocking against his fingers to try to create more friction, but it’s no use. I can’t move enough when he keeps me pinned against the wall.

“I already know who I belong to, Sir,” I moan. “I’m yours.”

A low growl vibrates through his chest. “Damn right you are, kitten,” he says. “And I’ll make sure you never forget it.”

He pumps his fingers in and out roughly for a few seconds, rapidly building the heat in my belly, and when he removes them, I let out a cry of disappointment.

His hand slaps one ass cheek hard, and then the other, leaving my flesh burning before we hear the key turning in the front door, announcing Madison’s return.

“I think both the sting on your ass and the ache between your thighs will be the perfect reminder for you that you’re mine while we are out today,” he says, turning me around again so I can see the smug grin on his face. “I’ll go and distract Madison for a minute while you get yourself straightened out. Don’t be long, though.”

Charlie walks out of the kitchen and I slump back against the wall, breathing hard. God, he makes me feel so many things. So many amazing things. I’m starting to think I’m already addicted to him, even though I’ve only known him for such a short amount of time.

As I pull up my panties and tights, I wonder how on Earth I can continue my relationship with him without losing my friendship with Madison. I wish I had the confidence that Charlie has that everything will turn out fine.

Because I’m not sure I can live without him in my life anymore.


Chapter Ten


Charlie:

I haven’t let Amelia out of my sight all afternoon. Waking up to find her gone had caused a pain in my chest that I don’t ever want to feel again. So once I realized she’d only been a few feet away, asleep in my daughter’s room, I’d decided that she would be spending the rest of the day with us.

Of course, with Madison around, I haven’t been able to touch Amelia in the ways I’ve been desperate to. Although I have indulged in little touches whenever my daughter’s back has been turned — touching Amelia’s arm, or placing a possessive hand on the small of her back while I lead her into one store or another at the mall.

And one time I even braved reaching down to grab her sexy little ass and giving it a firm squeeze. It’s not my fault. If she doesn’t want me touching her, she shouldn’t be showing off her heavenly curves in that little skirt she’s wearing. Every time I see some young guy looking at her, I want to rip his fucking eyes out just so he can’t look at what’s mine.

But I don’t suppose I can blame them. She is a beauty. I’ve been rock hard all day, while trying to act like nothing is going on in front of Madison.

We’re currently in the middle of a clothing store, and Madison already has her arms piled up with clothes she wants to try on. Whenever I give her an opportunity to spend my money, she never usually holds back. But that’s not necessarily her fault. I’ve wanted to spoil her ever since she lost her Mom.

Amelia, on the other hand, looks lost. She hasn’t picked anything out yet.

“If you don’t start looking for things to buy soon,” I say, leaning down to whisper in her ear so Madison won’t hear, “I will start picking things out for you. And I’m sure you don’t want me dressing you up like my sexy little doll, do you?”

A smirk tugs at my lips, and Amelia turns bright red.

“I can only imagine what you’d dress me up in,” she says with a chuckle. “But I don’t have enough money to buy anything from a store like this. I usually shop in much cheaper places.”

She shrugs her shoulders and tries to walk off but, after checking Madison isn’t paying any attention to us, I grab Amelia’s arm and pull her closer.

“I said this is my treat, kitten. So you will pick up anything you like the look of, without even thinking about looking at the price tag, and then you will let me buy it for you. Is that understood?”

A small whimper escapes her, and I see something flash through her beautiful blue eyes. Something that looks an awful lot like longing. But then it’s gone again, quickly replaced with a determined look that always makes me smile.

She is such a feisty little kitten, and it’s fucking adorable.

“I appreciate it, Charlie,” she says in her most diplomatic voice. “But I can buy my own clothes.”

“Yes,” I agree. “You can. But you’re not going to. You will be letting me treat you today. You’re mine, kitten, and I will be spoiling you whenever I feel like it.”

Her brow furrows in frustration and I can’t help grinning down at her. Her stubbornness is cute, but that doesn’t mean I will let her get away with denying my need to give her whatever she desires.

“Am I going to have to give you an even harsher spanking tonight, kitten?” I ask, lowering my voice even more. “Or are you going to be a good girl and start picking out something nice to wear for me?”

“Fine,” she sighs. “But don’t expect me to start demanding that you buy me stuff every day. That’s not why I agreed to be yours.”

I wrap my hand around the back of her neck, pulling her even closer to me, until our mouths are so close I can feel her breath against my skin.

“Don’t think for a moment that I believe this is the only reason you agreed to be mine, Amelia,” I tell her. “You agreed to be mine because you feel this pull between us just like I do, and it’s just as strong for you as it is for me. Because we’re meant to be together.”

“Maybe you’re right, but — “

“I don’t think I’m right. I know I am. And you know it too,” I interrupt before she can deny how she feels about me. “So be a good girl and let me fucking spoil you.”

Amelia bites down on her lower lip in a way that almost makes me groan out loud.

“I like it when you’re bossy, Sir,” she says.

She turns on her heels and walks off to look at a rack of clothes nearby. It takes all the restraint I have not to follow her and throw her over my shoulder and carry her away to fuck her in private. Or at least to follow her and start picking out all the sexy little dresses I want to see her in.

Just the thought of it has my dick straining against the zipper on my pants, so I wander over to the men’s clothing to try and distract myself from all the filthy thoughts that are in my head.

It’s only a couple of minutes before the sound of Amelia’s giggles reach me from across the store. I’d know that sound anywhere, but when I turn around to try and find the source, I see Amelia standing there with Jack from next door standing over her, a smile on his face as he looks down at her. From the looks of things, the pair of them must have hit it off pretty well at the party last night.

It’s obvious even from this distance that he’s flirting with her, and I quickly put down the shirt I’d been looking at so I can push my way through the busy store to get to her. Anger is filling me despite my best efforts to remain calm, and I start chanting an inner mantra that I must not cause a scene here.

Jack’s leaning casually against the nearest rack when I reach them, and I’m thankful for that, at least. If he was touching her, I would have had to punch him too, and that would have been a great shame. I consider his parents good friends of mine, and I would hate to lose them because their son couldn’t keep his hands off my girl. He hasn’t noticed me yet as I approach him from behind, and I remain quiet.

“So feel free to come over to our place any time you want, Amelia,” he says, and I feel my blood run cold. “We can hang out by the pool or whatever.”

“Yeah, sure,” Amelia says with a big smile on her face, and I stop dead in my tracks. What the hell? “It would be fun for the four of us to hang out some time.”

“Four of us?” Jack asks, sounding as confused as I feel right now.

“You, me, Jessica, and Madison,” she clarifies. “That’s what you meant, right?”

Oh, my sweet kitten. She hasn’t even figured out that Jack is trying to hit on her. Amelia doesn’t seem to realize how fucking breath-taking she is, and somehow, that just makes me fall for her a little harder.

Before Jack can answer her question, I make my presence known.

“Hello, Jack,” I say, stepping a little closer. I want to step between them completely, so he can’t even see Amelia, but I’ll have to fight that urge unless he does something he really shouldn’t. I’d hate for Madison to find out about my relationship with Amelia because I couldn’t keep my fucking temper in check. So, until I am able to talk to my daughter about us, I’ll have to be on my best behavior.

But soon, everyone will know Amelia is mine.

“Hi, Charlie,” Jack says, suddenly looking disappointed. “How are you?”

“I’m good,” I say with a nod. “But if you’ll excuse us, Madison, Amelia and I are enjoying some quality time together today.”

I give Amelia a look to get her to follow me, and I walk off, expecting her to follow without question, and she does after saying a quick goodbye to Jack.

“What was that all about?” she asks in a quiet voice when she catches up to me.

I chuckle. “You do realize he was flirting with you, don’t you, kitten?” I ask, and she looks up at me with a confused expression, which quickly changes to one of disappointment.

“Oh, I just thought he wanted to be friends,” she says.

There is a sadness in her eyes that tugs at my heart. Is my girl really that lonely and eager more friends? I can’t imagine why she doesn’t already have all the friends she could ever need. Not when she is so kind and sweet.

“Well, I guess he does, kitten,” I tell her. “But you are so beautiful. I’m not surprised he might want more than just a friendship with you.”

When I call her beautiful, a smile lights up her face that makes her glow like the sun, and it almost brings me to my knees. I have no idea how I got this lucky, but I’m never letting her go now. She’s the other half of me, and I’ll be damned if I let anyone or anything come between us.

I need to hurry the girls up a bit so I can finally get Amelia home and show her exactly how beautiful I think she is. While making her moan my name for hours on end.

I place my hand on her lower back as we walk up to where Madison is now standing with a pile of clothes on her arm that makes it look as though she plans to buy up half the store.

“Have you found anything?” I ask, grinning softly as I tease her. “I think you’ve probably got enough stuff there, haven’t you?”

Madison laughs and nods. “Yeah, but I need to try these on. It might take a while, but you don’t mind, do you, Dad?”

I have to hold back a groan of frustration as my painfully hard dick throbs to remind me of exactly how much I do mind. But Madison has already rushed off towards the fitting rooms, leaving me with Amelia.

“Let’s go,” I say, quickly turning to walk away.

“What the hell are you doing?” she asks as she rushes to keep up with me. “We can’t just leave Madison here.”

I chuckle. “Don’t worry, kitten. I have no intention of doing that. But I do intend to find somewhere private so I can get you off while she’s trying on all those clothes. I’m going fucking crazy here.”

I look at her out the corner of my eye and see the shocked expression on her face, so I take her hand and pull her towards the back of the store and a sign pointing towards the bathrooms.

“But we can’t, not here,” she says, looking around the store nervously.

I give her a dark laugh. “Oh yes we can, kitten. And we will. I told you I need you, and I mean it.”

She bites down on her lower lip as if trying to hold back her arousal, but when she nods her head, I know she can’t fight the desire she feels for me. It’s the same way I can’t fight mine for her.

As we near the bathrooms, I push open the door to the ladies. Luckily, there’s no one else in the small, cramped, single room and I quickly lock the door behind us.

Amelia stands looking at me with lust in her eyes. She’s breathing fast as her eyes run up and down my body. Fuck, I’m so desperate to taste her I think I might die from need.

I close the small distance between us in one step and press my lips to hers roughly, holding her body against mine and my rock hard dick, not even trying to hide how much she affects me. I want her to understand that I need her as desperately as I need oxygen.

After a couple of seconds of letting my mouth own hers, I pull back to look down at her. I love the way her eyes stay closed as she takes a long, deep breath in before they slowly flutter open again. She’s fucking perfection.

“Do you want me, kitten?” I ask in a low voice. “Do you need my tongue on you?”

Her only response is a long moan of arousal, but when she bites down on her lip and nods, I need nothing else. I place my hands on her shoulders and turn her around until she’s facing away from me before pressing myself up against her back.

“Bend forward, kitten. Put your hands on the basin for me,” I tell her.

As she bends over, I take a moment to appreciate the beautiful curve of her sexy ass. Then, when she’s exactly how I want her, I push her skirt up around her waist and quickly tug down her tights and panties, leaving them in place around her ankles.

I crouch down behind her and place my hands on her hips, holding her steady as I take in the stunning perfection of her soft, pink pussy lips and the way she’s dripping for me already.

“Please, Sir,” she moans. “I need to feel you. I’m desperate for your tongue on me. Please, make me come.”

As a reward for her beautiful plea, I move one of my hands and use two fingers to gently part her lips, giving me easier access. Then, when she moans in frustration, I place my mouth over her softness, flattening my tongue and tasting her.

The salty tang of her juices explodes on my tongue and I start devouring her, licking and sucking, using my tongue to taste and my teeth to gently scrape against her as she moans loudly. I keep her still as she squirms with pleasure. She tastes divine, and it only spurs me on further. I can’t get enough.

“Oh my God,” she moans. “That feels so good, Sir. You make me feel so fucking amazing. I love your mouth on my pussy.”

The sounds of her pleasure mixed with her dirty talk have my cock pulsing again. It’s begging me to be inside her, but that will have to wait. Right now, I need to get her off and show her how good we are together.

“I need to come,” she pleads. “I’m so close. Please, make me come. Please, Sir.”

I continue my assault on her sweet pussy until she starts shaking. When she lets out a low cry of ecstasy, I can feel her legs weaken, but I hold her upright and keep on sucking, licking, and nipping at her pussy as her juices cover my chin. I keep going until her pleasure finally subsides.

Once I know she can stand on her own, I let go of her hips and stand up behind her, looking at her face in the mirror above the basin.

She’s absolutely fucking stunning. Her cheeks are flushed pink, and her mouth is open slightly as she gets her breath back. Then she gives me a slow smile as she locks her eyes with mine in the reflection.

“That was...” She pauses as a small laugh falls from her lips. “You really do give amazing orgasms.”

I place my hands on her hips and squeeze before bending my knees a little to lean over her, so my mouth is at her ear.

A slow grin tugs at the corners of my lips. “Do you think I make you come harder with my tongue or my cock, kitten?”

Her cheeks glow even more as they turn a deeper shade of crimson, but she grins back at me in the mirror.

“It feels like so long since you last made me come with your cock, Sir, so I’m not sure it would be fair to compare the two.”

She pushes back against me, wriggling her bare ass against my dick through my pants, and I let out a low growl.

“You’re right, kitten. So I should just fuck you now. Then you’ll be able to make a proper comparison.”

Amelia lets out a long moan at my suggestion and nods eagerly. Fuck, I still don’t know what I did to be lucky enough to find such a sexy young woman who seems just as addicted to me as I am to her.

But I’m going to spend every possible moment for the rest of my life showing her I’m so goddamn grateful she’s mine. And I’m going to start by making her come harder than she’s ever come before on my dick.


Chapter Eleven


Amelia:

My legs are still shaking and my brain is in a fog after the intense orgasm Charlie just gave me. God, that man can do things with his tongue that should be illegal, and little aftershocks of pleasure are still shooting through my body.

It doesn’t stop me wanting more, though. The way Charlie treats me as if I’m just so damn irresistible is addictive, and I’m completely under his spell. I need him like I’ve never needed anyone or anything in my whole life. If I actually took the time to think about it, it would be scary to need him this badly, but it’s difficult to think when he makes me feel so amazing.

I push back against him, wriggling my bottom against the bulge in his pants, and he lets out a low growl in response.

“You’re right, kitten. So I should just fuck you now. Then you’ll be able to make a proper comparison.”

His words have my core throbbing all over again. He wants me so badly, and I’m already desperate for more of him. It feels as though it’s been so long since he was last inside me, even though it’s been less than a day.

I let out a low moan as I nod. “Fuck me, please. I need to feel you inside me. I need more of you. Please.”

“Look at my little kitten,” Charlie says in a low voice. “I love to see how fucking needy you are for my cock.”

“I can’t help it,” I whisper, giving him a pouty smile as I push against him again.

I turn around in his arms and lift up onto my tiptoes, reaching for his neck, so I can kiss him. As he bends forward to meet me halfway, I reach down between our bodies and wrap my fingers around his erection through the fabric of his pants, squeezing him.

He groans into my mouth and kisses me hard before breaking away just long enough to pull my sweater off over my head. His eyes go straight down to the discolored spots on my throat, and his eyes darken so much that for a moment, I’m almost certain he’s going to add more marks to my skin. He does seem to get a bit lost in the idea of claiming me, and I love it. I’m his and he knows it, and the marks he leaves on my skin are just proof of that.

Instead of marking me though, Charlie steps forward so I have no choice but to step backwards. My ass hits the basin, and I put my hands on the smooth surface, holding myself upright as Charlie bends and presses a gentle kiss to my throat before his lips start making their way down over the swell of my breasts, and he pulls down the cups of my bra so his mouth can find my nipples.

While he sucks on one sensitive bud, he grabs my ass in his hands and lifts me to sit on the edge of the basin, pulling me right to the edge of it so he can press himself against my core. It feels amazing to have the thick line of his hard-on pressed against me.

When he lets out a frustrated groan, I pull my face back, so I can see his, and see the look of anguish in his eyes. I’m about to ask what’s wrong, but before I get the chance to ask, he’s already answering.

“I can’t wait any longer, kitten. I need to be inside you already.”

He reaches down to pull my tights and panties off, which are still bunched around my ankles, then he’s quickly tugging down the zip on his pants, freeing himself. He wraps his arms around me again before slamming his hips forward, pressing his length inside me and stretching my inner walls in the most amazing way.

We both groan in unison at the feeling of finally being joined again, but Charlie doesn’t give me time to get used to his thick length. He just starts thrusting, pulling back, and pushing forward hard and fast. His movements are frantic, urgent, and all I can do is cling to him as he fucks me.

“God, I’ve been needing this all fucking day,” Charlie groans as he moves his head down to my neck again and places a trail of kisses there before burying his face in the curve of my throat. His short stubble rubs against my skin, sending shivers all over my body.

My fingernails dig into the fabric of his t-shirt as he plunges deep inside me, filling me up, stretching me out, and giving me what I need so desperately.

“Don’t stop,” I beg, my voice coming out as a breathless moan. “Please, Sir.”

“You want me to keep fucking you, kitten? You need this as much as I do, don’t you? I can feel your juices covering me. Can feel how wet you are for me.”

He leans back a little to look at my face. As I nod in agreement, my eyes lock with his, and he seems to speed up, his movements getting even more frenzied. It feels fucking amazing to have him this way. It’s like he’s claiming me again, making sure my body knows that I belong to him and him alone, and I never want him to stop.

His lips meet mine as he slams into me over and over until I feel my body tightening again with the telltale signs that I’m on the brink of orgasm. I just know I’m about to come for the second time.

I moan against Charlie’s lips, my body quivering from the anticipation. “Please, Sir. I want to come,” I whisper to him, begging. “Please, Sir. Make me come again.”

His grip tightens on me as his body pushes against mine in just the right way, making my nerve endings fire as I feel the pleasure start to rush through me. Then he nips at the soft flesh at the bottom of my throat before whispering in my ear.

“Come for me, kitten. Right now. Come on my cock.”

As if I wasn’t close enough to the edge already, he keeps one arm around my waist to hold me close, while bringing his other hand between our bodies. His fingers find my clit and press against it in small, hard circles as he fucks me hard, driving me right over the edge.

As the intense pleasure explodes through my body, I feel his body tense and his cock jerks inside me, filling me with his warmth as his body shudders with the power of his release. We cling to each other as our bodies find bliss together, riding out the aftershocks until our orgasms finally subside.

When I come down from my high, Charlie is breathing hard. He doesn’t move away though, he just presses his body against me and keeps himself inside me. His forehead comes down to rest on mine, and our eyes meet.

I give him a small, sated smile as my breath evens out a bit, and I try to form some kind of coherent sentence in my mind, but nothing is really happening. My brain seems to have turned into mush, and it’s only then that I remember where we are. We’re still in a bathroom in a clothes store, and I’m half naked.

“So what’s the verdict?” Charlie asks, the corners of his lips curling upwards into a grin.

I have no idea what he’s talking about, so I frown at him for a moment and wait for him to clarify.

He lets out a low chuckle. “Which is better for getting you off, my cock or my mouth?”

“Oh...”

As I realize what he’s saying, I feel myself blush again, but I quickly shake my head, giving him a playful grin.

“We don’t have enough data yet for a true comparison. So we should probably keep the experiment going a little longer, don’t you think, Sir?”

His laugh deepens, and it fills my chest with warmth, making my smile widen even more. “God, kitten. What have I gotten myself into? You’re going to keep me busy, aren’t you?”

“Definitely,” I say, nodding.

I lean in to place a chaste kiss on his lips, and he brings his hands up to cup my face as he deepens the kiss for just a moment. It makes my stomach flutter, and my heart skip a beat. I could definitely get used to this.

He breaks the kiss and takes a step back, letting himself slip free from my core. As I slide down from the basin, I feel his cum begin to leak down onto my inner thigh. It feels dirty, but in the most amazing way possible, and I want to savor every second of it.

I watch him as he grabs a bunch of paper tissues and gives himself a wipe before tucking himself away and zipping his pants. He seems suddenly serious, with a frown on his face.

“Is everything okay?” I ask.

Charlie smiles at me and gets some more tissues, reaching down to tenderly wipe me clean before he answers.

“I’m just wondering how we are both going to cope when it’s time for you to go back to college in a couple of weeks. I’m already missing you whenever I think about it.”

My heart sinks. I hadn’t thought that far ahead, but he’s right. Being apart is going to be difficult.

But maybe some distance is what I need to clear my head and get over my crush on my best friend’s dad. It might actually be a good thing - even if there is a heavy feeling in my chest whenever I think about not being with Charlie.

He throws the tissues into the trash can and leans down to brush his lips tenderly against mine.

“I’m going to miss you too,” I whisper, feeling those words deep in my bones.

His kiss is tender and soft, making my head spin in a way that is very different from what we just experienced together, and it feels almost as intense. When he breaks away and gives me a gentle smile, I already know there is no getting over this.

I’m so fucked.

“We’ll just have to make the most of our two weeks together, kitten. And then visit each other whenever we can on weekends. It will work out just fine.”

He looks so sure that I let his certainty calm me a little, but the tightness in my chest doesn’t loosen completely. I’m still torn between my need for Charlie and my need for Madison’s friendship. But I have a feeling that I can’t have both. And god knows I’d hate for them to ever fall out over me. I know how hard it’s been for Madison to lose her mother, and I’d never want to be the reason for her losing her father, too.

“Come on, kitten,” Charlie says, pulling me out of my thoughts. “We’d better get back out there before Madison realizes we’re missing.”

I nod and pick up my discarded clothes from the floor, pulling them back on with shaky hands while Charlie watches. A sullen mood seems to have taken over me, but I do my best to push it aside as I finish getting dressed. When I look presentable, I reach for the door handle and pull the door open. I expect Charlie to step out, but instead, he grabs me by the waist and spins me around before backing me against the wall with a hard kiss that makes me forget about everything except for the way I feel when he touches me.

I whimper against his lips, kissing him back hungrily. Then I break away from him, looking into his eyes, trying to tell him how I feel without words. Doesn’t he feel the same conflict I do about our relationship? How can he be so certain things will be okay? As far as I can see, us being together is only going to cause pain for Madison, and I don’t want to get too attached to him.

“Let’s go,” he says softly as he gives me a gentle smile. “We still need to find you some new clothes yet. But I bet we’ll still be finished shopping for you before Madison is done.”

I laugh as I let him pull me out of the bathroom and back out into the busy shop. Madison is still in the changing rooms, so I begin browsing the racks, grabbing some clothes that look cute as I try to calm myself.

I can’t fall in love with my best friend’s father.

I can’t.

And yet my traitorous heart already has.


Chapter Twelve


Charlie:

I haven’t seen Amelia for three days now, since the day I took her and Madison out shopping, and the need to see her and touch her is like a physical ache.

We’ve spoken on the phone a couple of times, and during one of those calls I told her how to touch herself for me until she was moaning into my ear as she came. But it’s not the same as being with her.

Not even close.

But Amelia doesn’t want Madison to get suspicious, and so she has been hanging out with her foster parents and helping them to do things around their home that they aren’t able to do now they are getting older. I’ve offered to talk to Madison about our relationship while she’s so busy, but Amelia begged me not to. She is worried that Madison will be mad at her and that things will be awkward when they head back to college together in just over a week, and I can understand that. I don’t want to disrupt their friendship, but at the same time, I hate keeping something so important from my daughter.

So I’ve agreed to wait a little longer before talking to Madison, for the sake of their friendship. But I won’t wait forever. Amelia is too important to me to keep her hidden away like a dirty little secret.

She’s mine, and soon the whole world will have to get used to that fact. Including my daughter.

“Hey, Dad,” Madison says as she rushes into the kitchen, where I’m just plating up two servings of my home-made Lasagne. “That smells delicious. I’m so hungry I could eat a damn horse.”

I laugh and pick up the two plates, carrying them over to the table and placing them down before taking a seat. “Watch your language, Madison,” I tell her with a cheeky grin. “And I’m glad you’re hungry, because I made enough for about a week.”

“Maybe I can take some over to Jack and Jessica tonight when I go over there?” she says. “I’m sure they’ll help us eat it all up.”

My ears perk up. “You’re going out tonight?” I try to keep my voice casual, but I’m not sure I succeed.

“Yeah, Dad. If that’s okay? I figured you’d be getting bored spending all your time with me these days. I mean, I’m awesome, but you deserve a break.”

Madison flashes me a grin before scooping up some lasagna on her fork and stuffing it in her mouth. I’m sure she doesn’t notice how relieved I look at her words, or the small relieved sigh I let out at the thought that I might be able to spend some time with Amelia soon.

“The twins invited me over to watch a movie,” Madison explains between mouthfuls of food. “We’ve not had a movie night in forever.”

I take a few mouthfuls of my meal, but my mind is too preoccupied to appreciate it properly. I want to invite Amelia over, but she might not come if she knows Madison is only next door. Too much risk of her being seen coming and going.

But I have another plan.

“Sounds like you’ll all have a great night,” I say, putting on my best smile.

She grins and shovels more food into her mouth, and we make polite conversation as we both eat. I tell her about a couple of work projects I’m working on and she tells me about how her classes are going at college.

As soon as her plate is empty, she stands up from the table. “Oh, did I mention I’ll be sleeping over there tonight?” she asks.

“I don’t think you did, but that’s fine with me,” I answer, trying to hide my grin. I love my daughter and don’t want her thinking I’m not enjoying my time with her while she’s home. I’m just eager to talk to my kitten and find out if she is free tonight. If she is, that means we’ve got the whole night together. I can hardly wait to finally get my hands on her again.

“Okay, Dad,” Madison says, smiling at me before leaning over to give me a quick hug. “See you tomorrow.”

“See you, sweetie,” I reply, wrapping one arm around her for a brief squeeze before letting her go. “Have a nice time at Jack and Jessie’s.”

She smiles and grabs her plate, carrying it over to the sink, and then she hurries off, letting herself out the front door a minute or so later.

The instant I hear the front door close, I grab my phone from the kitchen counter where it has been laying, screen-down, the entire meal, and dial Amelia’s number. It only rings twice before I hear her sweet voice.

“Hello, Sir. To what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?”

I chuckle. “You didn’t expect to hear from me, kitten?”

“I thought you’d got bored of me already,” she answers, but her voice is laced with amusement.

“That’s not ever going to happen, Amelia,” I growl. “In fact, I was calling to see if you’re free tonight. Madison is going to be next door with Jessica and Jack all night, so I was hoping you’d be able to meet me at Surrender.”

I hold my breath as I wait for her reply. It takes just long enough for me to worry she might say no. But when her answer comes, relief rushes through me.

“Yes, Sir. I’d love to. I should be able to get there about nine. Is that okay?”

I feel a grin spreading over my face. “I can’t wait. And, kitten? Wear that sexy little red dress I brought for you the other day. I’ve been looking forward to seeing you wear it.”

“Yes, Sir,” she answers in a soft, breathy voice. I love the way she always seems so keen to obey my commands. She’s such a damn natural submissive. “I can’t wait either. See you later.”

“Yes, you will,” I say.

I end the call, grinning from ear to ear. I rush upstairs to take a shower and get ready to go to the club, my mind on Amelia the whole time.
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“So who was that girl you disappeared with the other night you were here?” Selena asks from her place on Elijah’s lap.

“Oh! What’s this all about?” Grace asks, perking up at the mere hint of any gossip.

I’ve only been at Surrender for five minutes, and I’m already finding myself being interrogated by my business partners and their women. I give both Grace and Selena a narrowed look, but neither of them seems intimidated by it.

“What’s this?” Oliver asks. “Has Charlie actually found someone he’s interested in? I want to hear about this.” He tugs Grace up into his lap, and they snuggle together as if they are expecting some kind of long story from me.

“Oh, leave him alone,” Alexander says with a laugh. “It’s not any of your business.”

“Hey, Alex. At least if we’re bothering him about his love life, we’re not asking when you’re going to find yourself a nice young woman to settle down with,” Grace says, flashing him a wicked grin.

Alex groans and shakes his head, then turns to face me. “Who is this girl, then? Have you seen her again since the other night?”

“Ugh, you’re such a sell out,” I say to him with a laugh. “I thought you were on my side, man.”

Up until I met Amelia, Alexander and I were the only two single guys left in our group of four, since Oliver found Grace, and Elijah met Selena. But now, Alex is the only one left without a woman to love.

He grins sheepishly at me. “Sorry, but I don’t have any plans to be interrogated about my love life today. I get enough flak from these two girls as it is. You’d think their Doms would be able to keep them in line much better than they do.”

Both Grace and Selena gasp in an overly theatrical way, while Oliver and Elijah tighten their hold on them.

“You can fuck off,” Elijah says, laughing. “My girl is perfect and I won’t hear a damn word to the contrary.”

He places a gentle kiss on Selena’s lips, and I feel a pang in my chest as I watch him gently rub her stomach. Fuck, the sooner I put a baby inside Amelia, the better. She’s going to look so damn perfect when she’s growing round with my baby.

“Oh, get a room, you two,” Grace says, and the two girls burst into fits of giggles. Then she turns her attention back to me. “And don’t think you’re getting away with holding back all the details, Mister. Who was that girl, and have you seen her again?”

I grin back at her, letting out a loud sigh. “Fine. Her name is Amelia. And yes, I have seen her since that night.”

Everyone around the table has turned to look at me, giving me expectant looks. I chuckle and shrug. “I answered your questions, Grace. If you wanted me to be more specific, you should have asked better questions, shouldn’t you?”

She narrows her eyes at me for a second before bursting into laughter. “Okay. You got me there. So what happened when you guys met up again outside the club? Did you go out on a date? Take her out for a fancy dinner?”

I smirk and shake my head. “No. She turned up on my doorstep the next night completely out of the blue, dressed up as a cute kitten.”

As expected, my answer surprises everyone, and they are all silent for a moment before Alex starts chuckling. “What the hell? Why did she do that?”

I take a little longer to respond this time as I try to figure out how much of our situation I want my friends to know.

Oh fuck it. Amelia is part of my life now, and they’re going to find out who she is at some point, so there’s no reason to keep it a secret. It’s not like any of them are going to tell Madison before we are ready to tell her.

“Because she’s Maddie’s best friend from college, and they were going to a costume party together. Except I didn’t know that until she was already there on my doorstep.”

Everyone is staring at me once again, with their mouths hanging open. Selena is the first one to break the silence.

“Oh my god. So nothing else has happened between the two of you, right? Because that would just be weird.”

“Actually...”

“You slept with your daughter’s friend?!” Alex’s question is laced with horror and shock. “That is messed up. Why would you even do that, dude?”

“No, Alex. What I have or haven’t done with her is nobody’s business but ours. I like her. Really like her. And she’s going to be here in a few minutes, so I hope I can trust you all to be on your best behavior.”

“You’re really that serious about her?” Alex’s eyebrows rise to meet his hairline.

“Yeah. I am,” I say, letting them all see the truth on my face. And the instant I say the words aloud, I know I mean them. I’m falling for her in a big way and I’m powerless to stop it.

Everyone goes silent again, and I’m not surprised they are so shocked. I’ve avoided commitment like the plague ever since Olivia died, choosing to indulge in occasional hook ups instead. And now, here I am falling for a woman half my age, who also happens to be my daughter’s best friend.

If one of my friends had done this, I’d be looking at them like they were crazy, too.

“Look, I can’t explain how she makes me feel. But she’s different. Life has been tough since I lost Olivia, and Amelia actually makes me happy.”

Oliver and Elijah exchange a look and something silent seems to pass between them.

“I guess we can’t judge you for it,” Oliver says. “I knew Grace was meant to be mine from the moment I saw her, and nothing would have stopped me. Not even a complicated situation like that.”

“Yeah,” Elijah agrees. “Sometimes there is no fighting what the heart wants. It just sets its sights on someone, and all we can do is follow it.”

I feel a warmth inside me at the words from my friends. They aren’t just my best friends and business partners, but they’re my closest confidants.

“And for what it’s worth,” Selena adds. “I think it’s adorable that you have finally found someone that makes you smile.”

I look between my friends, giving them a nod to thank them, but before I can say anything in reply, my attention is drawn to a familiar figure coming down the stairs to the main part of the club.

My jaw drops as I take in Amelia standing in the doorway, the sexy little red dress that she’s wearing making her look so stunningly beautiful that she takes my breath away. She hasn’t spotted me yet, but I can’t keep my eyes off of her as she looks around, nibbling nervously on her lower lip.

I can tell the instant she notices me because her face lights up with a smile.

“I hope you’re all ready to meet her,” I say. “Because she’s here.”

And without another word, I push my chair back from the table and stand up to greet my girl.


Chapter Thirteen


Amelia:

The club is crowded tonight, with so many people standing around the edge of the main floor, drinking and mingling. The lights are lower than I’ve seen them before and there is different music playing from when I was last here, the beat slower and more seductive, setting an entirely different mood to before.

I glance around the large room, hoping to catch a glimpse of Charlie. It takes me a minute or two to spot him in the crowd, but when I do, I feel something light me up from the inside.

God, I’ve missed him the last couple of days. It makes me worry that my plan to get over him once I’m back at college and there is some distance between us might not work as well as I’d hoped.

Charlie stands up from his chair, and I keep my eyes on him as I move through the crowd so I don’t lose him. He’s at a table with several other people, and the idea that he might be about to introduce me to his friends has butterflies flitting around inside my stomach. I slide my hands down the front of my dress, suddenly feeling self-conscious about the way I look. Red isn’t usually my color. Or, at least, I usually like to blend into the background. But it seems Charlie wants me to stand out with this new dress he brought for me.

I finally reach Charlie’s table, and he scoops me up in his arms, bringing his lips to mine and kissing me with a possessive, needy hunger that sends tingles over my entire body. In the back of my mind, I’m aware of all his friends watching, but his mouth on mine is so intoxicating that I can’t bring myself to care. The kiss only lasts a few seconds, but it’s enough to leave my mind fuzzy, and I just stare up at him dumbly as he settles me back down on my feet.

“Hi, kitten,” he says, a slow grin spreading across his face.

“Hi, Sir,” I answer a little breathlessly, certain my cheeks must be a similar shade of red to my dress.

I turn and look at his friends, who are all staring at me with curiosity. There are three other guys altogether, all of them about the same age as Charlie, if I had to guess. And two of the men have got pretty young women sitting in their laps. The brunette woman is obviously pregnant, and her man can’t seem to stop touching her swollen belly.

My eyes are fixated on that motion for a long moment as a longing rushes through me. Charlie has been talking a lot about wanting to get me pregnant, and while the things he’s said has always excited me in a way I’d never expected, seeing this couple’s obvious joy about their own baby on the way fills my chest with warmth.

There is a part of me that wants that so badly, even though I know I shouldn’t.

Charlie puts a hand at the small of my back, and the sensation is so familiar and comforting, my heart skips a beat in response.

“Everyone, I’d like you to meet Amelia,” he says, and it’s impossible to miss the pride in his voice. I glance down at the floor, suddenly feeling shy. I’m not sure I’m worthy of such obvious adoration from a man like him, who is sexy, kind and successful.

“Amelia, these guys are my friends and co-owners of Surrender. This is Oliver, Elijah and Alexander,” he continues, pointing to each man in turn. I try to make a mental note of all their names, but I’m almost certain I will have forgotten them again by the end of the evening. “And this is Grace and Selena. They are the lucky ladies who captured the hearts of two of my friends.”

There is a chorus of hellos, and I give each of them a little wave in turn.

“Hi, Amelia!” Selena says, getting up from Elijah’s lap as quickly as her bump will allow. “I’m so happy to meet you.”

She pulls me into a hug, which surprises me, but I hug her back gently, having to lean slightly to make room for her belly between us.

“It’s great to meet you, too, Selena,” I say, smiling at her as we both pull back from the hug.

To my surprise, Selena looks to be about the same age as I am, and so does Grace. I’m starting to think this group of men has a thing for younger women.

Charlie lowers himself back into his chair and tugs me into his lap.

“I’ve missed you so damn much,” he murmurs in my ear, while wrapping his arms tight around my waist.

“I’ve missed you too,” I whisper back, resting my head on his shoulder and nuzzling my face into the crook of his neck. I inhale deeply, breathing in his familiar, delicious masculine scent, which sends a rush of desire straight to my core.

It’s crazy how much I’ve missed him. Being back in his lap feels like coming home.

It’s where I belong.

The thought makes me smile, and I lift my head to kiss his jaw softly before settling back into his arms again.

He chuckles, the sound low and rumbly, making my heart beat faster. “My beautiful little kitten. Have I ever told you how perfect you are?”

My breath hitches at the words he whispers to me. I feel my cheeks heat with a blush. “Not perfect, but I do like being yours.”

He growls at my response and tightens his hold on me. “Good. Because you are mine, Amelia. I hope you know that. I don’t intend on letting you go, and if you run back to college in a week and try to tell yourself you can forget all about me, that’s not going to happen.”

The intensity of his words scares me. Not in a bad way, but in a way that makes me feel vulnerable and out of control.

“You make me want things I shouldn’t,” I murmur into his ear, and then kiss the side of his neck gently, just because I can’t resist the temptation of him being so close to me.

His hands stroke along the tops of my thighs, making my breathing quicken as I lean against his chest, enjoying being close to him. Everyone else around the table has gone back to talking to each other, leaving Charlie and I free to enjoy each other’s company after a few days apart, and I’m grateful for that.

“Why shouldn’t you want this?” he asks, before brushing his lips against my forehead.

“Because of Madison,” I say, tilting my head so I can look up into his hazel eyes.

“And I’ve told you I will take care of her, kitten. I’d tell her tomorrow if I could, and then we would be free to be together.”

The conviction in his tone warms my heart and sends tingles down my spine at the same time. He makes it sound so simple and easy.

“What if she hates me because if it?” I whisper against the side of his neck as I snuggle in close to him once more. “I don’t want to come between the two of you. And she’s the only real friend I’ve got.”

His arms tighten around my waist. “You’re worried about that?”

“Of course I am. You’re her father. And I don’t want her to hate me.”

“Oh, my beautiful kitten. If she finds out that you are the one who has made me feel truly happy for the first time in years, then she will understand.”

“How can you be so sure?” I ask. I’m desperate to believe his words are true, but I just don’t know what my best friend’s reaction will be.

“Because she’s an amazing woman, just like her mother was. She will want me to be happy, even if it takes her a little while to get used to the idea,” he says.

His words reassure me a little. I have to trust that he knows Madison well enough to be sure of her reaction to this.

I tilt my head up and meet Charlie’s lips with a soft kiss. He growls softly and reaches up to take hold of my long hair in a gentle fist. I can feel his arousal through his pants, and my whole body aches for more of his touch. I want to be taken out of my head and wrapped up in him, so all I have to focus on is the feel of our bodies joined together.

Someone at the table clears their throat loudly, and then everyone starts laughing, reminding me we aren’t alone.

Charlie ends the kiss slowly, his hazel eyes blazing with an intensity that takes my breath away.

“Later, kitten. We will continue this later, okay?” he murmurs, stroking my cheek with his thumb. I lean into his touch and close my eyes for a second, my lips twitching into a small smile.

“Okay,” I whisper, before turning to face his friends again.

The way they are all grinning at us forces a giggle from my lips. “Sorry,” I say, feeling my face start to burn. “I haven’t seen him for a few days and I’ve missed him.”

Grace flashes me a knowing grin. “I know what it’s like, sweetie. If I have to go more than an hour without being close to Oliver, I start going crazy.”

She gazes at her man and the look of pure love in her eyes takes my breath away. The love these people have for each other is so evident. I can see it written in their features and it’s a beautiful thing to witness.

“Oh yeah?” Charlie asks. “You have that kind of relationship too? I’ve hated being apart from Amelia for so long. I’ve got no idea what I’m going to do when she has to go back to college.”

He rubs the side of my arm slowly, his touch sending little waves of desire over my entire body. I wriggle in his lap, feeling myself getting turned on by his attention and his desire for me. He lets out a growl. “Keep wriggling like that, kitten, and I’ll have to drag you away somewhere private and do all kinds of wicked things to you.”

His voice is loud enough that everyone around the table can hear, and even though there is a part of me that wants the ground to open up and swallow me whole, there is another part of me that begins tingling at the mere mention of what he wants to do to me.

That part of me has a one track mind, and it just wants Charlie. All the time.

“Don’t just tease the poor girl like that,” Alex says with a grin on his face. “If you say you’re going to do something, you really should follow through with it.”

I let out a giggle and look up at Charlie, who also seems amused by Alex’s comment.

“You’re right,” he says with a nod of his head. “I’d hate to get a reputation for not following through on my promises.”

He presses another kiss to my forehead. “Let’s go, kitten. It’s been far too long since I last heard you scream my name.”

I whimper and squirm in his lap, then he’s lifting me up in his strong arms. I wrap my arms and legs around him, grateful for the loose, flowing skirt of this dress that lets me get away with such a movement, and he carries me away from his friends, towards a door that leads away from the main area of the club.


Chapter Fourteen


Charlie:

Amelia is clinging to me, and I can’t hold back the possessive growl that escapes my lips at having her in my arms again after days apart. I never want to let her go. I want her in my bed with me every night so I can spend each day waking up beside her, kissing her soft skin and burying my cock inside her as often as possible.

“Charlie, I...” She whispers my name, trailing off into silence.

I carry her into a quiet room away from the club, one that’s a little more intimate, with a plush velvet couch along one wall and all sorts of bondage equipment set up, along with a bed. I intend to try most of this out with my girl over the course of the night. I set her down on the couch and then crouch down in front of her so we are eye-level.

“Tell me, Amelia,” I say, reaching out to tuck some hair behind her ear before resting my palm against her cheek and feeling her lean into my touch. “What’s wrong?”

She shakes her head. “Nothing is wrong. I just... I need you, Sir. I’ve been in my head so much the last few days, wondering if what we are doing is right, and I don’t want that right now. I don’t want to think, Charlie. I just want you.”

My heart cracks a little at the fact my girl still seems to have her doubts about us, but I suppose it’s understandable. She just doesn’t want to hurt Madison. I don’t either. But I have no doubt in my mind that I need Amelia in my life. I’ll find a way to make it all okay, but there is no way I can live without her now I’ve found her.

I take hold of Amelia’s hand and tug her up to her feet, pulling her in close against my body.

“Don’t worry, kitten. Once you’re tied to the bed with my mouth on your sweet little pussy, it will be impossible to think of anything but me. And how good I make you feel.”

As I’d hoped, my words cause a moan to escape her, and my dick pulses in response. I’m already so damn hard, but tonight isn’t going to be a quick fuck. I’m going to spend the whole night exploring every inch of her beautiful body and working out all the ways to make her scream with pleasure repeatedly.

By the end of the night, she’ll have no doubt that she’s mine.

“Good,” she says with a shy little smile on her face. “Because I want you, Sir. I need you. I feel so empty when you aren’t inside me.”

My heart skips a beat at the soft desperation in her voice.

I want her too. More than anything.

I don’t bother to reply, just dip my head down to claim her lips with mine, kissing her deeply, our tongues tangling together. I grab a fistful of her long, blonde hair in one hand, using my other to reach around her and take hold of her perfect, curvy ass, and I squeeze tightly, making her groan into my mouth.

My cock aches for her, but I need to get her out of her head and make her scream for me before I’ll allow myself the pleasure of filling her. She whimpers as I pull back from our kiss and begin walking her backwards until we reach the bed. Without me even having to say a word, she unzips her dress and slides the straps down over her shoulders, letting the fabric fall to the floor around her feet.

Now she’s wearing nothing but a matching set of white lace bra and panties, and she’s fucking mouth-watering. My dick is painfully hard as it throbs against the material of my pants, but I try to forget about it for now. First, I’m going to focus on giving my kitten everything she needs.

She lays down, spreading her legs wide to give me a beautiful view of her pussy through the thin lace. I can see the fabric is already wet, and a low growl escapes me.

She is perfection. And she is mine.

“Lay down with your head on the pillow, kitten, then spread out your arms and legs,” I tell her, my voice coming out husky as my mind conjures up images of all the things I’m going to do to her once she’s tied up and at my mercy. “You won’t be going anywhere for the rest of the night.”

A whimper escapes her lips, and then she’s following my instructions and settling on the bed with her limbs spread wide for me. She looks up at me with so much desire in her pretty blue eyes, and I feel myself twitching with need, but I force myself to stay still, taking a deep breath.

This isn’t about me. This is about making my little kitten feel like the beautiful, sexy woman she is.

I grab a handful of rope and set to work binding her ankles and then her wrists to the four bedposts, keeping my eyes focused on the task in front of me, until she is secure. The whole time I’m tying her down, she wriggles against the sheets, panting softly and letting out little moans.

Once I’m finished, I begin pulling off my clothes, keeping my gaze locked on Amelia’s face the whole time. The way she stares at my body makes my chest puff with pride. The thought that I have this beautiful girl all to myself and that she seems to love my body just as much as I love hers is a fucking dream come true.

“Please, Sir,” she whimpers when my boxers hit the floor and I’m fully naked. “Please don’t make me wait any longer. I’m going crazy here.”

I grin down at my girl, then climb onto the bed, settling on top of her. She wriggles even more beneath me, and she pushes her wet little pussy against the hard muscle of my thigh.

“Such a needy kitten,” I murmur, as I drop my head and begin nipping at the side of her neck. “Does your pussy need some attention?”

I slide a hand down between her legs, teasing my finger along her entrance through the lace. The material of her panties is soaked with her juices, and my dick throbs, eager to push deep into her tight pussy.

But not yet. Not yet.

“Please. Oh god, please, Sir. Make me come,” she says, panting softly, as she grinds herself against my finger. “Please, I’m going out of my mind.”

Her breathless little moans are like a direct line to my dick, making my whole body ache with desire, and I have to fight to hold back.

“Isn’t that what you wanted though, kitten?” I say, looking down at her with a grin. “To be out of your mind?”

Amelia lets out a frustrated groan and doubles her efforts, writhing desperately beneath me in her attempt to grind herself harder against my fingers. Fuck, if she doesn’t stop, she’s going to have me coming before I even get inside her. Each movement has her body rubbing up against my hard dick, and my self control is about to snap.

I take my finger away and move to sit between her outstretched legs, and her sounds of frustration grow even louder.

“You won’t have to wait too much longer, kitten,” I reassure her. “But, damn, I messed up. I should have taken your pretty panties off before tying you up. I hope you’re not attached to this pair.”

Before she can answer, I grip the thin fabric with one hand and yank hard, ripping the lace away from her.

“Sir!” she says in an exasperated voice, before a giggle escapes her lips. “They were my nicest pair!”

I laugh. “Don’t worry, kitten. I’ll buy you plenty more to replace them soon. And right now, I’ll find another way to make it up to you.”

I grin at her then lean forwards, dipping my head between her spread thighs so my tongue can stroke against her swollen, wet folds. Her hips jerk up in response, and I place a hand on her belly to hold her down.

“Oh god,” she moans.

Her skin tastes amazing, and I love how wet she gets for me, her juices already coating my chin as I begin licking and sucking at her folds. The scent of her arousal makes me desperate for her, and I thrust my hips against the mattress in search of any friction that will give my aching dick a little relief.

When my tongue makes contact with her little clit, I moan softly against her skin and suck it into my mouth. Her back arches as best as it can, and she lets out a strangled scream as she grinds against me.

“Fuck,” she moans. “Don’t stop, Sir. Please.”

I growl and lap up all of her wetness, savoring the taste of her, then suck hard on her clit. She screams out my name and I have to use my free hand to pin her hips to the mattress again to stop her from wriggling as the orgasm rolls through her.

I don’t let up, licking and sucking at her clit through her climax, until her hips are twitching as if she can’t decide whether she wants more or whether it’s too much for her to handle.

My dick aches with the need to claim her, to thrust deep into her and find my own release, and I finally have to give in.

I sit up and move forwards, pushing the tip of my dick up against her still quivering entrance. Her wet pussy welcomes me in and I let out a groan as I slide home into her tight warmth. I slide an arm underneath her ass and tilt her hips just enough that I can push even deeper inside her until every hard inch of me is buried inside the wet heat of her body.

Fuck. I’d spend the rest of my life between her thighs if I could.

“Tell me who you belong to, kitten,” I growl, holding myself motionless inside her.

I need to hear it. I need to know she understands that she is so fucking completely mine.

“You,” she says without hesitation. “I belong to you, Charlie.”

The way she says my name in such a needy little whimper makes me feel ten feet tall.

“That’s right,” I murmur. “And you’re going to scream my name when I make you come on my dick, aren’t you, kitten? Scream loud so everyone can hear you.”

She moans as I pull back slowly, almost all the way out, before slamming my cock back inside her. I do it again and again, watching as her full tits bounce each time I fill her again. I increase the pace, the room filling with the sound of our heavy panting breaths and her soft moans.

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpers as I move even faster.

“Say it. Tell me you’re mine. I need to hear you say it.”

“I’m yours, Sir,” she replies, and my heart beats harder in my chest, filling me with such happiness and joy at her words. “Only yours.”

Her pussy begins fluttering around me, and I know she’s close again. She’s gripping me so fucking tight that I know all it will take to make me come is to feel her clenching around me with her own orgasm.

I drop my head and suck her nipple into my mouth, scraping it lightly between my teeth before biting down hard enough to leave teeth marks. The sound of her moans and whimpers fill my ears as I pound into her over and over, our bodies covered in sweat.

My dick aches for release as I move faster and faster, thrusting in and out as her tight walls quiver around my cock. The need to claim her with my seed brings out something primal in me, and I snarl with desire as I pull almost all the way out again, only to slam my dick back into her.

Amelia cries out, and I feel her entire body tighten as her pussy grips me like a vice. She screams my name so fucking loud as she comes, and I finally let myself go.

The orgasm rips through my body and I thrust hard once more, then spill inside her with a guttural roar.

My release fills her to overflowing, but I continue moving until we’re both spent and the last ripples of our shared orgasm have faded. I collapse on top of her and just lay there panting as the world slowly stops spinning, and my mind clears.

“You’re mine, Amelia,” I murmur against her ear before pressing a kiss against the soft skin of her neck.

Her hands clench in her bonds and she nods her head, whispering the words I most want to hear from her right now. “Yes. Yes, Charlie. I’m yours.”

“Forever,” I say. “I’m never letting you go, kitten.”

A shiver moves through her, and she lets out a happy sigh.

For now, I’ve managed to silence the demons in her head that feed her doubts. But I’ve still got the rest of tonight, and by the time I’m finished with her, they will be gone for good.


Chapter Fifteen


Amelia:

When I open my eyes, it takes me a moment to figure out where I am.

Surrender.

We’re still in the private room at the club. My entire body aches in protest as I stretch. As to be expected from Charlie, he got caught up in his desire to claim me last night. But I don’t mind. There is something about his insistence that I wear his marks on my skin that’s strangely arousing.

He spent almost the whole night fucking me, kissing and biting me all over, and he even took me over his knee for a spanking. But he made sure I knew it wasn’t because I had done something wrong. It wasn’t a punishment. He just loved watching the way his red handprints appeared on my skin, and the way I writhed and moaned with pleasure.

It was one of the most sensual experiences of my life, and it felt good. So, so good. I couldn’t get enough of it.

Charlie is still asleep, curled up against my back with one heavy arm draped across my waist. The heat of his body surrounds me, warming my very soul and filling me with a happiness I never knew was possible.

He holds me even in sleep, keeping me close like he doesn’t want to risk me being taken away from him. Or risk me sneaking off like the last time we spent a night together. And that is not a feeling I’m used to. I’ve never felt as if anybody cared whether I was around or not, especially as I was growing up, so being wanted in this way is not something I’ll ever take for granted.

I’m almost starting to believe things will work out once we tell Madison about us. Almost.

Charlie stirs, bringing one hand up to grip my breast possessively. Even in his sleep, he likes making sure I know that I belong to him. I wriggle back against him, enjoying the way it seems to at least wake up his cock, if not the rest of him. I feel him start to harden, his shaft pressing into my ass cheek as I continue to squirm in his arms.

“If you don’t stop wiggling,” he murmurs against the back of my neck, his voice slurred with sleep, “I might have to tie you to the bed again. And I’m sure you don’t want that.”

I let out a giggle, even as his words cause an ache to appear between my thighs. An ache that has nothing to do with how many times he used me last night. It’s a pleasant warmth that sends tingles radiating outwards from my core.

“That does sound terrible, Charlie. I don’t know what I’d do if that happened.”

I move my hips one last time, grinding my ass against his now fully erect cock, and he chuckles. The sound is a low rumble that vibrates through his chest, and he tightens his hold on me.

“I think your only option would be to lie there and take whatever I want to give you if you were tied to the bed. Don’t you, kitten?”

I capture my lower lip between my teeth, trying to muffle the little whimper that wants to escape. If Charlie knows how much I love being completely at his mercy, I might find myself tied to his bed a lot more.

Not that it would be a bad thing. But I do have other plans for our morning.

I shift in his arms, turning around to face him. His hazel eyes are barely even half open, and he gives me a sleepy smile. Damn, who knew someone could look this good first thing in the morning? I just have to hope I haven’t woken up looking like some kind of monster.

“Sir,” I say, trying to make my voice sound as soft and sultry as possible, although I’m not sure how well I succeed. It’s not something I have a lot of practice with. “I’m hungry. Please, can I have breakfast?”

I flutter my lashes at him and smile softly, but he still misses the meaning of my words.

“Of course, kitten,” he says, releasing his hold on me and pulling away. “We’ll take a shower, then I’ll find us something to eat.”

Before he can get too far away, I place both hands on his chest and roll him onto his back, before throwing one leg over his hips to straddle him.

“That wasn’t what I meant, Sir,” I say with a soft laugh, before leaning down to brush my lips against his.

“Then why don’t you tell me what you did mean,” he says as he kisses me back tenderly.

I smile down at him. “I’d prefer to show you instead.”

I wriggle a little lower down his body, pressing my lips to the warm skin of his chest as I move, then lower still so my mouth is level with his hips. Charlie props himself up on his elbows to look down at me as I run my tongue along his hard shaft. He lets out a soft groan of pleasure that makes me grin with satisfaction.

Despite the number of times he’s fucked me, I still haven’t had a chance to pleasure him like this, and I’m determined to find out what he tastes like. I wrap a hand around his base, and bring the tip of him towards my mouth, then press my lips to the head. He growls with pleasure and thrusts his hips upwards.

I glance up at his face as I begin licking around the tip, and I love what I see. The dark look in his eyes, and the way his jaw clenches. He wants me as much as I want him. It gives me the confidence to open my lips and suck the smooth head into my mouth, taking him deeper.

I can only fit half his cock between my lips at first, but he doesn’t seem to care. His eyes are almost rolled back in his head in ecstasy.

“Fuck,” he moans, his whole body trembling as he drops back onto the bed and buries a hand in my hair.

He doesn’t grip tight or try to move me, but his hold on my hair makes me feel claimed. He guides me gently with his hands, and I begin bobbing up and down as far as I can.

“God, your mouth feels so fucking good, kitten,” he groans, sounding almost pained. “I can’t believe this is your first time sucking cock.”

His praise makes me moan and double my efforts, stroking what I can’t fit in my mouth with one hand, while I caress his balls with my other. Each movement, each stroke and caress, draws out another low growl from the depths of his throat and the sounds fill me with desire.

Knowing that I’m pleasing him is an intoxicating feeling, and I love being the one to make him lose his mind, to reduce this usually self-controlled man to nothing more than a puddle of lust and need.

“Fuck,” he growls as I increase the speed of my hand on his cock, pumping his length as I move my head up and down in rhythm with the movement. “Amelia, if you don’t want to swallow my cum, then you’re going to have to stop.”

His voice is deep and strained, and his words just make me more desperate to please him, to make him feel even a tenth of the pleasure that he has given me during the time I’ve known him. I can feel the need between my thighs growing more insistent with each moan that escapes his lips, but I don’t stop or slow my movements.

His cock begins to jerk, and the hand he has tangled in my hair tightens as he groans. A moment later his hot release spurts into my mouth. The salty, musky taste of him makes me moan as I swallow every drop that I can.

It takes a few seconds for the pleasure to pass and for him to collapse onto his back once more. His chest rises and falls rapidly as he pants for breath and stares up at the ceiling, as if trying to regain control of himself.

“Amelia,” he groans. “I knew you’d be able to work magic with that pretty little mouth of yours, but even I’m surprised how fucking amazing that felt.”

Charlie tightens his grip on my hair and tugs, pulling me up his body until we’re face to face. When he lifts his head to bring his lips to mine, I pull back as much as his hold on me will allow.

His brow wrinkles in confusion as he looks into my eyes.

“Sir,” I whisper, “I should brush my teeth before you kiss me. I probably taste of... of you.” My face flushes as I try to get my point across without being crude about it.

“You think I wouldn’t want to kiss you after I just came in your mouth, kitten?” he asks, the corners of his lips tugging up into an amused expression.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Well, you are wrong.”

He uses his hand in my hair to pull my face down towards his, our mouths colliding with so much need and desperation that it’s almost as if we hadn’t seen each other in years rather than the few hours we were asleep.

Charlie doesn’t even let up for a second as he rolls us over so I’m under him, pinned to the bed, before he claims me in another bruising kiss. It’s hot and demanding, his tongue teasing at my lips before delving inside my mouth, licking along the seam of my lips, before finding its way further into my mouth.

It feels as if he wants to own my very soul with the intensity of his kiss, and I find myself wanting to surrender everything to him. It feels good to belong to him, to let go of my doubts and give in to whatever he wants of me. I’ve never had somebody want to take care of me the way he does.

When the need to breathe forces our mouths apart, he presses his forehead to mine.

“I thought I already knew all the reasons why I to want to fall asleep with you in my arms every night, but you’ve just given me another one. I’d happily start every day that way if I could.”

“But I’ll be going back to college soon, Charlie. And I share a room with your daughter. That’s going to make us spending every night together... problematic.”

Just the thought of it makes me sad. The last few days apart from him have been difficult, to say the least, but soon, he’ll be even further away.

Charlie places a tender kiss on the tip of my nose. “We’ll see how it goes, kitten. We’ll have weekends and other breaks together. And if it gets too difficult, I’ll just have to rent a place near campus and you can move in with me.”

I giggle, wondering if he’s just saying that to make me feel better or if he really means it.

“But what about your work, Sir,” I ask. “Wouldn’t you need to stay here for that?”

He shrugs. “I’d figure out ways to work remotely,” he says, as if he’s not even worried about problems like that.

Surely he must be joking. Nobody would make such huge changes in their life just for one person. And especially not for me.

The thought that he would even want to do something like that for me is enough to bring tears to my eyes, but I’m still worried about the damage our relationship might cause to Madison. The last thing I’d ever want to do is hurt her, yet I’ve fallen in too deep with her father, and I’m not sure I can be without him anymore, either.

I hate the fact that I might have to choose between my best friend and the man I’ve fallen in love with. It just doesn’t seem fair. But I know I’ll walk away before ever coming between the two of them.

I guess I just have to hope Madison will take the news about us well, even if that does feel unlikely.

I wrap my arms around his neck and snuggle into the warmth of his body. I’ve still got a few days left with Charlie before I have to leave for college again, and I’m going to make the most of them.

I have to. Because I’m not sure what the future is going to hold for us.


Chapter Sixteen


Charlie:

“Are you sure you don’t mind Amelia coming over for our last night at home?” Madison asks me. “I just thought it would be nice for us all to watch a movie together or something.”

“Of course I don’t mind,” I answer quickly, before realizing I probably sound too eager. But I don’t mind at all. I’m grateful to be able to see Amelia one last time before she goes back to college tomorrow, even if we will have to be on our best behavior. “She’s your best friend. She’s welcome here any time.”

I wince inwardly at the words. I fucking hate feeling like I’m lying to my daughter, but Amelia still isn’t ready to tell her yet. And seeing as they are both heading back to campus tomorrow, it would be a bad time to tell her, in case it causes trouble between them. They are roommates too, and I don’t want to make things awkward for either of them.

“Thanks, Dad,” Madison says, jumping up from the couch and coming over to give me a hug. “You’re the best.”

Those words hammer the guilt home a little more, but I try to push it aside as I hold her tightly. As focused as I’ve been on Amelia the last couple of weeks, I’m going to miss Madison when she’s gone, too. This big house is far too quiet without her, and she always manages to make the place feel brighter.

Plus, once she’s gone, I’m going to have to get back to the day job, and I’ve been enjoying my time off with my two favorite young women for two weeks. It’s going to be hard to get back into the swing of things.

“So long as you two don’t pick a rom-com tonight, I’ll be happy,” I say teasingly, grinning at her as she pulls back from the hug.

Madison laughs. “As if we would do that, Dad. I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

The sarcasm drips from her words, and I can’t help laughing, too. She knows damn well how much I hate that sappy stuff, but it’s probably her favorite genre. It’s only fair she gets to pick what we watch on our last movie night before she goes, too. I might even try and tolerate a couple of romantic movies. Whatever it takes to make them happy.

“I’m gonna go make some snacks for us all for tonight,” she says. “I was thinking about baking some brownies. What do you think?”

“Definitely,” I say with a firm nod of my head. “You make the best brownies I’ve ever tasted. So you should probably make double and leave the rest for me. That way, I’ll have some comfort food tomorrow when you’re gone.”

Madison’s nose wrinkles as she grins, and she turns and walks through to the kitchen. I wait until the door is closed behind her to let out a sigh of relief.

Tonight is going to be hard, not being able to hold Amelia the way I need to. But it’s better than not seeing her at all.

While Madison is busy in the kitchen, I keep myself busy tidying up, and then taking a shower, but the time seems to drag by. Every second seems like a lifetime, but I can’t just sit there staring at the clock, willing time to move faster. It won’t help, and it will only make me more irritable and on edge.

Finally, I hear a knock at the front door while I’m still in my bedroom, drying myself off. My dick instantly hardens, as if it’s got a mind of its own and knows Amelia is downstairs now.

“Down, boy,” I grumble. “There will be none of that tonight. We’ve got to be well behaved when Madison is around.”

I speed up and get dressed in record time. By the time I’m walking through to the living room, the whole place smells delicious, and my stomach rumbles.

Amelia is sitting in the middle of the sofa when I enter the room, and she smiles shyly up at me when our eyes meet. She’s wearing a short skirt and a t-shirt, and I find myself wondering how easy it would be to sneak her up to my room.

So much for trying to be on my best behavior.

I clear my throat. “Hi,” I say. “It’s good to see you again, Amelia. Are you all packed and ready to head back to college tomorrow?”

I already know she is, seeing as I’ve been texting her all day. Enough that Madison has been teasing me about being so attached to my phone. But I need to make small talk now so my daughter doesn’t realize I know about everything Amelia’s been doing today.

“Yeah, I think I have everything ready to go,” Amelia replies with a smile.

Madison disappears into the kitchen for a moment and then returns carrying a tray piled high with brownies. Amelia’s eyes light up when she sees them, and I can’t help but grin. My kitten has a sweet tooth, just like I do.

I lower myself onto the couch opposite where Amelia and Madison are sitting, and grab the remote, opening up the app on my smart TV to browse the different movies on offer.

“Let us choose, Dad,” Madison says, reaching over to grab the remote.

I laugh and roll my eyes, watching the pair of them as they scroll through the options. Although it’s Amelia that I can’t stop looking at. God, I’m going to miss her after tonight. Her smile just lights up the fucking room, and every time I hear her laugh, it fills me with happiness. I didn’t even know it was possible to fall so hard for someone in so little time, but I know for certain that she’s the only woman I want in my life from now on.

They pick a romantic comedy that I’m fairly sure I’ve watched with Madison before, but I don’t have the heart to complain. Instead, I try to make myself comfortable and ignore the ache in my dick that refuses to go away. I cross my legs, hoping to hide the fact that I always seem to be hard these days whenever I’m around Amelia.

Once the movie starts, the girls snuggle up together, and I find myself watching Amelia. She’s engrossed in the film, but glances over at me occasionally, offering me a shy smile which makes my heart soar every time. Madison, on the other hand, seems completely oblivious to the fact that her father is far more focused on her friend than on the TV screen.

Every so often, the pair of them whisper to one another and giggle, making it almost impossible for me to keep my eyes off Amelia. I want to know what they’re laughing about so badly that I could scream.

But about halfway through the movie, I can see Amelia is starting to grow tired. Her eyelids are drooping, and she seems to be fighting a losing battle. The temptation to carry her upstairs to my bed is growing with every moment, but I can’t exactly do that when Madison is sitting right there.

Amelia’s eyes begin to close and she drifts off, her head falling onto Madison’s shoulder. My daughter looks down at her, and rolls her eyes, before looking across to me.

“She always does this whenever we watch a movie together,” she says to me in a stage whisper. “I don’t even know why we bother.”

I laugh softly, trying not to be too loud. “I can’t blame her. It is a pretty boring movie.”

She grins and pokes her tongue out at me. “Well, if you weren’t so old and heartless, maybe you could appreciate the beauty of being young and falling in love.”

I grin right back at her. We always tease each other like this, and it feels good. I don’t know what I’m going to do when she’s not around. But it will be even worse this time because I’ll be missing Amelia, too.

“I might be old,” I say, “but I’m not heartless. I just don’t like romantic movies.”

Madison chuckles. “Well, this one is great, but I’ve seen it like a million times, so I think I’m gonna follow Amelia’s example and get some sleep. I guess I’ll find a blanket for her and she can sleep there tonight.”

She moves slowly away from Amelia, guiding her head down to the couch cushion so she’s laid on her side. Then she comes over to me to give me a hug.

“Don’t worry about it,” I tell her. “You go to bed. I’ll sort something out for Amelia, okay?”

“Okay, Dad,” she says, stifling a yawn. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

Madison heads up the stairs to bed, but I don’t move yet. I wait, watching Amelia sleep while listening to Madison moving around upstairs and getting ready for bed. And even when things go quiet up there, I wait a little longer.

When I am certain my daughter must be asleep, I stand and walk over to the other couch, carefully lifting Amelia into my arms and holding her against my chest. She stirs and nuzzles her face into the crook of my neck, before her breathing returns to the slow and steady pace that lets me know she’s asleep.

Moving slowly, I carry her up the stairs, listening out for any sounds that might indicate Madison is still awake. But it’s silent up here. So I walk towards my bedroom with Amelia still in my arms and gently nudge the door open, using my foot to close it behind me once we are both inside.

I lay Amelia on my bed, then go back and lock the bedroom door before returning to her. I pull back the bed covers, lifting her up into my arms again and laying her back down in the bed. I tuck the covers in around her before walking around to the other side of the bed, kicking off my shoes and slipping beneath the covers with her.

With a happy sigh, I pull her closer, watching her face as she sleeps deeply. A lock of her blonde hair has fallen over her face, and I brush it away, then place a gentle kiss on her forehead. I breathe in her sweet scent and try to fight the desire I’m feeling for her.

“Goodnight, kitten,” I whisper to her. “I love you.”

I take a deep breath. While I’ve known I loved her from the moment I saw her, it’s the first time I’ve said it. And the words feel good.

I feel whole now, like the pieces of my broken heart that I’d thought I would never be able to find have found their way home. And the person who helped to mend them is sleeping beside me in my bed. I don’t know what I’m going to do without her by my side over the next few weeks, but I do know it’s going to be tough.

I’ll be counting the days until I can have her in my arms again.

I hold her tightly, watching over her while trying to push away the thoughts of how hard it’s going to be once she’s gone.

At least I have tonight with her and I’m going to stay awake to enjoy it for as long as I can.


Chapter Seventeen


Amelia:

“Wake up, Amelia,” says a voice that sounds like it’s coming from a million miles away.

I follow it, though. Letting it pull me towards wakefulness until all I’m aware of is the hot, hard body pressed up against mine, and the strong arms wrapped around me.

A small smile tugs at the corners of my lips, and I nuzzle into Charlie, inhaling deeply and letting his masculine scent wash over me. My eyes open a fraction, but all I’m met with is a wall of chest and a large hand pressed against my back.

The last thing I remember from last night was watching a movie while cuddling up with Madison, while Charlie sat opposite us. Damn it, I must have fallen asleep in front of the TV again.

“What time is it?” I whisper, my voice coming out croaky.

Charlie chuckles and brushes his lips against my forehead. “It’s almost six. I figured we still have an hour or so before Madison wakes up, so I thought we could enjoy that time in peace.”

I pull back a little, tilting my head so I can see his face. He’s grinning wickedly at me, and a rush of heat spreads through my body.

“And what would you suggest we do to kill that time?” I ask him, my own grin spreading across my lips.

In response, he tightens his arms around me, his hands sliding lower until they cup my ass through my skirt. It only just dawns on me that we’re both still fully clothed, and my fingers move instinctively to the buttons on his shirt, popping them open one at a time while he caresses my ass.

By the time I’m done, he’s moved his hands from my ass up to the hem of my t-shirt, and is sliding his fingers beneath it. The feeling of his callused fingertips against my bare skin causes me to shiver.

“I think you know exactly what we should be doing,” he says, his voice low and rough with desire.

I meet his heated gaze, my heart skipping a beat. I know exactly what I want, and that’s feeling Charlie deep inside me before we’re apart for so long. I’ve never ached for someone this badly. Even now, the need in his eyes has my body humming.

My tongue darts out, moistening my dry lips as I slide my hands over his bare chest, loving the way his muscles tighten and flex beneath my fingers.

“Maybe,” I reply, leaning forward to press a trail of gentle kisses over his skin.

A soft moan escapes Charlie’s lips, and I’m sure it’s the sexiest sound I’ve ever heard. My hands move lower, grazing his waistline before popping open his fly. His cock strains against his pants, and I cup my palm over him, my tongue teasing his nipples as I massage the head of his cock through his pants.

Charlie lets out a soft growl as he lifts the hem of my skirt. I don’t stop my caresses as his hands slide along my thigh. His fingers find their way beneath my skirt, and his breath hitches in his throat as he reaches my core.

“Fuck, kitten, you’re soaked already,” he murmurs.

I nod. I have no shame when it comes to Charlie, and he already knows I get turned on at the drop of a hat around him. And I doubt he’s complaining about that.

He strokes his fingers over the material of my panties, rubbing my clit through the thin cotton and drawing another moan from me. My grip on his cock tightens as he presses two fingers against my wet pussy and rubs me slowly, building my pleasure little by little until I’m practically panting.

While I squirm shamelessly, rubbing myself against his fingers, I reach inside his pants and wrap my fingers around his cock. It’s hard and hot, throbbing in my palm as I stroke him. He seems just as worked up as I am, and his hips are rocking, thrusting himself into my hand.

“I need to be inside you, kitten,” he groans.

Charlie pulls his hand away from my center, then begins quickly pulling off his clothes until he’s naked. I watch, completely mesmerized. No matter how many times I see him like this, it still takes my breath away every single time. He’s like a statue of Adonis in the flesh, and I can’t get enough of looking at him.

But Charlie doesn’t let me ogle him for long. As soon as he’s undressed, his hands are on me, helping to tug off my clothing with frantic movements. I can’t help but moan at the look in his eyes and the way his hands shake when he pulls at my clothes. He wants me. Every little thing he does shows me that he needs me just as badly as I need him, and my body trembles in anticipation of what’s to come.

I’m not left to wait for long, either. The moment he’s tossed the last item of my clothing across the room, Charlie rolls onto his back and pulls me on top of him.

“Slide down on my cock and ride me, kitten,” he commands, his voice little more than a ragged growl. “I want to watch you, and commit every fucking moment to memory, so that when you are back at college, I can replay every second in my mind.”

My lips part and my pussy clenches. I nod, too worked up for words. Then I wrap my hand around the base of Charlie’s thick shaft and position myself over him, moving slowly while I lower myself down onto his cock. I groan as he enters me. He feels bigger in this position. Every inch of him spreads my walls wider, and I have to hold on tight to the headboard and close my eyes until he’s fully inside me.

Once my eyes are open again, I see the hunger in Charlie’s gaze, and my inner walls pulse. I lean forwards and capture his mouth with mine in a rough, almost feral kiss that seems to spark something in Charlie.

He reaches up, one hand tangling in my hair as his tongue plunders my mouth, while his other hand rests on my hip, helping to guide me as I move. He feels amazing. Each slow, deep thrust pushes me closer towards an orgasm, and I moan and whimper against Charlie’s mouth as he kisses me.

But when he pulls away from my mouth and trails kisses across my jaw and down to my throat, the pace of my movements begins to increase. My hips roll back and forth and my pace picks up as Charlie teases me with his tongue and lips.

His grip on my hair tightens, pulling at the roots just enough to cause a hint of delicious pain. My back arches as I follow Charlie’s lead, and he lifts his head from the pillow to capture one stiff nipple in his mouth. I groan loudly as his tongue flicks across the sensitive bud.

“Oh, Charlie,” I moan, moving faster against him, my hips rolling almost frantically now.

My body is moving completely on instinct as my brain seems to switch off, the sensations too much for me to handle as I hurtle towards my orgasm. Charlie’s name spills from my lips, and I beg him not to stop as I grip the headboard again and he takes my nipple between his teeth.

His body responds to every word I say. The pace of his thrusts picks up, his hips rolling in time with mine, and my back arches more sharply when I feel the tip of his cock hitting the special spot deep inside me with every long, hard thrust.

It only takes a moment longer until my climax crashes into me like a freight train. My walls spasm around his thick, throbbing shaft, and he groans loudly, the sound muffled against my breast, but I can feel the vibration all the way through to my core. I whimper as I move frantically over Charlie.

Charlie releases his grip on my hair and wraps his arms tightly around me as my orgasm subsides, holding me firmly against his body while he continues to move beneath me, his own climax not far behind. He slows his thrusts, grinding into me as he nears the edge of his orgasm and growls in pleasure. I can feel him swell and twitch inside me as his cock releases its load, and he growls my name against my throat while his nails dig into my back.

When Charlie stills and his cock finally stops pulsing, he holds me there for a moment, neither of us wanting to move. Then he rolls us so that I’m beneath him, and his cock slips free from my core. He lifts his head from where it’s pressed against the crook of my neck and kisses me before resting his forehead against mine.

I don’t know how long we lay like that, wrapped in one another’s embrace, but it doesn’t feel nearly long enough. It’s getting late, and Madison will probably be waking soon, but neither of us wants to let go of the other.

Soon, I will be back at college, and once there is some distance between us and I can think straight again, I can begin to work out whether we should continue seeing each other.

And the thought of that terrifies me, because I’m not sure I can be without him now.

I just can’t hurt my best friend, either.

“I’m going to miss you,” Charlie says, his voice choked with emotion. “Don’t be surprised if I turn up on your doorstep to visit in a couple of days’ time. I’m not sure I can go all the way to next weekend without holding you in my arms.”

My eyes well up and a single tear slips free and rolls down my cheek.

Charlie kisses the tear away.

“Don’t cry, kitten,” he says, kissing my lips gently.

But the tears still flow as he presses soft kisses on my forehead and eyelids and cheeks until I manage to compose myself once more, and I let him hold me tightly.

I don’t want to live without him. Why did I have to do something as stupid as falling in love with my best friend’s father?

I have to go, though. And it’s probably for the best if I just get it over and done with, without dragging the goodbyes out for longer than they need to be.

“I should go,” I whisper. “I don’t want Madison waking up and finding me here with you.”

A frown flitters across Charlie’s face for a second, but it quickly disappears. He nods his head and climbs off me without saying a word, then he sits on the edge of the bed, watching me with a sad look on his face as I get dressed.

When I’m ready, I want more than anything to go to him for one last kiss. One last hug. But I’m scared that if I do that, I might not ever leave.

So I walk to the bedroom door, pausing for a moment with my hand on the knob.

Three little words are bubbling up inside me, wanting to break free, but I keep them inside. Saying them would only complicate matters, and I don’t even know if he feels the same way about me.

I take a deep breath and leave, without even taking a look back at the man I love, and I feel my heart shatter in my chest.


Chapter Eighteen


Charlie:

“You look fucking miserable,” Alex says, looking at me from the other side of my desk.

We’re sitting in my office, and he’s helping me draw up some contracts for the changes I’m making to the board of directors at the finance company I own and run. I can’t deny it’s useful having a lawyer as a friend. Although I pay him well for his time. I just don’t have to endure the awful waiting time for a meeting that most of his clients have to put up with.

But I can’t concentrate on what we’re supposed to be working on. Not when Amelia is filling every little corner of my brain today.

“Yeah?” I say with a chuckle. “I can guarantee that’s nothing compared to how fucking miserable I feel.”

Alex leans back in his chair, eyeing me closely. “How many days has it been since Amelia left?”

I let out a sigh. “Only three days. But it feels like a hell of a lot longer than that.”

He laughs softly and nods. “I bet it does. How much of that time has been spent on the phone with her, though? You know you actually have to let her have time to study while she’s at college, right?”

I narrow my eyes at him. “Yeah, of course I know that,” I answer a little more sharply that I mean to. “And don’t worry. I’m giving her plenty of time to study.”

That’s not exactly true though, and with the way Alex is looking at me, I’m pretty sure he knows it, too. Fuck, if I had my way, Amelia would be here at my side every moment of every day, instead of a few hours away. Obviously, her education is important, though, and I’d never do a thing to jeopardize that.

But Alex’s words sting a little, nonetheless. I’ve tried calling Amelia a couple of times, and sent her several texts every day since she left, but she hasn’t responded to any of them. Worry claws at my gut every time I think about her, and the only thing stopping me from getting in my car and going straight to her is the knowledge that Madison would have let me know already if something had happened to Amelia. We talk daily, and the fact she hasn’t mentioned anything is out of the ordinary calms my nerves at least a little.

Not much, though. I feel like I’m going crazy sitting here wondering what is going on. But I’ve already decided I will be paying them both a surprise visit at their dorm on Saturday, so I only have a couple more days until I can see her again.

“Are you really serious about her?” he asks, and I have to fight the urge to clench my fist.

I know he means well, and he’s a good friend, but he’s getting on my fucking nerves right now.

“Of course I am,” I say through gritted teeth. “Not all of us are determined to be man whores for the rest of our lives.”

Alex looks amused by my comment, which just irritates me even more. “Being a man whore is fun,” he says with a casual shrug of his shoulder. “But I understand not everyone can see the appeal of having that much fun.”

He flashes me a grin, and I can’t help but laugh. I take a deep breath and let it all out with a heavy sigh, feeling a little of the tension leaving my body. It’s not Alex’s fault I’m being such a grumpy bastard, and I shouldn’t be taking my bad mood out on him.

“I’ve never been more serious about anyone else in my life, Alex,” I answer honestly. “Well, except Olivia, obviously. But I love Amelia. She means the world to me, and I fucking hate that she’s so far away.”

“Well, fuck,” Alex mutters, staring at me wide-eyed. “If she means that much to you, what the hell are you waiting for? Go after her. Show her you mean business.”

“Believe me,” I mutter, “it’s taking all my self-restraint not to do just that. Especially as she hasn’t been in touch since she left. But she’s adamant that she doesn’t want Madison finding out yet. She thinks it would make things difficult between them while they are sharing a dorm room, and I don’t want to do anything that might ruin their friendship.”

The corners of Alex’s lips twitch, and I brace myself for the comment that I know is coming - that I shouldn’t have fucked Amelia if I didn’t want to cause trouble between them - but to my surprise, it never comes.

“And how do you feel about keeping it a secret from Madison?” he asks. “I can’t see how the two of you can hide it forever if you love each other. Sneaking around all the time doesn’t seem like a healthy thing for any relationship.”

“I would have told Madison already by now,” I answer. “I feel like a shitty father keeping something this important from her. And I knew from the first fucking moment I saw Amelia that she would be mine. It’s freaking killing me to keep it a secret.”

Alex doesn’t say anything in response, and just continues to watch me from the other side of the desk.

“I’m going to go see them this weekend,” I say, feeling the heavy weight of his gaze on me, along with the guilt I already feel about keeping things from my own daughter. “I’ll talk to Amelia and let her know that I need to tell Madison about us. Hopefully by next week, everything will be out in the open and there won’t be any more need to sneak around.”

Alex nods slowly, still eyeing me from the other side of the desk. For a moment, he looks as though he might want to say more on the subject, but instead he simply picks up a stack of papers and carries on with our work.

And as much as I don’t want to be doing anything today, I know it’s probably for the best to distract my thoughts and focus on the work.

Even if that distraction isn’t quite working as well as it should be.

The weekend can’t come quickly enough. I feel like a little kid, waiting impatiently for Christmas to roll around, counting down the days.

The loud trill of a phone ringing fills the room, and my heart rate speeds up. But when I pick up my phone and see it’s not Amelia’s name on my screen, my heart sinks down into my stomach.

But it’s Madison, and maybe I can find out something about what’s going on.

“Hi Madison,” I answer the phone with a forced enthusiasm. “It’s good to hear your voice, sweetheart. How’s everything going?”

Madison chatters away happily down the phone to me, surprising me with how much she has to talk about when I only spoke to her yesterday. I try my best to pay attention, but my mind keeps drifting back to Amelia.

I can’t stop wondering what she’s doing. Wondering if she misses me as much as I miss her. Wondering what’s going through her head that would make her not want to return any of my calls or texts.

“... and there is a group of us going out for drinks tonight, which is going to be fun,” she continues. “Amelia is pretty upset she can’t come with us, but she’s sick at the moment, so it’s best if she stays home.”

“Sick?” I echo, and I can hear my own voice go up a pitch. There is a sudden tightness in my chest, and a feeling of unease. “Is she okay?”

Madison laughs softly at the concern in my voice. “Yes, of course. It’s just food poisoning or something. She’s been throwing up quite a bit since we got back here, and she’s pretty tired all the time. But it’s nothing serious.”

Well, that might explain why she hasn’t been in touch, if she’s been sleeping more than usual. But there is still a sense of unease deep in my stomach. It might not be anything serious, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to be there taking care of my kitten.

Besides, it might not even be food poisoning. There is another completely rational explanation for why Amelia’s feeling this way, and that just makes me want to go to her even more.

“But anyway, I need to get back to class, Dad,” Madison says, pulling me out of my thoughts. “I’ll speak to you tomorrow, okay?”

“Okay,” I mumble, too preoccupied now to give a longer response, and Madison hangs up.

“What’s wrong?” Alex asks, and I realize he’s watching me with a look of concern on his face.

“Amelia’s sick,” I tell him, rising from my chair. “I’m going to go see her.”

“Wait, Charlie,” he says, standing with me. “Think this through. If you just turn up now, Madison will figure it out quickly that there’s something going on between you and Amelia. Is she sick enough to warrant a visit that would make your daughter suspicious?”

“Madison said it’s nothing serious. Just some vomiting and tiredness, so probably food poisoning or something.” I pause for a second, wondering if I should say any more, but I’m so fucking worked up right now that I’m not sure I can keep it inside. “But there’s something else it could be, too. And if it is that, I need to be with Amelia.”

Alex is quiet for a few moments before realization sets is. “She might be pregnant?” he asks in a quiet voice.

“Yeah, it’s a definite possibility. I knew she was mine, so I never used protection with her. I wanted her carrying my child as soon as possible, and I suspect it might have worked.”

“Then you’d better go,” he says, moving around to my side of the desk and placing a hand on my shoulder. “Good luck. And let me know how it goes.”

I nod my head and open my desk drawer to grab my keys, and then I’m gone, rushing out of the office in my eagerness to get to the woman I love.


Chapter Nineteen


Amelia:

I take a shaky breath and let the wave of nausea pass, before turning onto my side in bed and cuddling my teddy even tighter. It’s the teddy that my parents bought for me a month before they died, for my seventh birthday.

God, I miss them so much right now. I wish they were here. They might not have approved of my relationship with my best friend’s father, but I know they would have been here for me, loving me through it all.

I came away from him a few days ago, determined to try and put him behind me, and yet I can’t. It’s like there’s a hole deep in my soul, shaped exactly like Charlie, and only he can soothe the pain it causes. I’m miserable without him.

And now there is this sickness too. I’m not stupid. I know there’s a big chance I’m pregnant, and there is a part of me that wishes I’d been more insistent about using protection. But it’s only a very small part.

The part of me that knows I belong with Charlie is happy about it. If there is a baby growing inside me, it will create a link between the two of us that is everlasting. And while the last thing I want to do is hurt Madison, it’s growing more and more evident that I can’t live without Charlie. So having this link with him feels perfect. Like it was all meant to be.

But my brain has been in such a fog these last couple of days that I can’t even bring myself to respond to Charlie’s texts or calls. No matter how much I want to. Everything is such a complicated mess, and I feel so goddamn lost. And alone.

There is a sudden, frantic knocking on the door, and I sit upright in bed, my heart pounding.

Who the hell is that?

“Amelia. It’s Charlie,” he calls from the other side of the door. “Please let me in. I need to see you.”

Oh fuck. I take a deep breath, my chest feeling like it’s in a vise, and climb out of bed to go to the door.

As I open it, my breath catches in my throat when I see the worried look on Charlie’s face. It looks like he hasn’t shaved for days, and there are dark bags under his eyes. He looks completely worn out and absolutely exhausted, and my heart aches for him.

He rushes towards me and wraps his arms tightly around me. For a few moments, I feel my legs almost buckle under me, but Charlie has a tight grip on me. His strong arms keep me standing, and I just melt into his embrace, feeling more tears pricking at my eyes as he strokes my back tenderly.

“God, I’ve missed you so damn much, kitten,” he groans as he hides his face in the crook of my neck. “Why didn’t you return any of my calls? Or even a damn text? I’ve been going out of my mind.”

I let out a heavy sigh and nuzzle into him, feeling at home and content for the first time in days.

“I’m sorry,” I say, the words sounding choked. “I feel awful, but I didn’t have the strength to do much more than sleep and throw up.”

It’s not much of an excuse, but it’s all I have.

Charlie’s entire body freezes for a moment before he pulls back to look at me. “Have you taken a test yet?” he asks in a soft voice.

I shake my head, unable to find any words to speak. The thought of the possible positive result has been plaguing my thoughts since I started feeling nauseous, but actually going out and doing something about it has been completely out of my comfort zone.

He brushes my hair out of my face, smiling softly down at me. “Well, there’s no time like the present, Amelia,” he says as he reaches into the pocket of his suit jacket.

My eyes grow wide as he takes out a pregnancy test.

“I stopped off on my way here and got one, kitten. So let’s find out together.”

I take the box from him, staring up at him with what I have to assume is a bewildered look on my face.

“You already knew I was sick? How?”

“Madison called me earlier and mentioned you’d been sick ever since you got back to college. She thought the sickness and tiredness might be food poisoning, but I have a feeling it’s more than that.” He flashes a warm smile at me that makes my heart race even faster.

He cups my cheek with his large palm and rubs my cheek lightly with his thumb before he leans in close and plants a soft kiss on my forehead.

“Charlie,” I whisper, holding the box tightly in my hand. “What are we going to do if it’s positive?”

He laughs softly. “Then I will be the happiest man in the world, Amelia, and I will take such good care of you and our baby. But before I start getting my hopes up, we need to find out if you are actually pregnant.”

He places a hand on my stomach and begins rubbing gently, sending a little flurry of butterflies dancing through me.

“You really want to have a baby with me?”

His lips curl up into a little grin and he nods. “Of course I do, kitten. How many times did I tell you that I wanted to get you knocked up with my baby?”

I feel my face grow hot. “I thought it was just a kink or something.”

This time when he laughs, it’s a loud and hearty sound that fills the whole room.

“Okay, maybe it is a slight kink of mine, too. But that doesn’t mean I wasn’t being deadly serious. I love you and I want you to have my baby, Amelia. Damn, I want you to have lots of my babies. I hope you want to have a big family, kitten.”

I feel my stomach doing somersaults, and it takes me a moment to realize it’s from happiness rather than sickness this time. I’ve always wanted to have a big family, the kind of family I’d never had while growing up, and I couldn’t think of a better man to have by my side through it all than Charlie.

But then something hits me, and it takes me a second to process his words.

“Wait,” I say, reaching out with my empty hand and placing it on his chest. “You said you love me.”

Charlie tilts his head to the side and looks down at me with an amused expression on his face. “You didn’t know that already, kitten? I’ve loved you since the moment I saw you. I knew I needed you in my life forever.”

A warm tingle travels up my spine at his words, and the butterflies in my stomach turn into a raging storm.

I swallow hard and blink back the tears in my eyes. “I love you, too,” I whisper, and Charlie smiles.

“I know. I can see it in your eyes when you look at me. I feel it in your touch, too. We were made for each other.”

I nod my head slowly, feeling dazed by everything that’s happening.

“Go take the test, Amelia,” he tells me in his sexy, bossy voice. “I’ll wait out here. Bring the test out with you once it’s done and we’ll wait for the results together. Once we know for sure, then we can start working out a plan. Okay?”

I take a deep breath and nod before walking towards the bathroom, with Charlie’s gaze burning a hole in the back of my head as he watches me walk away.

Once in the bathroom, I read through the instructions carefully, trying to calm my heart down as it beats frantically inside my chest.

I can do this. It’s simple. I just pee on a stick, and then Charlie and I will know. We can figure the rest of it out later. Together.

When I come out of the bathroom with the stick in my hand, Charlie is sitting on the edge of my bed.

His face lights up when he sees me, and he pats his knee, indicating he wants me to come over and sit on his lap.

My feet are already taking me across the room to him before my brain has even made the decision, and as soon as I’m close enough for him to reach, he’s sliding a hand around my waist and pulling me into his lap. I curl into his embrace, resting my head on his shoulder while wrapping my arms around him. He holds me tightly, rocking back and forth slightly.

I let out a happy sigh, completely forgetting for a few short moments that we are waiting for the results of a life-changing test while I relax in his arms. Nothing can hurt me when I’ve got Charlie with me. I’m almost certain of that.

“Do you want to check it?” he whispers into my hair a couple of minutes later, and I nod against his shoulder.

Pulling back a little, I take a deep breath as I turn the stick over. My heart jumps when I see the word ‘pregnant’ staring up at me. So many emotions swirl around inside of me, but it doesn’t take me long to figure out that the most prominent one is happiness.

I’m going to have Charlie’s baby!

Yes, things are going to be complicated for a while, but now I know for sure that I’m carrying his child, I know we’ll both do everything we can to make this work.

“Positive?” Charlie asks in a hushed voice. I nod again.

He leans down to press his forehead against mine and closes his eyes for a second, and then he lets out a contented sigh.

“Thank you, Amelia,” he breathes. “Thank you.”

His hand comes to rest on my stomach again as his lips find mine, kissing me softly and tenderly, his fingers lightly stroking over my pajama top.

He breaks our kiss for just a moment to tell me, “You have made me so fucking happy, Amelia,” before claiming my lips once more.

I melt against him, wrapping my arms around his neck and clinging to him as if I’m scared he might disappear again any moment. But he holds me tightly, letting me know I’m not alone and I never will be again. I’ll always have Charlie with me.

The sound of a key turning in the lock startles us both, and I jump up from Charlie’s lap as quickly as I can.

But it’s not quick enough.

Madison is standing in the doorway, her eyes darting back and forth between Charlie and me, and I feel my heart sink.

“Madison,” Charlie says as he stands up from my bed, looking completely unflustered. “I’m glad you’re here. We need to talk to you about something important.”

I open my mouth to say something, wishing I could be as confident as he seems to be right now, but when I can’t find any words, I close it again.

“You two,” she says in a small voice. “You’re... together?” Her face is pale, and her eyes are wide as they continue their dance between me and Charlie.

“Yes,” he answers. “But come in. We can talk about this, Madison. This isn’t just a fling. Amelia and I have fallen in love. And I understand this might be difficult for you, but I want you to know that neither of us ever meant to hurt you. We both love you so much.”

I lower my head, unable to look at my best friend anymore as shame swallows me whole.

“I... I need some time to think,” she says, and I glance up just in time to see her back out of our dorm room. “This is weird.”

She disappears from sight and I’m broken out of my trance, moving to follow her. But Charlie grabs my arm gently.

“I’ll go and talk to her, Amelia. I’m her father and it’s up to me to put things right. You wait here and I’ll be back as soon as I can. I’ll do whatever it takes to work this out with her, and then we can be together properly.”

He brushes his lips tenderly against mine, and then he rushes out after Madison.

Leaving me alone to hope like hell he knows how to fix this. Because I can’t stand the thought of losing either one of them.


Chapter Twenty


Charlie:

It takes me about thirty minutes to find Madison, and that whole time, my mind is spinning and my heart is beating hard in my chest.

Amelia is pregnant with my baby.

And Madison now knows about us.

All that’s standing in the way of Amelia and I being together as we need to be is Madison. I just have to hope I can talk her around and make her see that we belong together.

I finally find her sitting beneath a large oak tree in a park close to campus. She’s hugging her knees to her chest and staring into space, and I rush over to her.

She catches sight of me before I can reach her, but she doesn’t move away or hurl insults at me, which I take as a good sign.

“Hey,” I say in a soft voice, hoping I don’t scare her away.

Madison nods her head but doesn’t say anything. She continues to stare off in the opposite direction, and after a moment of standing awkwardly over her, hoping for an invitation to sit down, I lower myself down beside her, anyway.

“I’m sorry, Madison,” I begin. “I know it must have been a shock for you. It was for me as well. This certainly wasn’t something I ever intended to happen.”

She’s quiet for the longest time, and my heart feels heavy. Madison has been my world ever since she was born. I can still remember the way she gripped my little finger just minutes after she’d been born, and I’d known from that moment I was lost. I’d give her the moon and stars if I could.

And now I’ve hurt her.

Shit.

It’s only just hit me how badly I’ve let her down. Over the last few weeks, I’ve been so wrapped up in my feelings for Amelia that I’m not even sure I took Madison’s feelings into account properly.

I’ve been a really shitty father, and tears prick at the corners of my eyes with the realization.

“How long has it been going on?” she asks in a voice so quiet I almost miss her words.

“A couple of weeks,” I answer honestly. “Like I said, it wasn’t something I planned. There was just a connection between us right from the start, and I don’t think either of us could fight it.”

Madison is still staring straight ahead, not making any move to even look at me. I hate it, and my heart breaks even further.

“I guess it just never really occurred to me that you’d want to start dating again,” she says sadly. “You and Mom, you always seemed to be perfect for each other when I was growing up. When she died, I thought it would just be you and I from now on. And it’s Amelia, Dad. This is just... so weird.”

She rests her forehead against her knees and my heart goes out to her. I put a gentle hand on her back, feeling my throat constrict when she flinches slightly at the contact.

“I’m sorry,” I breathe again. “And I want you to know that your Mom will always have a special place in my heart, Madison. Always. After she died, I didn’t think I’d ever find someone else, either. But what I feel for Amelia doesn’t take anything away from the love I feel for your Mom. That will always exist. But she’s not here anymore, Maddie. And I can’t stop living my life because of that. I think we both know that’s not what she would have wanted.”

Madison lifts her head and looks at me for the first time since I arrived. She gives a little nod, but doesn’t say anything, so I continue.

“And I realize how strange it must feel for you to find out about Amelia and I. Neither of us went into this with the intention of hurting you. We were both shocked by how quickly we fell for one another.”

There is another long pause before Madison speaks. “You love her?” she asks softly, her gaze meeting mine once more.

“I do,” I answer, wanting to be as honest as I can now that the truth is out. “I did from the first moment I saw her.”

Madison lets out a long breath and leans back against the tree. “I’m not gonna stop the two of you from doing whatever you want, Dad. You know that, right? You’re both adults, so I know I don’t get a say in this.”

I reach out and place a hand on her arm. “I know. But I hope that in time you’ll be able to accept this. To forgive us both for this. And maybe even be happy for us. I don’t expect that to happen straight away. But maybe one day in the future.”

She turns her head to look out into the distance again. “I’m not mad at either of you, Dad,” she says, sounding almost defeated. “I’m just... surprised. And I keep trying to work out when all of this happened between the pair of you, which is just making this all even more bizarre.”

She pauses, and I remain silent, letting her process her emotions.

“But I also want you to be happy,” she says eventually. “So if Amelia is the one you want, then I’m not going to stand in the way of that. I don’t think I’m ready to be around you two as a couple yet, but I do love you Dad.” She reaches out to give me a little nudge and adds, “And you better take care of her or you’ll be answering to me.”

I can’t help but let out a small laugh as I reach over to hug her. She accepts it willingly, wrapping her arms around me, too. I pull her in closer to me and kiss the top of her head.

“Thank you,” I breathe. “And you know you’ll always be my number one girl, right? I messed up by not telling you about this before. But I promise to make it up to you.”

She pulls back and smiles. “Of course I know that, Dad.”

“Good. But there is one more thing I need to tell you, Madison. We just found out that Amelia is pregnant. That’s why she’s been sick the last few days.”

I feel her tense up and my heart pounds, but she pulls away from me slowly. Her expression is unreadable and I hold my breath, waiting to hear how she feels about that news.

“A baby? Wow.” Her voice sounds a little higher than normal, but she’s not screaming and running away. So that has to be a good thing, right?

“Wow,” I agree.

She leans back against the tree again, still looking dazed. “Are you guys going to get married?”

The thought sends a jolt of pleasure through my whole body. There’s nothing I want more than to make Amelia my bride, but I want to make sure both her and Madison are ready for such a big step first. Amelia is mine regardless of whether she has a ring on her finger, but it will happen eventually.

“We haven’t talked about that yet, but I do want it to happen one day.” I smile over at Madison, hoping like hell she’ll be on board with it when that happens. “But we have some time to figure everything out. What about you, though, Maddie? Will you be okay?”

She looks back at me again with a small smile. “Yeah. I’ll be fine.” She pauses, her gaze moving from me to the trees beyond us and back to me again. “You said you never expected this to happen. But is this what you really want, Dad?”

“More than anything in the world,” I admit honestly.

She takes another deep breath and stands up, holding out a hand for me to take. “Then that’s all that matters.”

I stand up with her and hug her again. This time, she relaxes in my arms straight away and hugs me back just as tightly as I hold her.

“I still need some time to get used to this, Dad,” she says, her words muffled against my chest. “But I’ll be fine. I love you.”

I nod against her head as I hold her against me. “I love you too, Madison. So damn much. You’ve grown up to be an amazing young woman.”

“Well, I did have a great role model, even though he was a pain in the ass a lot of the time,” she laughs as we finally pull apart. “Go. Go and take care of Amelia. If I know her, she’s probably worried sick about what’s going on. And she’s been sick enough the last few days.”

“Are you going to come back with me?” I ask.

Madison looks up at me with a smile on her lips that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “I don’t think so, Dad. Besides, I told you I’m going out tonight. I’ll have to meet my friends soon.”

My heart leaps at the thought of getting some alone time with Amelia, but I quickly push the excitement down. Right this second, my focus needs to be on my daughter.

“Are you sure you’re going to be okay?”

She smiles. “I’m good, Dad. Really. I just need some time alone to process all this. But I’ll be fine. I promise.”

She kisses me on the cheek, and then she turns around and starts walking away, and I stand and watch her for a few moments. My little girl isn’t so little anymore, but I know it will all work out. I just need to give her time.

With a smile on my lips, I turn back towards campus and make my way to the dorm room to tell Amelia the good news.


Chapter Twenty-One


Amelia:

Charlie is still out with Madison, and I can’t seem to relax. I hate that I’ve caused any pain to my best friend, but at the same time I don’t want to have to give up the man who makes my heart flutter and my tummy do flips. I want both Madison and Charlie in my life. I love them both.

My cell phone vibrates on the desk in my dorm room, and I rush over to it, hoping like hell that it’s a message from Charlie telling me he’s coming back with some good news. But when I pick up my cell, it’s a message from Madison.

My stomach drops and my heart skips a beat, and my fingers shake as I click the message to read what it says.

Madison: I’m not going to stand in your way. Just give me a little time to get used to this. I love you and I hope we’ll still be friends.

Relief washes over me, and a single tear rolls down my cheek. She doesn’t hate me. Madison doesn’t hate me, and everything might just work out.

Amelia: Thank you, Madison. I love you too. I know this must be hard to understand, but I hope we can talk about it properly soon. Whenever you’re ready.

Madison: I promise we will. See you later.

Amelia: See you later.

I drop the cell back onto the desk and flop back on my bed. It feels like a huge weight has been lifted off my shoulders and I can actually breathe again.

But that’s not the only good thing. Madison is giving me permission to be with Charlie. I’ll finally be able to be his, and the thought has a thrill running through my body, making me feel warm all over.

I’m his, and he’s mine. And there is nothing stopping us now.

My door clicks open and I look over to see Charlie walking inside and closing the door behind him. He turns to me, his eyes locking with mine.

And that’s all it takes. I leap up off the bed, my feet moving without my brain even thinking about it, and I throw myself into his arms, holding him tightly to me as a tear of joy trickles down my cheek.

Charlie lets out a chuckle against my hair as he wraps his arms around me, too, holding me tight against his chest.

“Madison is okay with this,” he whispers in my ear. “She was shocked, but she’s going to be okay.”

“I know,” I say, clinging to him tighter. “She sent me a text, and she still wants to be friends.”

Charlie pulls away so he can look me in the eye, but he still has his arms wrapped tightly around me, making my knees weak. “No more hiding anything now, Amelia. You’re mine, and I can tell the whole fucking world.”

The huge grin on his face melts my heart, and I rise on my tiptoes and kiss his lips hard and passionately.

Charlie doesn’t even hesitate. He pushes his tongue between my lips and tangles it with mine, pulling me tighter against him as I cling to him, trying to get as close as I possibly can.

His lips are soft, yet firm. His kiss is needy and desperate, but controlled and commanding at the same time. Charlie makes me feel like the most cherished girl in the world, and I lose myself to the feeling.

My breathing becomes shallow and my skin prickles all over with desire and need for this man. My body is crying out for him. It aches to be claimed by him and taken completely.

Even the nausea has disappeared, and right now the only thing I’m aware of is this need, this hunger that only he can satisfy.

Charlie slides his hands down my back and cups my ass, pulling me into him harder as his tongue dances around mine. I groan and pull away, peeling off my pajamas as he watches with lust filled eyes.

Charlie pulls his suit jacket and shirt off, revealing his strong, tanned and sculpted body beneath, and I have to stifle a whimper. He’s so damn perfect.

“God, you’re gorgeous, Amelia. And you’re mine. My girl. My sweet kitten.”

He leans in and kisses me again as he peels down my panties and throws them to the side. His lips work their way down my jaw to my neck as he reaches out to my breasts, giving them a gentle squeeze as I melt into his touch.

“Yes,” I murmur. “All yours.”

His hands continue to roam all over my body, as his mouth moves further down my body, until he’s on his knees in front of me.

“My baby,” he says with awe in his voice as he kisses my tummy.

He moves down even further and flicks his tongue against my wet slit.

I hold on to his shoulders for support as my legs start to wobble. “Charlie...”

His mouth covers me, and he groans, the vibrations running through me as he flicks his tongue across my sensitive clit. He teases and pleasures me, building my arousal with each movement. My head starts spinning and my legs go weak. I moan as a delicious warmth spreads through my whole body.

I can’t stop my fingers from gripping tighter onto Charlie’s shoulders as my orgasm gets closer and closer, but my body is completely lost in a haze of pleasure. My thoughts are nothing but him and the way he’s making me feel.

And then I fall apart against his mouth as he devours me and groans into my pussy, my juices dripping down his face as he continues to eat me like I’m the most delicious thing in the world.

He gives my pussy one final kiss before looking up at me with those hazel eyes, making my breath catch in my throat.

“God, I’ve missed the sound of your moans when you come for me, kitten,” he groans.

I run my fingers through his hair as he kisses up my body once again, leaving goosebumps in their wake as I watch him with lust filled eyes. He kisses around each of my nipples, causing them to harden instantly, before finally making his way to my lips and claiming them.

I kiss him back just as passionately, moaning when he nibbles at my bottom lip, before pushing my tongue into his mouth to tangle it with his. The taste of my pleasure fills my senses, making me shiver with need all over again.

Charlie grabs me tightly by the ass, picking me up so I can wrap my legs around his waist, and carries me over to my bed. He places me on the edge gently and pushes my legs wide apart. My chest is heaving in anticipation of what’s about to come.

He remains standing by the edge of the bed for the longest time, staring down at my body with a feral look in his eyes. Every second he makes me wait has me squirming more, the ache between my legs growing until I feel like I might combust if he doesn’t touch me.

“Please, Sir,” I whimper, when I feel like I can’t handle it anymore. “I need you.”

The words make his nostrils flare. He takes off his pants and boxers, kicking them aside to the growing pile of our clothes on the floor, and climbs on top of me so that the tip of his cock brushes my wet pussy.

“Is this what you want?” he asks, as he rocks against me, sliding the length of his erection against my clit.

“Oh God, yes.” I lift my hips to get even more contact, but he grabs them and pushes me back down against the bed, holding me in place as I look up at him with desperate eyes. “Please.”

Charlie rocks against me, slowly and painfully, and then he thrusts hard into my tight heat, causing my eyes to roll into the back of my head as he stretches me wide.

“So tight, kitten. So perfect.” He pulls out, leaving me feeling empty for the briefest moment, before he slams into me again, filling me completely.

“Charlie... I...”

But my words are cut short when he starts thrusting in and out of me in long, powerful strokes. All I can do is moan and cling to him as he takes me hard and fast, bringing me right up to the brink of pleasure before stopping completely.

He grabs my legs and places them over his shoulders, so his cock rubs against me in a new and deeper way as he moves in and out. The sensation has my breath coming in ragged gasps as I grip on to the bedsheets around me.

“My good girl,” he breathes. “So beautiful and all fucking mine. No more hiding it. You can be mine properly now. Forever.”

With each word, he pounds into me harder. There is something primal about his movements, as if he’s trying to get as deep inside me as possible to claim me fully. My moans are becoming louder, my breath quicker, and I can feel my second orgasm quickly building.

My fingers find his arms, holding on to them as tightly as I can. I lift my head, my eyes meeting his in a silent plea as my climax nears.

I feel so full of him and I love it. I’ve needed him so badly the last few days, and now he’s inside me, I finally feel whole again. Every thrust inside me, every movement and groan sends a jolt of desire coursing through my veins, until the fire builds into an inferno.

And then, suddenly, it’s too much, and I shatter apart under Charlie. The intensity of my orgasm has me shuddering, and Charlie grips onto me as I scream his name, my whole body on fire and trembling.

“Fuck, Amelia,” Charlie moans, and he buries himself as deep inside me as possible as his own orgasm claims him, his cock pulsing inside me as his cum spills out.

We collapse into a heap of tangled limbs and labored breath. I’ve never felt so at home as I do in his arms. This is where I’m meant to be. Forever.

He holds me so close against him while his hand glides over my stomach. “I can’t believe you’re actually pregnant, kitten,” he says, grinning from ear to ear. “You’ve made me the happiest man in the world.”

I smile against him, breathing in his musky scent and running my fingers across his broad, toned chest. “I love you,” I say.

Charlie pulls me into him, pressing his lips against my forehead and holding me tight. “I love you too, Amelia. And I’m going to buy a house for us here so you can keep going to college while we live together. Being apart from you is fucking torture, and I’m not going to let it happen again. And Madison can move in with us too if she wants. Or she can stay in the dorm if she’d prefer. I’ll let her decide.”

I wrap my arms around Charlie even tighter as the butterflies in my tummy flutter wildly.

This is real. It’s actually going to happen.

My future with the man I love, and our baby, is here. And it’s going to be perfect.


Epilogue


Charlie:

I stand nervously at the front of the church, readjusting my tie for what feels like the millionth time. It feels like my entire body is fidgeting as I wait for the church doors to open and my beautiful bride to walk down the aisle and make my life complete.

“Will you settle down, man?” Elijah says as he stands beside me. “You’re making everyone else feel anxious.”

I laugh and turn to look at him. He’s been my best friend since college, so it was only natural that I’d want him as my best man. But Oliver and Alex are sitting in the row just behind us, grinning like fools.

“I can’t help it. I’ve been waiting for this day for so damn long, and I just want Amelia to be here so I can finally put a ring on her finger and make an honest woman out of her.”

“Pssst,” Alex whispers, leaning forward. “Mind your mouth while we’re in church. You never know who might be listening.”

I chuckle, but then go quiet as soon as the music changes. I’d know this music anywhere. Amelia made me listen to maybe a hundred different songs to help pick which one she would walk down the aisle to, and this is the one we settled on.

I straighten up and turn to look towards the back of the church, holding my breath as I wait for Amelia to appear.

And as I see her step around the corner and come into view, I realize this song is perfect. Because as I stand there watching her walk towards me in a beautiful, elegant white dress, my heart stops beating in my chest. She is an angel. A fucking angel who just happens to be mine.

I try not to look like too much of an idiot as my lips turn up into the biggest smile and she grins back at me as she gets closer. Even from here, I can see the way she’s trembling with nerves, and I have to fight the urge to rush to her and take her in my arms.

A few steps behind her is Madison, dressed in a stunning lavender gown, and she’s carrying her little sister in her arms. Ava is almost two now, and wearing a dress the same color as Madison’s, except it has a lot more cute frills on it. They are both smiling widely, and little Ava is waving her hand frantically in my direction.

I chuckle and wave back, grateful that they are both here. Especially Madison. Things were awkward between the three of us for several months after she’d found out about my relationship with Amelia. But once Ava had been born, she’d been so besotted with her little sister that she’d softened up a lot. While she’d decided not to live with us and is now living with her boyfriend, she still visits most days, and it feels like my relationship with her, as well as her friendship with Amelia, have returned to normal.

I turn my attention back to my bride, grinning from ear to ear as she takes the final few steps to join me at the front of the church.

“You look so beautiful, Amelia,” I whisper, and her cheeks turn an adorable shade of pink.

“I’m glad you think so,” she whispers back, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her lips. “Because I could barely fit into this dress this morning. My stomach is starting to get bigger already. I’m sure of it!”

I chuckle, feeling a sense of pride rising up in my chest. We’d only found out a week ago that she’s expecting baby number two already, and I couldn’t be happier. After she’d graduated, she had decided that she wanted to stay at home with Ava, and motherhood suits her. She’s blossomed into the most caring and loving woman I’ve ever met, and I know she’s just as excited as I am about the upcoming new addition to our family.

“Hmmm, maybe it’s twins this time,” I tease.

Amelia looks at me with her mouth hanging wide before gently nudging me with her elbow. “Just one at a time is enough for me, thank you very much.”

The minister calls everyone’s attention to him and the two of us fall silent as the ceremony begins. I hardly listen to a word he’s saying, though. All I can think about is Amelia standing beside me, and the life we have ahead of us.

And how I’m the luckiest man on this Earth to have found her.


3. Fervent Surrender



Chapter One


Alex:

I sit at a table at Surrender, the BDSM club that I co-own with three of my closest friends. Each of them has a beautiful young woman either on their lap or kneeling at their feet as they occupy the other chairs around the table. They are all laughing and chatting together, but I hardly hear them as I get lost in my own thoughts.

Some people might describe the almost painful pang in my chest as jealousy, as I watch my closest friends in the world show affection to the women in their lives. But I prefer to call it curiosity.

Sure. That word works just as well as any.

I’m not sure I’ve ever seen what a happy relationship looks like before now. All I can remember from my childhood is my mom and dad screaming at each other almost constantly. And then even that unhappy family had fallen apart when Mom had caught Dad cheating with multiple other women.

So I’ve never let a woman get close enough to find out if relationships really are as painful as they had seemed when I was growing up. All I allow myself is one night here or there with some beautiful woman, and then I’m gone.

Catching feelings for someone is the last thing I want. I just want to be able to take control of someone for a night, and enjoy the sounds of her moaning my name while I make her come until she almost passes out. Then after that, it’s over. That’s always been enough for me.

But now, I’m forty-six, and just starting to think that maybe this love thing doesn’t look so bad after all.

“Why the long face, Alex?” someone asks, pulling me out of my thoughts.

I blink and bring my attention back to the table to find all three of my friends and their women staring at me. I’ve got no idea who it was that spoke, so I shrug my shoulders.

“I’m fine,” I say, glancing over at the people on the dance floor just so I don’t have to look anybody in the eye.

“Ahhh, it seems he’s looking for his next willing victim,” Grace says with a giggle, from her safe spot on Oliver’s lap.

I laugh and roll my eyes. “Not at all,” I say. And it’s true. The last thing I’m in the mood for tonight is a random hook-up, although usually, that would be my go-to fix in the past whenever I felt like this. But it just doesn’t seem to help anymore, so it’s losing its appeal.

“Are you sure?” Elijah asks. He points over to a young woman who is standing alone at the edge of the dance floor, looking around awkwardly. “It looks like she’s new, so she probably hasn’t heard about your reputation as a ladies’ man. You might be in with a shot, Alex.”

I flip him the bird before turning my attention back to the woman. It’s true that she’s fucking breath-taking, with her long dark hair cascading down her back, and her curves that look like they were made for a very lucky man to explore. The pink floaty dress she’s wearing looks out of place here, with the couples either in fetish gear, or the men in suits while their submissives remain naked. But it looks so damn cute on her that she manages to pull it off.

Any other night, and I might have given it a shot. But with the mood I’m in right now, I’m not sure I want to put her through the torture that my company would probably be.

I lift my eyes to her face and realize she seems vaguely familiar. Have I slept with her before? That would definitely be a possibility. I’ve probably fucked half the women in this room. But I’m pretty sure that, if I had slept with this beauty before, I would have remembered it.

As I watch, a man approaches her. A smile breaks out across the woman’s face, but it seems like more of a polite gesture as she takes a step back to put some space between her and the other man.

“Oh, shit,” I mutter, as it suddenly hits me where I know her from. I can’t believe it took me so long to figure it out, but then she’s the last person I would expect to see in a place like this.

I rise from my chair. “I’ll be back soon,” I say to my friends, before I begin striding over to her.

“Look, it’s just one drink,” I hear the guy say to her as I approach him from behind. “What harm will it do? I can even take you on a tour of the club if you like. Are you a first-time submissive?”

I place my hand on his shoulder and grip tightly as I turn him around to face me. I let out a sigh. Why the fuck is Adam creeping around the new girl? We have strict rules at the club that have been put in place to protect the submissives from the hoards of predatory Doms that seem to exist these days. Especially the new ones like Ellie, who don’t have the experience to tell the good Dominants from the bad. Adam has always seemed like one of the good guys, but I might have to keep a closer eye on him in the future.

“She’s here as my guest,” I say, my voice firm.

As one of the owners of the club, my word is final, so I know he won’t try to fight me for her. But judging by the way his fists flex at his sides, he looks tempted to give it a try.

It surprises me to realize I’d be willing to fight him too, if it came to that. A strange possessive feeling washes over me at the thought of sweet Ellie being taken advantage of by anyone. Or just being approached by any man who isn’t me.

But now isn’t the time for thoughts like that, and I tuck it away in my pocket so I can re-examine it later when I’m alone.

“Fine,” he mutters, before turning away from me, and I release my grip on his shoulder. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Ellie,” he says, flashing the woman a smile. “I hope we can catch up later.”

“Maybe,” she says, giving him another one of those polite smiles, even though her body language screams her discomfort.

As soon as Adam is gone, she relaxes, and a genuine smile spreads across her lips that brightens up her entire face.

“Hi, Alex,” she says.

I stare at her, dumb-founded. Ellie seems completely out of place at a club like this. A club dedicated to the more deviant side of life.

She’s young, probably in her early twenties, and she’s my new neighbor at the place I moved into just a couple of months ago. She lives there with her mom, although I never see the older woman about much. I do hear her screaming a lot, though. From the slurred and often incoherent shouting, my guess is that Ellie’s mom likes to drink, but I’ve never met her, so it’s hard to say what her problem is.

Ellie seems sweet enough, though. Sometimes I run into her in the morning, when I’m heading to my office at the law firm I set up a few years ago, and she’s heading to her job at the library. I often wonder if she’s the target of her mom’s temper tantrums. Perhaps it’s no wonder I feel a little protective of her, knowing that she’s probably going through some stuff at home.

Honestly, I’ve always thought she was pretty, but I’ve never thought of making a move. I don’t shit on my own doorstep, and it would be a little difficult to walk away after one night if I only live next door. But, seeing her tonight with her hair and make-up done nicely, and without the thick-rimmed glasses she usually wears, I can see she’s a hell of a lot more than just pretty.

She’s a tempting little morsel who suddenly seems a lot more difficult to resist. Especially when she is standing in the middle of a BDSM club. Could she be a submissive? She’s always seemed too innocent for that.

Perhaps she’s here looking for someone to corrupt her.

I quickly shake that thought out of my head and place a gentle hand on her forearm.

“What are you doing here, Ellie?” I ask.

“I came here looking for you, Alex,” she says, smiling up at me.

I have to hold back a groan. Jesus Christ. What is she playing at? My dick is standing to attention, and all too eager to play along with whatever game she has in mind. The greedy little fucker.

“Come on, I’ll get you a drink, and then you can tell me what’s going on,” I say, leading her over to a quiet booth at the back of the club.

I know my friends are all staring at me, probably wondering what’s going on. No doubt they think I’m making a move on her, even though that couldn’t be further from the truth - no matter how tempted I might be.

I’m just trying to keep her safe.

And trying to figure out what she’s doing here.

As soon as we’re seated, I signal to the waitress and order a couple of soft drinks for us. I don’t think alcohol is a good idea right now. I need to keep my head clear so I don’t end up doing anything stupid, and it’s a good idea if Ellie does the same.

Once the waitress has gone to fetch our drinks, I lean forward, placing my elbows on the table between us as I focus all my attention on the beautiful young woman in front of me.

“So what’s going on, Ellie? Why are you here to see me?”

Her face flushes a deep shade of red, and her bottom lip disappears between her teeth. It makes her look even sexier.

“Ummm...”

She trails off and stares down at her hands, which are clasped together on the table top.

“Well, a while ago, you told me that you owned this place, and I got curious because I didn’t know much about kinky things. But I started doing some research and now I’m... curious.”

The way she stumbles over the word curious, and the way her cheeks redden even further, makes me think she means something a little more than she’s letting on.

I can remember mentioning the club and the fact that I’m a co-owner in passing during one of our early morning interludes out on the front lawn as I’d been leaving for work. And honestly, I’d only said it because I thought it would be amusing to get my innocent neighbor feeling flustered. To shock her a little.

But it seems now I’m the one left feeling those things.

“So that’s why you’re here? To do some experimenting and learn more about the lifestyle?”

I try to keep my voice steady, ignoring the way my dick is throbbing uncomfortably against the zipper on my pants. Images of her tied down and screaming my name are already rushing through my head, sending even more blood down to my groin.

“Kind of,” she says, squirming in her chair a little before lifting her eyes to meet my gaze. “I was hoping that you might be able to teach me, Alex.”

I stare at her, open-mouthed. Jesus Christ. I never would have believed my pretty and shy neighbor was kinky at all, and I sure as hell didn’t think she had it in her to chase me down at a BDSM club and ask me to teach her about dominance and submission.

Yet here she is, surprising the fuck out of me.

And damn, now I’m even more intrigued about her, which is dangerous territory for me.

I haven’t got a clue what to say to her, but luckily for me, the waitress returns with our drinks, giving me a moment to gather my thoughts.

It’s not often that I’m caught off-guard or left speechless, but damn if Ellie hasn’t managed that effortlessly tonight.

I’m almost tempted to take her up on her offer.

Almost.


Chapter Two


Ellie:

The way Alex looks at me across the table as the waitress hands us our drinks has my heart pounding harder than ever. I wish I could read him, but he seems completely unfazed by my request.

Does that mean he gets women asking him to dominate them all the time?

I push aside that thought, as well as the envy that rises up inside me. It’s none of my business what he does.

But after spending the last few months lost in daydreams about the sexy older man next door, it’s difficult not to be upset about him being with other women.

The waitress disappears, and I can’t help but notice the longing looks she throws at Alex. But he doesn’t see them. Not when he’s staring at me so intently. It feels like he’s trying to read every last little thought in my mind, and I hope he can’t, given that most of them include him doing very lewd things to me.

“So, I assume you want me to answer questions you have about dominance and submission?” he asks, one eyebrow raising slightly.

I feel the heat flooding my face. “Ummm, well... if that’s how you would prefer to teach me...” I say, my words and my earlier confidence suddenly leaving me completely.

Alex leans forward across the table, bringing his face closer to mine. “Tell me how you want me to teach you, then, Ellie.”

There is no hint of a request in his words. Ever since the time he mentioned he owned a BDSM club with his friends, I’ve had trouble reconciling the cheerful and laid back man next door with the kind of Doms I was coming across in my research. Research that mostly consisted of reading dirty books and watching adult movies.

But I can see it now. While there is still the warm kindness I’m used to seeing in his green eyes, there is now a steely set to his jaw, and a firmness to his tone that sends shivers down my spine.

I like this side of Alex.

A lot.

The arched brow lifts a little higher, and I begin squirming in my seat. He expects an answer, and the way he’s looking at me makes my brain feel fuzzy, making it hard to disobey.

“I was hoping you would show me in a more personal way... Sir.”

I hesitate before adding that final word, unsure if it’s the right thing to do. But as soon as I say it, Alex’s gaze seems to soften, and his lips curl up into a slight smile.

“Have you ever submitted to anybody before, Ellie?” he asks, tilting his head to the side as he looks at me.

“No, Sir,” I whisper.

I don’t mention that I don’t have any experience with men whatsoever, besides one kiss with a boy in my first year of college. My mom has done her best over the years to warn me off men altogether, telling me they are all disgusting pigs, and they all cheat. And whenever I’ve mentioned having a crush, she’s always made it clear that I’m not allowed to date, often getting mad and screaming at me. Not that she needs much of an excuse to do that. Especially after she’s had a drink.

If Mom gets her way, I’ll be single and still living with her until old age.

The only reason I’m here tonight is because I told my mom that I’m staying over with a friend. A friend who knows she’s acting as an alibi for me, and who’s ready to lie to my mom if she calls.

It’s pathetic that I’m having to sneak around and lie like this when I’m twenty-three, but it’s safe to say my mom’s got issues.

Alex nods briefly, as if I’ve just given him the answer he was expecting; then he looks out over the crowd of people on the dance floor, chewing on his lower lip.

I take a moment to appreciate just how good he looks close up. With his dark hair, a slight hint of stubble covering his jaw, and his green eyes, he’s gorgeous. Even though he hasn’t agreed to anything yet, my mind is already racing, imagining all the things he could do to me.

Oh god, what if he says no? I’ll be so damn embarrassed. It took all the courage I had to come and talk to him tonight, and I only did it because I really was spending a stupid amount of time thinking about him. Alex has almost become an obsession, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop fantasizing about him until I at least asked him.

My palms feel clammy, and a lump rises up in my throat as I wonder if perhaps he’s going to reject me. I don’t even know if I can stand the humiliation if that happens.

I should have kept my mouth shut. I’m not even a part of this world.

“Let’s go somewhere we can talk about this properly,” he says, rising from his chair and holding out his hand.

I let out a breath and smile, relieved that he doesn’t seem ready to throw me out of the club just yet.

Taking his hand, I let him lead me through the club, past the dance floor, and down a dimly lit hallway. The music begins to fade, and all I can hear are the sounds of the moans and screams coming from the play rooms, as well as a couple of loud slaps.

My pulse races, and I find myself becoming a little nervous. Alex squeezes my hand gently, and the contact is reassuring. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

He comes to a stop outside a room and pushes the door open, gesturing for me to go inside.

I take a few small steps, then stop, my eyes going wide as I take in the contents of the room. There is a large bed in the center, covered in black satin sheets, and there are hooks on all four walls, holding all kinds of things I can barely even name. There are different kinds of restraints, including leather cuffs, rope, and even metal handcuffs. As well as various spanking implements. There is a mahogany dresser along one wall that holds several dildos and butt plugs of various different sizes.

As I begin walking slowly around the room, staring in wonder at all the objects, my stomach flip-flops, and I begin to question what I’m doing.

How can I possibly hope to satisfy a man who uses all these things?

Alex closes the door, and I can hear the lock click into place behind me.

“Are you sure you want me to show you how it feels to submit?” he asks, and I turn to look at him.

He’s still standing by the door, with his arms folded across his chest in a way that makes his biceps bulge, and his gaze is fixed on me.

“Yes, Sir,” I say, my voice a little shaky, but there is no doubt in my mind.

He nods. “There will be some ground rules,” he says, his voice still holding that firm tone that makes my knees feel weak.

Euphoria rises up inside me. He isn’t going to turn me away.

“Anything you want, Sir,” I reply, my voice sounding breathless.

“First of all, this is a one-night thing, Ellie. I’m not looking for a relationship right now, and I can’t offer you anything more than just tonight.”

The excitement I had been feeling a few moments earlier deflates a little, but I nod in agreement with that rule. At least I get to have one night with Alex. And I already know it’s going to be the best night of my life so far. I’m just grateful he isn’t pushing me away.

Besides, I don’t think I’d be able to hide an actual relationship from my mom and her prying eyes, so this is probably for the best, anyway.

“Two, we won’t be having sex. I am perfectly capable of dominating you and making you scream with pleasure without my dick even coming out of my pants.”

Now there is a heavy dose of arousal mixing with the disappointment I feel. His confidence, and his dirty words, are a complete turn on, and my panties are growing damp already. I have no doubt that he’s more than capable of following through on his promise. While I might have come here wishing that Alex would take my virginity, I’m smart enough to realize this is a once in a lifetime opportunity for me.

“Three, even though I will be in control, you will have the power to stop things at any time. All you have to do is say your safe word. Do you know what a safe word is, Ellie?”

I nod quickly. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl. And what would you like your safe word to be?”

The praise makes me tingle with delight, and I have to force myself to focus on his question.

“Ummm, can it be peaches, please, Sir?”

Alex laughs, and the sound makes me smile.

“Peaches, it is,” he says as he walks towards me, stopping right in front of me. He grips my chin and tilts my head up until I’m looking into his eyes.

A whimper escapes me. He’s so close that I can smell the intoxicating mix of his cologne and the scent of pure maleness that’s all his own. My heart is hammering so hard, I’m certain he can hear it.

His pupils dilate, and I see the corner of his lips twitch.

“Now, what I want you to do is go and pick three of the items in the room that you are most curious about, and then bring them to me.”

He releases his grip on my chin and takes a step back, and I miss the warmth emanating from his body almost immediately.

I hesitate, unsure where to start. The room is filled with so many things that I’ve only seen online, and it’s a little overwhelming.

I swallow nervously and begin looking around the room. My gaze stops on the metal cuffs hanging from the wall. I walk towards them, reaching up to touch the cold metal, but I’m not sure they are right for me.

Instead, I continue wandering around the room, finally finding a long length of red silk. My fingers tease across the fabric, and I’m instantly curious what Alex would do with it. I pick it up, holding it in my hand as I continue inspecting the other items.

It feels like it takes forever, because it’s hard to choose only three things when, in reality, I want to try them all. But I pick up a blindfold and a set of nipple clamps attached by a thin silver chain. I’m not sure why, but as soon as I lay my eyes on them, I feel a flutter of excitement between my thighs.

I walk back to Alex and hold out my three choices in hands that are trembling slightly. His eyes roam over them, as if assessing my decision carefully.

One corner of his lip curls up into a smirk that makes my heart skip a beat.

“Good girl, Ellie. I think these are going to do very nicely,” he murmurs, his eyes meeting mine.

I’m transfixed by the look of raw desire in them, and it has heat flooding through my body.

“I have to say, I’m not at all surprised about the red silk and the blindfold. They are choices that fit well with what I know about you already. I can imagine you are the type of young woman who is curious about the more sensual side of BDSM. But the nipple clamps; they do surprise me a little. I think you’re also curious about what it would be like to feel a bit of pain with your pleasure.”

He doesn’t phrase it as a question, so I don’t respond. But I’m sure the rush of color to my face is enough of an answer for him.

“I’m going to have fun with you tonight, Ellie,” he says, his soft, plump lips turning up into a full grin now. “Are you ready to begin?”

“Yes, Sir,” I reply, without hesitation.

I am more than ready for him.

I have been since the moment I first met him.


Chapter Three


Ellie:

“Take off your clothes,” he commands, and there is no hint of uncertainty or nervousness left in my body.

I obey him immediately, eager to do whatever it takes to make him happy. I need to know what it feels like to be dominated, to be controlled. To submit to the one man who has captured my attention like no other.

My fingers shake a little as I remove my dress, dropping it onto the floor next to me. When I’m down to just my underwear, I hesitate, but I can feel Alex’s eyes on me, watching every move, and so I continue, letting the last pieces of fabric fall away.

Once I’m completely naked, I look up and meet his gaze. My cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“You are a beautiful woman, Ellie,” he says, the corners of his mouth turning up in a small smile.

My face grows hotter, but a small rush of excitement flows through me.

“Thank you, Sir.”

His smile grows wider. “Good girl.”

Alex places the blindfold and the nipple clamps on the edge of the bed and approaches me, carrying only the red strip of silk. He moves behind me, and he’s so close that his warm breath brushes over the back of my neck. It sends a shiver down my spine.

“Do you remember your safeword, pet?” he asks in a softer tone, even as his fingers wrap around my slender wrists to pull them gently behind my back.

“It’s peaches, Sir,” I tell him, my breath catching in my throat as I feel him begin wrapping the silk around my wrists, bringing it between them and around to bind them together at the small of my back.

“Good girl. And you must use it if you need to. If I do something you don’t like, or it gets too much, just say it and I will stop straight away. Submission isn’t about having someone do things to you that you don’t want. It’s about letting someone you trust give you everything you could ever want and need - even when you don’t know it’s what you want yet.”

His voice is deep and gruff, his lips brushing against my ear as he speaks. It’s making me feel things I never knew I could feel, and the heat between my thighs is spreading.

Once he has tied my hands securely, he walks around to my front and looks down at me. I’m completely naked, while he’s still wearing the tight black t-shirt and black pants that cling to his body. Everything about him is just so damn masculine. It’s enough to send a quiver through my body.

“I promise I’ll use my safeword if I need to, Sir,” I say, the words coming out on a whimper.

He grins at me and nods. “Good, because I can’t wait to start playing with your body and hearing you moan for me.”

Before I can respond, Alex scoops me up in his arms and settles with me on the bed, with him sitting back against the headboard and me sitting between his thighs, my back against his chest. He reaches over and grabs the blindfold and nipple clamps, drawing them closer.

A soft moan of anticipation escapes me as I realize he will be using them on me soon. He’ll be touching me when I’m bound and blindfolded, helpless and at his mercy.

Just the thought of it makes me embarrassingly wet, and I squirm a little between his muscular thighs.

He chuckles softly and slips the blindfold over my eyes. It’s soft and silky, and blocks out all the light, plunging me into darkness.

“How does that feel, pet?” he asks, his breath warm against my cheek.

Knowing he’s so close that I can feel him surrounding me with his strength and control is an intoxicating feeling. I relax back against him, leaning my head back on his shoulder while my bound hands remain trapped between our bodies.

“It feels good, Sir.”

“Good,” he replies, and I feel him reach around me and cup one of my breasts.

My breath catches in my throat as he teases my nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it until it’s a stiff peak, and I can’t help but arch my back, pressing myself more firmly against his hand.

Alex laughs again, a low, throaty chuckle that fills my body with a warm glow. “You like it when I touch you, pet?”

“Yes, Sir,” I breathe, a shudder running through my entire body as he gives my nipple a sharp pinch, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my pussy.

I’m dripping wet already, and I can feel my arousal coating my inner thighs. I want to touch myself so badly, but the silky restraints around my wrists make that impossible.

He brings his hand to my other breast, teasing both nipples at the same time until I’m squirming shamelessly. Each little touch sends tingles to my clit, making me feel like I could come from being touched like this alone.

“Please, Sir,” I whimper.

His lips brush against the side of my neck, a feather-light kiss that makes goosebumps rise on my skin. “What do you need, Ellie?”

“I... I don’t know,” I admit, my voice barely more than a whisper.

I’ve never felt so completely lost to sensation.

“Do you need me to take care of you? To make you feel good, pet?”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan, writhing against him. “Please.”

“Alright, pet, I’ll take care of you,” he murmurs, kissing his way along my neck, his stubble scratching against my delicate skin.

His hands continue to play with my nipples, teasing them into stiff peaks. He pinches them gently, and it sends another jolt of pleasure straight to my clit. It feels incredible.

My breath comes in shallow gasps, and I’m so turned on that I’m practically vibrating with need.

My brain is so fuzzy now that it takes me a second to realize he’s pulled his hands away from my breasts, and then another second to register the sensation of something cold and solid pinching at my nipples.

“Ooh,” I whimper, as the metal clamps pinch the sensitive little buds tightly.

They feel heavy and foreign, and the sensation is strange, but not entirely unpleasant.

“How does that feel, pet?” Alex asks, his breath hot against my ear.

“It feels... good, Sir,” I whisper, unable to find any other words.

He chuckles softly, then a sharp pain shoots through my nipples as the clamps pull at the stiff peaks, tugging them outwards from my body.

Alex must be pulling on the chain, toying with me as I remain helpless.

A loud moan escapes me, and my hips buck instinctively. The pressure of the clamps is intense, but it’s the kind of pain that just adds to the pleasure building inside me.

“Do you want me to make you come, pet?” Alex asks, and the desire in his voice is unmistakable.

“Yes, please, Sir,” I beg.

I feel his hand slip between my thighs, and I spread my legs shamelessly for him, wanting nothing more than to feel his touch on my most intimate parts.

His fingers trace a line up my inner thigh, teasing and torturing me. The ache inside me grows, and I bite my lower lip to keep from begging again.

It’s such a helpless feeling, having the sensations keep building inside me until I feel like I might go crazy, but being unable to give myself any relief. But this is what I came here for. To find out what true surrender really feels like. And Alex is giving me exactly what I need.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity, his fingers graze my slick folds, and another moan escapes me.

“You’re so wet for me, pet,” he murmurs, his fingers exploring me with maddening slowness.

“Yes, Sir. Please, please touch me.”

He presses two fingers inside me, filling me completely. The sensation is so intense that I can’t help but cry out. He thrusts in and out of me slowly, his palm pressing against my clit with each movement.

The pleasure builds inside me, and I feel myself spiraling towards the edge. My body is on fire, and the tension is coiling inside me, ready to snap.

A sharp sensation adds to everything else I’m feeling as Alex begins tugging on the chain between the clamps again, making my head spin with the intense mix of pleasure and pain.

“Oh god, Sir,” I gasp, my whole body trembling as I near the edge.

“Don’t you dare come without permission, Ellie,” he growls in my ear, even as his fingers begin pumping faster in and out of me. “You’re my pretty little toy to play with tonight, and I’m not ready to put you out of your misery yet.”

I moan, a desperate, needy sound that comes from somewhere deep inside me. I’m so close, and with each thrust of his fingers, I feel myself teetering on the edge, the tension growing tighter and tighter.

“Please, Sir, I need to come,” I whimper, barely able to think straight. “I don’t think I can stop it. Please, Sir.”

“Oh, you’ll stop it, or I’ll have to punish you,” he says, his voice a low rumble in my ear. “You don’t want to find out what happens to bad girls who disobey, do you, Ellie?”

“No, Sir, please,” I gasp, my body taut as a bowstring.

I’m so close that it’s taking every little bit of willpower I possess to hold back. Every part of me is aching for release.

“Please what, pet?” he murmurs, his lips brushing against the shell of my ear. “You want me to make you come all over my fingers? Make you scream my name as you writhe in ecstasy?”

“Yes!” I gasp, the word coming out almost like a sob as the desperation takes hold.

“Then do it,” he growls, the words low and commanding. “Come for me, Ellie.”

His fingers thrust hard and fast, and at the same time, a deep and painful ache appears in my nipples as the metal clamps that had been pinching them are released.

The combination of sensations, along with Alex’s command to come, is enough to push me over the edge. I let go, crying out as the orgasm crashes through me, the waves of pleasure overwhelming me.

“Oh, Sir,” I moan, my body convulsing as he continues to pump his fingers in and out, drawing out every last ounce of pleasure from me.

It’s the most intense thing I’ve ever felt, and I’m lost in the haze of ecstasy.

When the orgasm finally subsides, I slump back against Alex, utterly spent and completely sated. He slips his hand between our bodies to untie the silk around my wrists, then he pulls off the blindfold. Not that it matters. I’m too exhausted to move or open my eyes, anyway.

His strong arms envelope me, holding me against the broad and solid expanse of his chest.

“You were such a good girl, Ellie,” he murmurs softly in my ear. “You made me so proud.”

A sleepy smile tugs at the corners of my lips, while a warm feeling fills my chest.

Despite what Alex said at the start, I don’t want this to be a one-off. I want another chance to be a good girl. To make him proud.

I’m willing to do anything it takes to be with him again.

Because I’ve just had a taste, and now I’m certain that no one else will ever make me feel this way again.

“Thank you, Sir,” I whisper.

Alex kisses the top of my head and runs his fingers through my hair in a soothing motion that soon has my heavy eyelids drooping even more.

I’m safe with him. And because of that, I’d give him the entire world if I could.

But all I have to offer him is my submission.

I just have to hope it’s enough to make him change his mind about a relationship.


Chapter Four


Alex:

What the hell had I been thinking?

I took things too far with Ellie last night at the club. And now, all I’ve been able to think about at work today is the sound of her moans, and how much I loved the breathy sound of her voice as she’d begged me to let her come.

I let out a sigh as I pull into the street where I live. All day I’ve been in the worst fucking mood, mad at myself for taking a taste of a sweet treat that I know I’ll just keep craving. But now I’m almost home, I plan to lock that front door, and jerk off to oblivion in the hope of working Ellie out of my system. Then I’m going to hide from my issues in the blissful numbness of sleep. I hope.

It sounds like the perfect way to spend the evening.

But as I pull up onto my driveway, I fear fate has other plans for me.

Ellie is sitting out on the front porch of their house, shivering slightly in the cool early evening air as she keeps her arms wrapped around herself. She’s still wearing her work clothes - a knee-length skirt and a pale blue blouse. Her long, dark hair is loose and wavy, falling down over her shoulders and her back, and she’s wearing those cute dark-rimmed glasses she always wears to work.

She’s like the epitome of the sexy librarian stereotype, and my dick instantly hardens at the sight of her.

I climb out of the car, buttoning up the front of my suit jacket and hoping that will hide the evident bulge from view at least a little bit.

“Hey,” I call out to her from my driveway. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah,” she says, her cheeks turning a soft shade of pink. “I guess Mom must have had to go to the store or something and I forgot my front door key this morning. I’m just waiting for her to get home.”

I sigh inwardly. I can’t just leave the poor girl there when it’s cold, and she’s not dressed properly for the weather.

“Do you want to come and wait inside?” I offer. “You look like you’re freezing.”

She blushes even more and shrugs her shoulders. “I’ll be fine. I don’t want to be a bother.”

Ellie drops her gaze to the floor, and I wonder if she’s resisting because of what I said last night about it only being a one-time thing. I’m sure she would have come inside before that happened, when we were on casual speaking terms.

But I’m not going to let her stay outside in the cold. Who knows when her mom will be home. From what I’ve witnessed, she’s unpredictable... at best. If she’s gone to a bar, she might not be home until the early hours of the morning.

“Get inside,” I say, resorting to that steely tone of voice she’d responded to so well last night.

As I expect, her head snaps up, and her eyes are wide when they meet mine.

“O... okay,” she stutters as she rises up from the wooden stair she’d been sitting on.

It takes every bit of willpower I possess not to call her a good girl. I’m just helping her out. Like I would do with any of my neighbors. This has got nothing to do with last night.

I walk over to the front door and unlock it, holding it open for Ellie. She walks past me, her eyes darting anywhere but my face, and the sweet smell of her perfume hits me.

Damn. How the hell am I going to make it through this without doing something stupid?

I follow her inside and close the door behind us, the click of the latch loud in the awkward silence that’s descended between us.

“Can I get you a drink or anything?” I ask, clearing my throat and trying to sound nonchalant.

“I’m okay, thanks,” she replies, her voice soft and breathy.

She begins rubbing her hands together, blowing between them in an effort to warm them up. Without thinking, I reach out and take her hands between mine, wincing as I feel how icy-cold her fingers are.

“Damn, how long were you waiting out there?” I ask. “You’re freezing.”

“I don’t know,” she answers in a small voice. “Probably about an hour, I guess.”

“Jesus, no wonder you’re shivering.”

Acting on instinct alone, I release her hands and unbutton my suit jacket, before pulling her towards me into a hug. She snuggles against me, wrapping her arms around my waist under my jacket, and I pull it around her as I hold her tight. Her little body is shivering against mine.

I shouldn’t be doing this.

But fuck, she feels so damn good pressed against me like this.

And now my dick is hard as steel.

“Thank you, Sir,” she whispers.

I clamp my lips together tightly to hold back a groan, and she stiffens in my arms, pulling back just enough that she can look up into my eyes. Her face is a deep shade of red now.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry, Alex. That just slipped out. I won’t do it again.”

“You better hadn’t,” I say, surprised at how gruff my voice has become. “Otherwise I might have to punish you, if you do.”

I’m playing with fucking fire, and I know it. But when we’re alone together in my house, her body pressed up against me, I’m not sure there is enough willpower in the world to keep me away from her.

My words force a small whimper from her lips until she clamps that lower pillow of flesh between her teeth and begins nibbling on it. Her eyes slip off to the side, and it looks like she’s deep in thought.

Damn it. Just when I think she can’t surprise me any more, I start to suspect she has some bratty tendencies hidden away inside her.

My whole body is tense, waiting to see how she responds to the threat of a punishment. I know that if she does anything to suggest she wants to be laid across my knees for a spanking, there’s no damn way I’ll be able to hold back.

Not after the way I’d jerked off three times last night just thinking about the way she’d looked while I’d had her bound and helpless as I’d made her come with my fingers.

She opens her mouth, her eyes darting up to meet mine again, and the heat I see burning in her eyes is unmistakable.

“I’m sorry,” she says, the tiniest hint of a smile tugging at the corners of her lips. “I’ll try to be a good girl in the future... Sir.”

And with that, all rational thoughts in my brain flee.

I let out a growl and crush my mouth to hers, unable to hold back any longer. My tongue demands entry, and Ellie parts her lips, letting me kiss her hard. Our tongues collide and duel with each other as she clings to me desperately, and I’m pretty sure I can feel her shaking with need.

When I pull back, she’s breathless, and her pretty blue eyes are glazed over with lust.

“Now it’s time for your punishment,” I say, taking her hand in mine and pulling her over towards the couch.

She trips over her feet a little, but I don’t slow down. I’m too eager to turn that sexy little ass of hers a bright shade of red.

We get to the sofa and I bend her over the back of it. Ellie’s so damn short that she ends up on tiptoes, and I can’t help but grin. She’s too fucking adorable.

With rough movements, I pull her skirt up around her waist and tug her panties down to the floor, baring her ass and her pretty little cunt to me.

I take a moment to admire her glistening folds, enjoying the obvious evidence of her arousal.

“Do you know what you are being punished for, pet?” I ask, running my hand gently over her ass cheek.

“Because I called you Sir,” she whimpers. “And that was just supposed to be for last night.”

When I hear those words, I wince inwardly at the reminder that I’m crossing a line with her by doing this today. I’m all too aware that I could have just told her not to call me that and then dropped it. It’s my fault that things have escalated once again.

But I can’t help myself. There’s just something about her that draws me in and refuses to let go.

“That’s right,” I say, using the firm tone I know she likes. “And then when I warned you it would result in a punishment if you did it again, you went ahead and called me that, anyway. So now, I’m going to turn your ass a very pretty shade of red.”

She moans softly, and my cock twitches. It’s already uncomfortably hard and straining painfully against my pants, and the little noises Ellie makes aren’t helping matters.

“Yes, Sir,” she says, helpfully pushing herself up higher on tiptoes and arching her spine to push her ass further in the air for me, putting those luscious curves on display.

Goddamn, she’s practically begging for a spanking. It would be cruel to refuse her.

I lift my hand up, bringing it down in a hard slap against her pale skin. Ellie squeals, and I watch, mesmerized, as the creamy flesh turns a soft shade of pink.

“Fuck, Ellie,” I mutter. “I’m going to enjoy marking up this pretty little ass.”

Before she has a chance to respond, I land another stinging slap on the other cheek, and a delicious little moan falls from her lips.

“Thank you, Sir.”

Jesus. The way she says those three little words has me desperate to bury my cock deep inside her. But not yet. Not until I’ve finished marking her skin with my handprints, so that every time she sits down for the next week, she’ll know exactly who owns her ass.

Fuck, where the hell did that thought come from?

I shake my head, trying to push that particular little fantasy aside and focus on the task at hand. I’ve already lost control. Now, it’s time to rein it back in.

So I ignore the desperate pleas of my throbbing cock and continue to spank her. I alternate between cheeks, turning them a nice, even shade of pink, and Ellie is making the most amazing noises. Every time she calls me Sir, my dick throbs and it gets harder and harder to control my desire.

Judging by the way her pussy lips are now drooling with her excitement, I can tell she’s enjoying the pain. Enjoying being marked. And it makes me so damn hot.

Unable to resist any longer, I reach between her legs, sliding my fingers over her dripping folds, making Ellie whimper and squirm.

“God, you’re soaked,” I growl, before bringing my wet fingers to my lips and sucking on them. “And you taste fucking divine.”

“Oh, please, Sir,” she moans. “Please...”

I can’t tell whether she’s begging for more of the spanking, or begging for my fingers, so I decide to give her a little of both.

My hand smacks down against her ass once again, and Ellie lets out a cry, pushing her hips back and offering her ass to me like a greedy little brat.

She’s clearly desperate for more, and I’m more than happy to give it to her. I smack her again, and again, and her cries fill the room, echoing off the walls.

I can feel the tension building inside me, and it’s not just the kind that comes with the need for a release. No. There’s something deeper, a tension in my chest that I’ve never felt before.

“Fuck,” I mutter. “Your ass looks so fucking beautiful like this, pet.”

Ellie moans softly, and I run my hand over her stinging flesh. The skin is warm under my touch, and I can’t help but admire the way it’s glowing from my attention.

But I want more.

I need to be buried deep inside her.

I move closer, my fingers brushing lightly against her folds, teasing her a little. Ellie shudders, a soft whimper escaping her lips.

“Sir, please...”

Her breathless plea sends a shiver through me, and I can’t stop myself from sliding two fingers into her, filling her up.

She lets out a gasp, and her muscles clamp down around my digits, drawing me deeper inside her.

“You like that, pet?” I growl.

“Yes, Sir,” she moans.

I pump my fingers in and out of her, curling them a little and brushing against that sweet spot inside her that makes her gasp.

“It feels so good, Sir. Please don’t stop. Please.”

Her words come out in a rush, and I can tell that she’s getting close. I add a third finger, stretching her a little, and the noise that escapes her lips is almost enough to make me feral.

“Come for me, pet,” I say, pumping my fingers harder and faster, making her shudder and moan.

“I... I’m so close, Sir,” she says, her voice coming out breathy.

“Good girl. Don’t hold back. Give me what I need. Come for me now.”

I curl my fingers, hitting that perfect spot inside her, and Ellie cries out, her body going taut as her muscles clench around my fingers.

“Sir!” she screams, her whole body trembling.

I don’t let up, my fingers moving faster and harder, fucking her through her orgasm. She’s so wet, her juices are running down my wrist and soaking into my sleeve, and the sounds she’s making are driving me insane.

“Good girl,” I say, my voice low and gravelly. “Such a good girl.”

When she finally comes down from her high, her legs give out and she collapses against the back of the couch. Her whole body is trembling, and I can’t resist pulling her into my arms, holding her tightly against my chest.

“I think you enjoyed your spanking, didn’t you, pet?” I murmur, my lips brushing against her ear.

“Yes, Sir,” she sighs, her voice barely audible. “It was amazing.”

“Good.” I drop a kiss to the top of her head. “I’m glad.”

There’s a long moment of silence, and I’m content to just hold her, feeling her body pressed against mine. It’s a strange sensation. It’s not something I’m used to.

But the moment is ruined by the sound of a car outside, and as we both turn to look out the front window, we see her mom’s car pulling into their driveway.

“Damn it,” she says, pulling away from me and smoothing down her skirt. “I’m so sorry, Alex, but I should go. Mom will be mad if I stay here too long.”

I frown, wondering how the hell Ellie’s mom has still got such a hold over her when she’s an adult. But before I can figure out the best way to ask her about it, she’s gone.

With a sigh, I glance down and realize her panties are still on the floor behind the couch, and I bend to pick them up. At least I’ll have a little reminder of Ellie later when I’m trying to relieve this pent up frustration I’m feeling.


Chapter Five


Ellie:

“And where were you?” Mom asks the second I rush through the front door, only a couple of minutes after she’d arrived home.

She turns to look at me, and I don’t even have to get close to her to smell the alcohol on her breath. It’s pungent and overwhelming, and it makes my stomach churn.

For a moment, all I can do is hate the man who turned her into this shell of a woman. But honestly, I hate her a little too for allowing it to happen. This has been my fucking life ever since I was fifteen, and I’m sick of it. I want to get out, but with the house prices being so high, I can’t afford anything by myself. Although I have been saving every spare cent for the last few months, so hopefully I won’t have to put up with this too much longer.

“I was just next door,” I say, trying to keep my voice casual. “I forgot my front door key this morning so I couldn’t get in. Alex let me wait inside because it was so cold out there.”

At the mere mention of his name, I feel my face start to heat up.

I’m still reeling from what we’d done. And not just the fact that he’d spanked me, but also the fact that we’d both enjoyed it so much. I can still feel the sting on my ass, and it sends a wave of excitement through me.

Mom takes a step closer, looking me in the eye. “Be careful, Ellie,” she says. “I’m sure he’d fuck you in a heartbeat if he could. And I’ve already told you, men are trouble. They’ll break your heart, then leave you all alone.”

“I know, Mom,” I say with a sigh. “You tell me that every day. But, you know, not all men are like...”

“Don’t you dare say his name in my house,” she shouts, interrupting me before I can finish and smacking her hand down hard enough on the kitchen table that the loud noise makes me flinch. “Why are you even defending him, Ellie?”

“I’m not,” I say, feeling the frustration rising within me. “I don’t care about him. But I’d also just like to be able to live my life for once without you telling me what to do. I’m an adult, for god’s sake, and I don’t see why I should have to pay for things that were done to you in the past by other people.”

With each word, my voice rises until I’m shouting right back at her. My heart is hammering inside my chest, and I can feel myself trembling. I don’t think she’d ever hurt me - she never has in the past - but I’m tired of living like this, scared of her all the time.

Mom looks at me, her eyes narrowing, and I have a feeling I might be about to regret what I did.

“Is something going on between you and the guy next door? Is that why you’re acting like this all of a sudden?”

“No, Mom,” I say with a sigh.

And it’s not exactly a lie. Alex made it clear last night that he’s not interested in a relationship with me. Or with anyone.

“If I find out you’re fucking him, Ellie, you’ll be out of this house in a heartbeat. I know you don’t understand this, but I’m just doing this to protect you. I love you so much, baby, and I never want you to have to experience what I went through.”

She’s sniffling now, her eyes glistening with tears, and I know I should feel something other than disgust when she steps closer and strokes my cheek with an unsteady hand. But this is her usual pattern. Getting mad at me for doing nothing, then turning on the waterworks to try and make me feel bad.

It took me way too long to realize this is her way of manipulating me into doing exactly what she wants. But I’m not playing this game anymore.

I take a step back, removing myself from her reach, and her expression darkens.

“I’m not fucking him, Mom. I can promise you that. But I’m going to my room. I don’t want to have this conversation again.”

“So little fucking respect for me,” I hear her mutter as she goes to the shopping bags she’d left on the floor when she got home. Unsurprisingly, she pulls out a bottle of beer, pops the cap off, and takes a long drink.

“After everything I’ve done for her and she still can’t give me the slightest bit of damn respect. The ungrateful little bitch.”

Even though she is mumbling the words to herself, they still hurt, and I turn and head to my bedroom before she can see the tears in my eyes.

I’m so done with this.

But at the same time, I’m trapped here.

Until I have enough money to move out, anyway, and who knows how long that’s going to take. I’m reliant on Mom’s money for survival, and she knows it.

My dad had passed away when I was only five, and I don’t remember him too well. But apparently he had been very successful, running the financial investment business he’d set up with his brother. He’d left Mom a lot of money when he’d died, and with the help of my uncle investing it wisely, it means Mom will never have to work again. Hell, she can’t even drink enough to get through the interest she earns on the money.

But, of course, she won’t let me see a damn cent of it. She wants me to stay here with her. She wants me to be completely dependent on her, because then she can control me. It’s all she ever does - using her money and her temper tantrums and her emotional manipulation to keep me under her thumb.

A tear falls down onto my cheek as I think about how trapped I am here. But not for much longer. I’m doing what I can to get out. I just have to be patient while I save my money.

And in the meantime, at least I have my fantasies about Alex. That’s the only thing that has been keeping me feeling sane ever since he first moved in next door.

I purposely turn my thoughts to how it had felt tonight as he’d spanked my ass, and how good it had felt as he’d fingered me to an intense orgasm.

These are the kinds of thoughts that bring a sense of peace, even as they create a heat between my thighs for even more of his touch.

Alex is the one person in my life who has ever made me feel good. And as much as I know he doesn’t want anything serious, I still can’t help wanting him.

Even though I know that can never happen. Between his reluctance to be in a relationship, and my mom’s crazy attempts to make sure I never date anyone, it feels impossible.

But if the only way I can have him is through fantasy, then so be it.

I close my eyes, picturing his strong, muscular body. I haven’t even seen him naked, but I already know that he’s perfection. Those broad shoulders, those bulging biceps, and those hands that feel so big and powerful. The way he’d picked me up so easily last night at the club just goes to show how strong he is.

God, I’m already getting wet again.

I run my own hands over my breasts, imagining it’s Alex touching me.

My nipples are already hard, and as I pinch them through my clothes, I picture him above me.

I imagine it’s his fingers sliding over my stomach, his palms gliding over my hips.

My heart is racing, and my pussy is throbbing, and the need for release is overwhelming.

My hand slides under my skirt, and I let out a soft gasp as I realize my panties are gone. I must have left them at Alex’s place when I rushed out. Oh god, it’s going to be so embarrassing if he finds them. But at the same time, there’s a part of me that loves the idea of him holding onto something of mine.

Maybe even using them to pleasure himself.

That thought makes me even hotter, and as I slip a finger into my dripping wet pussy, I can’t help but wish it was Alex’s fingers instead.

“Fuck,” I whisper, pushing a second finger inside myself.

I can’t even think about him without being consumed by this aching need for him.

And I know it’s wrong. He doesn’t want me like that. And he doesn’t want a relationship.

But, god, I want him so much.

My fingers slide in and out, and I can feel myself getting closer to the edge.

“Oh, Alex,” I moan, and the words slips from my lips before I can stop them.

But it feels so good. It feels right.

And as I imagine him touching me, whispering to me, calling me his good girl, I fall apart.

“Oh, god,” I whimper, as my pussy clenches around my fingers.

My orgasm crashes over me, and as the pleasure consumes my body, I can’t help thinking how amazing it would feel to have Alex’s cock buried inside me as I come.

I want him. I want him so fucking badly.

And as the orgasm fades away, leaving me gasping and shaking, I realize there’s no point trying to deny it.

I have fallen hard for Alex, and no matter how hard I try, I can’t get him out of my head.

He’s the one man who makes me feel alive. He’s the one man who makes me feel loved.

And the one man who can never be mine.

But how am I supposed to stop craving him as much as I do? It’s impossible.


Chapter Six


Alex:

I take a sip of my coffee as I peek out the front window again. After the way Ellie ran out on me last night, I’m still curious about what the hell is going on between her and her mom. Sure, I’ve heard some shouting coming from their house at times, always from the mother, but the panic on Ellie’s face when she’d seen her mom pull up outside their house was unmistakable.

Worry churns in the pit of my stomach, making me feel nauseous.

I’m determined to get to the bottom of whatever is going on, just to make sure she is safe. If she isn’t, well, then I will have to do something to fix it.

It hits me like a punch to the gut that I’ve fallen for her already. The worry I feel for her is so much more than just neighborly concern. I barely slept last night as I tossed and turned in bed, the memory of Ellie’s panicked expression etched in my memory.

I need to leave for work soon, but I’m hoping to see Ellie before I do, just to make sure she’s okay.

A movement from outside catches my eye, and as I look up, I see Ellie walking towards her car. I quickly put my mug down on the nearby table and rush out the front door to catch up with her.

“Hey, Ellie,” I call out as I jog towards her.

Her posture stiffens, and she turns around slowly to look at me. “Hi,” she says, her lips curling up into a forced smile.

I run my gaze over her from top to bottom, and this time, it’s not because I’m checking her out. I need to make sure she’s unharmed.

She’s wearing a dark gray pencil skirt and a pastel pink blouse. Her long, dark brown hair is pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she’s wearing the cute glasses she always wears to work. She’s beautiful, as always. And there aren’t any obvious signs that she’s been hurt.

But her eyes keep darting towards her house, and her posture is rigid.

“Are you okay?” I ask, stepping closer.

“Umm, yeah, of course,” she says, nodding her head as if that little movement will convince me that she’s telling the truth. “But I’m running late for work, so I can’t stop and chat. Have a good day, Alex.”

“You too,” I say, as I watch her back up towards her car and get inside.

I want to stop her, and demand to know what’s going on, so that I can help her if she is in trouble. But I know this isn’t the right time or place. Ellie was obviously worried about her mom seeing us talking, and if I force her to stay with me any longer, I might end up making her situation at home worse, rather than better.

So I take a step back and turn, walking towards my house as I quickly formulate a plan in my mind.

If it’s not safe to talk to her here, I’ll go see her at work instead. At least she won’t have to worry about us being seen together there, and she might be able to talk to me a little more freely. I already know she works in a library, and while she’s never told me which one specifically, there are only two libraries locally, so it shouldn’t take long to find her.

As I close my front door behind me, I pull my phone out of my jacket pocket and begin typing an email to my secretary, telling her that I won’t be in to work today and that I need her to reschedule my meetings.

There’s no way I’d be able to concentrate at work until I’m certain Ellie is safe, anyway. I need to take care of my girl.

That’s more important than anything else right now.
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An hour later, I park my car outside the second library in the area and head inside. The first one I went to was a dead end, so this has to be the one she works at.

The smell of books is the first thing that hits me as I walk through the large double doors.

The walls are lined with floor-to-ceiling shelves, and each shelf is full to the brim with books.

At the far end of the room is a large children’s section, and there are a few small kids running around, grabbing books off the shelves and taking them over to the large beanbags that are spread throughout the area.

A little further towards the left is a small section full of computers, and the middle of the room is taken up by a handful of long tables and chairs. There are people sitting around the tables, either working on laptops or reading books, and as I glance around the rest of the room, I notice several others sitting in comfortable armchairs scattered around the place.

I smile to myself. I can imagine Ellie being happy working in a place like this. It’s a nice, relaxing atmosphere.

As I walk further into the building, I catch sight of Ellie standing behind a counter, talking to a couple of older women. Her eyes are bright, and her cheeks are flushed, and when she laughs at something one of the women says, it makes me smile. She looks so happy. So relaxed.

She must sense me watching her, because a moment later, she turns her head and our eyes meet. Her jaw drops open, and her eyes widen, but then her cheeks flush a darker shade of red, and a hint of a smile appears on her lips.

Fuck, when she looks at me like that, it’s all I can do to not cross the room and kiss her until she’s breathless.

She excuses herself and walks over to me.

“What are you doing here, Alex?” she asks, and her tone is full of surprise.

“I just wanted to check on you,” I say, glancing around. “I was worried about you after the way you left in such a hurry last night. And this morning.”

Her face brightens, and she tilts her head before she begins walking behind one of the large bookshelves. I follow her.

“I’m really sorry about that,” she says, her gaze lowering to the floor. “It’s just that my mom... well, how do I explain this? She has issues with men. And whenever she thinks a guy might be interested in me, she tends to go a little crazy about it.”

Ellie looks up at me again, a small, embarrassed smile on her lips.

“Sometimes, I’d much prefer to avoid the drama with her, you know? So I’m trying not to make it look like there is more to our friendship than there really is.”

I nod and take a quick look around to make sure we’re out of sight before backing Ellie up into one of the corners. A small gasp escapes her, and I reach out to grip onto a metal shelf either side of her head. If I don’t hold on to something, I’m not sure I’m going to be able to resist touching her. And I should behave myself when I’m visiting her at work.

“Okay, I can understand that completely. But what do you mean when you say it makes your mom go a little crazy? Does she...?”

I let my words trail off, not sure if I can bring myself to say them.

Her eyes widen and she shakes her head. “She’s never hurt me, if that’s what you’re asking. She just shouts a lot, that’s all.”

Ellie reaches out and puts a hand on my chest, and her touch sends a bolt of heat through me.

“Honestly, she’s just a little dramatic. Please don’t worry about me. I’m fine.”

Her eyes slip away from mine, and for a moment, I wonder if she’s still hiding something. But then she’s looking at me again, and there is so much heat in her gaze that it suddenly becomes difficult to think about anything other than leaning down to capture her lips in a kiss.

The corners of her mouth curve up into a sexy little smile, and she tilts her head up towards me, as if she wants me to kiss her.

She licks her lips, and I groan, unable to hold back any longer.

I lower my lips to hers, and as soon as they touch, I’m lost.

Her taste, her smell, her soft whimpers. It’s all intoxicating, and the way her tongue feels sliding against mine drives me wild.

Unable to resist, I press my body against hers, pushing her back against the shelves behind her. I can’t seem to get enough.

Ellie moans softly, and she grips the lapels of my jacket, pulling me even closer.

It takes every ounce of self-control I have not to strip her naked and take her right here, up against the bookshelves.

Fuck, why did I have to think about her naked? Now I can’t get the image out of my head, and it makes my cock harden painfully in my pants.

This woman is driving me insane, and all I want to do is claim her as mine.

I thought I could keep my distance from her. Thought I could just toy with my innocent younger neighbor for one night and then walk away. But it’s impossible.

When I’m not with her, she’s all I can think about. And when I’d thought there was something wrong, I’d found it impossible to eat or sleep. Hell, I even took a day off work for her today, and I can’t remember the last time I called out of work.

Ellie is unlike anyone I’ve ever met before. She’s sweet and sexy and so fucking innocent. She’s a temptation that I can’t resist.

“Alex,” she whispers against my lips. “We can’t do this here. If my boss sees me, I might get fired.”

Her words bring me back to my senses, and I back up a step or two. Ellie’s breathing hard, and her lips are red and swollen from my kisses.

God, she looks so beautiful.

“You’re right, I’m sorry. That’s the last thing I want to happen.”

Ellie bites her lip, and her cheeks turn a darker shade of red. “I have a lunch break at 12,” she says. “Maybe we could meet up somewhere then?”

She looks up at me from under her eyelashes, and the way her shy smile makes her dimples appear is adorable.

Fuck, how did I manage to resist her for so long?

“Come to Club Surrender at twelve,” I tell her. Maybe I should take her out for something to eat, but right now, I only have an appetite for one thing. And it’s not food. “It’s closed until tonight, so we’ll have the place to ourselves.”

I lean in, pressing my lips to hers one more time before backing away and heading for the exit.

“Oh, and Ellie,” I add, stopping to glance back at her.

She’s still leaning against the bookshelves, her hand pressed against her lips, and a dreamy look on her face.

“Don’t wear any panties,” I say, and then leave before she can respond.

My cock is already rock hard, and if I don’t leave now, I’m going to have to do something about it.

Like bend her over one of the library tables and fuck her right here and now.

I’m not sure how much longer I can hold out. I want her so fucking badly. And the more time I spend with her, the harder it is to resist.

I need some time alone with her so we can discuss what we both want and need from this. Especially with the added complications her mom brings.

And maybe, if I’m lucky, by the end of the day, I will be able to find out if this is as intense for her as it is for me.


Chapter Seven


Ellie:

I stand outside Surrender, wondering if I should knock. Would Alex even hear me if I did? The club is huge and he might not be close enough to the door to hear me.

A strange mix of nerves and excitement swirl around in the pit of my stomach, making me feel slightly nauseous, but in a good way, if that’s even possible. Why would Alex bring me to his BDSM club when it’s closed if he didn’t want something to happen between us today? And why would he tell me not to wear panties? My entire body is aching for his touch, and I’m hopeful I might get it today.

Just as I lift my hand to try knocking, the door swings open and Alex is standing in the doorway, a crooked grin on his lips.

“I’ve been watching you on the camera for the last five minutes, wondering if you’re going to come in,” he says, a teasing tone lacing his words.

My face grows hot and I giggle nervously. “Sorry, I wasn’t sure if I should knock or just come in,” I explain.

He opens the door wider and steps back, giving me space to enter. “Oh, you should definitely come in,” he says, and when my eyes meet his, there’s a hunger in his gaze that sends a shiver of desire straight through me.

As I step into the club, he closes the door behind me and leans in close. His scent surrounds me, making my head spin, and when his fingers graze my arm, my skin tingles where he touches.

“I hope you did as you were told and came here without panties,” he whispers, his voice low and husky.

My nipples harden under my thin blouse, and my body trembles. I nod my head slowly, so overwhelmed with my need for him that I can’t find any words.

“Show me,” he says, the tone of his voice making it clear he expects to be obeyed immediately.

With trembling fingers, I tug my tight pencil skirt up around my waist and he moves back a step, his eyes lingering on the smooth skin between my thighs.

His hand reaches out, and his fingers brush along my pussy, making my breath hitch.

“Good girl,” he growls. “I’m looking forward to seeing how many times I can make you come during your lunch break. But first, we need to have a little talk. Come with me, pet, and don’t bother pulling your skirt down. There’s nobody here but us, and I like seeing you with your pretty pussy on display for me.”

He gently takes my hand, and we begin walking through to the main room of the club.

“Umm, about that,” I begin, and I’m surprised to hear how shaky and breathless I already sound. “I told my boss that I had a bad headache and that I wouldn’t be back at work this afternoon.”

Alex stops in his tracks, looking down at me with a wicked grin tugging at the corners of his lips.

“You mean to say I have several hours to make you come repeatedly for me, Ellie?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper.

The way he looks at me, like he wants to devour me, is intoxicating, and all I want is to give him whatever he desires.

Alex groans and cups the side of my face in his hand. He lowers his lips to mine, kissing me with an intensity that leaves me breathless.

When he finally breaks away, his eyes are dark and full of lust, and my heart pounds against my ribs.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous, Ellie. I can’t wait to taste that sweet little pussy of yours. Come with me, pet.”

I follow him over to one of the leather sofas that line the walls of the club and he sits down, tugging me into his lap. With a gasp, I try to bounce straight back up again, but Alex stops me with one strong arm around my waist.

“What’s the matter, Ellie? You don’t want to sit in my lap?”

My face burns, and I struggle to meet his gaze. “It’s not that, Alex. But your suit must cost more than I make in a year, and I don’t want to make a mess of it.”

Alex chuckles, but doesn’t release his hold on me. “If you’re wet enough to make a mess of my pants just from sitting in my lap, then that will be worth every fucking cent of the dry cleaning bill.”

I whimper and nod, relaxing a little. It’s only then that I realize how hard he is. His erection presses against my ass cheeks, and when I wriggle a little in his lap, he groans.

“Before I start getting too distracted,” he says, gathering my hair in his fist and tilting my head so I’m forced to look up into his eyes, “I have to confess something, pet. I made a bit of a mistake with you on our first night together.”

“Oh,” I say, trying to swallow past the sudden lump in my throat.

I don’t like the sound of where this conversation is going.

“Yes,” he continues, his eyes searching mine. “I told you that I only wanted one night. And I told myself that would be enough to satisfy my curiosity about you. But apparently that was a mistake.”

“Oh,” I gasp.

He slides his free hand up my side to gently cup my breast, then brushes his thumb casually back and forth across my nipple, making the little bud pebble under his touch.

“I suspect you feel the same way, pet. But I’m concerned about your mom. I don’t want to do anything that might put you in harm’s way with her.”

“No, Alex,” I murmur, struggling to concentrate with his hands all over me. “You won’t. She doesn’t need to know. I’m twenty-three, Alex, and I’m sick and tired of letting her run my life because she’s worried I’ll get hurt like she was.”

One corner of his lip curls upwards into an amused little smile. “I’d get to be your dirty little secret? That could be fun.”

I squirm some more in his lap, feeling his cock harden even more as I do, and he lets out a low growl.

“Seeing as we have more time than I thought, tell me a bit more about your mom and why she acts the way she does.”

I let out a soft sigh and shrug.

“There was this guy,” I say. “Mom met him when I was about twelve, and she was smitten with him straight away. I can remember she kept telling me about how perfect he was, and how she never thought she’d find anyone else after my dad died. She was happier than I’d ever seen her before, and I knew she had plans to marry him, even though he hadn’t asked her yet.”

I pause and take a breath, but Alex remains silent, his eyes locked on my face as if he’s hanging on every word. Such direct attention causes a little flutter of excitement between my thighs, and I continue, hoping to get this part over with quickly so we can get to the part where he promised to make me come repeatedly.

“They dated for three years, and he still hadn’t proposed to Mom. He’d come round to see her or take her out maybe two or three evenings a week, but he’d never stay the night. So she started getting suspicious and doing some digging around.”

Alex’s lips narrow, and I have a feeling he knows where this story is going.

“It turned out he was already married and had a whole other family he’d never told her about. He had kids and everything. Mom ended it, but it broke something inside her. And ever since, she’s always done her best to drill it into me that I should avoid men because they are all assholes.”

He nods and reaches up to cup my face in both his hands. “That guy did a shitty thing to her. And my father cheated on my mother repeatedly when I was younger, until she found out and threw him out, so I know how much cheating can ruin a family.”

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, feeling a dull ache in my chest that his father had done that to him and his mom.

He shakes his head and continues. “But I’m not anything like your mom’s ex. And I would never do anything to hurt you.”

His words make me melt inside, and I start squirming in his lap again.

“You won’t?” I ask, unable to stop the playful grin that teases the corners of my lips. “Because the spanking you gave me last night hurt, but I was hoping you might do it again one day, Sir.”

A low growl rumbles through him, and he slides one hand down my body to cup one of my ass cheeks in his hand. “Don’t worry, pet. I can see many spankings in your future. And I’ll make sure you enjoy every single damn one of them. But, I promise you, I will never hurt you in a way you don’t enjoy.”

“I believe you, Alex,” I whisper. “But you have to know something else.”

“Oh?”

I lick my lips and lean in closer. “I’ve never been with a man before,” I say, the words coming out as a whisper. “I’ve never let anyone else touch me or kiss me. Until you, Alex. You’re the first.”

“Fuck,” he hisses, and his arms wrap tightly around me, pulling me against his chest. “I had a feeling that would be the case, considering how your mom feels about you dating, but hearing it confirmed...”

He trails off, his voice choked with emotion, and his mouth crashes down on mine. His tongue sweeps across the seam of my lips and I part them for him, moaning softly when our tongues dance together.

I press my body tighter against his, desperate to feel every inch of him. His arms are firm and strong around me, holding me securely.

And suddenly, I feel safe and protected in a way that I’ve never felt before.

I lose myself in the kiss, letting it consume me. When his lips leave mine and move lower, trailing a hot line of kisses along my neck, I moan.

“Please, Sir,” I whimper. “I need more.”

“Don’t worry, pet,” he growls. “You’ll get everything you need.”

He rises up from the couch, holding me in his arms. “But we should go somewhere more private, in case one of my friends comes in before opening time. I want you all to myself, pet.”

I whimper and nod, nuzzling my face against the side of his neck as he carries me through the club and into the quiet back area, where he took me on my first night at the club.

This is it.

Alex is going to take my virginity. And my entire body is buzzing with excitement and anticipation.

I’ve fantasized about this moment for so long, and it’s finally going to become a reality.


Chapter Eight


Ellie:

As soon as Alex shuts the door to the private room, his lips are claiming mine in a hungry kiss. I’m still in his arms, and I wrap my arms and legs around the solid bulk of his muscular body, clinging to him desperately.

“God, Ellie,” he murmurs against my lips. “I can’t keep my hands off you.”

“Then don’t,” I breathe. “Please, Alex, I need you to touch me.”

His low groan echoes through the quiet room, and he pulls me tighter against him, deepening the kiss while he backs me up against the nearest wall.

As his tongue delves deeper into my mouth, his hands slide up the backs of my thighs, stopping just shy of my ass. My tight skirt is still hitched up above my waist, and with his command to meet him without panties, my ass and pussy are fully exposed.

I whimper and squirm, grinding myself against his erection, which is rock hard and pressing against me.

“Fuck, pet,” he growls, breaking away from the kiss and burying his face against the side of my neck.

“I’ve thought about this moment ever since that first night you came to the club,” he admits. “You’ve been driving me wild, and I don’t think I can resist you much longer.”

His confession makes my heart flutter in my chest, happiness surging through me as I find out he needs me just as badly as I need him.

I don’t care what my mom thinks about me dating him. I love him. And I don’t want to live without him. If anything, this is just making me even more determined to get out of her house as quickly as possible.

“I don’t want you to resist, Sir,” I tell him, gasping and grinding harder against his cock. “I need you so badly. Please.”

He groans and grips my ass cheeks tightly, his fingers biting into my flesh, and the slight pain is intoxicating.

“You’re so damn sweet and eager, pet,” he growls. “I need to taste your pretty little pussy.”

I let out a squeal as he spins us both around, and then he sets me down on my feet.

“Strip,” he commands, then he takes a step back, his gaze roaming up and down my body as if he’s trying to devour me with nothing but his eyes.

The hunger in his expression makes my entire body tingle, and I reach up to unbutton my blouse, revealing the lacy white bra beneath.

He sucks in a sharp breath, his eyes drinking in the sight of me as I shrug the blouse off and drop it to the floor. Then I slowly lower the zipper on my skirt, tugging it down and letting it fall to the floor as well.

“God, you’re stunning, pet,” Alex says. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

My cheeks flush, and a rush of excitement swells between my thighs.

“Thank you, Sir,” I whisper.

When he nods his head, gesturing for me to continue, I reach back and unfasten my bra, letting the straps slide down my arms before tossing the scrap of lace aside.

My nipples are already stiff and aching, and they pebble even more when Alex groans.

“Take your hair down, pet,” he orders, his voice deep and husky. “I want to see it cascading around your shoulders.”

With trembling fingers, I reach up and pull out the hair tie that had been keeping the long strands captured in a pony tail.

As my hair falls down, brushing against my shoulders, Alex closes the distance between us and gathers a handful of the dark locks, winding them around his fist.

He pulls my head back, making me gasp, and lowers his lips to mine. His tongue plunges into my mouth, and the kiss is demanding, almost punishing, and it makes me wetter and needier for him than ever before.

His free hand cups one of my breasts, his thumb brushing across my nipple, and then he pinches the tender bud lightly, sending sparks of pleasure rushing through me.

I moan into his mouth and arch my back, thrusting my chest forward, silently begging for more.

“Please, Sir,” I manage to mumble, though the words are muffled by his lips.

Alex growls and pulls back. “Do you want my mouth on your pretty little nipples, pet?”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Yes, please, Alex.”

He chuckles and releases my hair. “Such good manners, Ellie. You’re such a good girl.”

With his eyes locked on mine, he leans down and licks one of my nipples, and a shudder runs through me. Then he wraps his lips around it and sucks it into his mouth, flicking his tongue back and forth over the little nub, and I moan, tangling my fingers in his hair and holding him against me.

His mouth feels amazing, and I’m desperate for more. I need to feel his hands on every part of me, his mouth on every inch of my body.

Alex wraps his arms around me and lifts me up, keeping his mouth on my breast as he carries me over to the bed. He lays me down gently and stands up straight, his gaze raking up and down my body.

“I can’t get enough of you,” he growls. “I’m so fucking hungry for you, pet.”

He kneels at the edge of the bed and tugs me towards him, draping my legs over his shoulders. The position leaves me completely open and exposed to him, and a surge of heat rushes to my core.

“Fuck,” Alex growls. “Your sweet little cunt is so pink and pretty. And so wet.”

Before I can respond, his head dips down and his mouth covers me, his tongue delving between my slick folds.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasp, the words turning into a loud moan as he begins eating me out with a ferocity that’s almost animalistic.

His tongue dances over my clit, teasing me mercilessly, and when he slides two fingers deep inside me, I cry out, writhing and bucking on the bed.

“You taste so good, Ellie,” he growls, lifting his head just long enough to meet my gaze. “So fucking good.”

“Please,” I beg. “Please, Sir. I’m so close. Make me come. Please!”

He grins at me with lips coated in my wetness, then ducks his head back down and flicks his tongue over my clit again.

“Come for me, pet,” he growls.

I cry out and arch my back, the tension inside me snapping. Pleasure ripples through me in wave after wave, and my pussy clenches and spasms around his fingers as he keeps licking and sucking on my sensitive little nub.

My vision goes dark, and for a moment, I feel like I’m floating. My entire body is trembling and tingling, and my mind is blissfully empty.

When the pleasure finally begins to subside, Alex pulls back, his lips and chin glistening with my juices.

“Fuck, pet,” he groans, licking his lips. “You have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever tasted.”

“Oh, Sir,” I whisper, my voice shaky and my breathing uneven. “That was... wow.”

“That was just the beginning, pet,” he tells me, his voice thick with lust. “I’m not even close to being finished with you yet.”

Alex begins pumping his fingers slowly in and out of me, and I let out a moan.

“This is my pretty little pussy now, Ellie. It belongs to me. Nobody else has ever touched you here before, and nobody else ever will. But now, I think it’s time for me to claim it properly.”

The possessiveness in his words sends a thrill through me, and I nod eagerly, a whimper escaping my lips.

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper. “It’s yours. All yours.”

Alex removes his fingers, and the loss of his touch is almost painful. But I know what’s coming next, and my entire body quivers in anticipation.

He rises up from his position at the foot of the bed, and his hands go to his suit jacket. He slides the expensive garment off and tosses it aside, and then he begins unbuttoning his shirt.

My eyes are glued to him as his hands move down, and I suck in a sharp breath as his bare chest is revealed.

His torso is even more impressive than I’d imagined. Hard muscles ripple beneath his tanned skin, and a smattering of hair covers his pecs.

My eyes trail lower, and I watch as he undoes his pants and pushes them and his boxer briefs down his hips.

When his cock springs free, my mouth falls open, and my pussy clenches with need.

It’s even bigger and thicker than I’d thought it would be, and it’s rock hard; the head of his cock flushed with arousal and dripping with precum.

“Alex,” I whimper, feeling a rush of anxiety and excitement at the thought of taking his cock.

“Don’t worry, Ellie,” he soothes, his voice soft. “I’ll take care of you. I’m going to make you feel so good, pet.”

I nod, trusting him. He’ll make sure I’m okay.

Alex climbs onto the bed, his weight making the mattress dip, and he crawls up until his body is stretched out over mine. His lips capture mine, and I can taste myself on him, the reminder of the way he made me come flooding me with fresh desire.

His cock is nestled against my pussy, and as he kisses me, his hips roll and grind against me, rubbing his hard length through my slick folds.

The feeling of his thick shaft sliding through my wetness makes me moan, and my hips begin rocking against his.

“I’m not going to make you wait anymore, pet,” he murmurs, pulling back to look at me. “Are you ready for my cock?”

“Please, yes,” I gasp, nodding eagerly. “I’m ready, Sir.”

Alex’s gaze locks with mine, and his eyes are blazing with intensity as he reaches down and guides his cock to my entrance.

“Fuck,” he growls, his eyes squeezing shut as he starts pushing his thick cock inside me. “You’re so fucking tight, pet. Your sweet little pussy is strangling my cock.”

He pushes deeper, stretching me open, and there’s a twinge of pain, but it’s quickly overtaken by the pleasure of having him inside me.

“Are you okay, Ellie?” he asks, his voice strained as he stills halfway inside me.

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper.

“Good girl,” he growls.

Then he thrusts forward, sheathing his entire length inside me in one swift movement.

A cry rips from my lips, and I gasp at the feeling of him buried deep inside me, stretching and filling me in a way that’s so intense, it almost hurts.

“Shh, shh, you’re okay,” Alex murmurs, pressing his forehead against mine. “You’re okay, Ellie. Just relax.”

I nod, doing my best to relax and adjust to his size. The discomfort slowly fades, replaced by a feeling of fullness and pleasure; and when I begin moving my hips against him, grinding myself against his cock, Alex lets out a groan.

“That’s my good girl,” he breathes. “I’m going to move now, Ellie. I’m going to claim your pussy as mine. Are you ready, pet?”

“Yes, Sir,” I reply, nodding eagerly. “Please, I need you.”

He kisses me, his lips searing hot against mine, and then he pulls back, his eyes locking with mine.

“Tell me who you belong to, pet,” he growls, his tone deep and commanding.

“You, Sir,” I gasp. “I’m yours.”

“Fuck,” he snarls, and he pulls his hips back, slowly withdrawing from me before thrusting back inside.

The sudden movement makes me cry out, and I wrap my arms around his neck, clinging to him tightly.

“Tell me again,” he orders, his voice rough and strained.

“I’m yours, Sir,” I repeat, the words barely more than a breathless whisper.

Alex begins thrusting in and out of me, each stroke slow and deliberate, and I cling to him, whimpering and moaning as the pressure and pleasure build.

“You’re so fucking tight, Ellie,” he groans. “So wet and tight and perfect. You were made for me, pet.”

I can only gasp and nod, lost in the incredible sensations of having him moving inside me.

He thrusts harder and faster, and I can tell that he’s losing control, his movements becoming more urgent.

“Fuck, Ellie,” he growls. “Your tight little pussy feels so good. I’m not going to last much longer. Come for me, pet. Come all over my cock.”

His hand drops between our bodies, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing the swollen nub. The extra stimulation is enough to push me over the edge, and I scream out his name as my orgasm crashes over me.

“Fuck, Ellie,” he growls, and with one final, powerful thrust, he buries his cock deep inside me and comes.

I can feel his cock throbbing and twitching, and his warm release floods my core.

We both shudder and shake as our orgasms wrack our bodies, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.

When it’s finally over, Alex collapses on top of me, burying his face against the crook of my neck and shoulder.

“Fuck, Ellie,” he murmurs, his voice low and husky. “That was...”

“Perfect,” I finish for him, my own voice hoarse and shaky.

“Yeah,” he agrees, pressing a kiss against my neck. “So fucking perfect.”

I close my eyes, feeling totally spent and blissfully content.

“I love you,” I whisper, then I clamp my lips tightly shut as I realize what I just said. But it’s too late to take the words back now.

Oh god. How could I be so stupid and ruin such an amazing moment? If he doesn’t feel the same, then he might not ever want to see me again.

Alex pulls back to meet my gaze, his eyes dark and intense as he stares down at me. My heart is hammering so hard against my rib cage that I swear he must be able to hear it.

“I love you, too,” he says, his lips curving up into a wide smile.

I grin back at him, wrapping my arms and legs around him, pulling him close and clinging to him like I never want to let him go.

Because that’s the last thing I ever want to do.


Chapter Nine


Alex:

I stroke Ellie’s hair back from her face while I watch her sleep peacefully, her head resting on my bare chest.

Shit, despite my insistence on our first night together that I could keep this whole thing under control, I’ve fallen hard and fast for her. The feel of her warm little body tucked in against mine gives me a feeling of peace unlike anything else I’ve ever felt.

I’m forty-six, and maybe it’s time to put the childhood trauma behind me. My dad was a piece of shit who treated my mother badly, but I’m not going to be like him. I’m going to do everything in my power to love and protect Ellie until the day I die.

A glance at the clock tells me it’s only an hour before Ellie would usually be home from work, and I need to make sure she doesn’t get home later than usual. The last thing I want is to cause trouble between her and her mom.

That is something I plan to fix, but I need time to do that. And in the meantime, I don’t want to cause any extra drama for my pretty pet.

I tilt my head down and begin covering her face with gentle kisses, not stopping until she begins waking. Her eyelids flutter open and a smile spreads across her lips as her eyes land on my face.

“Hello, gorgeous,” I say, running my fingers through her hair. “How are you feeling?”

“Amazing,” she replies, her voice sleepy.

“Good,” I tell her, smiling back at her. “But I’m afraid we need to get you home soon, pet. We don’t want your mom to suspect anything.”

“Oh,” she says, a disappointed look flashing across her face. “But I like it here, Sir.”

She snuggles closer and begins kissing and suckling at the sensitive skin on the side of my neck.

“Keep doing that,” I growl, “and I’ll be sending you home with an ass so red you’ll be lucky if you can sit down for the next week.”

My words cause her to whimper, the needy little sounds sending a rush of blood straight down to my dick.

“I’m going to miss you, Alex,” she says, her plump lips forming the most adorable little pout.

“I’ll miss you too, Ellie. But it’s important that you get home on time. I have an idea of something that might help while we’re apart, though.”

“Oh?” she asks, the pout suddenly gone as she lifts her head from my chest and looks down at me. “What is it?”

I chuckle. “Let me get it for you. I’m certain you’re going to enjoy it.”

I untangle myself from the mess of limbs and climb out of the bed, walking over to a dresser and opening one of the drawers. It only takes me a second to find what I need, and when I turn back towards to bed, the expression on Ellie’s face is one of pure lust. Her eyes have dropped down to my cock, and she’s licking her lips.

Fuck, if she keeps looking at me like that, I might have to throw all caution to the wind and keep her here so I can fuck her relentlessly for hours.

I walk back to her, enjoying the way she gasps as my dick swings between my legs with each step.

“Such a greedy girl,” I say as I sit down on the edge of the bed, gripping her chin so I can tilt her head up and make her look into my eyes. “You only had my cock a little while ago, but I think you need it again already, don’t you, pet?”

Her cheeks redden and she nods, causing a smirk to spread across my face.

“I know, pet. And if we had the time, I would give you what you want right now. But I’ve got this for you instead.”

I pull my hand out from behind my back and show her the egg-shaped vibrator laying across my palm.

“I’ve been holding onto this for a while, and I can’t think of anyone who would be more deserving of it than my pretty little pet.”

Her eyes are still fixed on the vibrator, and her cheeks have flushed a deep shade of pink.

“Oh, I’ve never used anything like that before, Sir.”

She’s squirming in the bed, and I can see the way she’s clenching her thighs together, letting me know the sight of the toy has caused an ache at her core.

“Don’t worry, pet,” I say, as I push her legs apart with my empty hand. “This is remote-controlled. So tonight, when you’re alone in bed, I’ll still be able to play with your needy little cunt and make you come. And in the meantime, you can wear it inside you as a reminder of me.”

“O-okay, Sir,” she replies, her breathing heavy.

“Good girl,” I reply, then I drop the toy onto the bed and grab her knees, tugging her forward until her ass is at the edge of the mattress and her pussy is on display. “Now hold yourself open for me.”

She does as I order, and I let out a satisfied growl as I stare down at her glistening slit. Her lips are already swollen and parted, and I can see the wetness gathering at her entrance.

“That’s my good girl. Spread yourself so I can have a better look.”

I wait a few seconds, watching as the blush on her cheeks deepens, then I lean down and place a gentle kiss on her clit. She lets out a gasp and her hips buck upwards, but I press a hand to her lower stomach and force her back down.

“No moving, pet. Hold yourself open and don’t let go.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpers, and I can hear the longing in her voice.

“That’s it, good girl,” I praise, then I pick up the toy again and bring it up to her pussy.

I press the tip of the vibrator against her soaked entrance, and a small moan falls from her lips as I start to ease it inside her. Her pussy clenches, and her walls grip the toy, but the vibrator is smaller than my cock, and she takes it easily.

Once it’s fully seated inside her, I give her a satisfied smile.

“Such a good girl,” I say, stroking a finger along her thigh. “Now, you are not allowed to take it out unless you need the bathroom, in which case, you will put it straight back in as soon as you’re finished and cleaned up. Do you understand, pet?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpers, squirming a little as her needy little cunt clenches around the toy.

“Good girl,” I say. “Now get your phone for me, Ellie. I need to give you my number so that when your mom is asleep tonight, you can call me and I can hear you as I make you come for me.”

She does as I ask, and once her phone is unlocked, she hands it over to me. I enter my number, then send a text to my own phone.

“There, now I have your number too, pet,” I say, placing the phone on the bedside table.

I lean down and press a kiss to her lips, then move down to her breasts, laving my tongue over her nipples.

“Alex,” she moans, and I can hear the impatience in her voice.

“Do you have something to say, pet?” I ask, raising an eyebrow at her as I move away from her nipples.

“It’s just that having the vibrator inside me is making me so needy, Sir. Please, will you make me come one more time before I have to go home?”

I smirk.

“You’re a very greedy girl today, pet,” I say. “I like that. A lot.”

“Please,” she repeats, giving me the most adorable pleading look.

I groan. “Fuck, you are irresistible.”

I slide a hand down her stomach, teasing my fingertips over her clit. She lets out a soft gasp, and her pussy clenches around the toy inside her.

“Yes,” she moans. “Oh, Sir, please.”

I stroke her clit, circling the sensitive bud, and her hips arch up, seeking more contact.

“Sir,” she breathes, her voice hoarse and needy.

“I’ve got you, Ellie,” I murmur. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”

I rub her clit harder, faster, and her breath comes in short gasps as her orgasm builds.

“Oh, Sir, yes,” she cries, her body trembling with need.

I lean down and suck her nipple into my mouth, and the extra stimulation sends her over the edge. She lets out a sharp cry, and her body stiffens, her back arching off the bed as she comes.

“That’s it, pet,” I growl, rubbing her clit through her orgasm. “Come for me.”

She shudders and moans, her hips rocking against my hand as she rides out the waves of pleasure.

“Oh, Sir,” she moans. “Thank you.”

I grin down at her, enjoying the blissful look on her face.

“You’re welcome, pet,” I say, brushing my lips across her forehead. “When you feel that toy inside you tonight, I want it to be a reminder that I own this pretty little pussy now, and that I control whether or not you are allowed to come, Ellie.”

Her eyes go wide and her cheeks flush with color.

“Y-yes, Sir,” she stammers, her voice slightly nervous, but the arousal in her eyes is obvious.

“Good girl,” I say. “Now, as much as it pains me, I need to get you home.”

I give her one last kiss before forcing myself to get out of the bed and gather her clothes.

As she dresses, I can’t help but feel a deep sense of satisfaction. She’s mine now. My sweet, obedient little pet.

And I’m never going to let her go.

I can’t even remember why I was so scared of falling in love. Now it’s happened; it’s the easiest, most natural thing in the world.


Chapter Ten


Ellie:

The evening seems to drag by, and I find myself having to fight constantly against the urge to check my phone for messages from Alex. God knows how Mom will react if she sees me looking at my phone more than normal. She’d be even more convinced than ever that I’ve got a boyfriend.

Well, technically I have now, and the heavy weight of the vibrator inside me is a reminder of that, even though it’s still switched off. But Mom really doesn’t need to know about my new relationship.

She’s been quiet ever since I got home from work, although now and then I’ll catch her giving me the stink eye. I guess she’s still mad at me for walking out on our conversation about Alex last night. It’s kind of nice though. When she’s quiet like this, it gives me more time to think about my sexy older neighbor.

Every time I think about our afternoon together, I want to smile from ear-to-ear, but that’s just another thing I have to keep hidden until I’m alone. God, I really can’t wait until I’ve got a place of my own.

By ten o’clock, Mom has passed out in front of the TV, and judging by the loud snores currently coming from her, I’m guessing she’ll be out like a light for a good few hours.

So I grab my phone and creep upstairs, smiling broadly to myself as I see a message from Alex.

Alex: I can’t wait to play with your needy little pussy soon. I’m going to make it purr all night long.

I nibble on my lower lip as a rush of arousal floods my body. I can’t wait either.

With hasty steps, I make my way to my bedroom and shut and lock the door behind me, before dialing Alex’s number. He picks up on the second ring.

“Hello, pet,” he says, and the deep, rumbling sound of his voice sends a shiver down my spine.

“Hi, Alex,” I say, my own voice coming out a little breathy.

“How has your evening been?” he asks. “Has everything been okay with your mom?”

I shrug, even though I know he can’t see me. But the fact he seems worried about me is enough to make my heart beat a little faster for him. He’s everything I could ever want in a man, and I’m suddenly so grateful that I took a chance and went to visit him at Surrender that first night.

“It’s been fine,” I tell him. “I’ve been thinking about you a lot, though.”

“Good girl. And are you ready to come for me again, my sweet pet?” he asks.

Before the sentence is even fully out of his mouth, I feel a gentle buzzing sensation between my thighs that sends a warmth radiating outward from my core. The surprise of it makes my knees buckle slightly, and I stumble towards my bed, sitting down on the edge of it.

Little whimpers escape me, and I squeeze my thighs together to increase the sensations created by the toy inside me.

“Yes, Sir,” I moan. “I’m so ready.”

“Good girl. Are you naked for me, Ellie?”

“N-not yet,” I stammer as the vibrations seem to increase slightly, causing a fresh wave of pleasure to wash over me. “I came straight to my room and locked the door.”

“Take your clothes off,” he orders, his voice low and commanding. “It doesn’t matter that I can’t see you right now. I still want my pretty plaything to be naked when I’m toying with her wet little cunt.”

Oh god, it drives me wild when he talks dirty like that. I quickly stand back up, dropping my phone onto the bed and yanking off my shirt. My jeans and panties quickly follow, leaving me completely bare.

“I’m naked, Sir,” I breathe, picking the phone back up. Anticipation is racing through me, fueled by the pleasant sensations emanating from my center.

“Good girl,” he praises. “Now lay down on the bed and spread your legs for me. The way you would do if I were there with you and you were displaying yourself to me.”

I let out a little whimper, and my pussy clenches around the vibrator as I lay down and spread my legs wide.

“I wish you were here, Sir,” I say, unable to hide the longing from my voice.

“Soon, pet. But right now, all I want you to focus on is how good it feels to have me playing with your needy little pussy. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl,” he growls. “Now, reach between your thighs and tease your clit for me. Imagine it’s my fingers stroking and circling your sensitive little bud. Imagine it’s my tongue tracing patterns across it, flicking and licking and bringing you closer to the edge.”

I do as he says, and I let out a loud moan. The sensations of the vibrator paired with the mental images he’s describing are so overwhelming that my body trembles, and I can feel my inner walls fluttering and clenching around the toy.

“That’s my good girl,” he murmurs. “Let yourself feel the pleasure. Let yourself get close to coming for me. But don’t come without permission.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan, continuing to tease my clit as the vibrations become stronger and stronger, driving me closer to the edge.

The fact that he desires complete control over my body and my pleasure, even when we’re not in the same room, is an intoxicating feeling. His power and confidence are so damn sexy, and that alone would be enough to get my needy pussy desperate for an orgasm.

“Fuck, pet,” he growls, his voice thick with lust. “The sounds you’re making are so fucking sexy. It’s making me rock hard.”

My breath hitches, and my hips buck up off the bed, grinding against my hand.

“Are you touching yourself too, Sir?” I ask, imagining him sitting on the couch where he’d spanked me, with his hard cock in his hand.

“I am, pet,” he confirms. “And it’s all your fault. You and those sexy little moans.”

The mental image of him pleasuring himself while talking to me is almost too much. A fresh wave of desire rushes through me, and my thighs shake with the effort of keeping myself from coming.

“Oh god, Alex,” I cry. “I’m so close.”

“Not yet, Ellie,” he says, his voice firm. “Don’t come until I tell you to.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper, biting down on my lower lip to hold back the tide of pleasure threatening to overwhelm me.

“I’m so close,” he groans. “Stop playing with your clit now, pet. I want full control of your pussy.”

I let out a frustrated moan as I use all the willpower I possess to pull my hand away from that aching spot between my thighs. My entire body is trembling with the intense desire coursing through me, and I feel like I’ll go crazy if he doesn’t let me come soon.

“I need to come, Sir,” I whimper, still keeping my voice low in case Mom wakes up. “I’m desperate.”

“Then beg for it,” he growls, something in his voice sounding almost feral as he gets closer to his own release. “Beg me to let you come.”

As he says the words, the vibrations coming from the toy come to an abrupt stop, and I can’t hold back the whine that escapes me.

“Please, Sir,” I say, not even trying to hide the desperation in my voice. “I need to come. Please let me come for you. I promise to always be a good girl for you. Always obey you. Please, please, please, Sir.”

I can hear him breathing heavily on the other end of the phone, and the sound of his pleasure-filled grunts sends another rush of desire through me.

“That’s it, pet,” he growls, the vibrator between my thighs beginning to hum again. “Beg for it. Beg me to make you come. Show me how much you want it.”

The vibrations increase, and they’re almost strong enough to send me over the edge. Almost.

“I do want it, Sir,” I whine. “So bad. Please, Sir. I’m so close.”

“Fuck,” he groans. “I’m going to come, pet. Come with me.”

He increases the intensity of the vibrations again, and I cry out, my back arching off the bed as pleasure crashes through me.

“Oh god, yes,” he grunts, and I can hear the relief in his voice as he reaches his own climax.

For a few moments, all I can hear is his ragged breathing. Then his voice comes through the phone, his tone soft and satisfied.

“You were such a good girl for me, Ellie,” he murmurs.

“Thank you, Sir,” I say, barely able to string a coherent thought together as I slowly come down from my own release.

“You’re welcome, pet.”

As we lay there in the afterglow, the sound of each other’s breathing and occasional little gasps filling the air, I can’t help but wish once more that he was here beside me.

“I miss you, Alex,” I say softly, letting my eyelids fall closed as I relax into the softness of the mattress.

“I miss you, too, Ellie. But hopefully not for much longer. I’m going to come see you again tomorrow, okay? I’ll find a way for us to get some time together.”

“Okay, Sir,” I say, yawning loudly.

“Sleep well, my sweet girl,” he says, his voice a gentle, soothing rumble in my ear.

“You, too, Alex.”

We hang up, and I snuggle down beneath the blankets, letting the exhaustion that’s been building over the past few days take over.

I drift off with a smile on my face, the heavy weight of the vibrator between my thighs a reminder that Alex has got me.

No matter what.

And that makes me feel safer than ever.


Chapter Eleven


Alex:

“What’s got you so distracted today?” Charlie asks as we sit together in his office.

We’re co-owners of Surrender, and lifelong friends. He found his submissive, Amelia, just a few months ago, and he’s been sickeningly happy ever since.

It’s almost lunchtime, and I’ve been helping him for the last hour put together some legal documents for his business, but I can’t stop thinking about seeing Ellie soon. I’d text her this morning to tell her I’d be picking her up from the library at twelve to take her out for lunch, and I’d got a quick reply confirming she’d be there waiting for me. Complete with a little heart emoji at the end of her message.

She’s so cute, and her enthusiasm is infectious.

“Earth to Alex!” Charlie’s voice cuts through my thoughts, and I turn to look at him.

“What?” I ask.

“I asked what’s got you so distracted, man,” he says, leaning back in his chair and looking at me with curiosity in his eyes.

I consider lying and saying it’s just work. But I don’t want to lie to him. We’ve known each other long enough that he can tell when I’m bullshitting him, anyway.

“There’s this girl,” I admit, shrugging like it’s no big deal.

A smirk pulls at his lips. “The pretty brunette who appeared at the club the other night? The new girl?”

“Yeah,” I sigh, running a hand through my hair. “Except she’s not new to me. She’s my neighbor.”

“What?!”

I give him a rundown of what’s been happening between Ellie and me, including filling him in about the problems with her mom, and when I finish, Charlie is grinning at me.

“It sounds like you’ve got it bad, man.”

I laugh and nod. “Yeah. So bad that I’ve been looking at new houses all morning before our meeting. I want to get her away from her mom, but moving Ellie in with me won’t cut it. Not when the issue will still be right next door.”

“Have you told her about this?”

I shake my head. “Not yet. I want it to be a surprise. I’ve already found a couple of places with potential and set up viewings. Once I’ve got something lined up, I’ll tell her then. I don’t want to get her hopes up if nothing comes from it.”

“Makes sense,” he says, nodding in agreement. “I hope something works out. She deserves some peace. And she sounds like a really sweet girl.”

“She is.” I pause and sigh again. “I’m crazy about her, man. I know it’s early, and we haven’t been together for very long, but... I just feel like she’s meant to be mine.”

“That’s how it was with Amelia and me,” he admits, a wistful look in his eyes. “Once I knew she was the one for me, there was no denying it. I had to have her.”

“Ellie is the same,” I tell him. “Just knowing she’s next door, so close, but just out of reach, it’s driving me fucking crazy. She’s all I think about.”

“When are you going to see her again?”

“After our meeting. I’m picking her up from work and taking her to lunch.”

“At least you haven’t got long to wait then,” he says.

A shrill ringtone cuts through the air, and I glance down at my phone.

“It’s my mom,” I say. “Mind if I take it?”

“Go ahead. I think we’re done here, anyway.”

I press the button to answer the call. “Hey, Mom. What’s up?”

“Hi, sweetie. How have you been?”

Hearing her voice makes me smile. My busy schedule usually stops me from seeing her as often as I’d like, but I’ve always been close to my mom.

“I’ve been good thanks, just snowed under with work like usual.”

I consider telling her about Ellie, but it’s still early days, and I don’t want to get Mom’s hopes up just yet. She’s pretty much given up on the idea of me ever finding love.

“You’re always working,” she admonishes.

“I know. It’s worth it though. What’s up, Mom?”

“Well, I’m sitting here with your Dad, Alex. We’ve been chatting all morning, clearing the air about everything that happened in the past. And he says he’d like to apologize to you, too.”

“Oh,” I say, staring into the corner of my office for a long moment.

I haven’t seen Dad since he divorced Mom when I was nine years old. And even though I thought I’d never want to see him again, I can’t deny that I’m curious about him. He is my father, after all, even if he did abandon his family.

Maybe seeing him and hearing his apology will be the closure I need so I can finally put my past behind me and settle down peacefully with Ellie.

“When is he free to meet up?” I ask, surprised at how choked I sound.

“Hold on a second,” Mom says, then I hear her talking quietly to someone in the background.

My ears strain to pick up the deep voice of the man she’s talking to, feeling tears prick my eyes as I realize I can’t even properly remember what my own father’s voice sounds like. I quickly swipe the tears away, but not before Charlie gives me a curious look.

“He said he can meet up any time today,” Mom says when she comes back to the phone.

“Okay, well, I have a lunch appointment soon, but I can meet him at one when it’s finished.”

For some reason, now I know Dad is back in the picture, I feel an urgency to see him. I want to find out why he did what he did, so that I can make sure I never end up like him. It seems important now I’ve met the woman I want to spend my life with.

I hear muffled voices on the other end of the line once more, but Mom is back in a few seconds.

“He said that’s fine,” she says. “Where do you want to meet him?”

I give her the name of the coffee shop where I’ll be taking Ellie for lunch, and we say our goodbyes.

“What was all that about?” Charlie asks. “Are you okay?”

“My dad’s in town,” I say, a strange, choked laugh coming out.

“Wait, what?!”

I shake my head, feeling slightly numb. “I know. It’s weird, right?”

“So what’s going on?”

“Mom and Dad have apparently been talking all morning. I guess he wants to apologize and try to fix things between us.”

Charlie is watching me with a careful, assessing gaze. “And you’re going to meet up with him?”

“Yeah,” I say, rubbing the back of my neck. “I can’t deny that I’m curious about the guy. Even if he did abandon us all those years ago.”

“Well, good luck with it, man,” Charlie says. “You’ve got my number. Let me know if you need anything. This is huge, and I’m here for you if you need me.”

“Thanks,” I say, smiling gratefully at him. “I’d better go. Ellie will be waiting for me.”

“You can’t keep the little minx waiting,” he agrees, flashing me a wicked grin.

I laugh and nod. “See you later.”

I stand and walk out of Charlie’s office, my briefcase in one hand and a thousand thoughts swirling around in my head.

It’s been such a long time since I saw my dad. And now that I’m actually going to see him, it feels surreal. I can only hope that whatever happens, it will be for the best.

For all of us.

Especially for Ellie. I want to be a much better husband and father than my dad ever was.

Ellie deserves the world, and I want to be the one to give it to her.


Chapter Twelve


Ellie: 

“Isn’t it a little soon for me to be meeting your parents?” I ask Alex, a teasing grin pulling at my lips. 

He laughs and reaches across the table, taking my hand in his. The affectionate touch sends little tingles shooting through my body. A week ago, I felt as though I wasn’t really on his radar, besides polite conversations in the front yard whenever our schedules lined up as we were coming and going. But now, I’m having lunch with him, and he’s treating me like a girlfriend in public. 

I just wish he’d given me a little more notice that I might be meeting his father today. 

“It’s not like that,” he says, chuckling softly as he pulls my hand towards him and begins pressing little kisses against the knuckles. “I haven’t seen him since I was a kid, and he called up out of the blue this morning wanting to meet. I just wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible. Besides, I asked him to meet me here at one, and I’m guessing you’ll already be back at the library by then, right?” 

I sit up a little straighter in my chair as I listen to him. “Oh wow, I knew your parents got divorced, but I didn’t realise you hadn’t seen him in that long. So this is a pretty big deal, huh? How are you feeling?” 

He gives me a small smile and shrugs his shoulders. “A little nervous, I guess. I don’t really know what to expect. Mom said they’ve been talking all morning, and he seems really apologetic about everything that had happened in the past. I think he wants to apologise to me, too.” 

“I hope it all goes okay,” I say, feeling a surge of protectiveness for the man sitting across the table from me. 

“Thanks,” he says. “I’m sure it will be fine. Now, get over here, Ellie. You’re too far away for my liking.” 

I can’t help but giggle as he tugs on my hand and pulls me towards him, guiding me to sit in his lap. “Should we be sitting like this in public?” 

Alex chuckles and dips his head, his lips brushing against my ear as he speaks. “I don’t care where we are, pet,” he says in that deep, husky voice that never fails to create a flutter deep in the pit of my stomach. “I always want you as close as possible. Besides, it’s not like we’re doing anything inappropriate. Now, if I were doing some of the other things I’ve been thinking about the entire time we’ve been eating lunch, then I could see why you’d be worried.” 

He nips gently at my earlobe, and a growl rumbles upwards from somewhere deep in his chest. His suggestive words force a gasp from my lips, and I begin fidgeting as a heat builds between my thighs. 

“Careful, pet,” he groans, still keeping his voice low so others around us won’t hear. “If you keep wriggling in my lap like that, I’ll have no choice but to bend you over this table and turn your ass a pretty shade of pink. Then maybe I’d pull those sexy little panties off of you and fuck you hard, right here. Would you like that, Ellie?” 

“Sir,” I whimper, unsure if I want him to stop saying such filthy things in the middle of a coffee shop, or if I want to hear more and more of the dirty ideas in his head. 

A heat creeps up my face, turning my cheeks a bright shade of red, and the heat between my thighs intensifies until it feels like an inferno. I know he would never go through with doing anything like that here. For a start, we’d get arrested for public indecency. But the knowledge that a man as sexy, intelligent and successful as Alex wants me in that way is an intoxicating feeling I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to. 

“Mmm, I love the way you say that,” he purrs, his breath warm on my skin. 

I can feel the hard length of his erection pressing against me through his suit pants, and I squirm some more. He responds by biting down on my earlobe and sliding his hands around to grip my hips tightly, stopping me from moving. 

“Enough, pet,” he growls, his voice a warning. “Otherwise I won’t be able to control myself any longer.” 

I whine softly and lean back into him, enjoying the feeling of his strong, muscular arms wrapped around me. “I’m sorry, Sir,” I whisper. 

We stay like that, cuddled together, until Alex glances at the time on his watch. 

“Time for you to get back to work, my sweet pet,” he murmurs. 

Reluctantly, I pull myself away from him and stand. “I just need to go to the bathroom first,” I say, then glance around the coffee shop, looking for the sign that points towards the restrooms. 

I see a sign for the ladies’ room on the far side of the room and begin making my way over. As I glance back over my shoulder, I find Alex watching me, his dark eyes smouldering with lust. I have to turn back quickly, though, because the look he’s giving me makes me feel like a piece of meat. A tasty meal that he’s planning to devour later on. 

It’s not a bad feeling at all, and a small smile plays on my lips as I hurry towards the restrooms, eager to get back out to him. 

Once I’m done, I wash my hands and check my reflection in the mirror. My cheeks are flushed, and my pupils are wide, but I don’t look too bad otherwise. 

I push open the door and step out into the hallway. I’m just turning the corner that leads back into the main area of the coffee shop when I catch sight of a tall, dark-haired man entering the building. 

I stop in my tracks, my heart hammering hard inside my chest. Shit. What the fuck is Mark doing here? I haven’t seen him since I was fifteen, since the night he and my Mom had a huge screaming match and she told him never to come back. 

As I watch him saunter across the coffee shop as if he hasn’t got a care in the world, I can’t help but hate him. He always was a cocky bastard, and it doesn’t look as if that’s changed. I think it’s that unwavering confidence that meant he was always such a success with women, too. Mom included. 

I press myself against the wall and pray that he doesn’t spot me, but his attention seems fixed firmly elsewhere. On Alex. 

Mark walks over to the table where I’d just been sitting and, for a moment, Alex doesn’t see him as he’s looking down at something on his phone. But as soon as Alex glances up and sees who’s standing there, his expression turns to one of surprise. 

Mark says something, his arms open as if he expects a hug, but Alex’s face hardens slightly and he gives a small shake of his head. My heart drops down into my stomach as the man who ruined my mom’s life, and mine by extension, sits down in the place I’d been sitting while eating. 

Oh god. He’s Alex’s father. 

I feel as though I’ve been punched in the gut as I stare, unable to look away from the two men sitting opposite each other just a few yards away. 

Alex’s father is the reason my own mother spiralled into a depression so deep I couldn’t reach her. My mind flashes back to memories from my teenage years. Mom was drunk, the house was a mess, and I spent all my time trying to take care of both of us so that the authorities wouldn’t take me away from her. 

My throat feels tight, and tears burn behind my eyes. I can’t believe Alex’s father is the same man who destroyed my family, the same man I’ve hated for so many years. 

I slip back into the restroom, hiding myself from the scene playing out before me, and slide down the wall until my butt hits the floor. The tears that have been threatening to spill over finally fall, and I bury my face in my hands, sobbing. 

How could the man I’ve fallen in love with be related to that piece of shit? How am I supposed to be able to trust Alex now that I know what his father is capable of doing to women? 

I just don’t know if I can. 


Chapter Thirteen


Alex: 

“It’s so good to see you, son,” says the man sitting across from me, and I can’t help but wince inwardly. 

It feels strange seeing my father again after almost four decades, and hearing him call me son leaves a sour taste in my mouth. He may have helped to create me, but he’s no father to me. Not anymore. 

He doesn’t look the same as I remember him looking all those years ago. The hair that had once been so dark is now speckled with a generous amount of gray, and there are deep lines around his mouth and eyes that weren’t there when I last saw him. He looks like a tired old man. 

“What are you doing here, Dad?” 

“I just wanted to reconnect, son. And apologize for everything that happened.” 

“My name is Alex,” I say, the words coming out a little more brusquely than I intend them to be. “I’d appreciate it if you could use it.” 

He shifts awkwardly in his chair and gives a little nod. “Of course, Alex. So I just want you to know that I’m sorry for being such a bad father to you, and a bad husband to your mom. I was just young and stupid, and I made a lot of mistakes. And I regret every single one of them.” 

I just continue watching him. Somehow, all the anticipation and excitement about meeting him have disappeared, and all I can think about was how he abandoned me and my mom. I guess I’d been hoping he would have a good reason, and in my eyes, being young and dumb isn’t enough. 

When I don’t say anything, Dad continues talking. “I’ve missed you over the years, and I’ve thought about you every single day.” 

“Then why didn’t you get in touch before?” I ask, unable to hide the bitterness from my voice. 

Images of all the events he missed flash through my mind. The birthdays and Christmases. My graduation. Every single time, there had been something, or should I say someone, important missing from the proceedings, making me feel like my own father didn’t give a shit about me. 

“I didn’t want to disrupt your life,” he says, his face contorting with guilt. “I’d already done enough of that. And then, as you grew up and became a man, I didn’t think you’d want me turning up and ruining everything. So I figured it was best to leave you alone and let you live your life.” 

“That’s not what a father does,” I say, my jaw clenched tight. 

“I know,” he says. “And if I could go back and change things, I would.” 

“But you can’t,” I point out. “And the damage is already done.” 

“I know,” he repeats. “And that’s why I want to apologize. So I could let you know how much I regret my actions. And maybe even try to build some sort of relationship with you.” 

He stares at me, and for a moment, I see a flicker of pain and regret in his eyes. It’s almost enough to make me think about forgiving him. Almost. 

“Well, thank you for apologizing,” I say. “That means a lot. But I’m not sure it changes anything.” 

Dad lets out a sigh, and my gaze drifts in the direction of the restrooms. Why hasn’t Ellie come out yet? She’s going to be late back to work. Worry starts to claw at my chest. But then Dad starts talking again, pulling my attention back to him. 

“I got married again thirty years ago,” he says, smiling happily as he pulls out his phone. “And I’ve got two sons, who are twenty-four and twenty-six. You’ve got two half-brothers, Alex, if you’d ever like to meet them one day.” 

He scrolls through some images on his phone and pulls up a picture of two young men. They both look more like Dad than I do, and jealousy surges through me. They got to know what it was like to grow up with a father, but I didn’t. 

“Congratulations,” I say, trying to force a smile. 

“Thanks,” he says, missing the obvious discomfort I feel. 

I have no idea why I thought this would be a good idea. He hasn’t even given me a real reason why he left us. This is all just bullshit. I’ve wasted enough time already, and I want this meeting to be over with. 

“Listen,” I say, glancing over towards the restrooms once more. “I’m sorry, but I have to get going. I’ve got a very important business meeting soon, and I can’t be late. Thank you for coming and talking to me.” 

“Yeah, no worries,” he says, a hint of sadness creeping into his voice. 

As I stand, Ellie emerges from the hallway that leads to the bathrooms. My eyes widen as I take in her appearance. Her hair is disheveled, while her face is red and streaked with tears. As she stalks over to us, her hands are clenched into fists at her side. I’ve never seen her like this, and for a moment, I’m shocked into silence. 

She doesn’t stop walking until she’s standing right next to the table, and the look on her face is enough to make a lump form in my throat. Her gaze is fixed on Dad, and there’s so much hatred burning in her eyes that it makes my heart twist in pain. 

“You fucking asshole!” she hisses through gritted teeth. “You’ve got some nerve coming back to this town after everything you did.” 

My dad jumps up from his seat, a shocked look on his face. “Ellie, well, this is a surprise.” 

I blink, watching the scene unfold in front of me with utter confusion. 

“What’s going on?” I ask, taking a step closer to Ellie. 

Mark might be my father, but it’s Ellie who deserves my loyalty right now. Especially when she’s clearly upset about something. 

“I can’t believe you had the audacity to show your face in this town,” Ellie snaps, completely ignoring me. “Do you have any idea how much pain you caused my family?” 

“Keep your voice down, Ellie,” he says, glancing nervously around the coffee shop. 

My mind reels, slowly slotting all the puzzle pieces together in my head until I think I know what’s going on. There’s only one man Ellie would be this mad at, and that’s the married man who led her mother on for several years when she was younger. 

The man who is also my father. 

“I can’t believe it,” I mutter, feeling the rage rising up inside me until it threatens to choke me. “You haven’t changed at all, have you, Dad? You come here telling me you're happily married and that you’re a great father to your kids, when in reality, you were still fucking around a decade ago, and you probably still are now.” 

Dad’s face turns white, and his mouth opens and closes repeatedly as he tries to find something to say. 

“I’m done with you,” I spit out. “And if you have any respect for me at all, you won’t come anywhere near me, my mom, or Ellie again.” 

“Please, Alex,” Dad pleads. “I can explain.” 

“Explain what? That you’re a piece of shit who can’t keep his dick in his pants for more than five fucking seconds?” 

“Alex,” he says, reaching out and grabbing hold of my arm. 

Without even thinking about what I’m doing, I grab his hand and shove it off me, sending him sprawling backwards and crashing to the floor. We’ve got the attention of everyone in the coffee shop, and I can feel multiple sets of eyes on me as I turn to Ellie, forgetting about the pathetic excuse of a man currently pulling himself up from the floor. 

“Ellie, are you okay?” I ask, my voice softer now. 

As I reach out to pull her into my arms, she steps out of my reach. 

“I can’t do this right now,” she says, holding back tears. “I... I just need some time to think, okay? This is... it’s just too much. I’m sorry, Alex. I just... I need to go.” 

She turns and flees from the coffee shop, leaving me standing alone and watching her leave. 

“I’m so sorry,” says Dad, who’s finally standing on his own two feet again. 

But I ignore him and grab my jacket, racing out to follow Ellie. 

She’s the only thing that matters to me right now, and I’m determined to prove to her I’m nothing like my father. 


Chapter Fourteen


Ellie: 

I hurry away from the coffee shop, unable to think straight. Tears blur my vision, and my throat feels so tight it’s almost hard to breathe. 

All those years of hating Mark. All those years of wishing he’d never met my mother. And now I find out the man who broke my mother’s heart is Alex’s father. The one person I’d begun to care about more than anyone else in the world. 

Am I going to end up being as hurt by love as my mom was? Maybe she was right all along and men just aren’t worth the hassle. 

I’m so lost in my thoughts that I don’t even hear Alex calling my name, or the sound of his footsteps getting closer. 

“Ellie, wait,” he says, grabbing hold of my arm and pulling me to a halt. 

He moves in front of me, and I’m forced to look into his eyes, which are filled with so much concern, it makes my chest ache. 

“Ellie, please don’t push me away. I know you’re hurting right now, but you don’t have to deal with this on your own. You have me, and I promise you I’ll never hurt you like that bastard hurt your mother.” 

He pulls me into an alleyway between two stores, away from the prying eyes of people passing us on the sidewalk, and I let him back me up against the wall. With gentle fingertips, he brushes the tears off my cheeks while I try to take some deep breaths. 

“My dad died when I was six,” I say when I feel a little calmer. “It felt like my mom was sad for my entire childhood. And I can still remember the day she met Mark when I was twelve. It was like she became a different person overnight. She was happy. She used to smile again, and I’d catch her singing whenever she was getting ready to go out on a date with him. I finally thought life was going to get a little better, you know?” 

Alex nods quietly, reaching up to stroke his fingers through my hair. The gentle touch makes something inside me melt a little, and I want to step closer to him and snuggle in against his warmth and his strength. I’ve always felt safe in his arms, and I hate Mark a little more now for putting this doubt about Alex in my mind. 

“And then all of a sudden, my happy mom was gone again. Only this time, she was even more upset than I remember her being when Dad died. Maybe because Dad had never chosen to leave her. It was out of his control. But Mark had chosen to betray her. He’d knowingly betrayed her every day for three years, and it broke her, Alex.” 

My voice cracks on a sob, and Alex pulls me in against his chest, wrapping his arms around me. 

“I’m so sorry,” he whispers. “I promise you that’s not the kind of man I am. I’ll never betray you, Ellie. I’m not going to leave you, and I’m not going to break your heart. If you just give me a chance, I’ll prove to you how much I love you.” 

I pull back just enough that I can look up into his eyes, which are shining with unshed tears. 

“But how can I know for sure you won’t hurt me?” I ask in a pitifully small voice. 

Alex sighs and presses a gentle kiss to my forehead. “I guess there are never any guarantees in life, Ellie. But I do know you are the only woman I can see in my future. You’re the only one who’s ever been able to make me truly happy. And the thought of living the rest of my life without you scares the shit out of me. I’ve never felt anything like that before. Not even once.” 

I blink up at him, trying to process the words even though my brain already feels so damn overwhelmed by everything that’s happened today. I so want to believe him. There’s a part of me that is desperate to accept his words and allow myself to love him completely. 

But there is another part of me that’s so fucking afraid of ending up like my mom. 

“I met up with Dad today for one reason only,” he continues. “I’ve spent my entire life avoiding relationships because of everything I saw happening between my mom and dad when I was growing up. If I’m honest, I was worried I’d be like him. That I’d just hurt any woman who loved me. So I kept everyone at arm’s length. I hoped that if I met up with him today and heard why he did the things he did, then maybe I could put my own lifetime of fears behind me. So that then I’d be ready to be a much better husband to you and a better father to our kids than he ever was.” 

Alex looks down at me, tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear. My throat starts to burn, and I realize I’m holding my breath, waiting for whatever else he has to say. He’s already thinking about things like that? About us getting married and having children? 

“But when I met him today, he couldn’t seem to give me a real reason. He’s just a prick, Ellie, who puts himself and his own selfish needs before everyone else. And I might not be perfect, but I know I’m not like him. I could never fool around with anyone else now that I’ve found you. Do you want to know how I know that, pet?” 

My breath hitches, and I nod my head, unable to tear my gaze away from his face. It’s like I’m mesmerized by everything he’s saying, and bit by bit, I can feel all the tension and fear melting away. 

“Because I’m fucking obsessed with you, Ellie. Ever since that first night together, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you. You’re my first thought when I wake up in the morning and my last thought before I fall asleep. And when you’re not with me, it feels like there’s a big fucking part of me missing. I love you, Ellie, and I want a future with you. I want us to grow old together and have lots of kids. I have never, ever felt that before. You’re the only person I can imagine my life with.” 

“Oh, Alex,” I whisper, blinking away the tears. 

“I’ve even spent this morning looking for a new house for us, so we can move away from your mom and we won’t have to hide our relationship. I’m serious about us, Ellie. Fuck, you’d be living with me already if I had my way, but I know your mom wouldn’t leave us alone if we were just living next door to her.” 

My mind spins with each new word from his lips. I try to find something to say, but I’m too overwhelmed to think straight. 

Instead, I lean into him, needing to feel his lips on mine. He doesn’t hesitate, pressing his mouth to mine, and all the emotions of the moment crashes over me like a wave. As we kiss, Alex pulls me closer and tangles his hands in my hair. Every single part of my body is screaming for him, and I wrap my arms around his neck, trying to get even closer to him. 

He pulls away slightly, resting his forehead against mine. 

“I don’t want to lose you,” he murmurs. “But if you need some space or some time to think, then that’s okay. You just tell me what you need.” 

“I don’t need space,” I tell him, and it feels like a weight has been lifted from my chest. “I need you, Alex.” 

“Oh, thank fuck,” he mutters, and he captures my mouth in a fierce kiss. 

His hands slide down my back, and then he grabs my ass and hoists me up, forcing me to wrap my legs around his waist. He presses me against the wall, his hips grinding into mine as he kisses me with so much passion and intensity, it leaves me gasping for breath. 

“I fucking love you,” he groans. “I swear I’m going to make you happy, Ellie.” 

“You already do,” I gasp, rolling my hips against him. “And Alex, I love you too.” 

He smiles down at me, happiness shining in his eyes. 

“You really mean that?” 

I nod and reach up to touch his cheek, letting my fingers trace the curve of his jaw. 

“I really do.” 

Alex kisses me again, and the world around us disappears. Right now, it’s just me and him and the feeling of pure happiness washing over me. I want to freeze this moment in time and live in it forever. 

We are going to be okay. 

He pulls back a little and looks down at me, a wicked grin on his lips. “Unless you want me to fuck you here where anybody might see us, we should probably go somewhere more private. I intend to spend the rest of the day showing you just how crazy I am about you, pet.” 

“Okay, Sir,” I whisper, feeling a giddy excitement building inside me. “Let’s go.” 

Alex puts me down and takes hold of my hand, leading me out of the alleyway and towards his car. As we walk, he wraps his arm around my shoulders and holds me close, and I lean into his side, loving the way he’s touching me in public without caring who sees. 

And for the first time in a very long time, everything feels right.


Chapter Fifteen


Alex: 

As we pull into my garage, Ellie is crouching down in the front seat so her mom won’t see her if she happens to look out the window at just the right moment. God, I can’t wait for us to move out, so we don’t have to sneak around like this. I want to be able to show her off proudly and let everyone in the world know that she’s mine. 

I press the button on the remote that closes the door, and Ellie pops up again, a sheepish smile on her face. She called her boss on the drive home to let them know that she needed to take the afternoon off work because of a family emergency. I know she’s worried that if she keeps calling in sick that she’ll lose her job, but I’ll take good care of her if that happens. In my dreams of the future, she’ll be a mom to lots of little ones, so she might not even want to work when that happens, anyway. With my income, she certainly doesn’t need to.

We both get out of the car, and I rush around to her, pressing her back against the cool metal of the passenger door with my body. She lets out a low moan and looks up at me with heavy-lidded eyes. 

“I can’t wait until we have our own place, Sir,” she says. “Then we won’t have to hide anymore.” 

“I know, pet,” I growl. “I feel the same. And don’t worry, I’m going to make it happen as fast as I can, Ellie. We’ll be in our own house and you’ll be wearing my ring and carrying my babies in no time.” 

I’m already unbuttoning her blouse, ripping it off her body with frantic movements. My dick is rock hard, desperate to be inside her so I can reclaim her as mine after all the stress of today. And it seems she’s just as eager. Ellie isn’t even bothering with my shirt as she focuses on unzipping my pants and pulling them down enough that she can free my cock. 

“Don’t you think it’s a little too soon to be thinking of babies?” she asks, although I’m surprised she can form a sentence at all with the way she’s staring at my dick as if she’s mesmerized by the sight of it. 

She crouches down, her back still against the car, and runs her tongue along the hard length of my shaft. A low hiss escapes from between my gritted teeth, and my cock jerks in response to the touch. 

“Not too soon at all,” I growl out, enjoying each exploratory flick of her tongue against my hardened flesh. “After all, we’ve already had unprotected sex once, and I plan on fucking you raw every time until your stomach is round with my baby.” 

Her eyes dart up to meet mine, and I can’t read the expression in them. Is she turned on or scared? Or a little of both? 

“I like the idea of putting my baby in your belly, pet,” I add, and she whimpers quietly, her hand reaching up to fondle my balls. “I can’t wait to see your body change and your breasts swell as your body makes milk for our child. You’re going to be so beautiful, Ellie. And knowing you’re carrying my baby will only make you even hotter.” 

“Oh god,” she moans. “What if I’m already pregnant, Alex? I didn’t even think about protection last time.” 

I grin down at her. “If you’re already pregnant, then I’ll be the happiest man in the whole fucking world, Ellie.” Reaching down, I grab her arm gently and pull her up to her feet again. “But that’s not going to stop me filling you with more of my seed until I know my baby is definitely growing in your womb.” 

Her eyes darken, and she nods silently, her chest heaving as her breathing quickens. 

“And I’m going to start right now, pet.” 

I let out a feral growl as I pick her up off the floor and push her back against the side of the car, my hips between her parted thighs. I’m not sure I can even wait until we are inside the main part of the house to claim her. With deft movements, I pull her skirt up and go to pull her panties to the side, only to be met with the soft, wet flesh of her bare pussy lips against my fingertips. 

“No panties today?” I grunt as I line the head of my cock up with her slick entrance and pull her down onto my shaft, impaling her with one thrust. Her velvety soft inner walls clamp down around me, and it’s so damn good it almost makes me forget my train of thought. “I think my needy little pet was hoping she’d get fucked on her lunch break.” 

Ellie whimpers and arches her back as she adjusts to my girth. 

“Maybe, Sir,” she whispers, wrapping her arms around my neck. 

I chuckle, enjoying the way her body is clinging to mine. I’m still deep inside her, and her inner muscles are twitching and spasming, like her pussy can’t bear the thought of being empty again. 

“I know, pet,” I groan, starting to thrust slowly in and out. “Your greedy cunt wants my cum so badly, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, Sir,” she moans, her eyes glazing over with lust. “Please fill me up, Alex.” 

I growl at her words, picking up my pace and driving my hips up harder, plunging my cock into her. 

“You are mine, Ellie,” I say, punctuating the words with rough thrusts. “My girlfriend. My future wife. The mother of my future children. I don’t care what anyone else thinks about our age gap, or our relationship. You are mine.” 

“Yours, Sir,” she chants breathlessly, her legs tightening around my waist. 

Her fingernails dig into my back, and I know she’s going to leave scratch marks that will sting later. But I don’t give a shit. All that matters right now is that I’m fucking her, claiming her. Reminding her exactly who she belongs to. 

I lean in and capture her mouth, kissing her hard and possessively. Ellie whimpers into the kiss, her body trembling with desire as I fuck her roughly. There’s something feral inside me, desperate to prove that I’m nothing like my father. To prove that I’m fucking obsessed with her and only her. To prove that she’s mine, and I’m hers, and the two of us are meant to be together. 

Her moans grow louder, and I know she’s close to the edge. So am I. With one last savage thrust, I come hard, shooting my load deep inside her and roaring with pleasure. Her pussy clamps down around me, her body shuddering and her back arching as her own climax rushes over her. 

We cling to each other as we both ride out the aftershocks of our orgasms, gasping for breath and shaking. I can’t believe how perfect it is, being with her like this. It feels like we were made for each other, and I’ll never get enough of her. 

“You are perfect, Ellie,” I whisper into her ear. “So perfect for me.” 

“I love you, Alex,” she murmurs back, her eyes bright with emotion. 

I give her a soft, lingering kiss before slowly sliding out of her and placing her on the ground. She leans against the car and smiles up at me, looking dazed and thoroughly satisfied. I grin down at her, feeling so fucking lucky that I get to spend the rest of my life with this woman. 

“Come on,” I say, tucking myself back into my pants and zipping them up. “Let’s go take a bath together, and then we can see about another round. I was serious when I said I want my baby inside you as quickly as possible.” 

Ellie’s cheeks flush, and her eyes darken with desire again. She licks her lips and nods. 

“I want that too, Alex,” she says, her voice soft and low. “More than anything.” 

“Good. And when you go back home later, I’m going to be spending the evening looking at houses again. As soon as I find the perfect one, we’ll move out and start our lives together properly.” 

“Thank you, Sir,” she says. “That’s all I’ve ever wanted.” 

She reaches out and takes my hand, and the two of us walk through to the main part of the house. We might have had a bit of a rocky start, but I’m determined to spend the rest of my life making her happy. 

Because Ellie is my entire world, and I’m never letting her go.


Epilogue


Ellie:

It’s been six months since that night when I first walked into Surrender and asked Alex to teach me about BDSM. Since then, so much has changed, and I’m nervous about entering the club. While I’ve visited it plenty of times in the last few months, it’s always been to see Alex while it’s been closed to the public. But he’s determined to show me off at the club he owns, and tonight is the night.

“Relax, pet,” Alex whispers into my ear, and his deep, smooth voice sends a shiver of pleasure through my body. “Everything is going to be fine. You look amazing, and everyone is going to love you as much as I do. Well, maybe not quite that much.”

He flashes me a lop-sided grin that makes my heart do a flip inside my chest. God, it should be illegal for a man to be this sexy.

“I think you’re just biased,” I say, giving him a teasing grin of my own in return. “Nobody else is going to think I look great when I look like I’m smuggling in a watermelon under my dress.”

I giggle and place a hand on my swollen stomach, feeling the little flutters of movement coming from within. At nearly six months pregnant, there’s no disguising the fact that I’m expecting. If Alex didn’t get me pregnant during our very first time together, it must have happened pretty quickly after. But perhaps that isn’t surprising, considering how determined he was to get me knocked up. I’m fairly certain I was permanently walking funny during the first few weeks of our relationship.

Not that Alex’s desires grew any less insatiable after that time. I think my body just got used to his constant attention.

I’m not complaining, though. Alex is one hell of a man, and I can never seem to get enough of him.

He reaches out and places a hand over mine on my stomach, while a dark hunger flashes through his eyes. “I’ve never seen you look as beautiful or sexy as you do when you’re carrying my baby, and trust me when I say that’s quite an achievement, because you looked fucking stunning when you first visited this place.”

“Charmer,” I reply, a slight blush on my cheeks.

Alex grins and shrugs. “I’m just telling the truth. But come on. Let’s go inside.”

He grips my hand and pulls it away from my bump, before guiding me towards the club. The door man opens the door for us as soon as he sees Alex approaching, and he dips his head in greeting to both of us.

We walk into the club and make our way through the crowds. Everyone we pass says hello to Alex and congratulates us on the pregnancy. I guess the news has been spreading fast among his friends. Alex introduces me to everyone who stops to talk to us, and I’m surprised at how many people seem to know who I am.

When we finally reach the table at the back where his best friends are sitting with their wives and girlfriends, I let out a relieved sigh. I know these people. I met them all at our wedding, and they are regular visitors to the home we now share. They’re the family we’ve built for ourselves, and they are people I feel completely comfortable with.

Even my own mother is slowly starting to warm up to Alex, although I never told her that he’s Mark’s son. If she knew that, she’d never trust him. At the moment, I’m happy with the fact that she’s stopped calling me every day, telling me to leave him. I think the knowledge that she’s going to be a grandmother very soon is helping her to handle it all a little better than she might have done otherwise.

“There you are,” Elijah says. “We were starting to think you weren’t coming.”

He’s sitting in a chair with Selena, his wife and submissive, sitting in his lap. Her face lights up as she spots me, and she grabs my free hand and tugs me down into the empty seat beside theirs.

“How are you feeling, Ellie?” she asks.

“Don’t mind her enthusiasm,” Elijah says with a chuckle. “She’s missing being pregnant and trying to live vicariously through you right now. But don’t worry, I’m doing everything I can to get her knocked up again.”

He winks at me before dipping his head to press little kisses against the side of Selena’s neck. Her face turns a deep shade of red, but judging by the wide grin she’s wearing, she doesn’t mind his confession.

I laugh. “I’m feeling good, although this little one is always so active.”

Selena nods and grins. “Yeah, just wait until they become a toddler, then you’ll understand the real meaning of active. I’m exhausted.”

“But not so exhausted that you aren’t busy trying for baby number two,” Grace teases from across the other side of the table.

Grace is settled in Oliver’s lap, and she’s looking even more pregnant than I am.

“Wow,” I say, taking in the size of her bump. “When are you due? You look like you’re about to pop any day now!”

A nervous look flutters across Grace’s face, while Oliver smiles at me from ear to ear. “The due date is next week, so it literally could be any day now.”

“Don’t remind me,” Grace groans, covering her face with her hands.

“Actually,” Charlie says, clearing his throat. “While the conversation is on babies, Amelia and I have an announcement.”

Before they can even say what it is, the entire table erupts into cheers and offers of congratulations. I know they already have a baby at home who is only a few months old, but it seems they didn’t want to wait long before they started trying again.

While everyone else is surrounding Charlie and Amelia, Alex crouches beside my chair and whispers in my ear.

“That’s what I’m going to be like with you, pet. Eager to breed you as soon as possible after this little one is born.”

He places a hand on my stomach and glides it up high enough that his fingertips brush the underside of my breast. A small gasp escapes me, and I glance around the table to see if anyone else saw it, but they are too occupied by Amelia’s news to take notice of what we are doing.

“Don’t you think we should focus on getting this one out of me before you start planning to put another one in there?” I ask, a teasing grin on my lips.

He chuckles. “Probably. But can you blame me for wanting a big family with you, Ellie? Especially when you look so fucking sexy with your belly swollen with my baby.”

He presses a gentle kiss against my cheek, and I shiver as his stubble grazes the delicate skin.

“I love you, Alex,” I murmur. “And I want to have lots of babies with you.”

“That’s my girl,” he replies, and a possessive growl rumbles through his chest.

I lean against him, content and happy.

We’ve come a long way in a short time, and I wouldn’t change any of it. Because Alex is perfect for me, and I’m the luckiest woman in the whole world to have him as my Dom, my husband, and the father of my children.
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Thank you so much for taking the time to read the Surrender to Love series bundle, and we hope you enjoyed your time with all the characters! If you’d like to stay up to date with our new releases and special offers, you can sign up for Leah’s newsletter here and sign up for Willow’s here, and you’ll even get a couple of  free short stories in return!


More Books By Willow Watkins


Snowed In With My Forbidden Crush

Jackson is smart, successful and sexy - he's also my brother's best friend.

I've been in love with him for as long as I can remember, and all of my naughty dreams are filled with him and the many ways he could probably make me explode with pleasure. But it's clear he only sees me as his best friend's annoying younger sister. Nothing could ever happen between us.

Or so I think.

But when a snow storm leaves us trapped in a cabin in the mountains for a few days over Christmas, he shows me an entirely different side of himself. A side that is dominant and possessive. And there is only one thing he desires to possess. Me.

He takes control and shows me that all the dreams I've had about him in the past pale in comparison to the real thing, making me fall for him even harder than before.

But when the snow clears, will he still feel the same?
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Punished By The CEO

I made a mistake at a fancy work party. One that ends up with me across the CEO's lap being spanked.

I shouldn't like it, but I do. Travis is smart, dominant and successful - all the things I want in a man - and my body reacts instinctively to him.

But Travis is my dad's best friend, and after my parents passed away two years ago, they trusted Travis to take care of me. My father and his best friend worked together for years, building a company from the ground up, and now I've inherited half of that business, Travis and I are going to have to work together very closely. He has a lot to teach me, and it seems not all of it is about running a company.

It quickly becomes obvious he'll find any excuse to put me in my place across his knee. Even when I haven't done anything wrong. And it sparks something between us. Something forbidden that is too strong for either one of us to fight.

Each red hand-print on my skin is another claim on my body, letting me know I belong to Travis. And it's not long before we are both too addicted to each other to stop what we've started, leaving us tangled in a love that will not be denied.
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The Professor’s Pet: The Complete Series

I'm nineteen, and still sadly in possession of my v-card.

There's no one I want to give it to more than my sexy, kind, and smart college professor, Max Elliott. I can't stop daydreaming about my first time with him, and it's so difficult to stop thinking about him that even my grades are suffering. He's tutoring me several times a week, but instead of helping, the time alone with him makes me want him even more.

But then, one day, everything changes when he catches me doing something very naughty in his office before one of our tutoring sessions.

It brings out a whole other side of my professor that I'd never imagined could exist. Gone is the sweet, kind gentleman I've had a crush on for the last year, and in his place is a demanding alpha male who isn't afraid to take what he wants.

But what he wants, is me. And when his every filthy word and forbidden touch sets my body on fire, there's no way I'd even consider resisting him.


About the Authors


Willow Watkins loves to write spicy age gap stories.

Sometime the stories will be filthy erotica, and other times, they will be much more romantic. But either way, you'll always find dominant, sexy, powerful older men who are obsessed with our younger female heroines. Because, isn't that the dream???

Forbidden love, cherries popping, baby-making, and sometimes lactation, are common themes in her stories too.

But one thing is guaranteed... her characters will always get their happy ever after, even if it is a rather filthy one.

Find Willow online at https://allmylinks.com/willow-watkins

Leah Addison is Willow’s alter-ego, so she loves all the same things!
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