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      I was happy when my father found love again.

      What I hated was that not only was his new wife the same age as me, but I was pretty sure she was a sea witch created solely to make my life as miserable as possible.

      A wedding should have been a joyous time. Instead, I kicked back the champagne until my inhibitions were shot and let a much older man lead me to a darkened corner to give me the best sex I ever had.

      That one-night stand should have been just that, but it was hard to not think about the silver fox who gave me more orgasms than I thought were humanly possible. 

      It wasn't until a family dinner, when my new stepmother invited her dad over, that I realized the man I let screw my brains out was none other than her father. 

      I should have felt shame for what I’d done—the forbidden encounter that lived rent-free in my head. But the only thought that crossed my mind was…

      Take my daddy, and I’ll take yours.
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MINA

        

      

    

    
      Dry, passionless, and boring sex would be preferable to watching my father marry a woman who was my age.

      “You look like you just smelled something awful,” my best friend Cambry—and my plus-one for this shit show—said, standing beside me at the bar but clearly not feeling half as uncomfortable as I was.

      “I’m currently smelling and looking at something that makes me want to gag.”

      Cambry chuckled. “So dramatic, Mina. It’s not that bad.”

      I glanced at her and gaped. “Not that bad? This is the worst fucking thing!” My voice had risen, and a few people standing close to the bar looked at me with nasty expressions. “Not only is Amber a year younger than me, Cambry. But every time I go to visit my dad, she all but mauls him.” I covered my mouth with a hand, feeling bile rise. “She does that shit on purpose.”

      “Why would she do it on purpose?”

      I shrug and take a long pull from my champagne flute. “She’s petty and jealous. Pretty sure she’s afraid my dad loves me more than her or something. She’s obviously used to being the center of attention.”

      “That’s weird.”

      I nod. “Tell me about it. Evidently, she doesn’t know loving your daughter and loving your wife is really different.”

      “Oh God,” Cambry said and scrunched up her nose.

      “You have no idea how nasty it is seeing her make out with and all but dry hump my dad five feet from where I stand.” I let my gaze travel over to the bride. My new stepmother. A woman who was only twenty-three, whom I’d gone to high school with, and who’d been a mega bitch even then. “I wish the years since she graduated would have been kinder to her disposition, but it’s safe to say she became even more of a bitch in that time.”

      Cambry chuckled and brought her champagne flute to her mouth, taking a slow sip as she scanned the crowd. “Your dad wasted no expense on the wedding, did he?”

      I glanced over at my best friend. I’d known Cambry for the past five years. We were matched as dorm roommates, and we just clicked. I was pretty sure we were separated at birth, given the fact that we liked and disliked just about all the same things.

      She was also the only person I could truly bitch and moan to about Amber. Nobody else would fully understand or tolerate me being so negative.

      They would just assume I was jealous of my father’s new bride.

      That wasn’t it, though. I just thought he deserved better.

      If she were different now, kinder, I wouldn’t even care that Amber was so young. But she wasn’t a good person—at least, not to me—and I remembered she had a nasty attitude in high school too. 

      Yet… I also couldn’t lie and say she didn’t make my father happy. And as I stared at the happy couple now, I couldn’t deny that he genuinely loved her.

      “Listen, your dad is hot as hell—”

      I felt my stomach roil at hearing Cambry say that.

      “—but he’s also loaded. I mean, maybe she’s just a gold-digger.”

      I exhaled and snagged another glass of champagne from a passing server. “Yeah. I thought about that plenty of times. But when I offended Dad by bringing it up, I never mentioned it again.”

      I looked around the lavish reception hall. He really had spared no expense, but my father wasn’t stingy with the money he earned. His love language was gift-giving, and as an executive of a Fortune 500 company, he wasn’t hurting for cash. But he also wasn’t frivolous.

      “Well, it’s not his first wedding, but it’s his first ceremony.” I thought about what I remembered with my mother.

      I knew she and my father had been high-school sweethearts. They’d had a good decade together before my mom went through some kind of midlife crisis and had an affair with one of my father’s business partners.

      He became a divorcee who had to navigate life with that cloud of betrayal hanging over him. And he’d been left with a little girl to raise, because apparently my mother’s new lifestyle didn’t include kids.

      And I hadn't heard from or spoken to her since. 

      I’d seen him casually date while I grew up, but he never found anything substantial or long-term. So even if I loathed Amber and found her grossly immature, she made him happy, and that's all I cared about.

      My focus went to my father, who stood proudly beside his new bride. I looked at the way he stared down at her, the corner of his mouth tipped up. I wanted a man to look at me like that one day—like the sun rose and set with my next breath.

      “She is beautiful though,” Cambry murmured and stared across the reception hall. 

      “Yeah, she’s beautiful, but that doesn’t negate the fact that she’s a sea witch.”

      Cambry laughed so hard champagne sprayed out of her mouth and nose. A few people looked over with irritation and disgust on their faces before moving away.

      I slapped Cambry’s back a couple of times as she grabbed a handful of napkins to clean up the geyser that came out of her.

      “Mina, she can’t be that bad,” she wheezed out.

      I stared at Amber. “She has absolutely zero class when it comes to me being over there and visiting my father. I don’t want to see her grinding her ass against his crotch or thrusting her chest out and asking him if he can see her nipples through her shirt.”

      Cambry stared at me wide-eyed. “Girl, no she didn’t.”

      “Oh yes, she did.” The champagne started working its way through me, doing its magic as my tense muscles began to relax. “And I know it makes him slightly uncomfortable, because he gives me these embarrassed, unsure glances. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had to excuse myself because I thought I was literally going to throw up.”

      I finished my second glass of champagne, set it on the counter, and looked around the room eagerly for another server. I definitely needed one more ASAP. My face felt flushed, and I touched my cheek, feeling the warmth coming through.

      “I will say Amber’s cousin is a hot piece of ass,” my best friend mumbled.

      My gaze moved to Jackson. I’d never officially met him. He was older than me and had already graduated high school by the time I started.

      “He’s a manwhore,” I said easily. “Even after he graduated, his reputation for sticking his dick in anything that moved was legendary.”

      “Hmmm,” Cambry hummed, and there was a little curl of her lips. “That’s good. Means he won’t expect anything more from me.” She tossed back her champagne, turned to face me, and cocked a perfectly shaped blonde eyebrow.

      “Get it, girl.” I leaned back against the bar and watched her smile grow.

      She pulled down the bodice of her dress a little, her cleavage popping up, and touched up her lip gloss. I chuckled as she sauntered over to Jackson, her hips swinging so much I was surprised she didn’t knock anyone over on her way.

      Watching Cambry flirt was like watching Medusa turn a man to stone. They never stood a chance. Her beauty, sex-appeal, and the way she could reel them in—dangling exactly what they wanted in front of them—made the men putty in her hands.

      I could have watched her work her magic all night, but nature called. I turned and wove my way through the crowd, smiling at the people I recognized. Now that I was on the move, the champagne hit differently.

      I pushed through the double doors of the reception hall and made my way to the bathroom. Thankfully, it was empty, and after doing my business and washing my hands, I stared at my reflection.

      My blonde hair was up in a stylish chignon—the hairstyle Amber had chosen for all her bridesmaids. I’d been surprised she even asked me to be in her wedding party. She liked me as much as I did her. And I had a sinking suspicion my father had pressed it.

      I smoothed a finger over one of my rosy cheeks. I at least had to give Amber credit. She hadn’t shoved the bridal party into hideous dresses.

      The light-blue chiffon material molded to my curvaceous body. I smoothed my hands along the buttery-soft material. I had to admit I looked good in it, with my large breasts framed by the bodice, my cleavage peeking out just a little to hint at my femininity.

      I looked incredible in this dress—but it was safe to say that thought was the alcohol talking. Although it had taken me years to love myself and my body, I was never openly vain about my appearance now that I did. 

      “Maybe no more champagne,” I murmured to myself and left the bathroom. I was so focused on fixing the bodice of my dress that I didn’t see the person right in front of me until my body slammed into a hard, very male chest.

      A surprised sound ripped from my throat as I stumbled back before falling to my ass. The man grunted from the impact and reached out, presumably to catch me, but it was too late. I was already sprawled on the ground, my dress having made its way up my thighs, my black Louboutin heels the only classy thing about me at that moment.

      “Ah, darling, I’m sorry. That’ll teach me to be on my phone instead of paying attention to my surroundings.”

      My body instantly reacted to the sound of that husky voice coming from right above me.

      The normal thing to do would be to fix my dress and pull my ass off the floor before I looked up. But nope—right now, I was more interested in getting a glimpse of the man who had a voice that could make my nipples bead up like I was outside and bare-chested on a cold morning.

      He was standing before me and still had his hand outstretched, but I sat there on the floor, looking my fill like I'd never seen a gorgeous man in all my life.

      He was tall, and not because I was at his feet. He had to be over six feet, and the suit he wore did nothing to hide his muscular physique.

      His gray hair was cut short and brushed stylishly across his forehead. He had to be as old as my dad, but good God, the man made my body tingle in the most obnoxious way. I should have been embarrassed that I was openly gawking at this stranger, taking in the pure masculinity of his face and body. I was even digging the silver scruff covering his cheeks and jaw, like he either didn’t have time to shave or just didn’t give a shit about it.

      “You gonna take what I’m offering, sweetheart?”

      I sucked in a breath at those words. My mind went straight into the gutter. Sir, I’ll take whatever you offer. Thankfully, I was coherent enough and didn’t spew the word vomit. I took his hand and let him pull me up. My heels caught on the edge of my dress, and I stumbled forward, my palms slapping his chest, his hands gripping my waist.

      “Easy there.” His voice was deep and low, his focus on me, his eyes half-lidded.

      Damn, for a man his age, he was rock-solid. I could feel the definition under my hands and lightly curled my fingers against the buttery-soft, clearly expensive material of his suit before I knew what I was doing.

      My face heated, and I forced myself out of his embrace, my gaze dropping to the ground, where I saw an enormous bouquet by his feet. I went to pick it up at the same time he bent down for it, and our heads bumped together.

      I groaned, touched my forehead, and looked at him to see the mystery man smirking as he rubbed his temple.

      My face was on fire at this point as I straightened. He rose, flowers in hand, and his smirk turned into a genuine smile.

      “Sorry, darlin’.”

      God, he had to stop with the endearments, because my panties would be obliterated by this… meet cute.

      “Carter.” His name rolled off his tongue like how I imagined aged, expensive whisky would slide down your throat.

      I licked my lip and felt my heart beat harder when his gaze lowered to watch the act. “M-Mina.” I briefly closed my eyes when I stuttered over my name. After clearing my throat, I composed myself so I could at least try to act like a grown-ass woman. “Are you here for the wedding?” My voice squeaked at the end, and I cleared it again. I certainly wasn’t a virgin, but it had been a long time since I’d been with a man sexually, and right now, it felt like my hormones were in overdrive.

      I was pretty sure I’d never had this kind of physical reaction to another human being in my life. And I was here for it, even if I felt like a teenager fangirling over the hottest guy in school.

      “Ah,” he said and glanced at the twin doors behind him that led to the reception hall. He rubbed the back of his neck, his brows pulled low as a scowl crossed his face. “Yeah. But really late. Shamefully so.” He looked back at me. “The wedding party will probably be pretty pissed at my tardy appearance.”

      I gestured to my dress and smiled. “Well, this part of the bridal party isn’t pissed, so there's that, right?” Oh my God. Was I…? Was I flirting?

      He flashed me a grin, showing straight, strong, white teeth. “I’m glad to hear that.”

      My heart fluttered at the way he said that.

      “I better give my congratulations and hope the bride forgives me,” he added.

      I snorted. “I doubt she noticed. She’s had everyone so far up her ass that she hasn’t wanted for attention.” I felt my eyes widen as I looked down, feeling embarrassed all over again. “I’m sorry,” I whispered and glanced back up at him. “I have insert-foot-into-mouth disease, apparently.”

      He chuckled deeply and held my gaze. Once again, I felt that tingling consume me. I heard this little voice whisper that I should throw caution and my inhibitions out the damn door and just jump this man’s bones right here and now.

      “I’ll see you later, Mina.” He gave me a wink that went straight between my legs, and then he was walking away.

      I stood there for long moments, just watching the way his broad shoulders rolled under his suit jacket and the wholly masculine swagger that had me literally fanning myself.

      His words replayed in my head.

      “I’ll see you later, Mina.”

      Sounded more like a promise than anything else.
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      I stayed out in the hallway for another five minutes, was about to go back inside, when Cambry came out with Jackson’s arm wrapped around her waist. She giggled, smoothing her hand over his shirt as she stared up at him, not even noticing me as they walked toward me.

      When she finally spotted me, she did the introductions, and I stayed out in the hall with her and her man toy for another ten minutes before they left—presumably to the room she rented for the night.

      So here I was, standing in front of the closed doors to the reception hall, nervous, because all I wanted was to see Carter again.

      I was now regretting not getting a room at the hotel for the night.

      When I finally entered, I saw a crowd of wedding guests in the center of the room, dancing to some upbeat song. I spotted Amber and my father in the thick of it, and the genuine smile on his face as she danced in front of him had me smiling in response.

      A server passed, and I grabbed another glass of liquid courage as I watched everyone bouncing around with their arms in the air. 

      Seemed like I wasn’t the only one who had a little too much to drink, as I saw my usually uptight aunt and uncle acting way out of character as they moved together… suggestively.

      I leaned against the wall and just people-watched, but in reality, I was searching for one person in particular.

      “Funny meeting you here.”

      That deep voice was an electrical spark right to my core, and I actually tensed.

      I turned and watched as Carter leaned against the wall, his focus trained right on me.

      “Looks like you survived telling the bride and groom you couldn’t attend the ceremony but still came to crash the reception,” I teased as I smiled at him.

      He narrowed his eyes, but I saw the way the corner of his mouth twitched with his amusement. “Brat,” he murmured and brought his glass of alcohol to his lips.

      I shouldn’t have gotten wet hearing him call me a brat, and it really shouldn’t have turned me on watching him take lazy sips of his whisky. I was just so attracted to the way his big hand was curled around that glass. My body tingled at how I could see the prominent veins running under his tan skin.

      Or maybe it was the way the lights caught the glass of his wristwatch as he finished his drink, confusing my brain somehow?

      I glanced away, my cheeks heating all over again. I was really getting sick of having a hot face around this man.

      I sipped my champagne, nursing it, but I felt his gaze on me. It was cliché to say it felt like a physical touch, but it actually did.

      I swore I could feel the parts of my body he was looking at. The side of my face. My bare shoulder. The mounds of my breasts. My nipples tingled in response.

      And I was pretty sure if I glanced down, I’d be able to see how hard they were, visibly protruding through the material. It wasn’t as if I was wearing a bra.

      Strapless bras don’t really work for boobs as big as mine, so I let the girls be free, but I was now regretting that for as obscene as it all probably looked.

      “Stuck in traffic?” I could have cursed myself as I gripped the stem of my champagne flute at the word-vomit that just spewed out of me.

      “Pardon?”

      I closed my eyes and exhaled before looking at Carter. He had one silver eyebrow arched as he watched me curiously. For a moment, I was awestruck by how handsome he was, how his maturity was an aphrodisiac.

      “Were you stuck in traffic?” I drank the rest of my champagne to occupy my mouth so I wouldn’t say anything else stupid.

      “Was I stuck in traffic?” He said those words so slowly, as if he thought maybe I was drunk and he didn’t know what I was talking about.

      I cleared my throat and straightened from the wall. “Was that why you were late? Were you stuck in traffic?” I didn’t even know why I asked him in the first place, let alone repeating my question… twice.

      I knew nothing aside from his first name and literally just met him in the hallway like twenty minutes ago.

      He was silent for a few seconds as he stared at me. But there was no judgment on his face. In fact, he wore a little smirk that had those butterflies in my belly moving as if it were rush hour traffic.

      “My company requires me to do a lot of business trips. Most of the time, I can rearrange things, but I had an emergency meeting last night. As soon as I got off the jet, I came here.” He glanced back out at the dance floor, and I followed his gaze to where it centered. 

      On Amber. 

      For a moment, I wondered if they were former lovers. But I shot that down. No way would someone invite their ex to their wedding, right?

      Maybe he was an uncle? A much-older cousin? A professor from college?

      I knew little about her family life besides the fact that she lived with her mother while she was in high school. I knew she didn’t have the greatest relationship with her mom, knew Berenise was an alcoholic and had a revolving door of men who were in and out of their lives. I’d never heard about a father figure, and Amber didn’t have siblings.

      Speaking of mothers, I saw Berenise dance her way across the room, touching every man she passed, with a glass of wine in her other hand. She was already really drunk, and the hard, dark chuckle that left Carter had me looking up at him. He was watching Amber's mother with clear disdain.

      “Not a fan?” It took him a moment to answer, but when he did, he glanced at me.

      “That’s an understatement for how I feel about Berenise.”

      Curious. He definitely piqued my interest, but I kept my lips tight, because I didn’t want to open that can of worms.

      I heard a high-pitched squeal and spun my head quickly to see Amber’s mom flat on her ass, her red wine spilled down the front of her white lace dress. I wouldn't even waste time thinking about how tasteless it was that she wore that color to her daughter’s wedding. The dress was pushed up her thighs now, and her red thong was visible as she flashed everyone while getting off the ground.

      I covered my face in secondhand embarrassment over this woman. 

      “Disgusting,” Carter growled, making me even more curious about what was going on, but before I could probe, Carter spoke again. “I’m going to get another drink. Would you like one?”

      “How about I join you?”

      At my question, he gave me a slight smile and held his arm out before leading us to the bar. I glanced at the dance floor as the crowd got louder than ever when a new song came on.

      He held a stool out for me, and once I was seated, he took his place beside me.

      The server helped us right away. I stuck with champagne. Carter ordered a whisky, and I really shouldn’t have found him asking for that drink—specifically the way he ordered it, clear on how he wanted it made—remotely sexy. It was just so masculine how he stated that simple phrase.

      Neat.

      Meaning served without ice, not even chilled after being shaken or stirred with cubes and poured through a strainer. One confidently spoken word that meant an entire sentence of instruction.

      Once we had our drinks, we only stayed by the bar for a moment before he tipped his chin toward the double doors that led out to the stone balcony overlooking the hotel property. 

      We didn’t speak as we walked side by side, but the energy moving between us was strong and tangible.

      He was a total gentleman as he held the door open for me, allowed me to exit first, and then shut the door, isolating us in our own little world.

      I could hear the muted sound of the music and the wedding guests through the glass doors and windows. The air was crisp, and the fairy lights decorating the balcony’s railing and over the grounds gave this almost ethereal, fairy tale kind of vibe.

      He held his glass in one hand, and he tucked his other hand in the pocket of his slacks. It was a sexy pose as he stood by the railing overlooking the acreage of property and the small pond that shimmered in the center.

      I gathered the bottom of my dress, my heels clicking on the cobblestone as I came to stand beside him. We stood silently, but the air was different out here, and not just for obvious reasons.

      It felt heated despite the cold weather, and the longer he stood by me, my shoulder gently brushing the material of his expensive suit, the more sensations I felt licking across every erogenous zone I had.

      I swallowed roughly and brought the glass to my mouth, taking a long pull from it. I could feel him watching me, but I refused to look. Because I knew something was going to happen tonight. Between us.

      I felt it as easily as I felt the oxygen moving through my mouth and down into my lungs.

      “Mina,” he said softly. “Look at me.”

      I shivered, but it had nothing to do with the chill in the air and everything to do with the power this man had over my body.

      I turned just my head and tipped it back so I could look into his face. The shadows wrapped around him, the fairy lights accenting the sharp angles and plains of his masculinity. This man looked gorgeous in full light. But in the shadows, the darkness? It was intimate with him.

      “You’re so beautiful.” He whispered those words, and I wondered if they were meant for himself, as if he didn’t want to say them out loud. 

      But I was glad he did, because he made me feel all kinds of intense things in my body I didn’t even think were physically possible. 

      I’d never been wetter in my life, and this man hadn’t even touched me, hadn’t even said anything filthy to me. 

      All I had to do was stand beside him, and I was dripping, my body so primed it was a little embarrassing. 

      He reached up and wrapped his finger around one curl that came loose from my updo.

      “I’ve never felt….” His focus was on that strand of hair he was gently stroking between his forefinger and thumb. His brows pulled low, as if his words confused him. “I want….” And then he shook his head and let the curl fall from his light grasp before looking into my eyes.

      A part of me knew he was about to shut this down. Whatever this was. And I didn’t want that to happen. 

      I’d never been so brazen about my sexuality in my entire life. I’d never had a one-night stand. But what I knew with absolute clarity was I wanted to be with this man in every filthy way possible. 

      I wanted to be stripped bare and laid out before him, to have Carter part my thighs before he thrust hard inside of me. I wanted him to love every inch of me. I wanted it rough and raw. And I knew he was the man to give that to me.

      God, I could see myself covered in sweat from the hard fucking he’d give me. And after it was all said and done, I wanted to be sore the next day. Plus, looking into his face, seeing the way he watched me… I knew he wanted that too. 

      So if this was the only time in my life I’d get that, if I had to make that first move, then so be it.

      “What were you going to say?” I whispered, everything else falling into the distance as we held each other’s gaze. 

      He was silent for a long moment, so long I didn’t think he’d actually respond. But then he took a step closer, crowding me, forcing me back against the railing. He gripped the edge on either side of me, caging me in with his massive body, and leaned in close so his mouth was by my ear.

      “I want you to come back to my room.” His voice was husky and laced with all the sexual need he had for me. “I want to strip you bare and worship every single gorgeous inch of you.”

      His warm breath tickled the shell of my ear, my toes curling at how good that felt, and he held still for just a moment before pulling back. Carter kept his face so close to mine I could smell the whisky on his breath.

      There was no denying or pretending I didn’t want this. And I knew this would be a one-night stand I never envisioned myself having. 

      But screw it. I knew someone didn’t feel this kind of chemistry every day, and I wanted to latch on to it and drown myself in the sensations. 

      So I rose on my toes, barely pressed my lips against his, and whispered, “Then take me back to your room.”
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      I waited off to the side, nursing a couple more glasses of sparkling water. Carter had wandered off for about twenty minutes, which let me really think over if this was what I was going to do. 

      And in my head, the answer was a resounding yes. 

      I wanted this more than anything. Would I regret it in the morning? Possibly, but I honestly didn’t think that would be the case. 

      I’d never been more sure of following through with anything in my life.

      I’ve never been more turned on in my life. 

      I wanted to embrace this. 

      If what he said was true and he had his own business that required him to travel, we’d never cross paths again. 

      It seemed like the perfect situation for me to get this wild I-want-him-to-fuck-me-ragged bug out of my system. 

      I sent Cambry a text letting her know what I was doing—although I didn’t expect her to respond, seeing as she was probably in a hotel room getting it on. 

      Like I would be shortly. 

      The thought had my heart beating a little harder in my chest. I was staring into my glass of sparkling water and watching the bubbles float to the top before they popped, when I felt his presence right behind me. 

      It was a strange feeling to sense him, like this heavy, warm cloak draped over my shoulders. My nipples were unbearably hard, tingling even. 

      And my thong was annihilated, so saturated that the damp material was irritating my pussy.

      I didn’t turn around, and he said nothing, but when I looked in the mirror behind the bar, our gazes locked. 

      He held my stare with his and trailed his finger along the back of my neck and down the length of my spine. I’d never been more thankful that my dress was so low cut in the back.

      Goose bumps formed along my arms, and my lips parted on their own from the sensation. And still, he said nothing. 

      The feeling of his warm, whisky-laced breath gently teasing the curls by my ear had me inhaling sharply. 

      A single touch from him should not have this intense reaction inside me. I only wondered if somebody could orgasm from this alone, because I was halfway there.

      He leaned in close, his lips pressing against my ear. That soft touch nearly had me closing my eyes and moaning. 

      “Have you changed your mind?” His baritone rumble went straight to my pussy, and my inner muscles clenched. 

      I squeezed my thighs together and didn’t verbally answer. I just shook my head. There was no doubt he could see the physical response he caused in me. 

      I felt like there was a damn neon sign alerting everybody to the fact that I was so turned on. I was liable to climax just standing next to this man.

      “I want to make sure you know what you’re getting yourself into with a man like me.”

      I moaned at those deep words. My gaze locked on his reflection in the mirror. “And what kind of man is that?” My words were so soft, breathy, that I wasn’t even sure I’d spoken them out loud.

      He didn’t answer right away, just stared at me in the mirror and stroked his thumb back and forth over my nape.

      “The type who’s dominant and alpha in the bedroom.” He moved his thumb to my wildly beating pulse point beneath my ear. “The type of man who will make sure your pleasure comes before his own.” He drew circles there now. “The type with a big dick who’ll make you submit, because it’s what you ultimately want.”

      I licked my lips, seeing his gaze lower to watch the act once more. I felt sensual, seductive, as I dragged my tongue over my bottom lip, staring at my reflection with my pink cheeks, hooded eyes, and the need for sex written all over my face.

      “How daring are you, baby?”

      Baby. God, that one word sounded so good coming from him.

      I swallowed harshly, not knowing what he meant, but in the same breath, I knew exactly what he wanted. But I still asked, “What do you mean?”

      “Daring enough to let me touch you in a roomful of wedding guests?” Another whole-body shiver clenched every part of me inside.

      I didn’t know how to answer. I’d never done anything so lurid and… exciting before. Hell, I never even thought about being an exhibitionist.

      When I didn’t answer, I felt him kiss the side of my throat. It had my eyes closing and a soft sigh leaving me. 

      “I’ll make this so good for you.” He dragged the tip of his tongue along my pulse point, and I squeezed my thighs together even harder.

      “Truth be told,” he murmured, “the thought of touching you in front of everybody, of letting them watch me make you feel good so they’ll know I’m the one who gets to do that, turns me on so much my cock is hard as fuck right now.” He gently bit my earlobe. “But the stronger part doesn't want anyone to see you like that, because it’s reserved for only my viewing pleasure.”

      My heart felt like it was beating a mile a minute, like I couldn’t even get a grasp on what was happening, because there were so many sensations and emotions flying through me.

      “Because that’s just for me, isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

      I nodded, unable to deny this man anything. I didn’t want to. I wanted to give him everything, even if it was only for tonight.
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      We found ourselves in the elevator, ascending to his suite. 

      I stood on one side, he on the other. He looked so big and strong, making the interior feel tiny and crowded.

      I was breathing harder and faster, and the longer he looked at me, the more I felt my body soften and prime itself for what only he was going to give me.

      He came closer, crowding me, causing me to push my back against the wall of the small cube. I felt like I was some vulnerable prey with the predator stalking me.

      With his hands on either side of me, his fingers curled around the metal. He blocked out everything else. Carter was just so big, so strong. And God, did he smell good. Whatever cologne he had on went straight to my pussy and had my inner muscles clenching violently.

      He leaned in so slowly, staring at my face before eye contact broke and his lips were by my ear. 

      Next, I felt his hand slide over my hip, along my waist, his fingers skimming the side of my breast.

      I breathed out shakily, but he still kept rising until he curled his hand around the side of my throat.

      “I can’t wait to get you in the room, watch this dress slide down your sexy-as-hell body, and then fuck you all night long.”

      I couldn’t keep my eyes open at the sound of the words. And when he dragged his tongue along the shell and pressed his body fully against mine, a soft moan escaped from my lips.

      “You feel what you do to me?” He ground his cock against my belly, and I gasped. “You feel how hard you make me?”

      I opened my mouth, not sure what to say, but the ding of the elevator stopping at our floor and then the doors opening had me snapping my eyes open. Reality crashed in. We were in a public elevator, and I could only assume how we looked right now to anyone who saw us.

      Carter’s enormous body pressed to mine. Our breathing was audible. And the scent of combustible sexual chemistry saturated the air.

      He stayed pressed to me for another heartbeat before pulling away, taking my hand, and leading me out of the elevator and down the hall.

      Once in the room, the door shut, Carter stepped farther inside. The suite was enormous with a separate room and double doors that were open, showing the king-sized bed. 

      A sitting area was directly in front of us, a stocked bar across from that. Beside me was a huge bathroom with a Jacuzzi tub, and across the way were floor-to-ceiling windows that showed the cityscape.

      I was nervous. God, I was so nervous suddenly.

      He turned then, watched me with eyes that looked like cut onyx. He said nothing as he removed his cufflinks. Carter set them on the entryway table and shed his jacket. 

      Once he had it off, I just appreciated the way the material of his shirt stretched tight over his broad shoulders. Despite the fabric covering his chest, I could make out the definition of his muscles.

      This man screamed raw masculinity, and I was here for it.

      Neither one of us said anything as he continued to undress. I didn’t know if I should do the same, but I was frozen in place. 

      Even if he ordered me to strip, turn around, and grab my knees, I was pretty sure I wouldn’t have been able to do much more than take a breath, much less obey.

      Carter started unbuttoning his shirt, one at a time. A part of me wanted him to hurry so I could see all that hard, male chest on display, and another part of me wanted him to go slower. 

      I felt like I was watching my own personal striptease. 

      When he got to the last button, the material parted. We had turned no lights on in the suite, but a glow came from the window, acting as a backlight and making the front half of him seem even darker. 

      I thought he’d take his shirt off next, but his hand reached for his belt buckle. My heart was in my throat. When that was removed, Carter moved on to the button of his slacks. Then the zipper. But he didn’t push them down, and instead, he stood there, watching me. 

      Fucking teasing me.

      He finished removing his clothing, and I couldn’t do anything but take in every inch he revealed.

      When he was fully naked, he gripped the thick stalk of his dick. He shifted so the city lights caught the drop of clear fluid beading at the tip.

      My mouth dried. My core tightened. And I stopped breathing, watching as he stroked himself from root to tip, pushing more clear fluid out of the crown. His pre-cum slid down, following what I knew was a throbbing vein that lined the underside of his shaft.

      I took in every incredible inch of that part of his body. He was big. Thick.

      I remembered what it felt like digging into me in the elevator. 

      I wasn’t a virgin, but I had never been with a man that size. I was actually thinking he wouldn’t fit, like I was some kind of inexperienced virgin who’d never seen a cock before.

      This deep sound left his throat. A growl. He liked me watching… staring at him. At it. 

      “Come here,” he demanded in a low voice. 

      I took a step closer.

      “Closer, sweetheart.” His voice was a rough caress over my body. 

      I obeyed, an involuntary shiver wracking through me. When I was a foot from where he stood—my head tipped back so I could look into his eyes—a wave of white-hot lust slammed into me at his expression.

      Hooded eyes. Stark dominance. Primal need. 

      “How far are you willing to go?”

      My mouth parted as I sucked in a sharp breath. I let his question repeat in my head.

      “How far are you willing to go?”

      I knew the answer before the words left me.

      “As far as you’ll take me,” I whispered.

      His nostrils flared, his chest pumped up and down as his breathing increased, and I felt drunk from all the arousal and testosterone pouring off him.

      “Then let’s start by you sinking to your knees and gagging on my cock.”
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      Like my good girl, Mina dropped to her knees. 

      I still had my cock in hand, stroking the thick flesh from balls to tip, pushing out all the pre-cum so she’d have to lap it up.

      For a second, I just stood with my dick in my palm as I watched her. She was breathing so hard, her nipples poking through the material of her dress. 

      Her tits were big and round, and my fingers itched to grip the mounds, to squeeze them, pull the peaks until she gasped and told me it hurt… told me to do it again.

      I’d never been so hard in my entire fucking life, and I knew after tonight this woman would ruin any other experience for me. 

      I was a selfish asshole as I took a step closer and pointed my cock right at her pretty pink lips. She was such a good girl as she kneeled in front of me, waiting for me to tell her what to do. 

      I ran the tip of my dick across her bottom lip, smearing the pre-cum along the plump flesh. Her pupils dilated. My balls pulled up tightly and ached, and my shaft throbbed even more. 

      Jesus Christ. I could come from this alone.

      “Open up, Mina.” My voice was husky, deeper than it had ever been in my entire fucking life.

      She stared up at me with big, blue eyes, anticipation written across her face. And when she parted those pretty pink lips, I gritted my teeth and pushed the crown of my cock into her wet, hot mouth.

      “Suck on me.”

      She hummed deep in her throat, and I groaned at how good the vibrations felt. 

      I’d never had the urge to get off so quickly, but I was so damn close. 

      I let go of my dick and slid in another inch, gripping the sides of her head, tangling my fingers in her updo. She licked and sucked on the crown, pressing her tongue into the tip. 

      My groan was primal.

      I started undoing her hair, letting the blonde locks free. All I could picture was pushing my cock deep into the back of her throat, filling her mouth with my cum, and ordering her to swallow. 

      I wanted to hear her gag, wanted to see the tears sliding down her cheeks as I filled her belly with my seed.

      When the curls were completely free, I threaded my fingers through the silky strands. 

      She was fucking perfect. 

      She sucked on the tip of my dick, slow and meticulous in her motions. My balls were so tight I had to grit my teeth and think of shit that wasn’t going to have me exploding. 

      Baseball, doing my taxes, sitting in the waiting room at the fucking doctor's office. 

      But it was no use, especially when she took another inch, sliding that incredible mouth down my length. 

      And when she hummed around me, I closed my eyes and let my head fall back, groaning.

      When I composed myself enough to speak, I looked back down at her. “Goddamn, sweetheart. You make Daddy feel so fucking good.” She was still peeking up at me, her eyes flaring at what I said. And then Mina moaned, liking those filthy fucking words.

      I gripped either side of her head and started pushing in and pulling out. I added another inch, sinking in deep before giving her a reprieve and backing off at her slight gag. 

      She dragged her teeth gently across the flared head of my cock and moved her tongue over the throbbing vein that ran the underside of my length. I felt spurts of pre-cum fill her mouth, my release imminent. 

      But I’d be damned if I came for the first time with her like this.

      No, I wanted my cock deep in her tight little pussy. I wanted to feel her milking me as she found her release, taking me over the edge with her.

      It was the suctioning of her mouth and my raunchy fucking thoughts that had me slipping free from her. 

      I watched as a line of saliva kept us connected for a second, then reached out, smoothing that spit over her lips, making them glossy before pushing my thumb in. 

      She sucked on it right away, her eyes watering from when my cock hit the back of her throat. Her mascara ran a little, creating dark, sexy fucking smudges under her eyes that made her look like my pretty little slut.

      I pulled gently on her hair until she stood, and then I cupped her face and slanted my mouth down on hers. 

      I plunged my tongue between her lips, tasting myself on her, sucking on that muscle, feeling my cock thicken impossibly further. 

      Fuck, this woman was going to be the death of me.

      I pulled her in close, my hands gripping her full hips, my fingers digging into her soft, supple skin. She was absolutely incredible, full and lush. She was built just for me, built to take the fucking I wanted to give her.

      I slammed my mouth down on hers, stroking her tongue with mine. Her moans drilled deep into my ears and had my cock throbbing, my balls aching.

      All I could think about was driving deep between her thighs and coming inside her, making her take every single fucking drop until it slid out when I pulled free from her tight little cunt.

      I cupped her full ass, groaning against her lips as I turned and walked us backward toward the bed. I used my upper body to push her down, coming to rest on top of her. I tangled my hands in her hair, tugging on the strands hard enough she gasped—then groaned—against my mouth.

      I tilted her head and kissed her deeply, plunging my tongue in and out, fucking her mouth like I’d soon be doing to her pussy.

      And then I was a fucking madman as I tore at our clothing, getting rid of the last shreds that kept her from me fully. 

      When our clothes were nothing but tangled remains on the floor, I leaned back and stared down at her. My cock was hard and pointing right at her, a huge stalk that she was looking at with wide eyes and dilated pupils.

      I ran the length of my dick between her folds, rubbing all her wetness on me, loving how warm and silky she felt. When I pulled back, a dribble of pre-cum slid from my crown.

      “Lick Daddy’s cock clean.”

      She rose on her elbows and leaned in, dragging her tongue along the head of my shaft, lapping up the combined fluids of my pre-cum and her pussy juices. She moaned like it was the best fucking thing she’d ever tasted. I tangled my hand in her hair, using that as leverage to control her motions.

      I only allowed this to go on for a moment before I pulled her back until she rested against the mattress once more.

      And then I was between her thighs, eating her out like I was starving. And I was. She was sweet but musky, smelling of vanilla and strawberries with hints of whatever soap she’d used earlier.

      It was fucking intoxicating. Addicting.

      I dragged my tongue from her pussy hole to her clit, sucking that little bundle of nerves before moving back down. I flattened the muscle, getting as much of her flavor in my mouth as possible. I sucked on her lips, gently biting them until she gasped.

      The fierceness in me to fuck this woman was like a living creature. Primal. Powerful. Insatiable.

      With one more slow lick up her slit, I pulled back, sat on the bed, and hauled her sweet body over my lap so her ass was in the air and her upper body was flush with my thighs.

      “Carter?” she half-moaned, half-whispered. There was confusion in her voice. But when I  smoothed a palm over a rounded, full cheek, giving it a gentle swat, she let her head fall forward and popped that juicy peach out for more.

      “You know what I’m going to do?” I kept running my hand over her ass. “You know what I want?”

      She nodded and moaned again.

      “Then ask me for it.” I gave her ass another spank, still gentle, but added a little more sting.

      “I want it how you do. I want it all, Carter.”

      Jesus Christ. I grabbed a handful of her left ass cheek, shaking the flesh, watching it jiggle. My cock was like granite, digging into her soft belly, smearing pre-cum all over her skin.

      Mina looked over her shoulder at me. Our eyes locked, her lips parted, and she whispered, “Do it.”

      She gave me her consent, so now I was going to make her hurt so good.

      While holding her gaze with mine, I lifted my hand and brought it down on her ass. The sting to my palm was instant. The sound of skin connecting with skin was loud.

      Mina bit her lip so hard the flesh turned white for a second. That was the only second I gave her before I started spanking her ass.

      I was rough but controlled the pressure, soothing the sting and burn, so she cried out in the best way.

      “Oh God—”

      “No,” I snarled. “You call out my fucking name, baby.”

      She squirmed on my lap, and I knew her ass was burning. I braced my forearm on the center of her back, keeping her right where I wanted.

      “Say my name, Mina. I want you to be a good girl and give me everything I want.” I inhaled sharply, my nostrils flaring as I stared at her ass. The lights were off in the room, but the glow from the moon coming through the window let me see the pretty, dark shade her ass was becoming from my slaps.

      “Carter,” she finally cried out, parting her thighs slightly.

      I twisted my hand and adjusted my fingers so I grazed her pussy every time I spanked her.

      Slap. Slap.

      I smoothed my finger through her cleft. Her pussy was so juicy for me.

       Slap. Slap.

      “Say it again for me, sweet girl.”

      “Carter.” She gave me what I demanded.

      I couldn’t stop the moan that was torn from me. Pre-cum dripped constantly from my cock, making a sticky mess on her belly. I was marking her. 

      “More.”

      “Jesus Christ,” I growled and spanked her harder. My palm burned, my cock was going to explode, and I knew I had to fuck her. Now.
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      My ass burned, the pain deep but satisfying. I’d never been so wet in my entire life. And the ache I felt between my legs could only be sated with one thing… by one person.

      Carter hauled me off his lap, my back hitting the mattress, and his huge, muscular body on mine was like this comforting—highly arousing—blanket.

      “I’ve never been so fucking hard in my life.” He kissed me like he was possessed, shoving his tongue deep into my mouth, making me take everything he had to give.

      I parted my thighs, lifted my hips, and gave him a silent invitation to fuck me.

      “Look at me when I slide deep into your body for the first time.”

      I pried my eyes open, not realizing I’d shut them. The fierceness in his gaze was electrical. Combustible. The chemistry we had was like gasoline being poured over a raging wildfire.

      Carter hummed as if he were deeply satisfied. The thick, heavy length of his cock rested right over my pussy, hot and hard, thick and long. He started grinding against me, pressing that stalk into my slick pussy, teasing me until I was about to curse and demand he fuck me already.

      He leaned back, his hands smoothing over my legs before resting on my inner thighs and spreading me open even wider.

      “Yeah,” he groaned and looked down at my pussy. “By the time I’m done with you, this sweet pussy is gonna be so sore.”

      “Fuck me,” I whispered, and he groaned.

      Smack. 

      I gasped when his hand came in contact with my soaked lower lips, my back arching, my tits shaking.

      “How does my good girl like getting this perfect cunt spanked?”

      I hummed when he did it again, trying to get away… trying to make him do it to me again.

      “Tell me,” he said harshly, and I inhaled quickly.

      “Spank my pussy. Make it hurt.”

      He brought his hand down between my thighs again and again.

      Smack!

      Smack!

      “Carter, yes,” I cried out and tipped my head back, my neck bared, my body on fire. I felt his mouth on the side of my throat, his wet, hot tongue licking me. He dragged that muscle up, tracing my jaw with the tip, licking my cheek before kissing me deeply.

      He rubbed my pussy, easing the sting like he’d done with my ass. And then he was pushing into me with this thick digits, fucking me nice and slow, scissoring them to stretch me out.

      “Ready?”

      I nodded, unable to speak.

      “You’re such a good girl.” He dragged his tongue over my lips repeatedly. “I just know you’re going to be so fucking tight and hot, so wet for me. This pussy is gonna squeeze and suck all the cum out of me, isn’t that right?”

      I made some wounded animal noise, my brain mush, my body liquid. 

      “No one has ever made me this hard, has ever made me feel this good.”

      And when he positioned his cockhead at my entrance, pulling back to look into my eyes, I held my breath.

      He pushed into me, sweat dripping down his hairline, muscles strained as if he were controlling himself. He was bigger than what I could ever be used to. The discomfort was there—minimal—but the truth was I liked that it felt raw, slightly painful.

      I bit my lip and moaned. He reached down and curled his hands around my ass, tilting my hips so he could drive in deeper.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful.” His nostrils flared, and when a low rumble left him and he started picking up his pace, I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and held on.

      Carter fucked me. The forceful motions pushed me up the bed before he yanked me down so I was right where he wanted me.

      He slid his hands along my inner thighs, keeping me spread open, and pounded into me like he’d lost his damn mind.

      I loved it.

      “You gonna come for Daddy, sweet girl?”

      I dragged my nails down his biceps and stared as he looked at where we were connected, watching as he fucked me.

      “Be a good girl, Mina. Give me what I want and come all over my dick.”

      I cried out. Head tossed back, eyes closing on their own, and the pleasure peaking to the point I couldn’t stop it, I rode out my orgasm.

      “No, baby girl. Look at me when I make you fucking come.”

      Forcing my eyes open in the throes of ecstasy was easier said than done, but when I stared at Carter, I was glad I had.

      He wore a savage expression as he looked into my eyes.

      Carter slammed into me repeatedly, his breathing harsh, uneven. “Tell me you’re mine, even if it’s only for tonight.”

      My climax rose again at the dominance in his words.

      I bit my lip, canted my hips to take him deeper, and said what he wanted. “I’m yours, Carter.”

      “Jesus,” he swore and let his head fall back, closing his eyes, and he gripped my waist so hard, but the pain was fucking incredible.

      His head was thrown back, his neck muscle straining, and his teeth bared as he hissed and pumped into me once, twice, and on the third time, he rolled his hips and stilled. He came hard, his cock jerking in me, his cum so thick and hot I felt him coating me.

      It was the most erotic thing I’d ever experienced.

      I let my arms fall to either side of me and caught my breath. I was sweaty and already sore, and it was the most wonderful feeling.

      Carter pulled out of me with a groan, but he didn’t move away. Instead, he stared at my pussy. A second later, I felt his cum slip from me. He groaned and ran a finger up and down my slit, gathering what came out of me before pushing it back inside.

      “You’re so fucking hot,” I murmured. The thick length of his cock glistened with a mixture of my wetness and his cum, the stalk still so big, even though he was only semi-hard now.

      With a light slap to my sensitive pussy, Carter lay beside me, covered us with the duvet, and pulled me in close. He kissed the top of my head—an act that seemed so gentle after what we’d just done.

      “Get some rest, because I’m going to fuck you two more times before the sun rises.”
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      For as much champagne as I’d had the night before, it wasn’t my head that ached.

      My pussy was sore as hell… in the best of ways.

      I shifted onto my back and blinked open my eyes, staring at the ceiling. 

      I looked over to the other side of the bed, seeing it was empty. Sliding my palm over the sheets, my fingers came across the coldness that told me Carter hadn’t been beside me in quite a while. 

      I was surprised at the wave of disappointment I felt at that knowledge. I shouldn’t want to see him after a one-night stand, right? 

      As incredible as it was, I’d never actually took part in a “one and done” kind of thing, and I’m sure the awkwardness was intense. 

      But it was hard not to want more. He’d been so attentive, so thorough. I thought about what he said to me, how he got me off so many times I lost count. 

      I remembered how he put my pleasure before his own. I’d been his priority. Him getting me off had been what had gotten him off ultimately.

      I stared at the ceiling once more, every little twinge and twitch of my muscles reminding me of the mind-blowing sex I had with Carter. 

      I’d just closed my eyes when I heard the water running in the bathroom. I opened them again and turned my head in that direction, and a second later, the bathroom door cracked, and light spilled out into the small entryway of the hotel room. 

      And then Carter walked out, buck naked, every sharp, masculine angle and plane of his body on display.

      I was pretty sure my heart stopped and then restarted at the sight of him. He certainly didn’t look like the other older men I’d seen throughout my life. 

      His physique was chiseled, and I wanted to know his workout routine, not because I cared or wanted to do it myself, but just so I could envision him at the gym… all sweaty, possibly shirtless. 

      My body heated all over again. The traitorous bitch.

      I’d never felt such arousal before. It was consuming to where it irritated me, because I felt like I had no control over my body.

      I gathered the sheets, pulling them up to rest right under my chin as if hiding my body would save me.

      He stopped when he got to the end of the bed, and although the curtains were closed and the room was dark as night, he left the bathroom light on, so there was still that glow that illuminated the space. 

      Shadows hugged him, wrapping around the dips and hollows of his abdomen, the curves and bulges of his biceps.

      I let my gaze travel along his defined pectoral muscles, down his six-pack, and stopped at the erection he sported.

      God, he was so hard. And when he gripped the base with his big hand and started stroking himself, I felt my jaw come unhinged.

      I looked back at his face, saw how hot his eyes were as all that primal desire was reflected.

      Carter reached out, gripped the bottom of the sheet, and dragged it down, exposing my nudity. 

      The chill in the air brushed along my bare body, electrifying the hairs on my arms.

      When the sheet was tugged off the bed and laying in a pool of material on the floor, he hummed low in his throat. I could see the way his gaze skated over every part of me. It had my nipples hardening, my inner muscles clenching in anticipation.

      “Spread your legs for me. Be my good girl.” His voice was so low and deep, husky, and laced with that dominance that made me feel wholly feminine.

      My body was working on its own as I parted my legs, letting my knees fall open. My intimate outer lips parted, and I was shamelessly wet already.

      “Touch yourself.” He was still stroking himself as he looked at my pussy, waiting for me to obey. And he knew I would.

      My breathing increased as I slipped my hand over my belly, between my thighs, and gasped at how hot and wet I was. I couldn’t believe how drenched I became in such a short amount of time.

      I didn’t think this was normal, but I certainly didn’t want the alternative. Because just looking at Carter made me feel incredible and had my body lighting up until it felt like my blood was on fire.

      I stared at his cock, watched the tip become glossy with pre-cum. Because of me.

      He moved his palm over the crown, smearing that fluid around and using it as lubricant. An unabashed moan left me at the sight.

      I shifted my hand so I could rub my clit and slide a finger inside of my body. My inner muscles instantly clenched around my finger.

      I could feel myself climbing closer to that pinnacle where I’d go over the edge. And just when he placed his knee on the bed, the sound of a phone vibrating on the bedside table echoed in the room. 

      He growled in annoyance but kept advancing until he was on top of me. Carter used his knees to spread me open wide, pushing my hand away and placing the tip of that thick cock where I needed him the most.

      He gripped my breast and molded his fingers around it, tweaking the nipple before sliding his palm up and curling his fingers around my throat. He held me securely but not tightly, allowing me to easily breathe. The pressure felt astonishingly pleasurable.

      And then he slammed his mouth down on mine as he shoved every single hard inch of himself into me.

      He fucked me in the most animalistic way I could ever imagine, pistoning his hips, forcing me to take every inch without complaint.

      And the whole time he kissed me, he held my throat, ground his pelvic bone against my clit until I exploded and came so hard I was sure I was talking to God.

      I sagged against the bed, but Carter kept going, throwing his hips back and forth. 

      I was having a hard time keeping my eyes open, but I wanted to watch him, to see the flex of his abdominal muscles, the way sweat trailed down the hard planes.

      His focus was trained on where we were connected. His teeth bared as if he were snarling.

      A bead of perspiration slipped down his temple, and I followed that drop as it made its way lower and lower. The man was a goddamn work of art, and the way he looked at me made me feel like I was a goddess.

      He reached between my thighs and started rubbing my clit, and just like that, I exploded for him instantly. It sucked the air from my lungs, seized my body, contracted my muscles. 

      My back was arched, and my tits were bouncing, because he was fucking me harder and harder. I gave in to the sensations. 

      “Look at me. Be Daddy’s good girl and watch as I come all over you.”

      I pried my eyes open and forced myself to look at Carter, even though my body instinctively wanted to submit to the ecstasy.

      He looked fierce and powerful in that moment, muscles standing in stark contrast as he plowed in and out of me.

      With one harsh grunt, he slipped free from my body, gripped his hard, glistening cock, and stroked himself as he aimed the crown right at me.

      My lips were parted, the air sawing in and out of me as I watched him give in to his pleasure and go over the edge. Carter growled as he came, and I sucked in a startled—aroused—breath when I felt the jets of his hot cum splattering on my belly and across my pussy. 

      It was as if he were painting me, creating a masterpiece of filth and obscenity.

      He collapsed on top of me, and the weight felt so good I could cry happy tears. We were both out of breath and sweaty, and all I could do was smile and wrap my arms around him.

      “You are amazing,” he murmured, kissing my temple, and then he groaned as he rolled off me.

      Moments ticked by as we just lay there until our breathing evened out and the sweat cooled on my body. The sound of the cell going off again had Carter growling a second before he reached for it.

      He glanced at the screen before answering. “Hey.”

      I turned my head to the side to watch him sit on the edge of the bed, the muscles of his back flexing from the movement.

      “Shouldn’t you be on your—” He paused, ran a hand over his face, and nodded. “Yeah, okay, sweetheart. When?” Another beat of silence. “We’ll get together this weekend.”

      My belly did a funny thing when I heard him say that.

      Sweetheart. Get together this weekend?

      He was still on the phone, murmuring softly, when I slipped out of bed and made my way to the bathroom. I shut myself in and thought, What in the hell is wrong with me?

      Jealous? Over what? I wasn’t in a relationship with Carter and had no right to be salty over the prospect of him bouncing from woman to woman. 

      Hell, I knew what I was getting into when I had a one-night stand with him.

      I closed my eyes and breathed out. After using the bathroom and cleaning up, I stepped out to see him getting dressed. He was fixing his cufflinks, and that sight shouldn't have been such a turn on. 

      But seeing him getting dressed also had my belly doing another weird flip and feeling sour. 

      I plastered on a far-too-fake smile and walked naked to where my clothes lay on the floor. I bent over to grab them just as I felt his body heat surround me. When I straightened, he turned me around and wrapped his arms around my hips.

      The stiffness in me was there for only a second before it melted, and I curled my hands around his lean waist. He kissed the top of my head, inhaling deeply.

      “I hate to go, but I have a meeting. I’m sorry.”

      I shook my head and pulled back, tipping my head to look at him. “No apologies needed. We both have shit to do.”

      I have nothing to do, but I’ll keep that to myself.

      He opened his mouth, but the last thing I wanted was this to get weird. Thankfully, his phone went off again, and he turned to answer it. I picked up on a few pieces of jargon that were on the financial side of his business, but I quickly got dressed and focused on getting the hell out to make things less awkward.

      Because that's where I felt they were headed.

      I tossed my hair up in a messy bun. There was no saving it this early in the morning, and I sat down to put my heels back on.

      “Not sure how I should feel about a woman hurrying to leave after I fucked her.”

      My heart stuttered, and I was having a hell of a time fixing the strap of my heel after hearing him say that.

      Instead of saying something that would probably make things weird—as in, I didn’t want to leave—as in, I was raring to go for him to fuck me again—I just gave him a smile and stood. 

      I was sorer than I’d ever been in my life. But it was a good kind, the kind that was deep in your muscles and said you’d been loved thoroughly.

      Carter was in front of me a second later, his hands cupping either side of my face, adding slight pressure so he could tip my head back, and we looked into each other's eyes.

      For a long moment, we didn’t speak, just stared at one another. I still felt that intense chemistry. My body was hot in all the right places, my heart picking up speed. And I knew I had to get the hell out of here, because without a doubt, this man wasn’t good for my sanity nor libido—making it entirely too active.

      “I’d like to see you again,” he finally said, murmuring in that deep voice of his that had my toes curling.

      I exhaled slowly and nodded, and the small smile he gave me, the way he dipped and pecked my lips, nearly had me throwing my arms around his shoulders and leading us back to the bed.

      “Okay,” I said instead and forced myself to take a step back.

      He tilted his head to the side, watching me, that smile on his lips still in place. He grabbed his cell and held it out. “Put your number in my phone. That way, I can make sure you don’t get away.”

      A light laugh left me. This man… he was something else.

      I nodded, programmed my number in, and, just as I handed it back, his cell went off again.

      “For fuck’s sake,” he growled, then gave me an apologetic expression and answered.

      I looked around for anything else I might have left and headed to the door, but when I heard a low, rough sound leave him, I stopped and looked over my shoulder.

      Carter was scowling at me, and he strode to me just as I faced him. He curled his hand around my nape, yanked me forward so I stumbled against his chest, and slammed his mouth on mine.

      He kissed me like we were still in bed. Naked. Him deep inside me. It was passionate, consuming, and had me wetter than the damn Atlantic Ocean.

      When we finally parted, I stumbled back, looked up at him dazed and confused, and saw the heated, very male, satisfied look on his face.

      And then he winked at me, told me we’d talk soon, and I knew right then and there I was in big trouble where Carter was concerned.
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MINA

        

      

    

    
      “Dinner Saturday?” Dad asked as I sat across from him at the little bistro where we stopped for lunch.

      It had been a week since he’d gotten married. He’d taken his new bride on a five-day trip to Vale, where they stayed in a cabin in the middle of nowhere. 

      I wasn’t sure how much Amber enjoyed the wilderness, but I was glad my dad had done something I knew he loved. 

      He talked to me for the past twenty minutes about everything they’d done. 

      They’d gone skiing on the incredible mountains of Colorado, sat in front of the massive fireplace in the cabin they rented, and just talked about their plans for the future. 

      The happiness on his face, the tone of his voice, made me dislike his new wife a little less each time. Because she made my father happier than I’d seen him in a long time.

      I sipped my chai latte and stared at my father while he continued to tell me about his honeymoon, but my mind couldn’t help but wander to Carter. 

      I hadn’t heard from him in the last week, despite me giving him my number. I didn’t know why it bothered me so much. 

      Just as my thoughts drifted even more to Carter, I felt a slight vibration by my leg and reached in to grab my cell from my purse. 

      I glanced at the screen and felt my lips twitch with a smile I suppressed.

      Speak of the devil. 

      My heart did a funny little kick in my chest when I looked at the screen and saw a text from an unknown number. 

      Although it could’ve been spam, my gut told me it was Carter, as if I conjured him up from my thoughts alone.

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown Number

      

      
        Thinking of you—Carter

      

      

      

      

      

      I felt my suppressed smile become a full-blown grin.

      I felt like being sassy, so I typed out a quick reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mina

      

      
        Carter who?

      

      

      

      

      

      I saved the number with his name, then tucked my phone back in my purse and glanced up at my dad to see him staring at me. He had one eyebrow cocked, his colossal body leaning back at an angle in the chair, one arm thrown over the back of it, his other arm resting on the table as he curled his hand around a coffee cup.

      My father said nothing for long moments, and I felt the heavy weight of his focus on me. He knew. He knew something was up, and it was only a matter of time before he called me out on it.

      Three. Two. O—

      “Who is he?” He picked up his mug and took a long pull from it as he watched me over the rim.

      I felt my face heat and focused on my cup, playing with the handle and willing the fire on my cheeks to ease so I didn’t make an ass out of myself. “No one.”

      “Hmm,” he hummed, and I glanced up. He was focused behind me, and I knew him well enough to know his mind was working. He was probably thinking back to anyone he might have seen me with or heard me talk about.

      “No one,” he said slowly, softly, and took another drink from his mug. “Okay.” He set it down and looked at me again. “You let me know if he becomes someone, sweetheart.”

      I cleared my throat and nodded, although I knew there wouldn’t be anything to say, because as far as I knew, what I shared with Carter would probably be nothing more than that one passionate night.

      Not counting his sneaky little text.

      My father glanced at his watch, finished his coffee, and gave me the warm smile he always reserved for me.

      “I have to run. Dinner this weekend though, yeah?”

      I nodded and stood. Dad gave me a hug, a kiss on the top of my head, and let me know he’d talk to me before finalizing plans.

      I sat back down, reached for my phone, and saw another text from Carter.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Funny girl. 

      

      

      

      

      

       I smiled when I saw three dots pop up as he typed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Maybe I should spank that ass again and show you what a sassy mouth gets?

      

      

      

      

      

      I involuntarily clenched my thighs together as a sudden rush of heat enveloped me. How in the hell did one simple sentence from him cause such a visceral reaction in me?

      That sure as hell wasn’t a simple sentence.

      
        
          
            
              
        Mina

      

      
        I don’t think my ass can handle it. You left me pretty sore afterward.

      

      

      

      

      

      I didn’t add it was a good kind of sore.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Your smart mouth makes my cock so fucking hard.

      

      

      

      

      

      I closed my eyes and held in my moan. Was I seriously sexting in the middle of a damn café in broad daylight? 

      I felt my phone vibrate with a new text and opened my eyes to see what kind of filth he sent me now.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Are you wet right now?

      

      

      

      

      

      And then…

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Be my good girl again and tell me how wet you are, thinking about me spanking you and then fucking your tight little pussy.

      

      

      

      

      

      I shoved my phone back in my purse, stood, and got the hell out of the café. Because truth be told, I could have orgasmed reading that obscene shit.

      I was walking toward my apartment building when I felt my cell vibrate again. I shouldn’t have checked it, but I reached inside my bag and looked at the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        You can ignore me, sweet girl, but I’ll just keep track of how much you’re disobeying me and give you a proper punishment next time I see you. 

      

      

      

      

      

      I bit my lip, feeling myself blush. 

      
        
          
            
              
        Mina

      

      
        You’re pretty arrogant to think you’re going to see me again.

      

      

      

      

      

      I smirked as I sassed back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Not arrogant. Confident. Because it will happen.

      

      

      

      

      

      And just from that one last text, I knew he was serious.
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      I pulled up to my dad’s house and cut the engine, staring at the lit front porch and really not wanting to go through with this.

      I knew as soon as I got in there the annoyance I felt toward Amber would have me praying to a higher power for some self-restraint.

      I hadn’t heard from Carter again since our nasty little sexting session a few days ago, and I didn’t know if I was glad or if it annoyed the hell out of me. And I was too stubborn to be the one to text him after this much time had passed.

      I climbed out of the car and headed to the front door. Three knocks on the wood later and it opened. Amber stood on the other side, looking like a ’50s housewife all dolled up to go out on the town.

      Hair in some crazy-ass updo, little red dress hugging her curves—she was gorgeous. But then again, when you had the ugliest personality known to man, there had to be a little yin to your yang, I supposed.

      “Oh,” she said and looked me up and down. “Didn’t you know this was a more formal dinner?”

      I looked down at my outfit. She made it seem like my skinny jeans and cardigan set was something I pulled out the bottom of a barrel.

      “Didn’t realize dinner at my dad’s house meant I had to go all June Cleaver for everyone.” I gave her my best resting-bitch face and moved past her.

      She huffed out an annoyed breath, and I smiled to myself. I followed the sound of pots and pans clanging and stopped in the kitchen's entryway. My father stood by the stove wearing a pair of slacks and a dark-gray button-up shirt. The sleeves were rolled up, and he wore an apron.

      When he turned around, I couldn’t help but laugh. A bare-chested, jean-wearing, ax-wielding cartoon male body was screen-printed on the front of the apron, cut off at the neck so it looked like that drawn body was my father’s. I covered my mouth and saw him smirk as he looked down at the apron.

      “Cheesy, isn’t it?”

      “It’s great. You pick that out yourself?”

      “Got it at the ski lodge’s gift shop, much to Amber’s dismay.”

      Oh, I could imagine how much she scowled at this purchase.

      Speak of the devil.

      Amber breezed past me, making a dismissive sound as she flicked an acrylic-tipped nail toward the apron. “I tried to talk him out of it, but he insisted on getting it.”

      “I’m glad you bought it.”

      Amber cut me a snotty look after I said that.

      I gave her a bright smile, and while staring at my stepmother, I said, “I love that you still have your sense of humor, Dad,” and he chuckled.

      Amber narrowed her eyes on me, but then, because she was catty, she turned and faced her husband and planted a sloppy, way-too-intimate-to-do-in-front-of-guests kiss on his mouth.

      I turned and rolled my eyes, opened the fridge to grab a bottle of water, and went over to the table. “Need me to help with anything, Dad?”

      “I’m good, sweetheart,” he replied, and I glanced up to—thankfully—see he was no longer sucking face with Amber and was back to cooking.

      “When is he supposed to come?” my dad asked Amber.

      “Any minute.”

      “Who’s joining us for dinner?” I asked, and he stirred the pot of water, added salt, and put the pasta in before facing me.

      “Amber’s father is coming.”

      I glanced at her to see she was busy admiring her manicure. I’d never met her father before, didn’t know anything about him, really. And I didn’t care enough about her life to ask.

      “Did you meet him at the wedding?” he asked.

      I looked back at my dad and shook my head, keeping all thoughts of Carter—the reason I hadn’t spent much time meeting the other guests—out of my head, because… I was not going there with other people able to see me blush.

      “I don’t think so.” I didn’t bother telling him I’d been pretty preoccupied with a certain someone.

      Thankfully, my father let it go. I didn’t think he would pry, least of all in front of Amber.

      I grabbed my phone out of my purse, seeing a new text. My heart fluttered at the sight of who it was from.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Are you still being a brat, or you want to try being a good girl?

      

      

      

      

      

      I felt my face heat as all the things we’d done just the week prior played through my head in stark clarity. I glanced guiltily over at Amber, then to my father, neither paying attention to me—thank God. I thought about sending a reply, but now probably wasn’t the time. 

      Besides, I thoroughly enjoyed being a “brat.” And if it meant he gave me some of that delicious punishment he had before, I was all about it.

      Ten minutes later, I was still listening to Amber drone on about all the shopping she’d done while in Vale, when I heard a car pulling up right outside the house.

      Amber headed to the window, looked out, and muttered, “He’s here,” before she was leaving the kitchen, her heels clacking against the hardwood floor.

      Dad took off his apron, made sure the stove was off, and gestured for me to lead the way.

      I heard the door open and close, then the low hum of voices. It wasn’t until I rounded the corner that the blood in my veins froze, my heart plummeted to my stomach, and I could not move.

      And it was all because of the man standing right inside the entryway. 

      His gaze was locked on me, and a momentary flash of surprise crossed his features before he hid it with that stoic demeanor I recognized just from our one night together.

      No fucking way was I staring at Carter.

      And fate wouldn’t be so twisted that he was Amber’s father.

      My face was on fire, and I took an unsteady step back, turned, and fled to the bathroom like a coward. Once inside, I shut the door and leaned against it, my head making a soft thud as it connected with the wood. Eyes closed, I tried to control my breathing.

      A moment later, there was a soft knock on the door.

      “Mina?” Dad asked, his voice muffled. “You okay?”

      I pushed away from the door and braced my hands on the sink, a cold sweat covering my body. “I-I’m fine. When nature calls and all that.” I squeezed my eyes shut tighter, my voice shaky. There was a moment of silence from my father. I was aware he knew I was full of shit, but he was good at not calling me out on it or prying.

      “Okay, we’ll be in the kitchen.” He stayed there for a second, then I heard his retreating footsteps.

      It was only when I knew I was truly alone that I opened my eyes and looked at myself in the mirror. My long, blonde hair was in loose waves around my face—which was too pale from the shock of a lifetime. I had a light sheen of sweat on my brow and splashed some cold water on my cheeks to cool off.

      How in the hell am I supposed go out there and act like I didn’t let that man—Amber’s damn father—fuck the hell out of me as he called me his good girl just a week ago?

      I couldn’t stay locked up all night, and I wasn’t about to leave and look like the coward I was currently acting like. I had to face this eventually.

      So I straightened my shoulders, fixed my hair, made sure I was no longer sweating, and told myself to act like shit wasn’t currently weird as hell.

      I left the bathroom and headed toward the kitchen, where I heard their voices. My steps faltered a second as the deep sound of Carter’s timbre pierced me in all the right places.

      Right before I rounded the corner, I took a steadying breath. You’ve got this, girl.

      And then I was stepping into the kitchen, where, of course, all conversation ceased and all eyes turned to me. But I was already looking at Carter, whose attention was laser-trained right on me.

      My throat tightened, my belly flipped, and my heart did this funny palpating thing in the center of my chest.

      “You sure you’re okay?”

      I looked at my dad, who watched me with concern.

      “You look awfully pale, sweetheart.”

      I nodded, but it was a lie. A really big fucking lie. I could feel Carter still watching me but refused to look at him again. I knew—just knew—Amber and my dad could see the filthy guilt of what I’d done with this man written all over my face.

      “You look like you’re about to throw up.”

      Leave it to Amber to point out my most attractive attribute at the moment.

      “I’m fine.” I was proud of myself for at least sounding like that could be the truth.

      “Well, sit down, and I’ll get you some water,” Dad ordered, and I automatically walked to the table and sat down, but I still refused to look at him. Although, I definitely felt his focus on me. 

      “This is Carter, Amber’s father.”

      I cleared my throat and shifted in my seat, my face on fucking fire. Silence descended, and I looked over at my dad, who was watching me before he looked at Carter. Dad’s brows pulled down, then he turned his attention back to me.

      “You two haven’t met before, is that right?” His tone was conversational, but there was this underlying hitch in it that told me he knew something wasn’t right. He just didn’t know what that something was. 

      God, I prayed he didn’t know.

      “Mina, is it?” There was amusement in his voice.

      Carter’s tone wrapped around me like this thick—dominating—blanket, and I knew I visibly shivered.

      I looked at him then, our gazes holding. He leaned back in the chair, all broad shoulders, hard muscles, and confidence pouring from him.

      He cocked an eyebrow, and I realized I hadn't responded. “Yes. It’s Mina,” I stuttered, feeling my face heat even more.

       Carter smirked, and my belly did that funny thing again.

      He leaned forward, thick forearms on full display as he’d pushed up the sleeves of his button-up. I let my gaze trail over the veins that lined his golden skin, my body shamefully heating to the same temp as my face because I found the sight such a turn-on.   

      “You sure we haven’t met before?” The corner of his mouth twitched with suppressed amusement. “You look awfully familiar.” His gaze trailed along my face, down my neck, and settled on my breasts for a second before he looked back up into my eyes.

      I tried to control my breathing, but just one look from this man and I was lit up like the Fourth of July.

      “Pretty sure I’d remember,” I whispered, then felt like I’d been dropped in a vat of molten lava for how hot I suddenly got. There was this knowing look in Carter’s eyes as he slowly leaned back and threw a thickly muscled forearm over the empty chair next to him.

      “Dinner should be ready in about ten. You want something to drink?” my father addressed Carter. It took the man across from me a solid thirty seconds before he broke eye contact and responded to my father.

      “Scotch, if you have it.”

      I focused on anything—everything—but Carter, even though I could feel his eyes on me still. It was like a tangible touch, like we were back in that hotel room and he had me over his knees as he spanked my ass and pussy.

      “Can I have one as well?” I squeaked out and glanced at my dad, who had a brow raised.

      “Scotch?” he clarified, and I nodded in response. “You never drink the hard stuff.”

      I shrugged. “Just a little.”

      Dad glanced at Carter again, held his attention for a moment, then cleared his throat and nodded. “Okay.”

      Fifteen minutes later, we were all at the dining room table, my father’s meal set out in the center in an array of bowls and platters, my glass of scotch sitting in front of me.

      I sipped it—which might have been the nastiest thing I’d ever tasted—but it made me feel good and warm, so it wasn’t all bad.

      I couldn’t stop the face I made and eyed Carter, who sat beside me. I expected him to smirk at how I couldn’t handle the hard stuff, but he was relaxed back against the chair, one hand curled around his glass, his finger running over the side slowly. Suggestively.

      I couldn’t read minds, but I didn’t have to be in Carter’s to know exactly what he was thinking about.

      Fucking. Me.

      I glanced away quickly.

      The meal went fine for the first twenty minutes… until I went for a second helping of my father’s incredible pasta. I could have blamed my increased appetite on the scotch, but the truth was, my dad made amazing food, and you were crazy if you didn’t enjoy it.

      “More?” Amber’s voice had me freezing mid-scoop.

      I glanced at her, then at my father, and finally at Carter. The latter was staring at Amber with lowered brows. My father was also staring at Amber like she’d gone and lost her damn mind.

      “What?” She shrugged and picked up her wineglass before taking a sip. “Just surprised you want seconds. Pasta always fills me up.”

      A strangled sound came from my father. Carter growled low, and I nearly choked on the scotch I just sipped. Was Amber seriously… food-judging me?

      “You have tried my father’s meals, right?” I cocked an eyebrow. “He’s one of the best cooks ever, and not having second helpings is kind of insulting to the chef. Just a little dinner etiquette.” I held in my smirk when Amber’s jaw tightened, her distaste for me clear. Did the bitch not think I’d snap back?

      That’s right, Amber. I’m not a fan of you, either.

      She leaned back and narrowed her eyes at me. “Some people don’t need second helpings.”

      The temperature in the room dropped so substantially I felt goose bumps immediately pop out along my arms.

      Oh hell no. Did she just fat-shame me now? My blood pressure rose. I braced my hands on the table and knew I was seconds away from putting her in her place, when my father spoke.

      “I know you didn’t just say that shit to my daughter.” The tone of my dad’s voice was low and filled with so much anger. I had never heard it like that before.

      Amber glanced at him, and that snotty little expression faded when she saw how upset he was.

      “Amber,” Carter snapped. He leaned forward, bracing his forearms on the table, and stared at his daughter. “I regret not being around as much as you needed while growing up. I regret not teaching you manners, ones your mother should have taught from the beginning.” His jaw was clenched tightly. “I’ve never felt shame concerning you before, but right now, I’m utterly humiliated by what you just said. That was disgusting.”

      I looked between Carter and Amber and finally at my father. He gritted his teeth, but I knew it wasn’t because of Carter’s stern tone toward Dad’s new wife.

      “What won’t be happening is being disrespectful to my daughter.” My father’s nostrils flared, and he slowly leaned back in his chair. “I’ve never been more disappointed in someone in my life.”

      Dad stood, casting me a look that conveyed how embarrassed and sorry he was. How disgusted he was, just like Carter said. “I don’t want you to go, but if you would feel more comfortable leaving, I completely understand, sweetheart.”

      Before I could respond, Carter inserted, “If anyone should be leaving, it’s Amber.”

      My younger-than-me stepmother made a pained noise and looked around the table as if we were the ones who highly offended her. 

      “You're right, Carter,” my father agreed.

      When no one said anything in her defense, she huffed out, grabbed her wineglass, and left the room.

      The silence stretched to the point I grabbed my glass, threw back the rest of the fire-breathing scotch, and wheezed at the burn down my throat.

      “Talk about one hell of an awkward night,” I whispered. “I need a refill.” I cleared my throat and headed into the kitchen.

      “Mina—”

      “I’m fine, Dad. Just give me a minute.” I wasn’t ashamed or even embarrassed about what Amber said. I loved myself and my body and was comfortable in my skin, no matter what anyone in the world thought about me. 

      What I didn't love was someone being a bitch to me in front of others and having a total lack of respect. Amber and I had never gotten along, but she’d never had the balls to be so rude to me on this level before.

      It pissed me off.
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      I made a beeline to the kitchen, zeroed in on the scotch, and poured a hefty amount. With my back to the entryway, I set the bottle down and picked up my glass to swallow a big gulp.

      I coughed and wheezed again, half from the booze going down the wrong pipe, and the other part because that shit was nasty and felt like gasoline in my throat. My eyes watered, but I took a steadying breath and swallowed more.

      “Easy.” The deep rumble came from behind me, and I closed my eyes.

      “Perfect. Just what I need right now,” I muttered.

      “Your father went to talk to Amber.” Carter’s voice was low and restrained. “I would myself, but I wanted to check on you first.”

      I set my glass down and braced my hands on the counter, exhaling roughly and staring at my fingers. “Your daughter can be a real bitch. Just thought I’d let you know.”

      He didn’t respond, didn’t laugh nor defend her. No, he reached out and curled his enormous hands around my waist, pulled me so my back was to his chest, and slid his arms fully around to just hold me.

      I couldn't help the full-body shiver that wracked me from feeling his touch.

      “I’m sorry,” he whispered against my ear, his warm, scotch-laced breath moving along the shell. “She’s always been… difficult. Angry and entitled. I blame that on myself, because I wasn’t there as much as I wanted and should have been.”

      I closed my eyes and rested my head back against the center of his chest. “Some people are just that way. It doesn't matter about their upbringing or environment. They just… are.”

      He exhaled harshly and squeezed me closer. We stayed like that for so long that I let myself relax further, so much so that I didn't hear my father enter the kitchen. The air in the room changed, and I tensed. But Carter still held me, and in fact, he kissed the top of my head as if he didn’t give two shits my father caught us embraced like this. And there was no way he didn’t know.

      I twisted around. Carter made a disgruntled sound, as if I were inconveniencing him by sliding out from under his hold, and then I faced my father.

      He stood in the doorway with a stoic expression, staring at Carter with a look in his eyes that made me a little nervous.

      “Um,” I said and looked over my shoulder at Carter. He leaned back against the counter, arms crossed, focused on my dad and wearing the same blank expression. “Hey,” I greeted stupidly once I faced my dad again.

      He looked at me—finally—and his expression softened. “I’m sorry again, sweetheart.” He scrubbed a hand over his face and stared at the ceiling. “She’s a—”

      “Bitch.”

      He chuckled deeply, then sobered, nodding. “She’s never disappointed me so much as she has tonight. I want to blame it on the alcohol she’s been drinking all day, but even so… not a fucking excuse.”

      “She and I have never gotten along,” I admitted for the first time, even though it was probably pretty damn clear by our interactions since she began seeing my father. “But I know she makes you happy, and you deserve that.” I went to my dad and gave him a hug, feeling that familiar warmth I always did. “As long as she doesn't treat you that way, I can deal with her cattiness.”

      “Her treating you that way is worse than her saying that shit to me, Mina. And I won’t stand for it.”

      I pulled back and looked at him, but he was staring over my head at Carter.

      “I won’t stand for it either,” Carter said, and I heard him come closer.

      There was a tense moment of weird silence as it was clear everyone was trying to figure out how to deal with the other stuff that had nothing to do with Amber and everything to do with how my father walked in on Carter holding me.

      “We gonna discuss how you two clearly aren’t strangers?”

      I pulled back, taking a few steps away and to the side so I could keep both men in my view, and smoothed my hands down my pants. “Yeah… we met at the wedding.” I glanced at my dad and saw him lift a brow. “I wasn't lying when I told you I didn't think I met Amber’s father. I had no clue Carter was her dad until he walked into the house tonight.”

      “That’s why you ran off like that and looked sick?” Dad asked.

      I nodded. “Yeah. To say I was in shock is a bit of an understatement.”

      Out the corner of my eye, I saw Carter move closer to me until I felt his body heat wrap around me. It should have been more awkward than it was, but truthfully, it felt good he was giving me his silent strength.

      “I had no clue Mina was your daughter,” Carter told him, and I tensed when he slid his hand around my back to curl his big fingers around my hip.

      I wasn’t embarrassed he did the act, but the fact that he clearly had the arrogance to do it right in front of my father was another shock.

      “She’s beautiful and smart, witty and engaging, and I want to get to know her better.” Although he wasn’t asking my father permission to… date me? See me again? He left it hanging at the end, so there wasn’t a level of cockiness tied to it.

      My father was silent—too quiet for too long—as he stared at Carter. Finally, he looked at me.

      “How do you feel about what he just said?”

      I licked my lips and glanced at my shoes. I knew how Carter made me feel, and I wasn’t just thinking about the incredible night we had the week before. I felt funny things in my chest when I thought about him. I wanted to know more about Carter, about his work, his likes and dislikes, and he apparently wanted to know the same things about me.

      As if I were screaming my thoughts, Carter placed a finger under my chin and tipped my head back so I had to look at him. We held each other’s gaze for long moments, and I felt that funny thing in my chest again.

      “What I know is I’d like to spend more time with him.” My voice was low, and when Carter smiled slowly and thoroughly, like I’d just given him exactly what he wanted, I exhaled as my entire body tingled.

      “Well,” my father said, breaking me out of my daze. I blinked a few times and glanced at him. “I guess that settles it then. Any man who defends my daughter the way you did has my blessing.” My dad smiled. “Not that either of you needed it, but it’s there regardless.”

      He gave me a smile, nodded in approval to Carter, and then left us alone.

      My heart felt like it was beating again. Before I could face Carter, he had his hands on my shoulders and turned me around. There was this strange expression on his face, a soft one I’d never seen before.

      I parted my lips, not sure what to say. But his mouth was descending on mine, and he was kissing me as if he’d been missing me for far too long.

      I felt those sentiments, and that should have scared the hell out of me.

      But it didn’t.

      There was an audible gasp from the entryway, and we all turned to see Amber standing there.

      Eyes wide, jaw slack, and focus trained on where her father touched me, she looked like someone had sucker-punched her.

      And when she turned her now pinched expression my way and our gazes locked, I felt that fire inside me that had burned brightly after she insulted me rise high and hot once again.

      Maybe it was immature, catty, or low, but I didn’t give a shit at that moment.

      I slid my hand around the back of Carter’s neck, smirked at her, and thought, That’s right, Amber. Take my Daddy, and I’ll take yours.
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      It was four days later when I got the phone call from Amber asking me if I could meet her for lunch.

      My first instinct was to tell her to go fuck herself, but I was curious about what she wanted, although I had a pretty good inkling it had to do with how everything had gone down. 

      So I agreed, and here I sat in a little Italian bistro in town, drinking my too-sweet lemonade and already regretting my decision-making skills.

      Although Carter and I were exploring whatever this was between us, we hadn’t seen each other since my father’s house. 

      He told me he had to go on a business trip, but we made plans for dinner at his place the night he’d return. Or should I say, he demanded the dinner date.

      It seemed my independence and feminism went right out the damn door where that man was concerned. 

      I didn’t know why I was so nervous about talking to him. Maybe it had something to do with how things were shifting gears, and we were moving down uncharted territories. New doors were opening.

      And I wanted those new avenues with Carter, or at least, to explore them. Because this felt… real.

      And it scared the hell out of me.

      The front door to the bistro opened, and in walked Amber, Jackie O sunglasses perched on the bridge of her nose, her designer clothing perfect, and not a hair out of place.

      She stopped right at the entrance and glanced around. When she saw me sitting at one of the back tables, she slipped her sunglasses off and walked over. I was a little shocked to see there was no hatred or annoyance on her face. Not like how she usually looked at me.

      Like she’d just sucked on a lemon.

      I was pretty sure I wore the same expression in the past when I’d see her.

      When she sat across from me, a waitress came over, took her drink order, then left us to sit in awkward silence for a solid minute. I was about to break the ice, so to speak, when she exhaled and looked me in the eye.

      I saw something crack across her face, something that actually took me aback a little.

      I leaned against the chair, sensing she was about to speak, curious what she had to say. Did my father put her up to this? Carter?

      “Listen,” she said in an almost defeated tone and glanced down, her eyebrows pulling low as she moved her fingers along the edge of the linen napkin. 

      The waitress came by and dropped off her drink, and after we declined food, she left us alone again. It took Amber a minute before she spoke again.

      “First, I want to apologize about the other night at dinner.” She lifted her gaze, and for the first time since I’d known her, genuine emotion covered her face and laced her words toward me.

      “Wow.” That lone word came out of me before I could stop it, and she laughed softly.

      “I know, right?” She exhaled, took a drink, and leaned back in her chair as she stared at her hands.

      It was very clear she couldn’t look at me. Maybe she felt too embarrassed, too on edge? Or maybe this was really just naturally hard for her?

      “Can I ask what brought this on?” Obviously, I had to assume one of the two men in both our lives forced her to do it, but I wanted to hear what she had to say.

      It was another long moment where she clearly thought all of this over before she looked me in the eye. “I’ve always been jealous of you, to be completely honest.”

      I lifted a brow in surprise, not because I didn’t think I was worthy of someone thinking that about me, but shocked Amber was the person to confess it.

      “You’re beautiful. Smart. Have self-confidence like I never did.” She held her water glass, smoothing her fingers over the side, smearing the condensation. “People love you and don’t look at you like you’re the biggest bitch to walk the earth.”

      I wanted to remind her that people wouldn’t think that if she didn’t carry herself that way. This was a breakthrough moment for Amber, and I didn’t want to ruin it.

      There was so much I wanted to say. But I let her speak, knowing she needed to work this out. I knew this took a lot for her to admit, to sit down and look me in the eye and right her wrongs. 

      And as much as we’d had our differences, a part of me admired she was taking accountability. Did this mean we were friends? That we would get along? No. But it was a start, and that’s all I could ask for.

      She was in my life now because of my father and Carter, and I wanted things to be better between us.

      Who wanted to be around someone else and be utterly miserable? Who wanted to have somebody in their life who created this knot of dread in their belly every time they were around them?

      If there was a chance we could smooth that out, I was all for it.

      She was silent for long moments, and I let her work through whatever she was thinking. I could see she had heavy thoughts as they raced across her face.

      “My mother wasn’t a positive presence in my life. There are a lot of issues between her and my father—a lot of issues with her in general. She used me to control him. Would keep me from seeing my father and made a lot of noise with court issues.” 

      She closed her eyes and rubbed her head, clearly being pulled back to what she was talking about. She glanced up at me, and I saw unshed tears in her eyes, ones that actually tugged at my heart a little.

      “My father tried so many times to take me from her for a very long time, to make things better for me. But I grew into a stubborn teenager, resentful, even thinking I knew best, as well. I wanted to stay with my mother. She didn’t care what I did. I could stay out all night and would never get in trouble with her because of my wrongdoings. I knew being with my father would be far different, that there would be rules. He wouldn’t let me get away with shit. So much would change.”

      I bit my tongue, the empathetic part of me wanting to comfort her. I thought about Carter and how he tried hard to make things right for Amber. I admired him even more now.

      “How I’ve been to people, how I am to you… I wish I would’ve lived with him. I know things would’ve been so much different for me. I know I would have become a better person.”

      The waitress came back to see if we decided on anything, but I gently shooed her away, knowing right now wasn’t the time. Hell, we should’ve done this in the privacy of a house, because I could see how hard this was for Amber. It was hard for me too.

      Amber had been stripped bare, showed me her vulnerability, and I was pretty sure she hadn’t shown anyone this side of her before.

      “And… I’m happy that you and my father are together. I think you’re great for him.”

      I felt my eyebrows lift slightly in surprise at hearing her say she was okay with it all, especially the little show she saw back at dinner. But I suppose the shock I felt was that she was actually smiling, that she didn’t seem upset over that truth.

      When I stayed silent, it was her turn to lift an eyebrow, her mouth quirking at the corner as she smirked. She thought it was funny that she took me off guard by her comment.

      The silence stretched on as I tried to gather my thoughts. But when I cleared my throat and shifted on the chair a little, I actually felt myself smile genuinely.

      I was happy, willing, and open to take this first step with her. It was very clear she wanted to as well. 

      We ended up ordering, stayed for another half hour as we ate, and talked about “safe” topics. She didn’t ask about my relationship with her father, which I wouldn’t have divulged anyway. Everything was new with Carter. I was a little selfish in giving out any kind of information this early on.

      I wanted to know everything first before I opened up to anyone else. Especially to his daughter or to my father. 

      Once we left the restaurant, we stood on the street corner in a strange sort of silence, neither one of us seeming to know what to say. She glanced down at her heels, smoothed her hands along her expensive outfit, and then finally looked up at me.

      “All of that said, I am sorry, Mina. I am truly sorry, and I’ll try to do better. I'll work on being better, because I don't like the person I became.”

      And then, shocking the hell out of me again, Amber wrapped her arms around me. As fast as it happened, she let go, gave me a smile that seemed shy, and said her goodbye before leaving. 

      I watched her walk down the street, knowing my mouth was slack, my eyes wide, and that I was pretty sure I was in an alternate dimension.

      “What in the hell just happened?”
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      I found myself texting Carter, letting him know I wanted to see him. Truthfully, the conversation I just had with Amber rocked me a bit. 

      I checked to see if pigs were flying. I wondered if hell had frozen over.

      The entire thing had been… surreal.

      I sent Carter a text asking if I could come over. A second later, the response came through.

      
        
          
            
              
        Carter

      

      
        Come over now, baby.

      

      

      

      

      

      I had felt the dominance in that lone word. I even felt myself shiver in anticipation.

      I made my way there in a sort of daze. When I got to his apartment building, the doorman looked at me with a stoic expression before giving me a sharp nod, but didn’t let me in. 

      I doubted he remembered me from the night I’d come over for dinner, but if he did, I clearly hadn’t made an impression as he pretended I wasn’t even there.

      I pushed the intercom for Carter’s place, then sent a text that I was here. I expected for him to just buzz me up. But after a minute or so of not hearing a response and not being let in, I started feeling antsy and onerous. 

      And then the door opened, surprising the doorman, who turned around and quickly hurried to grab the handle and pull it open further.

      Carter stared at the doorman with a walled-off expression on his face.

      “Charlie, next time you see Mina, let her in right away.” There was no question in his response, no hesitation. He was serious and imminent and sexy as ever.

      “Come here, baby,” Carter said and took my hand before I reacted, pulled me into the lobby, and then we were in the private elevator and heading up to his penthouse.

      I was on one side. Carter on the other. He braced his hands on the silver railing behind him. His head was slightly lowered, his focus trained on me.

      “Amber called me,” I sputtered out, not sure why I was so nervous. “Apologized for what happened at my dad’s house and wanted to change things between us. She said she wanted to be better. Do better. That she wished things had been different between the two of you because she knew if she’d stayed with you, she’d be a better person.”

      I snapped my lips shut, realizing I was running my mouth and barely taking a breath.

      Carter still hadn’t spoken a word, and when the elevator came to a stop, the doors opening, Carter took my hand and led us out and into his place.

      “Carter?” I said once we were inside his apartment, the door shut behind me, and Carter facing me. “You heard me?” Of course he had, but the fact he hadn’t spoken was making me even more on edge.

      “I heard, Mina. I’m glad she’s finally growing up and taking responsibility.”

      “She still has a lot of growing up and self-reflection to do, but knowing she took the right steps in making things right with you makes me happy.”

      I licked my lips and nodded. “Did you talk with her about it? Make her apologize?”

      He slowly shook his head. “No. But I told her how fucking disappointed I was in how she treated you. I explained how important you are to me, and the respect she shows to me needs to extend to you.” 

      I swallowed as he started undoing his cufflinks. He set them aside, then went for the buttons of his shirt.

      He held eye contact as he said, “And you’re pretty fucking important to me, Mina. I don’t give two shits about how fast anything seems or feels. When I know it’s right… it’s fucking right. And you’re it for me.”

      His words rocked me. They felt right and good and exactly how I felt.

      “What are you doing?” I wheezed out when he took his shirt off, revealing all that male, hard perfection. My body was ready for what only Carter could give me.

      “Come here,” he demanded. I was in his arms a second later, his big, heavy hand on the small of my back as he buried his face in the crook of my neck and inhaled deeply.

      “What are you doing?” I asked again, softer this time as I melted against him, as the scent and feel of him made me soft in all the right places.

      “I can see you’re on edge. I can see you’re confused and upset.” He pulled back and stroked his thumb over my cheek. “I think my girl needs Daddy to work her over and ease some of that, isn’t that right?”

      My breath stalled, my heart raced, and I nodded. God, that's what I needed. Just to feel him, to have his scent surround me… to have him call me his good girl.

      “Take me to bed,” I said low, needy, and could see in his eyes, Carter needed just as much as I did.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I was pressed against Carter, every part of me completely spent. That tightness in my shoulders had eased, my body was perfectly sore, and I was draped over my man like I was his blanket.

      Perfection. That’s what this felt like.

      Carter kept me close, and I closed my eyes and just absorbed the feeling of being here next to him, of finally giving in to what I’d wanted. 

      It was crazy to think that I felt this strongly for him in such a short amount of time. And what I felt for Carter went beyond all reason and rationality, but still, it felt right.

      With my hand splayed across his hard, defined abdomen, my fingers played along the ridges of his six-pack. The atmosphere that surrounded us was content and relaxed. 

      I sighed in pure, unadulterated bliss when Carter ran the pads of his fingers along the length of my spine.

      “You’re not too sore?”

      I smiled at his question and hummed low. “In the best way.”

      “You’re quiet,” he breathed.

      “It’s the good kind of quiet. It’s the kind where you wore me out.”

      He didn’t respond, but he did kiss the crown of my head and pull me against him tighter.

      “You’ve wrapped yourself around me, Mina. You’re so sweet and mine.”

      I felt my pulse jackknife in my chest, my ear right over his heart as I listened to the steady rhythm of his heart beating.

      “I found my future with you, Mina.” He kissed my head again. “I can’t let you go. I refuse to.”

      I tipped my head back, our gazes locking.

      “I’m pretty sure I’m in love with you, Mina. I’m so sure that if you weren’t in my life, it would be like someone tore out my heart.” He cupped my cheek, and my breath caught. “It’s fast. But, fuck, it’s real.”

      He stroked his thumb over my cheek.

      How was it possible for one person to look at me and make me feel like I was their entire life right in front of them?

      “I love you, too,” I whispered and gasped when he groaned and slammed his mouth down on mine.

      And when he held on to me, I knew he’d never let me go.
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      I’d asked her to dinner before we’d even left her father’s house four days ago. I’d been too greedy to make plans with Mina, to ensure her schedule was set with plans on seeing me.

      I hadn’t planned or expected for her to show up on my doorstep before that. But it had been the best fucking surprise, and one I knew I’d always be greedy for.

      I’d invited her to my place, intent on fucking her tonight and also knowing I wouldn’t have had the patience to wait until we left the restaurant and got back to my place.

      I wanted easy access to my girl.

      And she was mine.

      I sat across from her, seeing the pulse at the base of her neck beat wildly. She was nervous, and damn, that turned me on.

      “Just staring at you makes my cock harder than steel.” I watched as my words hit her. 

      Her lips parted. She darted her eyes up to me, and I watched her pupils dilate. Even my words aroused her.

      When I picked her up tonight, I’d just stood there and stared at her from the doorway, taking in my fill of how fucking gorgeous she was. I’d never been enamored by a woman like I was with Mina.

      I’d realized that I wanted Mina as mine.

      Her long, blond hair was worn loose, the waves soft, the light from the chandelier touching the golden locks so it looked like spun gold. Fucking hell, I thought, and ran a hand over my face. I was spouting poetry now because of this woman.

      I was up and moving toward her before I realized what the fuck I was doing. I stood beside her, and Mina tipped her head back, staring at me with wide, beautiful eyes full of anticipation.

      “So perfect,” I whispered and tunneled my hand in the long, silky strands, gripped a chunk, and tipped her head back.

      Her neck became even more exposed, and my dick jerked at the sight of that creamy, smooth expanse on display.

      The effect Mina had on me was visceral, consuming… permanent.

      “You look like you want something from me, pretty girl.” I stared at her lips, knowing exactly what I wanted.

      “You,” was all she said.

      I lowered my head, running my nose along the side of her face from her temple to the line of her jaw. I inhaled, scenting her and closing my eyes because she smelled incredible.

      I felt her tremble against me, ran my tongue over her racing pulse at the base of her throat, and growled low.

      Mina made me feel like a predator. I wanted to hunt her, capture her, then make her irrevocably mine.

      Fuck. I was in deep.

      “Carter.” 

      I groaned at how my name sounded falling from her lips.

      “You’re breathless, sweet girl.”

      She moaned out, “You have that effect on me.”

      “You’ll be mine in all ways, Mina, because I’m not letting you fucking go.”

      She didn’t know it yet, but those words held all the fucking meaning I felt. And now that they were out in the open, there was no going back.

      “How wet are you for me?” My voice was guttural against the shell of her ear.

      She shivered, moaned, and then nodded, as if she couldn’t verbally say what I wanted to hear.

      “Tell me. Be Daddy’s good girl and tell me what I want to hear.”

      “So wet,” she whispered.

      I felt my fingers flex, tightening in the strands.

      “Say it again,” I commanded. 

      She moaned, her eyes fluttering open but staying hooded as if she didn’t have the strength to keep them open.

      “I’m so wet for you.”

      “That’s my good girl.” I dragged my tongue along the side of her face, tasting her before I let go of her.

      My need for her was uncomplicated. I wanted her as mine. And I wanted her so lost and drunk that she only wanted me, as well.

      It took a hell of a lot of self-control and restraint to walk back to my chair, sit down in front of the place setting, and eat. My cock was throbbing, I had a decent sized wet spot on the front of my slacks, and my mind was wrapped in all things Mina.

      “Seriously?” she breathed out, and I felt my lips twitch in amusement. “You’re gonna turn me on like that and just… eat dinner like nothing happened?”

      I wiped my mouth with the linen napkin and leaned back as I grabbed my beer bottle. I was silent as I drank half the bottle and stared at her over the rim.

      She was so pretty when she was turned on and annoyed all in the same breath. Only when I set the bottle down did I smirk.

      “Eat up, baby. You’ll need the fuel for the hard fucking I plan on giving you tonight.”
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      As soon as I set my fork down, finished my glass of wine, and wiped my lips, Carter was up and out of his chair, striding toward me.

      He had me out of the chair, his arms wrapped around me, and pulled me in so tightly I felt how hard he was. His cock was like a lead pipe digging into my belly. And it was the most arousing feeling.

      “It’s gonna be hard and fast at first,” he murmured against my lips. “After that, I’ll make sure it’s sweet and slow.”

      I let my head fall back slightly, felt his tongue make a path along the side of my throat before he was thrusting it inside my mouth once more.

      “I’ll make sure my girl comes three times before she passes out from the pleasure.”

      I didn’t get a word out before he was lifting me into his arms and striding, presumably, to his bedroom. But hell, he could have cleared off the table with a sweep of his arm and fucked me in the remnants of his destruction.

      “I’m a fucking fiend for you, Mina.”

      And then we were in his room. Carter shut the door with a hard shove from his foot. My heart was racing as he laid me out on the bed and immediately started stripping me until I lay spread out, totally nude, and dripping wet.

      “Spread wider,” he demanded, his focus between my legs as he started getting undressed. “Daddy wants to see how pretty and pink his good girl is.”

      My legs were already slightly parted, but I obeyed easily—eagerly. I let my thighs fall all the way open until my pussy was on display. 

      “Mmm,” he hummed and shed the last of his clothes so he could now fist his huge, hard cock. “So pink and wet.” He looked up at me, the shadows playing across his face. “Tell me what I want to hear.”

      Carter walked forward and then was on his knees before me, his hands on my inner thighs, pushing my thighs open even more until the muscles protested.

      “I—I don’t know.”

      He chuckled deeply, darkly. “You know.” His mouth hovered over my pussy.

      I did. God, did I know what he wanted? I rose on my elbows and looked down the length of my body. Carter ran his hands over my hips, along my waist, and smoothed his palms over my belly. He squeezed my flesh, groaning and panting.

      “You’re so perfect. You’re built just the way I fucking want.” He ran his tongue up my slit, moving the muscle along my clit.

      I gasped in pleasure.

      “Say it,” he demanded again.

      I groaned when he ran his tongue up and down my pussy, lapping up my wetness and making this deep noise in the back of his throat. 

      “Tell me exactly what you want me to do and use the correct words I want to hear.”

      He gave my pussy one last lick, pulling a hard shiver from me, then rose and started stroking his cock again.

      “I want your cock in me, stretching me… Daddy.”

      He groaned, his eyes hooded, and I watched as a thick bead of pre-cum lined the tip of that bulbous cock head.

      He spanked my pussy, bringing his palm right down on the most sensitive part of me. My back arched, I gripped the sheets, and a gasp was pulled from me.

      “Next time you do what I say right away, yeah, Mina?” He spanked my pussy again and again.

      The sloppy sounds of his skin connecting with my wetness were so obscene, I was almost positive I could come like this.

      And then, just as suddenly as he started slapping my pussy, he had his hands on my waist, flipped me over onto my belly, and hauled my lower half up so my ass was in the air. 

      His big hands framed my ass cheeks, spread me wide, and I looked over my shoulder to watch him. With his gaze trained on the part of me he exposed, my lips parted when he let a trail of spit fall from his mouth to land on the crease of my ass.

      I felt that warm wetness trail from the crack down to my pussy.

      He slapped my ass, causing the flesh to jiggle, then smoothed his palm between my thighs, smearing his spit and my pussy wetness around.

      My head spun. My pulse raced.

      I felt his warm breath along my ass. I glanced over my shoulder, my head feeling fuzzy, all the blood rushing through me so I felt lightheaded and intoxicated.

      Carter pulled my cheeks apart and stared at what he revealed.

      “Look at this,” he murmured and trailed a finger down the crack, teasing my asshole.

      He spit on that forbidden part of me, and I moaned, shocked at how good it felt.

      “You’re so fucking ready for me,” he growled, the words low.

      He moved his lips over the top of my ass and took hold of each of my cheeks in his enormous hands. He did nothing but kiss my flesh, running his teeth along the mounds, over my hips, dragging his tongue alone in the wake.

      “So good,” I moaned involuntarily.

      He ran his teeth along my flesh, and a violent shiver worked its way through me. “You’ve become an obsession.” He placed a finger at my pussy opening, teasing my hole before pushing the digit inside of me.

      I was lost in the feeling of him running that finger up and down my cleft, teasing the hole, gently prodding the opening. 

      “Look at you wanting all I have to give, thrusting this gorgeous peach of an ass against me, seeking more.” He smacked my ass then rose, taking hold of his cock and smacking it along my cheeks.

      He wiped his pre-cum all over me, and I was greedy for more.

      Carter shifted back slightly, gave my left ass cheek a swat, and growled out, “Fucking spread for me.” He made this inaudible sound in the back of his throat when I did what he said.

      He pulled the lips of my pussy apart, opening me obscenely wide.

      “That’s it. So fucking good.” He got off on this, on seeing the sting of pain wash across my face when he soaked me and then the pleasure as he smoothed his palm over me.

      I closed my eyes and breathed out heavily. “I lay in bed at night, my cock hard as I think about you. Then I jerk off and come all over my stomach as I picture fucking you.”

      His cock was just so big as he notched the head at my pussy opening. I remembered how good he filled and stretched me. He made sure I took all of him.

      “Tell me who owns this sweet pussy.” Carter didn’t penetrate me, just ran the thick crest of his cock along my pussy hole. It was a promise of how much it would hurt so good.

      “Tell me who owns everything.”

      I closed my eyes and moaned, resting my head on the mattress. This was ludicrous, but God, I’d never felt anything better.

      “You,” I said seamlessly.

      “Eyes on me, pretty girl.”

      I forced them open, made myself rise and look over my shoulder at him.

      I lowered my gaze to his cock, so thick and long, so proud and intimidating as he held it in his palm. He shifted to the side, coming closer to me. The crown was glossy, a mixture of his pre-cum and my pussy wetness.

      My mouth watered at the sheer size of him.

      Carter started stroking himself, a low hum of primal approval leaving him as he moved closer.

      And then he slid his palm back up to the tip, pushing a thick drop of pre-cum from the slit.

      “Be Daddy’s good girl and suck my cock. Clean it off like you’re starved for all of it.”

      I adjusted myself so I could drag my tongue over the flared head, lapping up the combined fluids, humming at how turned on I was doing the act.

      “Mmm, such a good girl. My good little whore, isn’t that right?”

      I snapped my gaze up to his face, his degrading words causing my inner muscles to clench and more moisture to spill from me.

      “But only mine. Only my whore.” He curled his hand around the side of my neck and stared into my eyes, as if he needed me to know how true those words were.

      The way he said that—with such conviction and possessiveness—had an inferno coursing through me. The degradation, coupled with his dominating praise, did funny things to my body. Things I knew I’d never recover from.

      I was so hungry for him as I dragged my tongue over his cock, licking the slit, lapping up the salty flavor of him. He pulled away too soon, his tip coming free from my mouth with a resounding pop.

      Carter was between my thighs again, groaning as he gripped his shaft and stared at my pussy.

      “You’re so fucking hot. God, you turn me on.”

      He notched his tip at my hole, lifted his gaze to stare at me, and then pushed in hard and fast in one fluid motion.

      He leaned forward, one hand on the mattress beside my ass, his other resting on my inner thigh to keep me spread. And when he flattened his tongue and licked up my cheek, tasting me, scenting me along the way, I closed my eyes and moaned.

      “You’re the sweetest thing I’ve ever fucking had.” He pushed in another inch. “Give it all to me, Mina. I want more.”

      I wanted that. I wanted to give him everything.

      I wasn’t a virgin, had already been fucked by Carter, but he was so big, so thick, that the pain was still there. The stretch was so intense, and the sensation of being split in two was at the forefront. But God, I didn’t want him to stop.

      His focus was back where we were joined, and I watched as he let a string of spit fall from his lips so it landed on my pussy.

      Carter rubbed his saliva in, making me wetter than I already was. He pushed in and pulled out, driving another inch inside every time he thrust forward.

      “Fuck yeah.” He worked another inch inside. “So tight. So fucking hot and wet for me.” 

      He growled and pushed the rest of his cock into me so hard, so possessively, I slid up the bed and cried out.

      “Fuck,” he gritted out. He tightened his hold on my hip and pulled out so just the crown was lodged in me and then slammed home.

      I rose enough so I could watch as he fucked me with dominance. He was so fierce.

      The sounds of his cock tunneling in and out of my soaked pussy filled the room in the most erotically lewd way.

      “Look how good you take me, Mina.” He let his head tip back and groaned. “Your pussy is the fucking best I’ve ever felt.” Sweat beaded across his brow. “I’ll never feel better than I do buried inside of you.”

      I slid my hand between our bodies and played with my clit, rubbing the pad over the bundle of nerves, feeling tendrils of my orgasm rising violently.

      I was so drenched that when I lifted my fingers slightly, a string of wetness clung to the tip of my pad of my finger and connected with my pussy.

      “Fuck, that’s so damn hot. Do it again.”

      A broken sound left me at the pleasure as I rubbed my clit.

      “God damn, sweet girl. I’m so fucking close to coming already.” His body was covered in sweat, his muscles flexing and relaxing as he pounded into me. “I’m going to fill you up, make you take every single drop of my cum.”

      I worked my fingers over my clit while Carter fucked me senseless.

      “Baby girl, come for me. Give me that before I go over the edge.”

      I was there… right there when I let out an indistinct sound and gave him what he wanted.

      My contractions were so powerful, my inner muscles sucking on his cock. Carter grunted and moved faster, harder. I knew he was so close when he stared into my eyes, as if he needed to see the pleasure morph my expression.

      And as I went over the edge with a violent shudder, he slammed in deep and stilled, making a purely masculine sound of pleasure in response.

      “Fuck. I’m going to come.”

      I felt his cock kick inside of me as he bathed every inch of me with his seed. God, he was so hot, so hard and girthy, and I swore he got even thicker as he got off.

      After a whole-body shudder, he collapsed on me, bracing his arms on either side of me so he didn’t crush me. I lifted a hand and tunneled my fingers in his short, salt-and-pepper hair.

      He kissed one of my breasts, sucking the nipple until he pulled a moan from me.

      I didn’t know how long we stayed like that, with Carter gently thrusting in and out of me, his cock still a little hard, his breathing harsh as if he were still deriving pleasure being inside of me.

      With a kiss to the side of my throat, he pulled out with a grunt. I felt his cum slip from me immediately, and Carter had his gaze trained on my pussy, watching as his seed slipped from me.

      “So fucking hot,” he murmured and slid his fingers along my slit and down to my hole, pushing his cum back inside and groaning. “I want to stay inside of you. That’s where I belong, sweet girl.”

      I nodded, feeling like his words were… perfect.

      God, I’m in so deep.

      He lay beside me, pulling me into his arms and kissing my temple and throat repeatedly. I closed my eyes and settled my weight against him, my ass nestled to his semi-hard cock. He felt so good, so big and hard in all the right places.

      I felt the heavy weight of sleep pulling me under despite wanting to bask in this euphoric feeling for longer.

      “Sleep, Mina. I’m not letting you go.”

      And I didn’t want him to. God help me… I didn’t want him to.

    

  







            Epilogue

          

          

      

    

    






CARTER

        

      

    

    
      It had taken three months to clear my schedule so I could take my girl on this trip. I’d wanted to do it sooner, but my work shit kept coming up, and then Mina had her own schedule obligations. 

      But now? Now, we had the next week of just her and me on this private island, where I planned on keeping Mina totally fucking naked the entire time.

      And I was doing pretty well with the latter.

      I grinned as I watched Mina wade in the crystal-clear water of the ocean just twenty feet in front of me. A wave came up and knocked her over, and I couldn’t help but smile as she sputtered, turned toward the ocean, and flipped it off. I laughed, never having felt such happiness in my life.

      God, she’s perfect for me.

      She bobbed above the water, her gorgeous breasts coming into view. Even from a distance, I could see the droplets slipping along the peachy mounds. Her nipples were hard, the sun glistening off her skin.

      Fuck, I was getting hard… again.

      I adjusted my dick under my swim trunks, and a harsh groan was pulled from me when she got out of the ocean and made her way toward me.

      The heavy fall of her blond hair was darker from the water, falling down her back, and causing thick droplets of salty water to cascade down her form. My cock jerked at the sight.

      I’d reserved the private island to give us as much privacy as possible. Although there were a handful of staff that were here twenty-four hours, they had rotating shifts, so we never went without anything. I’d much rather have no one else here but the two of us.

      Not that I gave two shits about fucking my gorgeous girl with the prospect of someone seeing us. In fact, the thought of someone getting a peek at me claiming Mina had this wave of white-hot heat slamming into my dick and balls.

      It caused the primal, possessive side of me to rise like I was some fucking caveman needing to mark my territory.

      A growl erupted from me, and she was close enough to hear it, as she stilled and looked at me. Her pupils dilated, lowering her gaze to take in the heavy length of my erection pressing against the side of my swim trunks.

      “God,” she breathed out as she came forward. “Your appetite for me should freak me the hell out.” She licked her lips. “Not turn me on even more.”

      The heat in her voice was clear, and I knew without a doubt her tight little pussy was primed for me. I held in my groan as I lowered my gaze down to her breasts, over her rounded belly, and took my fill in of her pussy. She was bare aside from a dark blond trimmed landing strip down the center of her mound.

      “Be Daddy’s good girl and come here.” I crooked my finger and smirked when she swallowed.

      When she was close enough, I gripped her hips and hauled her sweet ass on top of me so she straddled my waist.

      I pulled her down even more so her pussy was grinding on my dick. A guttural sound left me, and she closed her eyes and moaned, working her lower body back and forth, rubbing herself against me.

      “Take me out, sweet girl.” She moved back and forth for a few more seconds before she listened to me and rose slightly. 

      I gritted my teeth and lifted my hips so she could pull down my trunks, and then she was gripping the meaty stalk of my cock and giving it a hard stroke.

      “Now, work that tight little cunt all over Daddy’s enormous cock. Let me feel how wet you are.”

      “You’re so filthy,” she whispered in a moan and obeyed like my good girl.

      Her huge breasts shook slightly as she moved on me. Right now, I was letting her have some control. It turned me on like a sadist having her think she held any power right now, only to realize at the end I’d still be her Daddy.

      I grabbed her behind the back of the neck, tightened my fingers on her nape, her damp hair brushing along my knuckles as I pulled her closer.

      “Tell me what I want to hear,” I said against her lips as I reached between us, having zero patience, and grabbed my cock.

      “God, you feel good,” she whispered as she rose enough so I could notch the head in her pussy hole.

      “Tell me,” I demanded, hissing when she sank down, her tightness enveloping me, her juicy pussy so wet I felt it slide down my shaft.

      Mina stared into my eyes, her breathing quickening as she took every hard inch of me, then rose only to push back down.

      “Jesus Christ.” I dragged my tongue along the side of her throat, the saltiness of the seawater on her skin turning me on even more.

      “I love you, Carter.”

      My cock jerked inside of her hearing those words.

      I tightened my hands on her waist and took over as I controlled the speed and thrusts.

      “I love you so much. Too much. It hurts my chest to even look at you.” I wrapped my arms around her lush body, lifted my hips as I pushed my cock in and out of her, and told myself I’d never let go of this woman.

      She was mine as I was hers.

      In. Every. Single. Fucking. Way.

      

      
        
        The End.
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