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Chapter One

Nuisance

Too much. This was simply too much. Those thoughts fluxed through Hunter like an electric current as he gazed upon the mess of towels and recently dispensed clothes sprawling across his bathroom floor. It resembled a battlefield, with cloth instead of bodies haphazardly strewn across the tiles in front of him.

He could only put up with so much.

Stomping through his apartment, he veered toward the second bedroom. For most of the year, it had remained vacant, the roommate he’d gotten the place with having moved back home due to a lack of funds. He should have left it empty; he could afford the place on his own. But two months ago, eyes seeing the green flashed in front of him, he’d allowed a newcomer to take up residence within the apartment. It was the biggest mistake of his life.

His knuckles rapt on the closed door in his way. No reply. Frowning, he knocked louder.

“Yeah, come on in!” a feminine voice called.

Without the proper wariness he should have cloaked himself in, Hunter opened the door and entered Luna’s room. Immediately, his lack of caution sank its teeth into him. Lounging on her bed, feet kicking through the air while she flipped through her phone, he found the spoiled heiress in nothing more than a light pink bra and panties. As he entered, she rolled onto her side, presenting her smooth skin and busty nature directly for his eyes’ consumption.

“So, what’s up?” Luna asked.

In response, Hunter immediately glanced away, more annoyed than awed by her provocative display. It was a show he’d seen before, even though he’d asked time and time again these past couple months that she not march around his place half-naked. And for her to pick up her clothes after showering. And to not leave half-full cartoons of milk spoiling on the counter. And, and, and. The list went on, probably about the size of the list Santa checked twice before Christmas.

He, at least, did his best to maintain a moderate cleanliness throughout his room and the shared aspects of the apartment. Contrarily, her bedroom, which he knew she’d never cleaned, resembled a hoarder’s attic. Half-eaten boxes of chips, blankets on the floor covered in the crumbs of the eaten portion of chips, and skirts and bras and shirts he couldn’t know the cleanliness of covered the floor in the same manner as he’d found the bathroom. Just… more, since he’d never picked up or forced her to pick up her mess.

How does anyone put up with this girl? he wondered.

The answer? Because her father owned Hawthorne Railroads. Because of that one fact, she pretty much held onto a “get out of jail free card” in perpetuity. Coming from a family with more money than there were leaves in a rainforest tended to do that. However, there was a reason behind her current living conditions, in which she slummed it in a two-bedroom apartment with him rather than exploiting the benefits of the staggeringly gargantuan mansion she’d grown up in.

Throughout her freshman year of college, Luna had pretty much burned every bridge possible. Partying, cheating, scuffling with campus police—it was as if she was aiming to hit every square on the bingo board. Money certainly mended the cracks, but being caught riding the founding president’s statue drunk not once but twice sort of forced the university’s hand. Sent home from the dorms, her behavior apparently saw little improvement. For someone as wealthy and influential as Peter Hawthorne, his daughter’s chronic reckless and humiliating antics had apparently snapped the last thread of patience within him.

Which was how she’d ended up here, living with him in a modest but—at least for someone of his socioeconomic standing—comfortable apartment a couple of miles away from campus. His greatest regret.

“You left the bathroom a mess again, Luna,” Hunter said, knowing she’d no plans to throw any clothes on. “We’ve talked about this. I’m not one of your maids; I’m not going to pick up after you.”

He knew to expect the flash of annoyance within her bright blue eyes, and today proved no different. She put down her phone, then sat up. She regarded him a moment, then broke into a smile that he knew she often used, usually in front of a professor, police officer, or the like. More and more recently, he’d received it. Luna didn’t seem to understand the topic of diminishing returns, which, given his original role involved with this spoiled princess, frustrated him plenty.

“I mean, you basically are,” she said matter-of-factly. “Mom’s paying you to let me stay here until daddy calms down. And she was already paying you before when you were just tutoring me. You’re on the payroll. Twice.”

Hunter felt an irate muscle pulse in his temple. “Those two things might be true, but you’re responsible for your clean up. I’m gonna say it again: I’m not one of your maids. Either be a decent roommate or find someone else to let you crash at their place.”

Luna snorted. “Like you’d actually pull the plug on your tidy little payday each month.”

“Try me, Luna.”

They locked gazes and glared at one another. Back when he’d just been her tutor, dropping by her mansion twice a week to help the lackadaisical girl try and float her grades above failing, he could stand the headaches she caused. Always late, constantly distracted, and giving him barely any respect, it was only a few hours of suffering a week. And for $300 per session, yeah, he could stomach the vapid stares and rolled eyes.

Swiftly, it was dawning on him that he couldn’t stand having her as a roommate. He kept finding messes of every variety in every room daily, finding she’d left lights, TV, and everything else with an electrical circuit running when they were both out, and had even returned home to find their front door left ajar when she went out on three separate occasions. It was just too much nuisance for him to put up with, even for two grand a month extra into his pocket. How anyone could put up with someone this wretchedly spoiled remained a mystery.

Why people decided not to have kids was becoming less of one to him.

“You wouldn’t dare,” she said, glowering hotly.

“I’ll toss you and all your things out of here by tonight,” he growled back. “You’re not an actual tenant on the lease; I’m just letting you stay. I’m allowed to boot you out of here the second I want to.”

A transient hesitation latched onto the spoiled brat, and he saw a shimmer of fear burst within her eyes. She looked him up and down and curled her lip. She didn’t keep him in suspense about her thoughts any longer.

“Whatever. Clothes in the bathroom?”

“Yes, and everything else.”

“Fine. I’ll get them.”

“Now.”

She practically bared her teeth at him like a wild animal, the scalding fury on her face mimicking a child’s when they threw a tantrum. Fortunately for her, she remained a step above a screaming toddler. She’d enough common sense to understand a blow-up wouldn’t get her anywhere.

“Fine.”

Hopping off her bed, she made for the door. As Hunter turned aside so she could get by him, she heard her mumbling under her breath all manner of insults about him once she passed. He sighed. Yeah, he definitely understood why people decided not to have kids.


Chapter Two

Negotiations

The text arrived promptly five minutes after Hunter returned to his bedroom. He should have anticipated it, rather than assuming he’d finally managed to get Luna to act her age, if even for just five minutes. When his phone buzzed, when he reached into his pocket to slide it out, he should have already known whose name he’d see over the text. It was obvious.

Hey, I heard you and Luna just butted heads again.

The name Mrs. Hawthorne sat at the top of his screen. This wasn’t his first time receiving a message of this variety. Sighing, Hunter tapped a reply into his phone.

Yeah, more issues with cleaning up after herself.

He’d no way of knowing just how Luna had described him to her mom, but he suspected she’d skirted the truth plenty in her retelling of events.

Did you threaten to kick her out?

Hunter sighed. He should definitely have expected this conversation.

Yeah, if things don’t change. I’m kind of at my limit.

About five minutes of silence stretched out like bubble gum while Hunter waited for her next reply. Thankfully, based on their previous conversations, Elizabeth Hawthorne possessed an even mood and plenty of awareness about her daughter’s grating personality. Once an aspiring model, she’d married into the Hawthorne family at only nineteen. A year later, she’d become a mother—and a very unprepared mother, as she put it. Based on what he’d picked up over the past several months while tutoring Luna at their mansion, she’d handled her daughter’s rearing almost exclusively. Patrick Hawthorne rarely seemed home; in fact, Hunter had only met him once, even though he’d been to their house at least forty times.

He'd often wondered if the woman regretted marrying into the family, especially at such a young age. He didn’t pretend to know the full story behind everything, or even all the pros and cons of such a choice, but it probably would have been better for everyone involved if Luna had been born five or six years later than she had.

Musing while he waited for a response, he heard another ding. Glancing at his phone, he found a reply that punched him in the gut with mixed feelings.

Could you drive over? So we can talk in person.

Another sigh fled his mouth. He considered feigning having plans on this early Saturday afternoon, but he knew it’d just lead to a rescheduled invitation. However this conversation ended up going, it was probably best he just get it over and done with.

Yeah. On my way.

Exiting his apartment, he could hear Luna’s TV—a massive thing he’d helped carry and mount for her when she arrived—blaring from within her room. Late to sleep and later to rise, she’d most likely still be there when he returned. Once the sun started its creep behind the horizon, that was when she usually went out—clung to by a dozen coattail chasers of a sort he’d long since barred from coming to their place. Wild parties and clubbing ought to have been the first thing restricted to her by her parents, honestly.

Pushing those thoughts aside, Hunter trudged out to his used Corolla and settled in for a long drive. Backing away from their apartment complex, he threw some music on, dropped the driver-side window, and took himself on a trip well past the city limits.

More and more green waved at him as he headed toward Crestwood Heights, of both varieties. Grand mansions glared at him for bringing his used car before their faces appeared on his flanks. With enough distance between each one that you could fit a couple of Olympic swimming pools on their lawns. It was staggering to imagine living in such opulence. Who even needed a house as big as these? What did a thirteen-bedroom mansion accomplish unless you were secretly part rabbit?

Questions he knew he’d never need to consider.

Finding the Hawthorne’s mansion, he turned off the road and ventured down a long driveway hemmed in by tall, evenly spaced oaks. The driveway opened into what was pretty much a town square, even possessing a four-tiered fountain depicting cherub angels pouring water from urns over their shoulders. Behind it sat the gargantuan mansion the Hawthorne’s called home. More cars than he expected sat within this space, parked on the left side by the grass.

A monstrosity of brick and expense, it dominated the landscape haughtily. Standing three stories high, there was a main building, which remained a massive complex no matter how many times he looked upon it, and a guest house attached by a glass walkway on its left. Today, numerous workers bustled with the bees across the former’s rooftop.

Hunter turned and parked on the right side of the plaza of smooth concrete. Climbing out, he quickly threw Elizabeth a text so she knew he’d arrived. Watching the dozen or so workers navigating the western half of the roof until his phone dinged, he headed indoors once her text inviting him in arrived.

While the Hawthorne mansion possessed a suite of servants and chefs who busied themselves taking care of the building and its inhabitants, they didn’t usually have a doorman. Today, probably because of the work being done, one such man, a balding older fellow fighting a losing battle against his graying hair, waited in his path.

“Hi,” Hunter said as he opened the door for him. “I’m here to see Mrs. Hawthorne.”

“She is outback. Do you know the way?”

“Yeah, I can get myself there.”

The doorman nodded and remained at his post. Hunter trudged through the mansion, attracting a lingering look from a maid he passed by on his way. Not nearly as deep as it was wide, it didn’t take him long to spear through the mansion and reenter the sun.

A luxurious span of two hundred acres rolled verdant all the way to a neatly hemmed tree line in the distance. The Hawthorne’s back patio possessed a hot tub, a pool, and the slightly smaller sibling of the fountain out front. Today, it also included Elizabeth Hawthorne, who waved as she noticed him.

No matter how many times he looked upon their mansion, he couldn’t get used to its sheer size and scope. Alongside that, no matter how many times he looked upon the Hawthorne family matriarch, he couldn’t get used to her preposterous beauty.

The dark-haired woman standing before him probably could have convinced him the first time he’d laid eyes on her that she was Aphrodite and that Greek gods indeed existed and walked the Earth. More than one room had fallen deathly silent upon her arrival as every eye swiveled toward her unparalleled beauty. Hunter clearly understood why Patrick Hawthorne had thrown a million-dollar ring on her finger the moment he could.

Elizabeth thrust these rooms into silence with a slender body possessing such heavy breasts that it was nearly obscene. As far as Hunter could tell, they defied gravity. She had high cheekbones and soft, luscious lips. When someone managed to lift their gaze beyond them, they’d find smoky green eyes, almost like staring at glinting emeralds through a bit of fog. Some sort of mystical spell trapped him each time he stared into them.

“Thanks for coming, Hunter,” Elizabeth said, setting down a book she’d been reading at one of the many tables dotting the patio. She stood, stretching long legs beneath a dark summer dress, which plunged deep and showed off those spectacular breasts. It also swayed around the roundest ass Hunter had ever seen. Beckoning him to split the difference as she walked toward him, she smiled. Always dignified, always poised, and always so fucking sexy that Hunter’s heart scampered like a hare through a field each time he laid his eyes on her.

“Sure thing, Mrs. Hawthorne,” he said.

“Mind walking and talking?” she asked once they’d joined one another on the patio. “I enjoy it more than sitting.”

“Yeah, sure.” Like always, his tongue felt dry as a cotton ball.

Elizabeth nodded and beckoned him toward her. Together, they started making rounds just at the edge of the patio. As the first portion of their path took them out from under the shade of the mansion, Hunter struggled with smothering his rampaging heartbeat.

“So, what exactly transpired earlier?” Elizabeth asked as they strolled. “I’d like to hear your side of events first.”

Ungluing his tongue from the roof of his mouth and keeping his eyes from craning down toward the voluptuous creamy skin her dress showed off, he ordered his thoughts. While he didn’t want to go back on his word or stop receiving the two grand a month he earned for letting Luna crash at his place, change was needed. He couldn’t handle a week more of her, let alone months.

“It’s just the same old issues as always, Mrs. Hawthorne. And Luna won’t fix even a single thing, and she’s always… erm, difficult to speak to.” Hunter swiftly swapped away from describing her as a ‘pain in the ass’ in front of her mother. “So, I’m kind of at my boiling point, I guess.”

The raven-locked beauty nodded along as he spoke, seemingly unperturbed by his depiction of her daughter’s behavior. Once more, relief flooded him. He might have hit the bottom of the barrel with her daughter, but at least he’d lucked out with Elizabeth. He knew he could have ended up with a tyrant or madwoman in her stead, screeching her head off at every perceived slight, or for bringing up his issues with her daughter.

“I understand,” Elizabeth said, sighing. “Really, I imagine her problems are only magnified in as enclosed a space as your apartment. You see all her problems, must deal with each one.”

“Yeah….”

A glance his way examined him thoughtfully, though Elizabeth kept her musings cloistered behind her eyes. They continued walking silently, passing by the hot tub before she spoke again.

“I suppose this is not a matter upon which I could simply throw another thousand dollars a month,” she said, casting a mirthful sideways glance his way. “Is it, Hunter?”

He blushed slightly. “I wouldn’t feel right accepting more money, anyway. What you are paying me is super generous. It’s just….”

“It’s just that my daughter is a nuisance that money can’t cover up.”

Hunter cringed at her apt declaration. They reached the pool, where Elizabeth guided them onto its far side, remaining on the patio’s edge. Another table and chair, this one with an open umbrella protruding above it for shade, blocked their path.

“Take a seat with me,” Elizabeth said, motioning him toward the chair that would put his back to the acres of green stretching beyond the patio. “Let’s negotiate.”

“Mrs. Hawthorne, I—”

“Come now,” she said, already taking the seat left of the one she’d motioned him toward. “What kind of mother would I be if I didn’t do at least this much?”

Sighing softly as he did so, he scraped the bottoms of the wooden chair against the patio as he pulled it out and took a seat beside her. Immediately, the gorgeous woman smiled at him, then dragged her chair closer to his. Only the bumping of their chairs’ arms stopped them from growing any closer.

“Now, I understand all of your problems with allowing Luna a place to stay with you,” she said. “And I know you quite well, I feel. You’re a responsible and mature man, not one prone to exaggeration or manipulation. I don’t believe you’re attempting to use either of those tools to leverage your way into more money, and I respect you for that, Hunter. Your honesty is… refreshing. It always has been.”

Her lips curled into a warm smile that lingered long enough that Hunter felt further heat gather on his face. For the most part, their interactions saw other people around. Usually, Luna, and usually in a manner that almost felt like she was being dropped off to daycare, which he supposed his tutoring of her often felt like. Sitting alone with her, even if the pounding of hammers reminded him that plenty of people stood just out of sight on the far side of the roof, drew a blush from him.

“But I have to try,” she said, an almost imperceptible breathiness changing her tone. She leaned in closer, breasts bunching together as her dress shifted, allowing him to see more of her creamy body. “What kind of mother would I be if I didn’t?”

Hunter’s throat suddenly felt as parched as if he’d spent a month of summer in a desert rather than just a few minutes outside on a warm spring day. He did his best to keep his gaze above her slender throat, knowing he’d likely struggle to tear his gaze free if he started gawking at her breasts. All the while, he desperately hoped the table hid the stiffness tenting his jeans.

Elizabeth placed a finely manicured hand on top of his wrist. “You’re being awfully silent all of a sudden, Hunter. Is everything all right?”

“Uh, yeah.” He blushed again and forced the cogs in his head back into motion. “It’s just, with Luna, I’ve really hit my end with her as a roommate. I’m sorry, Mrs. Hawthorne, but isn’t there anywhere else she could go?”

She shook her head. “Unfortunately, my husband is quite adamant that she does not return home until she’s ‘learned her lesson.’ The good news is that I believe the time frame is months, and only a few. Her birthday is in June, and I’m planning my push to get her home—and out of your hair—at that time.”

Hunter winced slightly. “I’m not sure I can last three more months, Mrs. Hawthorne. Why can’t she just get her own place? I mean, the money you’re paying me each month could easily pay for a place way nicer than mine.”

He received a knowing look. “We both know Luna quite well, Hunter. On her own, I’m sure her name would already be in the newspaper due to burning her place down.”

He knew he couldn’t deny that probability, especially after how many times he’d found the oven left on or candles still burning in her room. But still, he couldn’t go three more months with the girl. He just couldn’t.

“I just need a little longer,” Elizabeth continued. “A little longer without some calamity reigniting her father’s anger, and then I can get her home. I know it’s aggravating and troubling having to babysit my daughter, but I hope you can hold out just a little longer. I’ll never ask another favor like this of you, I promise. No matter what ends up happening in the future.”

Her hand moved ever so slightly up his forearm. Electricity pooled along his arm, and his breath caught. Her eyes, searching and pleading, struck him with a third emotion—one he’d trouble distinguishing properly. However, a touch of instinct whispered into his ears. Unable to contain himself any longer, his eyes finally plunged lower.

The moment he dropped his gaze, the most spectacular set of breasts he’d ever laid eyes on whispered that he should drink his fill of them. With her leaning toward him so she could place her hand on him, her dress had shifted enough that he’d plenty of access to the top halves of her firm, enormous breasts. The looseness of her dress almost promised him a glimpse of something even more salacious on her right breast. It was the most tantalizing sight he’d ever witnessed, even as he knew Elizabeth surely noticed his leering. Even as another part of him knew she’d intended for him to look and gape.

“I would be so grateful to you,” she whispered, a huskiness creeping through her voice. “If I could rely on you. Just for a little longer. I promise that the rewards will more than make up for it. And they could be made to go on even past that point.”

“Mrs. Hawthorne, I… I—”

“Let’s keep negotiating,” Elizabeth said, keeping him from finishing that sentence. “I’m sure I can convince you with time.”

Before he could respond, she shifted his chair, turning him toward her. His knee bumped against the side of hers, and a meaningful smile graced her luscious lips. Of the most forbidden kind.

“What are you… offering?” Hunter knew no question worth asking but that one.

Elizabeth’s eyes glinted with a lusty heat that scorched him like fire. His eyes momentarily touched upon her wedding ring, but then she leaned in closer.

“Once a week, you could come over and vent to me about everything.” Her slender fingers trailed up his forearm. “Just the two of us, in private. No interruptions.”

Bending his lust back under control before he blindly agreed, Hunter took a deep breath. A surreal dream seemingly sat in front of him, yet he wasn’t so naïve as to see diamonds in a vague pool of sand. Not until he’d jammed his hands in and found them for himself.

“It’s a long drive, Mrs. Hawthorne,” he said, masking the inferno of desire roaring inside him behind the best poker face he could shove on. “Just to come over and vent a little.”

A glister of surprise blossomed within her eyes, but a rush of levity chased it off. Elizabeth smiled, understanding. After all, she was the one who’d just called this a negotiation. And a woman of her stature ought to understand that plenty well.

“I forgot whom I was dealing with here,” she said, remaining mirthful. “I shouldn’t have, seeing as I hired you to tutor my daughter at the beginning. Also, you can just call me Elizabeth. Mrs. Hawthorne is a dreadful old crone whom I am relieved rarely makes herself known here. Even less than my husband does.”

Her hand trailed along his forearm a bit higher, then began slow motions over his skin. Their eyes remained locked, peering for leverage within the other’s concealed thoughts. If it’d been anyone else in the world, anyone at all, Hunter’s morals would certainly have cascaded his boiling blood in a cold reminder—one she’d just given. Elizabeth Hawthorne was married. But for her and her alone, it only enflamed his desires further.

“Okay, Elizabeth,” he said. “I’ll try and remember that.”

She nodded, seeming to enjoy the sound of her name on his tongue. A pause followed, and he allowed it to persist. He could see Elizabeth contemplating her following words. What would she offer, he wondered?

“I could treat you to dinner, as well,” she said, smiling lethargically. “Just the two of us, like before. We’ve some high-quality meals to be had around here, and I’m sure we could find something you’ve never sampled before.”

“You’re probably right.” Hunter’s heart outright throbbed in preparation for his next question. “Will I get a taste before I head home today?”

Elizabeth’s eyes flashed. “Of course. While we negotiate, if you like.”

She stood. Losing her touch on his arm almost blistered his skin as surely as if he’d contracted frostbite. Smiling at him, she sauntered back to her original table on the opposite side of the patio. Collecting her phone, her fingers tapped a message into it as she returned to him. Sending it to whoever would receive it just as she sat down, she nodded.

“A snack will be here soon.”

Hunter’s brow creased, mind rolling over itself as it tried to reframe their earlier dialogue. Had he wildly misinterpreted everything just now? “Ah, right. That’s… good.”

Elizabeth’s smile widened, and he realized she was teasing him—and enjoying seeing his flustered realization of that fact. The woman patted him on the hand.

“Put that fretting face away, Hunter. We’ve still plenty to hammer out in this new deal between us.”


Chapter Three

Making a Deal

Hunter fidgeted as Elizabeth placed her hand back on his arm, and as she ensured their knees returned into contact. She was clearly having her fun with him, having read his fantasies about her plainly. Either now or long ago, it hardly mattered. Regardless of how long she’d known, the burgeoning humiliation scraping its nails over him hardly cared.

“Now, where were we?” Elizabeth pursed her lips. “Ah. A visit a week, where you can complain to your heart’s content and take dinner with me. How does that current deal strike you, Hunter?”

He sighed. “Mrs. Hawthorne, I really just don’t think this is going to work out.”

As if he’d not spoken at all, the impossibly beautiful woman’s good mood remained. “Hunter, you’re quite intelligent, but you’re obviously unused to the art of negotiation. You’re much too innocent. Also, it’s Elizabeth, remember?”

And then she moved her hand from his forearm to his upper thigh, which splashed him with shock enough that his eyes widened into saucers. His gaze trailed down to the slender hand, which moved further up his leg. Pulling his eyes up, he found Elizabeth Hawthorne practically undressing him with her eyes.

“I’ll give you this one freebie, but you need to step it up. That is… if you want the things that I can clearly tell you want. Understand?”

Her hand rubbed against his thigh as she spoke, exploring the muscles in his leg. He watched with bated breath as it arrived near the obvious sign of his erection, but she paused her journey barely an inch from it. Their eyes met again, and Elizabeth smiled.

“I understand,” Hunter said determinedly.

“Good.” She left her hand on his thigh, which kept her body pressed even closer than before. Which suited Hunter fine, for he blatantly leered at Patrick Hawthorne’s wife with a scorching hot lust. And she knew. And she invited him to continue.

“No, it’s not enough. Not for the drive over or the headache your daughter’s put me through these past few months.”

“That’s fair,” Elizabeth said, a twinkle in her verdant eyes. “Well, how about a movie or two afterward? There’s a home theater in the basement. We could dim the lights, make popcorn, share the couch.”

“That’s a little better,” Hunter said. He placed his hand over Elizabeth’s and watched the woman’s smile bend in curiosity. “I like the idea of having you for a whole night. Dinner and a movie with Elizabeth Hawthorne would be any man’s dream.”

The illicit undercurrent shimmering between them sizzled like a mirage. Hunter wanted to see it become something solid, something tangible. Something he could wrap his hands around, feel, touch… taste.

“You’re the only man who’d get such a prize. If we can come to an agreement here,” she quickly tacked on.

“I still want more,” Hunter said. “For putting up with Luna these next few months, I want a lot more.”

Elizabeth bit down on her lower lip in an overtly sexual manner, and Hunter knew he’d just earned a second freebie, regardless of her earlier warning. Her fingers moved slowly across his thigh, though her hand remained in place.

“I think I have an idea, something you’d like. May I pitch it?”

Hunter immediately nodded.

She withdrew her hand from beneath his, away from his thigh. A momentary panic set in. Had he pushed too far, said the wrong thing? That panic remained for only seconds. After that, as Elizabeth revealed her idea to him, his fretting thoughts collapsed into smoke.

Both of her hands reached up to the straps of her dress. Hunter’s eyes widened, understanding dawning on him—but surely not! The woman of his dreams smiled at him, let his imagination rocket into overdrive, and then pulled the straps down over her shoulders. The dress shifted. Dark satin tepidly removed itself from blocking his sight.

Hunter must have grown eyes as wide as a prospector finding gold in the old west. Yet, instead of metal glinting in the flickering torchlight of a musty cave, he took in dark areolae and hardened nipples on a warm springtime day behind Elizabeth’s home. No one in their right mind would have taken the former sight over the latter.

She simply possessed the most perfect set of breasts Hunter could imagine existing. Again, he could almost have believed she was Aphrodite incarnate. Her massive breasts defied gravity, creamy smooth perfection he wanted to sink his hands and mouth into. Every blink Hunter took pained him because he knew it robbed him of a tiny fraction of time he should have spent gawking at Elizabeth’s perfect tits. Doubly, a harsh ache underneath his pants cried out for attention.

“I’m glad I could have this effect on you.” Elizabeth dropped her hands to her thighs, a silent promise she wouldn’t stifle his gazing anytime soon. “So, this is my next offering. When we have our time together each week, I could give you plenty to distract you from dinner and our movie. Or I could wear even less.”

“What about me? Do I have a dress code?”

When Elizabeth’s eyes flashed hungrily, Hunter grinned. He saw exactly where they drifted. Solely on its own, that one look revealed that her daughter’s behavior wasn’t the real reason why she’d invited him over, or why they were having these “negotiations.” Hunter reveled in the simple truth—as glorious a revelation as any he’d ever pieced together—put before him.

Elizabeth Hawthorne wanted him.

“Put more on the table, and I’ll let you decide what I wear, too,” Hunter said, passing the torch of their sordid negotiations back into her hands.

“What would you ask of this wife and mother?” Elizabeth asked, shoving it right back.

“Put your hands back over here and use them.” He spoke without hesitation. His body’s swelling urges demanded he put those words before her.

“You’re not the innocent young man I thought you were, I’m learning.” Yet, a mischievous look spread across her face.

“Apparently,” Hunter said, gleaning the same about the poised, beautiful woman he’d dreamed so often about for the past many months.

Licking her lips, Elizabeth’s hands slid across his thighs, pressing through his pants’ fabric into his muscles. Swiftly moving his arms out of the way, he watched with a pounding heart as she deftly unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. She paused there, though her hands remained centimeters from his boxers—and the aching bulge hidden beneath it.

“You’re making me do some very dangerous things,” she said, glancing toward her home.

Hunter’s gaze followed hers. Her impressive home loomed over them like an overbearing chaperone. Nearly two dozen windows along its long body peered toward them, where any passerby could look out and—if looking closely enough—spot Elizabeth Hawthorne’s magnificent tits on display, her body lurched toward a younger man no one would ever mistake for Patrick Hawthorne. The hammering on the opposite side of the roof blustered busily, another reminder. If even one of the workers crested the rooftop’s peak and noticed them, it wouldn’t take long to identify the infidelity in action.

And she’s got some meal coming, Hunter remembered. He didn’t imagine the chef or servant bringing it out would anticipate finding their employer’s hands all over his cock. And yet….

“So, are you going to stop?”

No hesitation. “Absolutely not.”

Her lithesome fingers sprung his cock from his boxers just mere moments later. Elizabeth purred contentedly at its sight, the blatant lust glinting in her eyes sizzling through him. Regardless of the danger, Hunter wanted only one thing.

“Now, what am I supposed to do with this big thing?” asked the woman of his dreams. Her fingers nearly burned the base of his cock when they finally made contact. Hunter sucked in a tight breath, unable to tear his gaze away. Elizabeth grinned at him hotly and slid her fingers around his shaft.

The married woman touched every inch of his cock as she glided her silky fingers across it. Teasing, exploring, grinning at him the entire time. Hunter felt his body tense and shiver with roaring desire. As the hungry-eyed goddess finally reached the tip of his cock, her fingers swirled around it, inviting more precum to glisten over it. The diamond on her left ring finger glinted in the sunlight.

“You’re such a bad boy, Hunter,” Elizabeth purred. “Making this married mother do such depraved things outside her home.”

“We’re not done yet,” Hunter growled, drawing in a tight breath as Elizabeth’s hand wrapped itself in full around his shaft. “We’re still… negotiating.”

“Is that what this is?” Elizabeth’s hand plunged into slow motion, twisting pleasurably around his cock as she began stroking him off. “What more could you possibly desire of me?”

Everything.

But Hunter knew better than to lunge ahead recklessly. He could see the dangerous promises conspiring on the edge of reality, smoky images that the right words might make real. But it was a tower. He couldn’t reach the summit without building the foundation properly.

“I want to touch you, too. Anytime I’m over here. Wherever I want.”

Elizabeth’s eyes flashed again, and it was as if Hunter could hear that rumbling hunger within her intensifying. Picking up speed, her moving hand flooded his cock with pleasure. A reward.

“Hmmm. I… suppose. Your hands do seem lonely.”

After speaking those words, she should have anticipated what came next. Still, she gasped softly as his hands reached for her bare skin. One took a massive breast into its grip, fondling the orb just as he’d imagined in so many dreams revolving around the Hawthorne’s beautiful matriarch. The other ran a thumb across her soft lips, imagining what they’d taste like. Soon. Very soon.

“So, where are we at now?” she asked, arching her back as he took one of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger. A soft, breathy moan chattered through her teeth.

Witnessing Elizabeth quiver under his touch, newfound confidence swelled within him. It burned hotter than any forge, and he’d only one woman he wanted to scorch with it. Seeing this inferno come to life, Elizabeth’s body responded. She leaned into his touch, sighing contentedly.

“I come over once a week, and I get dinner, a movie, and a slutty mother who wants the cock of a man other than her husband,” Hunter said, licking his lips.

“I… I don’t know about that last part,” Elizabeth mewled, fidgeting in her chair as he dropped his other hand to her breasts, then began assaulting the enormous things. “I’m just doing what I need to do… for my daughter’s sake.”

Hunter licked his lips, meeting her voracious lust head-on. “You’ll have to do a lot more than just flash your tits at me and give me a handjob if that’s what you really want.”

Elizabeth’s body quivered in delight as he intensified his pinching of her nipples, and the woman’s eyes gleamed brightly. Like a frozen pendulum thawing itself off, their power dynamic started swinging in the opposite direction. And she knew it. Nodding, seemingly approving of his more dominant role, Luna’s mother stroked him off with a heady lust, and pleasure mounted within Hunter.

“I know. You deserve plenty more for all the trouble you’ve been caused.” She shifted forward in her chair, pushing it back with her thighs. “Let me give you a sampler.”

Hunter’s eyes widened as the woman removed her hand, then negotiated his cock between her enormous breasts. Elizabeth, regaining a bit of the upper hand now that she’d squeezed his cock between her two most dangerous weapons, grinned. Her mouth hovered just inches over his cock, but she started by pushing her tits together with her hands, beginning a torturous kneading of his cock between the massive things.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, blowing air between his teeth.

“You’d be the only man getting this type of service,” Elizabeth said, lifting her head so she could spear him with the lust emanating from her verdant eyes. “Maybe once a week, maybe more. We could see about meeting outside my home, increasing that number.”

“Definitely more!” Hunter grimaced, and Elizabeth smiled.

“Should I use my mouth next?” she asked. “I bet I can make you cum all over me before our snack arrives.”

Cock throbbing with furious need, Hunter could only nod. He needed to release his seed all over this purring, sultry woman, or he’d never find another restful night again. Regret would throttle him every time he slipped into bed, otherwise. However, determined to ensure Luna’s mom worked, he drew in every speck of resistance he could call upon.

He’d need it.

Sensing his resolve, a challenging glint appeared in Elizabeth’s eye. Squashing her firm, creamy breasts around his cock, she began sliding it through the tight crevice between them with renewed fervor. Spitting on the head of his cock, she lolled her tongue in a long, torturously pleasurable swirl around it. She repeated the process all along his shaft, on both sides, removing her breasts only long enough for her to soak his throbbing cock in lubricant for her lecherous task.

How he’d gone so long deprived of such a fantastic feeling, he didn’t know. Hunter could barely think, let alone move. He was a prisoner trapped between the softest, plushest set of tits imaginable. At that moment, he wouldn’t have traded places with anyone in the world.

Finally getting his entire shaft wet, Elizabeth resumed her titjob. She flitted her tongue out upon the precum spilling out of his cock, like a hummingbird darting in for some nectar. The seductive woman sped up her work, giving him no time for anything but the pleasure she granted him.

“Do warn me if someone’s on their way,” Elizabeth said, winking. “I’m about to be too busy to notice.”

“R-right.”

She bowed her head forward and put her mouth upon his cock, taking what part of it wasn’t smothered between her luscious breasts between the hot confines of her tight lips. Pleasure like Hunter had never known cascaded upon him. A surging energy stole his breath, and he could barely see a foot beyond the woman he’d fantasized about so many times, let alone watch for someone exiting the house.

He ran a hand through her dark hair, felt it stream around his fingers like silk. Elizabeth raised her eyes, noticing every ounce of pleasure she gave him. He couldn’t have hoped to hide it.

While still inside her sultry mouth, she swirled her tongue around the underside of his cock. Hunter’s toes curled, and noticing this, Elizabeth repeated the process. The same result. The scheming woman’s eyes lit with amusement, and she turned the dial to eleven, slamming ridiculous amounts of pleasure upon his cock with her mouth and breasts. Patrick Hawthorne must be some kind of fool to leave such a woman alone for even a second. Once or twice a week wouldn’t cut it, Hunter knew. And he saw the same within Elizabeth’s gaze.

“You’re going to cum on my big tits, aren’t you, Hunter?” she asked in a sexy hum, withdrawing her mouth only for a moment.

“That’s right.” He shook like she was drawing his very life essence out of him when she resumed her noisy sucking. “You offered, and I’m taking you up on it.”

With a satisfied hum, Elizabeth kept pumping pleasure into his throbbing cock with her pillowy tits and soft lips. Hunter glanced toward the house, just checking in case someone in a window or on the roof now gawked at the lewd display happening right under their noses. As far as his scattered attention could tell, they remained in the clear. Just a bit longer; that was all they needed.

As Elizabeth continued her sordid work, Hunter’s body finally bent before the pleasure. Like a massive battering ram upon a gate, his defenses splintered, then collapsed. It was all he could do to tap the sultry woman slurping with her mouth and kneading her breasts against his cock on the head in time.

In immediate answer, Elizabeth pulled her mouth away, but not before she ran her slick tongue against the underside of his cock one final time. And that was that.

He exploded, hot, sticky, and groaning stridently, unable to last a second longer. His seed gushed out of his cock, splattering across Elizabeth’s breasts. The force of his ecstasy nearly thrust him out of his mind, but he hung on by the barest thread. His noisy heart raced, and blood pounded in his ears. The seductress who’d started all of this pulled back, and finally, oxygen again cooled his cock. Blinking back the euphoria sweeping over him like a tidal wave, he looked upon his work.

He'd soaked her in his seed, streaking several long trails across her massive, gravity-defying breasts. The viscous liquid slipped slowly across her breasts, and Elizabeth allowed him plenty of time to survey his handiwork. A pang of shimmering guilt crept color into his cheeks, but it was a pitiable spark before the inferno of desire blazing through him.

How could he not when Elizabeth Hawthorne smiled at him, and in it sat a promise of more to come?


Chapter Four

A Balmy Realization

Hunter watched as Elizabeth just made it in time. After allowing him to drink his fill of the erotic carnage he’d spilled upon her breasts, she’d sauntered over to a small wicker crate by the original table he’d found her at, dug out some wet wipes, and cleansed her skin of the evidence of her infidelity. Mere moments after she stowed her breasts back into her dress, the backdoor opened, revealing a jolly older man hoisting a platter of watermelon slices, pears, and other rejuvenating fruits arrayed artfully upon its face. Two clear glass cups sparkling with water and ice cubes also joined the fruit.

They both returned to Hunter at his table, Elizabeth retaking her seat, the man placing the platter on the table between them. Hunter had, of course, already fixed his attire long before he’d even appeared with the fruits and drinks. Receiving thanks from his employer, the man hastily returned inside.

“Eat up,” Elizabeth said, leaning an elbow on the table and laying her cheek on her palm. “I’m sure you’re famished.”

Picking at the juicy offerings, a fleeting silence snuck in among them. While Hunter munched on some watermelon, he could see thoughts running through the mind of the beautiful woman beside him. A meager upward tilt to one corner of her lips proved the only insight into them, and he wondered just what she was musing over.

She had just committed adultery with him, and he certainly couldn’t cry innocence. He’d known what they were getting up, even if the scorching passion ripping through him earlier had granted him the means to dismiss the ramifications for a time. Now, however, it forced its way in front of his face, sobering him. His gaze again fell toward the glint of diamond on her hand.

“You shouldn’t fret over that,” Elizabeth said, intuiting his thoughts based on his glance.

“How can I not?”

Elizabeth seemingly remained unperturbed. “Which part, pray tell, are you worried about? The moral implications, or the danger of being found out?”

“It’s kind of both,” Hunter said.

“Are you regretting our little tryst?”

“No.” He spoke adamantly, ensuring he looked Elizabeth in the eye. “I knew what I was doing, and I knew I wanted to do it. I still want it.”

A pleased expression took shape on Elizabeth’s irresistible face. “I’m happy to hear you say that. Truly. I’d be a bit crestfallen if our first time ends up also being our last. If you’d like, I think I can alleviate your concerns.”

“I’d appreciate that.”

Elizabeth nodded. “Most important to know is that Patrick Hawthorne is an odious circumstance in the guise of a man. He’s more mistresses than there are months in the year, some of whom date back to when Luna was still a toddler. There is nothing between us; there hasn’t been for many years. I’m still wearing this ring for one reason: it’d be hell trying to escape this marriage, and the collateral damage, especially if I outed his infidelity, would strike all parties harshly. My craggy, miserly in-laws would see fit to that.”

Hunter absorbed her words, then chose his words carefully. “I’d always imagined you living a perfect life, having it all. I guess that’s not true.”

Now, Elizabeth’s face grew somber, serious. “Everyone’s their troubles, especially in relationships. Though, far be it for me to claim I’m not better off than almost anyone else in the world in the same sort of broken marriage. I’m not telling you these things so that you’ll wrap me up in pity, Hunter. But this woman in front of you, she’s got her urges, her desires. And she’s picked you for fulfilling them, in case that wasn’t somehow blatantly obvious. Can you put aside the fact that I’m still married and that we’ll need to take some precautions—though not many, given Patrick is never home—in order for us to continue?”

Not one moment of hesitation delayed his next words. “Yeah, I can do that. If it’s you, one hundred percent.”

Elizabeth lifted her cheek off her palm, freeing her hand for a change in scenery. It stretched across the distance between them, finding his cheek instead. She smiled, and a dazzling brilliance it proved. Hunter’s heart could have leaped to the moon.

“I’ll make sure you get something nice for those words.”

“I can’t wait.”

For the remainder of his stay, their moods remained airy and coquettish. They chatted about their next meeting, which would come far sooner than in a week, then frittered on about all manner of springtime topics. It dawned on him slowly, yet he ended up realizing what this felt like while Elizabeth found photos from a trip last year in Paris on her phone. A date, complete with soft smiles, flirty looks, and carefree relaxation. Though, they’d sort of skipped ahead to the raunchy sex rather than leaving it until the end.

It was a balmy realization, one he knew he’d still be wrapping his head around for days and weeks to come. He was with Elizabeth Hawthorne. All from a drive he’d started because he wanted to kick her daughter out of his apartment.

“Elizabeth,” he said, pulling her attention from her photo album, “how long has this been in the works? You and me, I mean.”

The captivating woman’s lips tugged into a knowing smile. “Are you wondering if I picked you out as Luna’s tutor because I had eyes for you?”

“The thought may have crossed my mind.”

“Well, rest assured. When I selected you as Luna’s tutor, it was all purely professional. Believe it or not, giving titjobs to my daughter’s tutor wasn’t what I set out to accomplish… initially.”

“Guess it just worked out, then,” Hunter said, grinning.

Elizabeth slid a hand along his thigh, a conspiring look in her eyes. “Indeed.”

The stars glittered like diamonds in the sky long before Hunter finally made it home. He was practically a lumbering husk by that time, as well. Elizabeth had seen fit to that. She’d gifted him a blowjob that curled his toes in the backyard, swallowing every last drop voraciously. And then they’d made their way indoors, found a secluded area where her moans might not get them found out, and he’d put himself to the test satisfying the gorgeous woman with his fingers. Exhausted though he might be, as she’d driven him to a third orgasm afterward, pride bloomed headily inside him. Seeing, hearing, and feeling Elizabeth Hawthorne orgasm time and time again because of his efforts proved a memory he’d never forget.

Making his sluggish way back into his apartment building, he spotted Luna’s car, a bright pink Porsche she’d scuffed while driving and refurbished three times since she’d moved in with him, still in the parking lot. He sighed. Besotted with Elizabeth as he was, knowing he’d have to let Luna stay for three more months remained a hard pill to swallow. He swept a hand through his hair and headed inside.


Chapter Five

Neapolitan

Lounging on the living room couch three weeks later, Hunter’s brow furrowed when a knock sounded on his door. It was late, a warm Friday night that saw him with little to do. Luna had just gone out about a half hour ago, though he wouldn’t put it past her to have left her car still running as she rushed back to their apartment in search of something she’d forgotten, only to find he’d locked it since she’d left. Though, given that he’d heard only a trio of soft knocks rather than an impatient barrage thudding on his patience, he didn’t imagine it was her. Rolling himself off the couch, he made for the door.

He'd known both bliss and torture these past three weeks. After having given Elizabeth his word about allowing Luna to remain living with him, he’d stomached her as best he could. When he spotted unwashed plates piled high in the sink, when he tripped over the empty box of a package she’d ordered and subsequently left right inside the doorway, and when her noisy blaring of music woke him in the wee hours of the night, he reminded himself of what he received for his suffering—and then that each passing moment brought him one step closer to his freedom from Luna Hawthorne.

Still, because of his patience, he’d earned the hottest, sultriest, most generous woman on the planet.

Every single time he ended up in arm’s reach of the stunning woman known as Elizabeth Hawthorne, she made sure he didn’t leave without remembering those three things. If it wasn’t letting him lick whipped cream off her breasts during their dinner, then it was sucking him off until he practically lost his mind during the following movie. Each moment spent with Elizabeth proved more tantalizing than the last, and he did his best to make sure she knew it—and that her needs went just as met. The soft blushes and lingering smiles of late led him to believe he'd accomplished those two things.

For that, he could bear the aggravations caused by her daughter.

Reaching the door, Hunter unlocked it and pulled it open. The shock on his face drew a smile from the woman he’d just been thinking about.

“Good evening, Hunter,” the woman he’d just been in reverie over said, a coquettish aura imbued within her smile. “May I come in?”

“Y-yeah.” He quickly moved aside and allowed her passage into his meager living space. It was the first time she’d visited since the day she’d helped Luna move in.

Elizabeth strode in, flashing a curious look his way as she passed by. In her hand, she carried a shopping bag naming a local ice cream store popular in the area. Though he barely even registered it.

If there was any doubt that Elizabeth could rip a surgeon’s eyes away from their patient, it faded now. Having curled the dark tresses spilling down her back, dressed in a soft black dress that plunged all the way to her hips along the back, Hunter’s tongue glued itself to the top of his mouth. Her creamy, smooth skin stole his eyes, his words, even his thoughts. She looked ready to attend a high society auction or charity event, where necks would snap, craning to behold her alluring form. Elegance and poise emanated off her body in waves, and Hunter happily took every moment he could gazing upon her as she sauntered by.

But why was she here?

He shut the door and trailed after her, finding the sway of her firm, round butt—which he knew she was doing on purpose—far more captivating of his attention. Elizabeth set her purse and the bag she’d carried in with her on his kitchen counter, then turned and faced him. Surely seeing how besotted he was, a pleased smile set itself upon her face.

“Surprise,” she said. “I hope I’m not a bother, showing up here unannounced.”

“Definitely not,” he replied. “Just what’s, uh, brought you over? And dressed so nicely?”

“Nicely?” Elizabeth’s green eyes gleamed with pure, unfiltered mischief. “I was hoping to get along a bit better than just nicely.”

Hunter moved close to the voluptuous woman, then looked down upon her and took in her scintillating curves. He lowered his head, bringing his mouth inches from the woman tilting her head up toward him. Their eyes locked, their bodies rousing new heat because of their nearness. The cogs that ran his thoughts finally lurched back into motion, understood the situation in front of him.

“You’re so scorching hot that I’m worried you’ll melt my lips off if I get any closer.”

“Hmm,” Elizabeth purred, slowly wrapping her arms around his waist. “A risk worth taking?”

“Every time.”

Their mouths met, and Hunter knew only intoxicating sparks. He ran his hands along her smooth back, delighting in her soft shiver. Their tongues met, hot, urgent, wild. Hunter turned and pushed Elizabeth against the counter, and she leaned back with a contented sigh.

A hand tapped him on the chest, which caused him to end their kiss. Pulling back, he grinned at Elizabeth’s lustful expression. She pursed her lips, reading his mind, and wriggled her nose at him.

“Our ice cream will melt if we get right to it,” she said.

Hunter glanced at the bag she’d set down. His hands, possessing a mind of their own, continued drifting down Elizabeth’s back. She threw a knowing look his way but didn’t complain as he found her firm, round butt in his grasp.

“What’s the occasion? And I’m guessing you knew Luna would be out.”

“I did know that.” Elizbeth leaned her chest into his, drawing one more kiss out of him. “As for your other question, I wanted to come to my man’s home and give him something special. After ice cream and a movie or two.”

She’d quickly added that qualifier, feeling the immediate erection her husky words had prompted out of him. Climbing onto her toes so she could throw a final kiss onto his lips, she maneuvered out of his grasp. She turned and reached for the contents inside the bag, though she made sure to further excite him by grinding her butt against him. As Hunter gripped her hips and pulled her closer to his throbbing erection, he watched her reveal a carton of Neapolitan ice cream. When she looked over her shoulder at him, he arched an eyebrow.

“Were you expecting some vague, exotic flavor no one but the stupidly wealthy know about?” she teased.

“No, ‘cause I know what that place has,” Hunter said with a chuckle. “It hasn’t melted, has it? The closest one nearby is twenty minutes out.”

Obvious signs of condensation, rather than edges of frost, crept along the container’s lid and sides. Elizabeth wrinkled her nose and popped the lid off. While not melted, Hunter found with a finger he pressed gently onto the chocolate portion of the ice cream that it’d significantly softened.

“Maybe some time in the freezer?” he suggested.

“For the first movie, yeah.”

Stowing the carton of ice cream alongside Hunter’s stockpile of frozen peas, tater tots, and shrimp, the two of them barely looked toward the couch as they made their way to it. A relatively short thing that Hunter and his best friend, Nate, had hauled up here when he’d moved into this place about a year ago, they could still sit comfortably alongside one another. Or… he could pull Elizabeth onto his lap, dim the lights, throw on a movie, and resume their earlier business.

The gorgeous woman sighed but graced him with a small smile as he tugged her closer. While he didn’t entirely end with her on his lap, she snuggled against him and laid her head on his shoulder. A balmy bliss Hunter had become quite familiar with spread throughout his body. Familiar with, yet no less potent than the first time.

“You’re being awfully doe-eyed,” Elizabeth said teasingly. Her hand splayed itself out on his chest, feeling his heartbeat. “You’re going to make my heart race just as fast, looking at me like that.”

“Would that be so bad?”

“We’d miss the movie.”

“Would that be so bad?” Hunter repeated.

Elizabeth’s lips curved upward, and she seemingly abandoned her earlier plans. “No, I don’t think it would be.”


Chapter Six

The First Memory

When they started, they both knew how it was going to end. Really, some part of Hunter had understood it the moment he’d opened the door, seen the woman of his dreams in her dark dress, a simmering current of desire surrounding her. Elizabeth had chosen his home rather than inviting him over to hers. A place not filled with years of loveless, lonely memories. Instead, she’d chosen a place unmarred by such pain, a place where they could make an unforgettable memory tonight.

Hunter brought his lips to Elizabeth’s slender neck, attentive and soft as he kissed upon her smooth skin. His woman sighed into his ministrations, running her hands through his hair before finally letting him maneuver her onto his lap. Body tingling pleasurably as she pressed herself tighter against him, Hunter nipped at her collarbone, then brought his lips to hers.

“Is this dress expensive?” he asked, hands traveling along its softness on their way to her bare back.

“Yes, but don’t let that stop you,” Elizabeth said, spearing him with a sultry look. “In case you didn’t know, I can afford replacements.”

Grabbing hold of the thin layer of fabric running across the back of her neck with both hands, responsible for the vile task of hiding her front from him, Hunter relieved it of its duty. Threads strained, then snapped, and Elizabeth chuckled. As the dark dress collapsed like a falling curtain, Hunter greedily dropped his mouth to one of the massive orbs revealed to him.

Elizabeth muffled her moans as he took one nipple into his mouth. She flicked him on the side of his head as he palmed her other breast, tossing it in his hand as if it were a sack of change. Hunter grinned and pushed further into her breasts, flicking his tongue over the pink nipple trapped within his mouth. For his efforts, he finally earned the unstifled moan that he’d hoped to hear.

“Everything about you is just too damn sexy,” Hunter growled, staring passionately at the woman in his arms.

Elizabeth beamed at him, then bit her lip as he pinched her nipples. “It’s always nice to be appreciated. Fuck!” Her body bounced on his lap as he twisted them.

Hunter didn’t relent. Enthusiastic passion rumbled through the room, with Elizabeth’s soft gasps peppering his apartment. Sounds he’d never forget. Sounds he wanted to hear more of.

“You’re not just going to keep playing with me, are you?” Elizabeth asked while he suckled on her neck.

“What should I do next?”

“I’ve bared myself for you,” she said, sending a soft, searching hand down his stomach. The hot pads of her fingertips snuck in by the hem of his pants, searing his skin as they moved under his boxers. “It’s not fair if I’m the only one.”

Before she even finished her sultry words, he’d started shoving himself out of his pants and boxers. His excitement earned him another bright smile. Once free of his pants, Elizabeth’s hot fingers wrapped themselves around a cock they’d come to know quite well recently.

“There, that’s better,” she cooed, practically radiating palpable waves of desire at him.

“I can have all of you tonight?”

Her eyes burned bright, and the air crackled with electricity as they met. Even though he was certain Elizabeth carried no lingering love or loyalty to her undeserving husband, some forbidden wall had stood between them these past three weeks. Of all the sordid affairs they’d gotten up to, he’d yet to claim—and be claimed by—Elizabeth in full.

He’d not rushed her, not tried to push things ahead faster than she wished. It wasn’t as if she’d left him unsatisfied or that he didn’t understand that different people needed different amounts of time to reach that level of intimacy. Even if her arrival here, in the manner she’d appeared before him, sent the message loud and clear, he still wanted one final confirmation. For both their sakes.

Elizabeth pressed her mouth to his, and the answer sent shudders into him. For good measure, pulling back, she gave him a second confirmation.

“You can have me every night.”

A localized hurricane crashed through his apartment that night.

He took her in his arms, pushing her onto her back. Her hair spilled around her lovely face, and he held her cheek in his hand as his other helped hike up her dress. Trailing across her supple thighs, that same hand found her plenty soaked. Smiling at him, tossing her hands around his neck so that she could draw him into another deep kiss, pounding thunder roared in Hunter’s ears.

Fitting himself to her sex, their hearts raced as one. Lifting her hips for his arrival, he slid himself in one smooth motion into the unfathomably sexy woman.

“Ugh, yesss.” Elizabeth’s grip around his neck tightened, and she craned her neck to see where they’d joined one another at long last.

Hunter’s heart rate catapulted itself into the stratosphere, and he needed a moment just to bask in the rapturous moment. When he finally returned to himself, he found Elizabeth’s lips needing another kiss. Melding their lips back together, he pulled his hips back, then began thrusting slowly into the slick walls clamping down on his cock. All so he could taste her moans as they fled her mouth.

Elizabeth’s nails raked across the back of his neck, and her body responded exuberantly to each thrust. He upped his rhythm, soaking in the pleasure they shared, admiring the way her body arched into his. Her firm breasts bounced with each thrust, her syrupy sweet moans intensified, and desire blazed through her eyes.

“Fuck! This is too good!”

Hunter grinned at the woman shuddering in her passionate throes. Each new thrust took them higher. Jolts of energy blasted through their bodies each time. Hunter’s hand found hers, and Elizabeth squeezed it tightly.

Sinking to the hilt within Elizabeth, a garbled hiss of pleasure fled her throat. Her hand suddenly tightened, but it wasn’t alone. Her pussy tightened around his cock, and that long moan of ecstasy repeated itself. And he reveled in it, this first orgasm. Her pleasurable writhing, the tightening of her walls, and the fluttering eyelids as she succumbed to euphoria. It was so indelibly erotic that Hunter forgot to breathe for several seconds.

Determined to hold out a bit longer, he slowed his thrusting and let Elizabeth’s weakened grasp renew its strength. Her eyes focused on him, and she vigorously wrapped her arms around his back.

“You’re going to give me every drop, Hunter,” she husked.

With those words spoken, Hunter lost track of everything but his need to do just that.

With each thrust, he shoved himself to the hilt inside Elizabeth Hawthorne’s begging cunt. Sopping wet, tightening around a sensation it’d feel a hundred times more before the year ended, it accepted him happily. His balls ached and tightened, and the sensitivity in his cock soared. Torrid groans spilled out of his mouth, and the gorgeous creature beneath him blessed him with a brilliant smile for each one.

“Fuck me, Hunter! Fuck me good!”

The couch creaked and shifted along the floor, but neither of them paid it any mind. They saw nothing but the other, wanted nothing from the world but the other. Hunter’s mouth roamed across Elizabeth’s smooth body, biting along the flesh of her glorious breasts. Elizabeth’s hands slid along his sides, flexing into his muscles as he used them to keep fucking her senseless.

“I’m going to cum soon!” he groaned.

“Do it, Hunter. Inside. Fill me up.”

Hunter ran a hand up to her throat, then to her mouth. The gluttonous woman took two of his fingers into her mouth, sucking on them willingly. Attacking the lobe of her ear with his teeth, shoving one hand behind the small of her back for a handhold, he lasted only a few moments more. Right before it, a new realization cemented itself in his mind—one he whispered into her ear a second before he erupted.

“I love you, Elizabeth.”

Her sharp inhale preceded the most euphoric climax he’d ever experienced. Partly because, maybe due to his words, she came again alongside him.

They both roared with lust as their ecstasy seized them. As Hunter buried himself to the base inside of Elizabeth, hips digging into hers, their bodies sharing in the fiercest heat either of them had ever known, he poured every ounce of his hot seed inside of her. Elizabeth latched onto him and threw her head back, a guttural rush of groans pouring off her tongue.

“Oh, ungh, ungh, unghhh!”

Instinctively, Hunter squeezed her tightly against him, otherwise completely submerged in the imaginable bliss coursing through his body. He knew nothing but euphoria while he blasted his seed deep within her, and he remained bottomed out inside of her until it ebbed.

“Holy shit,” he eventually murmured.

“Aptly put,” Elizabeth said, running a soft hand through his hair.

Fatigue shackled him, leaving his body reluctant to obey his commands. Still, a reminder of the words he’d spoken just before kept him awake. He glanced away from the gorgeous woman.

“Uh, Elizabeth. About what I just said-”

A finger tapped him on the nose. Elizabeth smiled. With her next words, she created a link between them that Hunter knew he would never regret. Another tap accompanied each word.

“I. Love. You. Too.”

Helping the other, they separated their bodies and sat up on the couch. Not long after, he’d pulled her back onto his lap, where she beamed at him while he trailed kisses over every part of her soft skin his lips could reach.

“I’m glad,” Hunter said, relief cooling the simmering anxiety that had threatened him moments ago. “I didn’t mean to blurt it out like that, but it is true.”

Elizabeth cupped his cheek into her hand, then kissed him deeply. “I know. And I’m glad you said it, blurted or not.”

He poured a mountain of affection on her for the next twenty minutes, holding and kissing and whispering sweet words to her. Elizabeth blushed underneath his tender assault, and it was a side of her he’d only rarely viewed. To see it lasting with some level of permanence warmed his heart dearly.

The staccato of rapid knocks on his door, less so. He recognized those knocks.

“It’s Luna!” he hissed.

Elizabeth’s eyes widened into emerald moons. “Oh, no.”

They leaped to their feet, a frigid shot of adrenaline ridding Hunter of his lethargy. While he scurried back into his boxers and pants, Elizabeth looked at her own state of undress. Hunter winced, now regretting his earlier tearing of her dress.

“My room,” he whispered urgently, shoving a finger toward the closed doorway.

With little else for her to hide in the apartment, it was the only proper choice. After snatching her purse from the counter, Elizabeth started fleeing toward it, only to pause. She grinned, grabbed him by the arm, eyes alight with panic but also something dangerous, and then kissed him one final time. Leaving him starstruck, she hurried into his room. All the while, the frustrated sounds of her daughter thudded on the opposite side of the door.

Turning the TV off, and now clothed, Hunter hurried to the door. Opening it, he found a mildly annoyed Luna on the other side. She practically bowled through him on her way in.

“Did you lose your key?” he asked her backside as she stomped in. This one time, he was in favor of Luna being well, Luna. It’d certainly just saved him and her mother a whole heck of a lot of awkwardness—and likely a calamitous fallout.

“No, it’s somewhere in here,” she said, tossing her overstuffed designer purse onto the counter. Her feet carried her around into the kitchen, where she threw open the refrigerator. “Ugh, there’s nothing to eat.”

“I’m surprised you’re back so early,” Hunter said, eyeing his closed door. “Did something happen?”

“Pete and Heather pissed me off, so I left early.” She offered no further explanation.

After shoving her way through the meager contents of the fridge, she stood straight and tossed open the freezer. Her eyes immediately lit up.

“Oh, ice cream.” She snatched the carton out of the freezer without even glancing his way, let alone asking him for permission. “Neapolitan, huh.”

“Uh, yeah.”

“It’s Mom’s favorite,” Luna remarked, eyes lingering on the container of ice cream.

Within moments, Hunter’s heartbeat thrust itself into overdrive. Surely, not. Surely, Luna Hawthorne, of all people, was not about to Sherlock Holmes them, all because of a carton of Neapolitan ice cream. His gaze remained glued to her expression, anxiety cutting him like shards of glass raking across his skin.

“Strawberry’s the only good flavor in here, though,” she said, sighing and putting the carton back on its shelf. Grumbling to herself about the lack of treats, she marched to her room. Thankfully, without so much as a glance back in his or the freezer’s direction.

Hunter released a pent-up exhale, then swiftly followed Luna’s lead. Quickly upon entering his bedroom, he shut the door behind him. Rather than the anxious one he’d expected, a mirthful gaze peered his way.

“Oh, you fixed your dress?” Hunter whispered, worried about Luna potentially hearing through the walls.

“I’d say ‘fix’ is a bit of a misnomer,” Elizabeth said with a chuckle. She swept her hair out of the way and turned, showing him how she’d mended the strap behind her neck that he’d snapped earlier. With copious amounts of scotch tape she’d found sitting on his desk. “I don’t think I could get away with walking and driving home with my tits out, so this’ll have to do.”

“Fair enough,” Hunter said, a small grin expanding on his face at the imagery evoked by her words.

Elizabeth’s lips formed a wicked smile, and her feet carried her nearly to him. “Though, I think I would appreciate being walked to my car.”

“How much would you appreciate it?” Hunter asked, body already reignited with passion. How could it not, with such a woman sidling up to him?

Elizabeth’s fingers crawled along his arm, and her eyes flashed coquettishly. “Enough that I might not be doing much driving inside of it.”

Hunter held an arm out for her to take, and the woman playfully rolled her eyes. However, a moment later, arm in arm, they snuck out of his apartment, headed down to her car, and then made a first memory there, too.

THE END
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